
COUNTR YLODGI N G 8.
By Mist MITFORD.

let ween two nid three years ago, the rollowing pithy
advertiemcent appeared in several of the London pa-

...

'Country I.ogings.--A partments to be let in a large

irmn-house, s:itato in a cheap and p!easant village, about
fortv rniies froa Londin. App'y (if by letter, post-paid)

to A. IL, No. 7, qalibury-street, Strand.''

Little did I think, whilst adwiring in the broad page of-

the ' Moriing Chrounicle" the compendioos hrevity of this

ailnounicCfelmet, tihat the pieasant village referred 10 was
our own dear Aberleigh ; and thatthe first tenant of those
apartienîti solicad be a lady whose family I had long

known, and in whose fortunes and destiny I took a more

than commoi interest ! -

Uptohn Court was a manor-house of considerable extent,
wich had iri former times been the residence of a di.-
tinguished Catholic f;iiily, but which, in the changes of
property incident to our flactuating neighbourhood, was
"fallen froi its high estite," and degraded into the
hnmestend of a farr so small, that the tenant, a yeoman

f the poorest class, was fiin to eke out his rent by enter-
.... into an agreement with a speculating Belford uphols-

terer, and letting ofi a part of the fine old mnansion in the
shape of frniAscd lodgirigs.

tirs. Cameron was a young widow. Iler father, ai

Scotch officer, well born, sickly, and poor, had been butj
ton happy to bestow the hand of his only child upon an
old friend and fellow-countrvmain, the prncipal clerk in a
government office whose respectable station, easy fortune,
excellent sense, and super-excellent character, were, asi
11e thouguit, and as fatihers, rigit or wronig, are pt to i
thinkh, advang, more tain suiiicment to cour.terbalaince al

duced ber rathor to shun than to covet the company of'
strangers.

Late one evening the fair Heler, arrived at our cottage
with a face of unwonted gravity. Mrs. Davis (her land-
lady) had used her very ill. She had taken the west wing
in total ignorance of their being other apartments to let at
fhe Court, or she would have secured them. And now a
new lodger had arrived, hrad actually taken possession of
two rooms in the centre of the bouse; and Martha, who
hal seen him, said he was a young man, and a hand-
some man-and she herself a young woman unprotected
and alone!-It vas awkward, very awkward! Was it

not very awkward? Whrat was she to do?

Nothing could be done that night; so far was clear; buL

we praised her prudence, promised to call at Upton the

next day, and if neccessary., to speak to this niew lodger,

who might, afur ail, be no very formidable person; and

quite relieved by the vent which she had given to her

scruples, she departed in her usual good spirits.

Early the next morning shje re-appeared " She would

not have the new Iodger disturbed for the world! He was

a Pole. One donbtless of those unfortunate exiles. He

had told Mrs. Davies that he was a Polish gentleman, de-

sirous chiefly of good air, cheapness, and retirement.

Beyonçl a doubt lie was one of those unhappy fugitives.

Helooked grave, and pale, and thoughtfui, quite like a

hero ofromance. Besides, lie was the very person who,

a week before, had caught hold of the reins when that

littie, restive pony had taken fright at the baker's cart,

and nearly backed Bill and ierself into the great gravel-

pit on Lanton Common. Bill hiad entirely lost all com-

miand over the pony, and but for tihe strangers's presence

of mind, she did not know what would have becnone ofl

theri. Surely I mu uist remenber her telling me the cir-
<h~p:ar;ty of years: arrpparan~e whiich some dughters .cmstance? Besides, ie
might have thoigli startingb,-t bride inig a beautiful poor! ile was an e i!e
girl of seve: n, the bridgroom a p.:in m:1ai of seven- driving hilm from the àsylu
and-fity. In ti' e e, t least, the father was riht. ie the world !-No! not fora
lh ned long eIn:gih' oe thlt te Vouivg wife was unsua ion which s by no means
ly nched to iir liiud ant ind ulgônt iusband, nid died, in ihe eyes of a lorist, an
abnot a twelvmoth atlbr tie inarrlige, wihhe fllest woman, what is this rusty

coier e in l--r repectrbility and haess. Mr. Ca- called the world, 'compar
meron d nrot lone survive him. I' i ll-fore s he was ninare- A

teenî thetý fAir 1!!'10. (amreroun w.i a wrnlow, and -norphanr
',called hrimuself,) hrad brou

wvithi on bauiful hoy, to whomsie was left sole guiar-
d:an, a incore heing securd t lier e:pefor lier r;ink
in life, but clogged withI the ione condition of hber not every appearance of his b

mnirrving, ag;ihad conijectured, a forei
only agreed that it wvould

Such wa i the tenant, who carme an the bndding spricnc
lime, the showery, flowery mnrorth of Apri!, to spend thel from his rnew' romie, (a p

en.r s ner ahtoiourt.s land of freedor rigenigM me t ponC rini the formn of an offer of d
01, on our part, regarded her arrival vit no, conmnon

pot mne,) utreolvecinterest. It aiippeared but vesterday since llelen ;iraha , oc) but reo

was ier.;elf a chi'd ; and hrere sie was, witii two mies our poor power,t-oei
j claimied to be, in the large:of us, a widow'and a mother.

We soon founid that lier nind was as charming as her My fathier iad seen hic

person. indeed,ier ficeovely as it was,derived the best on a few days after, bi

pe.rt of is loveliness fromir her suinny ternper, lier frank and imîaufully a lthe briers anc

ardent spirit,lier alTectionate and gernerous eiart. It vas first view of hini was in a

the every-varyi4g expressior, zia expression which could sistinrg a Belford tradesmrai

not deceivo,that lent such mtatclilesi charms to lier glowing sery.
and animated cmintenance, and to the round and nusical One of Mrs. Cameron
voice, sweet as the spoken voice of Malibran, or the stili lier country lodginigs had
fuller and more exquisite tones of Mrs. Jordan, which, that important apartinent.
true to the feeling of the moment, vibrated alike to the two subtle essences, sni
wildest gaiety and the deepest pathos. In a word, the battle in« a wide,upen chi
chief beauty of 1Iclen Camreron% wus ber sensibility. It sure to have the best of t
was the peu funo to the rose. ler little boy, borni, just enemy ut full sipeed bofo
befure his fathàei ' death, and upon whom she doted, was by this tim hi ad establisho
a mliagnificent pioce of still life. nerely vith Bill and Mr

W.Ve niet abnost every day. Mrs. Caneron was never happening to see her, on
weary of driving about our beautiful lanes in lier little of smoky distress, not m
pony-carriage, and ususally calied upon us in her way tie fashion of the norther:
home, w being not merely her oldest, but alnost her ately walked into Belfor
only friends ; for, lively and social as %.as her temper, spectable ironmonger; au
there was a little touch of shyness about her, which in- erecting this admirable a

. (really these words are s)
*Quoted in the M1etropolitan, from a delightful wrork by Musj
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I could hardly- have seen him under circumstanees bet'
ter calculated to display his intelligence, his delicacyor
his good reedng. Th e patierice, gentleness, and kind

feeling, with which he contrived at oncë to excuseand to
remedy certain .blunders made by, the worknen in the
execurion of is orders, and tre clearness winn wiieh in.
perfectly correct and idiomatie English, slightly tinged
vith a foreign accent, hë explained the mechanical and

scientific reasons for the construction he had suggësted gav e
evidence at once of no common talent, and of a consider-
ateness and good nature in ils exercise more valuable thinf
ail the talent im the world.

In person, he was tali and graceful, and very noble-
looking. His lhead was particularly intellectual, and there
was a calm sweetness about the mouth that was singu-
larly prepossessing. Helen had likened him to a hero of re-
mance. In my eyes he bore much more plainly the stamp
of a man of fashion-of that very highest fashion which is
too reflned for fi'ery, too full of self-respect for affeeta-
ion. Somewhat of that e'serve continued even afîer-our
acquaintance had ripened into intimacy. He never spoke

of his own past history, or future prospects, shunned al.
political discourse, and was with difficulty drawn into
conversation upon the scenery and manners ofthe North'
of Europe. He seemed afraid of the subjett. I have ne-
ver met with any person· whose mind was more tichly
cultivated, or who was more calculated to adorn the high-
est station. And here he was wasting life in a geoluded
village in a foreigu country ! What vould become of
him afier his present apparently slender resources should
be exhausted, was painful to imagine. The more painful;
that the accidental discovery of the direction of a letter had
disclosed his former rank. It .was part of an envelope
add ressed "A Monsieur Monsieur le Comte Choynowski,"
and left as a mark in a book, ail except the name being
torn off.

I t was but too evident that another calamity was im-
pending over the unfortunate exile. Althougli most dis-
creet in word and guarded in manner, every action be-
spoke his devotion to his lovely fellow-inmae. Her
wishes werphx1--E- - ' lisi u aRen'os teier little boy
were such as yonng men rarely show to-mn-t er-rn

love of the inother; and-the garden,that garden abandoned

since the muemory of man, (for the Court, previous to the

arrival of the present tenant, had been for years uni nha-

bited,) was under his exertions and superintendence, ra-

pidly assumuring an aspect of luxuriance and order.

(To be concluded in our next.)

Too L.TE AT CHURcH.-I had a servan: with a very

deceptive naine, Samuel Moral wvhao, as if merely to bel ie

it, was in one respect the most inmoral, for he was much

given to intoxication. This of course brought on other

careless habits; and as I wished to reclaim him, if possible

I long bore with him, and nany a lecture I gave him.

'Oh, Samuel, Samuel!" said I to him very frequently-
''what vill become of you?" On one occasion I told him

ie was makiug himse la brute, and then only was he rous-

ed to reply angrily.-c"Brute, sir-no brute at ail, sir-was

bred and born ut T-."- But the incident which

wvould inevitably have upset the equilibrium of your gra-

vity, was this. I had given Ihin many a lecture for being

too late at churci, but still I could not make him punctu-

ai. One Sunday, as I was reading the first lesson, which
happened to be the third chapter, first book of Samuel, I

saw him run in at..the cirurchr-door, ducking down hris

11ead that lie shoulid not be noticed. He made as mnuch

haste as he could up int the gallery,and lie had no sooner

appeared in the front, thinking of nothinrg but that he

mîight escape observation, than I came to these words,

"Samuel, Samuel." 'I never can forget his attitude,

directly facing me. Ho stood up in an instant, leaned

over thre raiiing, with bis mouth wide open, and if some

one had nlot pulled him down instantiy by the skirt of his

coat, I have no doubt ihe would have pub!icly made hié

excuse.-Blackwood's M4lagazine.
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