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THE PORTRAIT.

T wasouly « head, and was perbaps the smallest
I picture in the gallery. At first Itook it for
a Murillo, but learned afterwards that it was by
his greatmaster, Velasquez. It was the portrait
of a lady between eighteen and twenty, surpuss-
ingly beautiful, but of u beauty cssentinlly Spa-
nish.  The complexion, thuugh dark, was sv in-
comparably clear, that it charmed the eye fur
moroe thau the pearl-like futiruess of northern
climes. ‘The classical severity of a brow and fure-
head over which the haic was plainly braided, was
tempered by the sweet expression hovenng round
the mouth.  If it had not been for the deep, sad,
subdued expression of the full eyes, the general
expression would hace been almost haughuly

sommanding. But those cyes so large, sv lus-
trous, so fncly formed, so expressive of tho sor-
row-stricken emanations of a lofly and sensitive
soul, few could gaze upon thewr without tears
dimming their own.

The magic touchesof the master’s pencil had
been limted to the face ond the upper part of
the neck. It was left to the imagination to sup-
ply tbe graceful form of the fuir original—the
bust and anns moulded en some perfect Grecian
statue, and fingers Like those of the vestal who
stirs up the ashes of thie sacred fire with a golden
bodkin.

Blonde northern beauties, fair gitls, and state-
1y matrons, blue-cyed and golden-haired, hung
either side of the lovely Iberian, like Lilies of the
field around some rare exotic; and immediately
above it, attacLed to it by a black silk scarf, was
the portrait of a cavalier-lvoking fellov with a
courtly air, and the love-luchs of Charles the
Firststime.  The iuterest inspired by thoso elo-
quenteyes was heightened by thisstrange comya-
nionship, and a wilder tale of human passion than
that whirch explained it scldum fulls witdun the
suber limits of truth,

When that “bright accidental star,® Queen
Elizabeth, departed this Lie, and Jawes of Scot-
land reigacd in her stead, strange tidings of ma-
tranonial negotiations with the most ultra-Roman
Cathnlic Court in Europe disturbed the British
housc-holder.  The Nonconformist preachers im-
proyed the oceasion to adurn their harangues with
visions of Sunihit.eld fises relighted, Jesuits guiding
the helin of state, and aninquisition sitting eaper-
menunce at Whitehall. By-and-by itwas whisper-
ed from mouth to mouth—and this time the ru-
mour chimed in with the popular taste—that
their young prince, disdaining Court etiquette, as-
pired to win his bride like some hnight-crrant of
old. P’octry aud romance still lingered on En-
glish ground. A great change was approaching,
and already loomed in the distance, but as yet
the puritan clement was overawed by the gallant
and chivalrous sparit that Speuser Lad clothed in
tlowing numbers, aud Siduey and Ralcigh in
q cds of hero.c daring.  So when tho Prince of
W ales sailed from England witha flowing sheet,
and it was bnuted abroad thatlic had adventured
a peritons journey for the love of a lady fair, the
people applauded, and, despite the drumn cccle-
s.astic soundiny through the land, drank success
to the S;anish allance.

At the time this joarney to Madrid was planned,
onc of the most devoted and favoured adherents
of the Dukeof Buchmgham was Sir Edward Lis-
towel, His father had been a favourite of King
James, and onc of that monarchs carlicst custo-
mers when be touli to speculating inLbaroneteies.
In duc course of tiue he died, leaving vast pos-
Sessions to his only son.  Much to Buckingham's
chagrin, the King r-fused to include Listowe. in
the personal suite of the Prince, and persisted in
limitng the number to three:  Sir Francis Cot-
tingon, Sit Richard Grahiam, and Endymion Por-
ter. It was therefore finally armnged that Sir
Edwand should joia them in Madnd with Lord
Denby, Lond Keasignton, Lond Cecil, Lord Ho-

“ ward, and the other young nebles who were to
form the Prince’s Conrt.  These eavaliers were
specially chosen for their gallant bearng sed
showy accomplishments ; yet even among them
the apt pupil of the courly Buckingham, who bad
acquired both the winning manners and the views
of lus patoon, was almost unrivalled.

In the month of July, 1623, a bull fight was

held in Madrid, for tho purpose of displaging the
national pastimoe to tho Prince of Wales, These
spectacles were always eagerly welcomed by the
fusr Iberians.  The galleries of the bull-ring were
thearena for the display of their charms and their
wilettes—better adapted to the national charac-
ter than the ball-reomand opera of modern times,
Lahe the fuir dumes in some tournament of old,
they smiled approval upon the gallant feats of
their preax clievatiers in the enclosure, and their
full Cleopatra-lihe cnler of heanty, most effective
when in repose, Was suited to the position.  The
Spanish cavabiers were not sorry fur un opportu-
nety of echpsing for the nonee their Englishirivals
who hadattracted far too much attentioh, The
romantic crrand of the Prinee had turned the heads
ol the youny ladics in Madrid, and his retinue fell
in fur no small share of his yopularity. As fo-
reigners, they were to sone extent regarded as
privileged persons, and held excused from many
of the niceties of Spanish etiquette, so adraitly
framed to throw impedunents in the way of spee-
dy acquaintance. It may ecasily be supposed that
the Spanish Hidalgos by no means approved of
these arrangements ; indeed the chief cnjoyment
they promized to themselves in this bull-fight
was that for ouce they would be the sole objects
of attraction.

The eventful day arrived. The sun, fast sink-
ing towards the west, shone upon the magnificent
appointments of the cavaliers, superbly mounted
on Andalusian steeds, as one by one they entered
the arena.  The gatlesics were filied with all the
beauty of Madrid.  Jewels flashed, plumes wa-
ved and bright cyes sparkled.  But, alas for the
cavaliers! it svon became painfully evident that
the attractions of a bull-fight could not compare
witl the novelty of a Prince-crrant, and that
glances which ought to have rewarded the provw-
essof the champwons were monopolised by the
gall-ry assigued to the Prince and his attendants.

As for the strangers, they were warnnly inte~
rested in the spectacle, and cnthusiastically
applauded the superb horsemanship and cool da-
ring of the combatants. No oue was more cn-
grussed by thescene than Sir Faward Listowel,
until, leaning cagerly forward to geta better
view of a cluse encounter between the infuriated
bull and one ofthe cavaliers, he caught o glimpse
of a face partly turned towards him, so beautiful
cven in that crowd of lovely women, that bull,
cavaliers, matadores, and cverything clse, were
atonce forgotien. The English Court in King
James the First's reign was remarkable for the
degreo of beauty that adorned it; but Listowel
felt in an instant that anything so lovely as this
he had pever scen. It wasa young lady between
cighteen and twenty. She was speaking when
he first caught sight of hier.  The sweet musical
‘ane of hier voice, the beanty of her lips as her
words overfluwed, to use Horners metaphor, the
pearl-Lke enclosure of her teeth, the graceful
lines of her figure, resolving themselves witheve-
ry momcent into acw and ever-charming combina-
nations, exceeded his wildest ideal of female love-
liness.  She was the original of the portrait;
but then there was health as well as beauty in
the chieek, nnd brightness and animation in the
cyes instead of that deep and desolate sadness
which trikes the spectator so vividly in thoso of
the picture.

For a few moments Listowel was conapletely
bewildered.  But he was not & man to loso his
self-possession for Jong.  Iabitually cold and
cautious, he looked again and again to make
sure that his first glance had not deccived him.
He scautinized carcfully and critically the pecu-
har ponts of hier national beauty, wentally ro-
view:ng at the same timo the ladies of the Ean-
gelish and Faeneli Courtstoost celebrated for their
chanms, and the more e gazed the morehe found
to admire,  “ 1 will wait a little while,? thought
ke, « foran opportunity of addressing her, and
if none shiould occur I must make one.® For be
it hnown that Listowel was not onc of those lovers
who are satizfied with worshipping their divini-
tirs at 2 distance; nor had it ever been his ba-
Lit to 1~t his admiration rersin Jong unknown to
its olject.  An opportunity, bowever, did occur,
aad thatshortly.

The combatwas progressing vigorously; the
ball made o succession of splendid rusbes, and
the interest of tho spectators was excited in a

corresponding degree, when suddenly o turill of
horror appeared to scizo the vast multitude, cau-
sing it to surgo to and fro in wild and uncontrol-
uble excitement, The sparkling countenance of
the fair girl whoso variations Sir Edward had
been admiringly watching becameo blanched with
tetror, as she fell back in hier seat, and covered
her frce with her hauds. He Jooked up and
sprang to the edge of the gallery to ascertain the
cause of the sudden excitement, Tho bull had
cleared with & buund the palisade between the
arena and the huwbler poriion of the spectators,
who fled inall directions,  But promptly to the
rescuo came o matadore.  One moment his long
knife gleumed in the air, the next, the huge ani-
mal stageered and dropped at his feet.  Loud
¢ Vivas” reut tho air; thoe crowd, more fright-
ened than hurt, gathered round the fonm-covered
carcase, and Listowel, as he returned to hisseat,
addressed the young lady in o few appropriato
words, begging ber to calm her agitation, as tho
danger wus over and no one injured. She with-
drew her hunds from her eyes, and raising them
to the younyg Euglishmag, whom she had obser-
ved springing forward at the first alarm, answer-
ed, “ Are you certain, sir? 1 thought I saw tlo
terrible animal trampling down all before him.”

“ Fair lady, the sport is over as far as thatbult
is concerned, and before be could do any mis-
chief he was despatcbed by onc of the matade-
Tes.

The conversation once begun, Listowel took
good carc not to suffer it 10 Yanguish, He spoke
Spanish fluently. His accent, it is true, was un-
mistakably English, but that very circumstance,
indicating that hie was attached to the Prince’s
suite, was, as ho knew full well, more likely to
adrance his suit with any lady in Madrid than
ifhe baa been o grandee of the first class. He
did not yet know Olivia de 1aPena,or he would
bave felt how little impression things of thatsort
made on ler mind.  Donpa Olivia was most cu-
rious about England and the English, their man-
ners, and modes of thought,

¢ And they are all heretics 2” she asked, cross-
ing herself.

By fur the greater part,” answered Sir Ed-
ward ; ¥ but,” hie added, for he did not relish the
tone in whichshe had spoken, ¢ thosc distinctions
are things of the past: religious animositics are
forgotten ; and our Prince isnow comeover, like
somo knight of old, to woo the King’s sister,
whilst the Pope himself is about to sanction their
union.”

¢ But still beis a heretic,” persisted Donna Qli-
via, rather giving utteranco to her own thoughts
than addressing her companion,

¢ Sits the wind in tbat quarter,” thought Lis-
towel, ‘it is hard, but I can trim my sails to
meet it.  Tc has been cducated in the reformed
faith,” he replied, ¢ but one of the distinctivo fea-
tures of our doctrines is, that they sanction, and
even encourage, inquiry.  Our religion is instill-
cd into us in youth, but if the judgement of ma-
turer years rejects it, we never hiesitate to recant
our crrors.”

¢ Ohindced I” exclaimed Olivia ; and her check
kindled, and her cyes flashed, as she turned them
upon her companion with an cager, scarching
look.

Listowel avoided the glance, buthe felt it, and
thoroughly read its expression.

It was a little more than a month after tho
scene at the fight, that the light of tho wa-
ning moon, a3 it streamed through the trellised
cntranco of a grotto in the palace-garden of Don
Fclix de 12 Pena, discovered aladyaud a cavalier.
Tho gentleman was speaking in Jow and carnest
tones. The lady cagerly listened.

¢ Remember, Olivia,” he said, ®all that has
happen2d since we met.  Through you I have
abandoned the faith of my ancestors, and now
you would have me act in direct hostility to my
Prince. Bitterly opposed asyourfatheris known
10 be to thismarriage, bow canonc of the Prince’s
suite demand your hand?  No, my love,® he
continued, softening bis voice as he spoke, ¢ our
union must bo gecret. A fewmonths passed, and
these negotiations terminated, I can callyou mino
in the faco of tho world, and carry you to En-
gland, whero you will reign tho queen of beauty
in tho Court, and the mistress of wy home and
bappivess,”



