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# Thoro is somo grace in her yet,” thought I, *for she knowa
how to blush ; and from that momest I regarded ber with more
complacency, whilo my eister rolioved bor embarrassment by im.
medistely propoting music. S .

Again 1 was annoyed beyond o, for I ted not this
eountry belio would infhot upon us some old picco of music, with
1% endloms variations and accompaniments, the practice of 2 whoie
yoar of hor boarding-school cducation. I was misteken in my
calculetions, howevor; for Mies Somorvills refuzed to be the first
o play ; and my sister hed to make many journcys round the
room, pleading with different ladies befors anv could be led
blushing to the instrument.  Ax usual, whon they did come, tho
eamo in shoals; and the gentlemen thon smused thomvelves wi
politics, moro to their hearts’ coutent. There wers still some of
tho party not 8o casily sotisfied ; and I heard my sister whisper
1o hor friond, * My dear Kate, havo pity upon my piano, and put’
& stop to this discord.” &

Kate langhed heartily at my sister’s dilemma ; but rose immedi.
atoly, and taking hos bumble place amongst the musical group,
waited patiently until two yowng ladice bad finished their well
known company duet; when the party could not do otherwise
than make way for onc whose pratansions ail agread to bs unri.
walled, though her stgls of singing was by ue meana popular.

I had watched thes2 movements, ard prepared my norves for
what ¥ cxpectod would bo showing off in the highest style off
ocuntry execution ; in other words, making a» much noiss as the
pinno was capable of producing, when my car was caught by onc
of the swectest:of Scotch ballade, sung by the clearest and moss
muosical of voites, with such rpid altornations of pleyfulnes and
pathos, thet it ssomed to coms as freah from the heart of the
minstrol, as if it had nover been shyed or sung before—a genune
buret of {eolings, sung es the wild bird sings on his native tree. 1
had Bieard more powerful voices, and listencd to performances)
moze elaborate and complote, but it seemed to me that I had
never bafors listened to such free.born native mueic; and when
the song was eaded, ¥ found ¥ had unconsciously placed myself
beside the ainger, while most of thass who previously compased
the musical group, had fallen back into their places, and wers
forming thermssives into livls coteries of laughtar and of goesip
wround the room.

Miss Somerville rose from her seaf.

“ You are not tired,” ¥ exclaimed with impaGicncs.

« Oh no,” aha answared,  but} sce my, andienceis. My style
of mausic is not popular amengst them. ‘Thoy like theirown much
better; and I must not monopolize.”

My eister had now moved away to another part of the room;
and I consoquently found mywelf téte.g.2éte with the very person
¥ most wishsd to aveid; and who, unloss she would be always
singing to me, would, ¥ belicved, be nothing but intolerable.
Contrary to my expectations, we feil into 2 most awkward silencs,
when suddenly tho Ixdy tumed to me, 2nd said, with & look of

w6 cancern, ** You seom to have a dreadful cold, sir. It must

a sad bere to «it in euch & room us this, and hear us ait talkin,
of things you don’t care about ; with that ringing in ths car, an
thrabbing in the teraples, which a bad cold produces. 1 know
nothing wores to endare; and in charity to you, I am going to
break up tho party, by carrying of my father. But, siay oze
moment.”

And shs went hastily out of the room, without allowing me
timo to apologize for my stupidity and rodences, on the score of
that indispositon which she had eo kindly noticed. My sister
foilowed hes, but soon returned.

“ When will theso lo go away 1" ¥ asked with impstience,

™ Ag soon as Mr. and Miss Somorville arder their carnage.”

@ And why dox't they onder it now 1

» Beeanse Mim Somerville is standing by the nursery fire,
making you & naetrum for your eold.®

“What an unsccountabls creature ™ I exclimed. Why, I
have boen positively rude to her”

“ $¥at makes no differenes with hor,” roplied my aister. ** She
mfnnid ;nre tho malady of an eazmy, just az willingly as that of
a fricad.”

« Then there is noi.hing personal in tho matter," thought I, with
a slight touch of disappointment.

15 a few days this visit was to ba relarned ; and 20 muoch wero
tho offects of my cold alleviated by the mesas above atluded to,
thet I felt it would bo impossiblo to make indisposition a plea for
sheenting mysalf from tho party.
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dguare flat front, witu ootagonal sowors ijmﬁﬁﬁ,u littls at saoli
end; and there wors turrots, and recesses, and mullioned windows,
and winding passages, and all ecrts of things to bs long remem.
bered abaut it ; but most of all the ivy. Nover have I seen such
deep, such sich festoons of ivy as hung over the arched cutrance
of the esstorn tower. And then thero was that old.fashioned
plant, with its bright rad berrics, and short green loaves, and the
rumbling clematis ail about the front ; whilo a white roso clihbed
up to the window of Kate’s own room, asif to mazk the purity
and aacrodness of that particular spet.

But I forget; for X was » long tims bofore ¥ thought there was
anything sacred coenecred with her; and especially on the day I
allude to, though she had sured my cold, I felt a8 if I owod hera
sort of revange, beonuss I could wot dislike her as I had intended ;
and I thought of nolking but how pleasant 1t would be to bring
her down, and humbls her. .

Ths avenwe of elme through which we drove, did not Icad
direetly to she house, though it cammanded 2 visw of it through
wdoy cponifige ix tue trees ; but sthem we had approsched within
a huodred yards, the rord turned off into an open sweap, along a
Inwa of the smeotheat turd, sloping down to a bright sparkling
river, whick walored the adjoining meadows, windiag hike  silver
thrsag amonget the greon tufts of ash, and bireh, and willow, that
fringed iw verdant banks. lo approaching nsarer to the mansion,
ws pagead along the side of a beautifid sbrubbery, whose winding
walks were scarcoly vigbls smongst the thickly.grouping lilachs,
ex8d labumums, and the wesping willows, that hung over the road.

On resching thic spot, my sigtor exelaimed with astonishment
at the sight of an esormous mornd of earth, which several work.
men trers en?ged iw reasing, while beside them stood the mester
of the house, hi# astemtion being s ontirely absorbed, that he did
not observe our oarrisge pass. It was then I first fearned that
this axcellent man—for exeellent ke cortainly was in all gualitics
of the horrt—was inveterately addicted to the hebit of gmﬁng
bimself to what are commonly ealled hobbiss; and having no
pudlic pwsuits, ner anything, in ahort, to lead him out of the
nasrow precineta of his horeditary domais, the restless spirit of
inveation, o ofien misinken for that of improvement, had left its
traces on many portions of bis estate, where suins of money had
boen suxk sulicient tv bave cured o man less enterprizing, of the
faxcinating, but dangerous habit of trying experimests on a large
&nd sxpowsive scale. In one part of his grounds, in particular,
though happily remmole from the house, was s ruisous heap of
Lroken earth, interspsrssd witk deep pits, beside which wera seat-
tored a fow slightly built sheds, unoccupied, and falling to decay.
Mere Mr. Somarville bad once intended“to eatablizh a pottery ;
but the idea of digging for codl scon afterwards presanting itself
to his mind, the latter gained the ascendency; 2ad another part
of his eatate prasented an cqually deserted scene, strawed with
the vostiges of & project ogually futils.

It was strange, a» Kate uscé often to obmerve, that her {ather
should aliow thess things to remzin—that he should not employ
soroe of his numeross host of Inbourera to smooth down the earth,
and caryy off the rubbish, in order to effacs the memory of defeated
enterprise. ‘The disease of hobbya-iding had, however, the same
symptoms and character with him, ag with othess. The object
of the present moment, and the hopes it supplied, so entirely
occupied his mind, that he seemed to feel neither the pain of
wounded pride, nor that of disappointed effort. Tokim the fature
wes &l ; and the past waz consequently nothing.

To a superficial observer, Mr. Somerville preseated a perfoct

icture of an amixble, peaceloving country gentleman. And mo
1a fact hs was. He hed not an unkind thought or feeling towarda
ony buman being. Rut at the eame time ho knew very littls
what buman beings were.  On the subject of chemical combin.
ations, ard patent machinery, his information was far more
extsnsive, and hisattention more ezelly excited. He would probably
have fallen asleep, had any ans talked to him of messl principle ;
end even on the finer distinctions, of religious creed and party, he
was oither &n intelligent, nor a patient listener; although no
man coald bs maore strictly moral, 25 to gencral conduet, or more
scrupulous in ohwerving the religious forms to which he had been
sccugtomsd foom his youth. Talk to Mr. Somersvills, howaover,
on same of his favouriie subjects, tell him of some recent mvention
in mochanism, or discovary in seience, and his ayes were lighted
up with animation, his whols frame was instinct with another life,
and he becams for the instant » new and a different man.
Kate Somervills, taupled ee aks sometimos was to treat with

Semesville Hall wwas built in tho old Baglish siyle. It bad a
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