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SOME DPASSAGES IN TIE LIFE OF SUSAN ANSTEY.
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said Migg Anstey, and she looked
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l’;e(’uliar toe;:d with a soft timid gaze, that was
Avq er. You will forgive me? I think I
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o Sng eO: ll: for the' present,” said Susan,
o tall: Ject, seeing that it pained her:
g%‘:immemt‘nt fe Into contemplation this matter
fortyy, , . F 'he evening, Have you any
"Yes. b € tellers lying about?”
o “N')Os“t we are all sick of that.”
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set to work and compose

1 §:°’ Unfertile brain 7” said Susan: “poesi-
hat Ik::wllme,fhat'l can think of.”
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“Here is a dilemma,” said Miss Anstey;
“ihere is no key--no! that would be too much
to expect of the destinies, but I shall be a match
for them,” and seizing a penknife, she ripped up
the leather buck of the port-fulio in an instant,

“ What have we here?” said Miss Anstey,
looking upon a set of beautiful sketches in oils
and in chalk, and in every imaginable form, and
which appeared o' have been executed by an
artist’s hand. She was a little of a eonnoisseur,
and gozed upon them with wonder and admiration.

* Have you scen any to suit us?” enquired
Miss Wilmorth of Susan, who was for the pre-
sent more engaged in thinking of their beauty,
than of the purpose they were designed to serve.

* They are all so beautiful!” said she.

“ You think so—they were done, I believe, by
my father. He was a sort of an amateur artist
in his youth, and travelled in foreign lands.”

Miss Anstey stopped to think for an instant—
it was the first time she had ever heard Annie
talk of her father. After some time spent in
consultation, they set apart seven or eight pie-.
tures to serve as copies for the tableauzr vivants,
and then occupied themsclves in preparing the
necessary costumes, till it was nearly time for
their friends to arrive. -

They began to appear about cight. It was
a bright moonlight night, serenely sweet, after
the fervour of a September day; and doors and

‘windows opened, amid flowers, and in shrubbe-

ries, and in erbors, the guests wandered ¢ at their
own sweet will,” diverting themselves, till it was
time for the grand scene of the tablcanz to open.’
Miss Wilmorth and Susan were, of course, to be
the principal performers, * But who,” said Miss
Wilmorth, as they retired to robe themselves for
the exhibition,  shall we choose for the third—
there are three figures in all the pictures,”

“ Oh! somebody dark and tall, and fitted to
masquerade as & man. Mary Danneworth will
do.” And the three slipped away, unobserved
together. :

Very soon the first tableau was announced—
the folding doors opened, and the spectators, in-
cluding Mrs, Wilmorth, in the adjoining room.
Avery body has seen tubleauz vivants, and I need
scarcely describe what they are. A large con-
trivance is fitted up to represent a picture-frame,
into which some persons go in proper costume,
and attitudinize as pictures. When the light is
thrown in a particular manoper, the effect is
exactly that of pictures, large as Jife. Miss Wil-
morth, Susan Anstey, and Miss Danneworth,
were the figures about to be grouged, and the
first tableau on which the folding doors opened,
was called,




