cuat youla ca awen upols withe Tosiiugs
affection or respect—car think of imitating
without a smile of mnckery or a shudder of
disgust 2 How different from the dear old
grundaunt or grandmamma, whom you cun
all lock back to as the patroness of your in-
tnucy, the recipiont of all your little childish
schotes and schuolrvom sorrows—tho busy,
lund, affuctivnate old budy, whose cyo was as
bright and whoso laugh was as hearty as that
of tho youngert and merriest in tho little
tisop that guve such boisterous welcome to
her presonce ! How woll you remember
overy iten of her n. at old-fashioned toiletto !
You wers tou youny, perhaps, to appreciate
sl bior good qualities, her patienco, her pisty,
her gentle, unsolfish disposition s but even
mm your thoughtless childhood you found
yoursclvos wishing, though you knew not
why, that .{ you should ever live to her ad-
vapeed age, you mught be oven as sho was ;
and now, though in the full, fresh bloom and
confidonce of youth, with the rosy light of
morning brighteniug all around you, and the
clouds of sorrow that must, sooner or later,
gather round your Luman lot, still far below
the horizon, untbought of and uncared for,
You go once or twico a year to weop over her
grave—think you that her girlhood wus do-
vaoted to the round of frivelty, hor maturity
wnsted in the labyrinth of fashion ? Far
fran it An evemng o1 contentment and re

pose cunonly succeed o day of laborious
usefulness and solt-demal,

And you, affectionate mothers and cautious
chaperons, who watchk over your respective
fludghngs with such undisguised solicitude ;
who detml, not without covert smues of
tnurnph, the hard-won victory in which papa
was worsted (papa, 1t must bo owned, is very
ndiculous about the horses, and the number
of times by day and night that they and the
carriago aro required) ; who show cards so
Jjudiciously and reap invitatione so success-
fully ; who would pay morning visils
to tho Quecn ~f Sheba, if she were going
tugive a ball, and let the Crown-Prince
of Cungo wmarry your daughter, if he
would take a house in Grosvenor Square—
bave you ever refleccted for what you are
taking all thesy pains, and encountering all
sorts of rebufls and annoyances? the cui
bono of all your visitings and your inguir-
mgs, your dressings and your crushings, your
jaded days and suffocating nights, your mil-
huer's bills (which, to be sure, are papu's
aflair), and your own failing health and ex-
hausted spirits, when August releases you
froia your lators, and young Desirc starts
unceremoniously for Caithness, without so
mauch 88 a visit for leave-taking, far less a
proposal in form ?  There it is—this is the
will-c’-the-wisp that glimmers through the
scason, and goes out at its close. This it is
that smoothes Jane’s ringlets, and trims
Marin’s gown. Dinner, concert, and break-
fast ; ball, opera, and French playinstead of
bemg the pastimes of an idle hour, are the
great business of life, the markets which the
fair spinsters of England think it no shawe
to frequent on view. ¢ Jano is a bhandsor.e
gul, the image of mamma,’ says old Ceelebs,
¢ and should be done justice to. Maria is
aelting on in the twenties, and must not
throw & chapee away." So Mariaand Jane
tail an, night after night, in the labors of
1ereules, to the fading of fheir roses and the
attenuation of their figures ; whilst young
Desire, who smokes cigars at his clab, and
comes into society smelling strongly of those
vegetables, thicks Mlle. Gavotto ofthe French
play more charming than either of them ;
and very likely ends by marrying the par-
son’'s daughtern bus own parish.

And «ven should tho trinmphant matron,
undeterred by repeated farlures, succeed at
Iength in fixing sowe reprohate peer, who
wanls an heir to bis title, or somo antiquated
mullionaire, wh~ requnes anurso for himself,
as the constaut Dawon of her unsophisticat-
ed Phyllis, is such a 1ot the ono that, in her
moments of reflection, she would desire tor
the child' that hus ambolled round her

regretied 1o vain, muc
bave given anything to undo, yet for ime
thore was still & futiro ; Pandura's box had
1ndeed sent forth many a misfortune, but
Hope, the sweetencer of our oup, was at the
bottom afler all. The day was clear and
bracing ; s sharp white frost had crispod and
powdercd thoe leafloss twiga of the stately old
trees above me, and gommed the rustling
grass under my foét"With™4" thdteand bril-
liants. It was just the day for a walk, when
the Llood glows with exercise, and tho spirits
rieo just 85 you inhale the pure oxygen of
the rarefied air. Tho sun shines brightly
down upon your path, and feels hot aganst

our tingling cheek a8 you emerge into his
{oams; but the hoar-frost eleeps undisturbed
on tho shady side of ra1l and gate-post, and
tho north bapks under the fences are white
as gnow and bard as iron. If you are ad-
dicted to hunting, you congratulato yoursolt
ou not having sent Favorito on to the placo
whero tho hounds were advertised to meet ;
and, striding away upon your trusty support
ers, you exult in the superior eclasticity of
yeur own action to the constrained, tottering
motions of a high-conditioned horse, wio
fzels each of histour Jees gliding from under
him in a d-fferent dircction, aud is obliged to
restrain his inclination for & gambol, in fear
lest it should terminate with a shide. The
wagon bel! on the high-road, two miles
away, comea tineling on your ear, sbarp aund
distinct througls tue thin atmosphere—the
distant spires are clearly defined against the
sky ; and you feel man enough to visit each
and all thom, and scour the intervening
couniry before sunset, early though it be.
This is the weather for five miles an hour,
beel-and-toe ; avd if you can indeed accom
plish that distance within the given time, I
honor you as a pedestrian and respect you
as a peripatetic.

It was quite a day for a walk, and leaving
my impedimenta at the station, I determin-
ed to fool it to my destination, taking the
well-known bridle-way that would lead me
right across the park of Haverley. As I
traversed the acres that ought to havo been
mino, and looked arourd upon the Eden I
had forfeited, I could not but confess that the
hand of improvement, the care of a judicious
landlord, was cverywhere apparent. How
different from the waste and negligence of
my poor father's time! The present pro-
prietor was no high-bred gentlemen, for
whom horse and hound were objects of far
greater solicitude than the tenantry and cot-
tagers, whose welfars it should be his prnvi-
lege to ensure ; no scion of an old famly,
duspising the canaille, and cstceming blood
the one thing needfal, as thoagh a long nose
aud a small foot were effective substitutes for
all the cardinal virtues, No; he was a
paivstaking, practical man, who by his own
unremitting exertions had amassed a large
fortune, which he was now expending Jor
the benefit of his fellow-creatures. Capital
judiciously apphed, I could not but sce was
an advantageous exchange for all the waste-
ful excesses and empty state of the old
family ; nor do I think the obtuso cottagers
aund thick-headod furmers ever regretted tho
coach-and-six, the Norman descent, the con-
descending courtesy, and tho rack.rents of
the Grands. As I swung on, invigoratsd by
the oxercise, and marked how well this farm.
house had been repaired, how,systematically
that plantation hng beea thinned, I came to
tue very spot where, in my early youth, I
had ridden tho four-year-old, afterwards im-
mortalized as Sir Benjamin, out of Haverley
cow-pasture into the London road: and
many as wero tho years that uad elapsed,
changed as was the wholo world around me,
and myself more changed than all, I confess
to a brill of boyish exultation as I percrived
my exploit commemoraied by a strong oaken
raal placed across tho gap established by our
cgress, and which would effectnally debar
any danng equestrian from =z repetition of

the feat.
Vanity is of all ages, and I bave heard

* O Bir Digby ! Bir Digby I’ cried tho ema-
ciated woman, blushing crimson over faoo,
neck, and hands, as she recognized me ;
‘have pity on me-—1 i, raived, degraded—
havo pity on me—I am starviog ! Itis God's
troth ; I am starving, and my ohild will
die ul{)on tho road for want of a morsel of
bread I'

Poor oreature ! the first kind wordssho had
heard for many a long dx:iy brought on a fit
of hysterioal wesping, and a scene oxtremely
unausual on tho Queen’s highway. She knslt
hefore mo on the cold ground ; she covered
my haad with kisses ; she showered blessings
on my hoad almost as volubly as the beggar
who has been bronght up to tho trade, and
whose beatitudes are of surprising eloquence ;
but her’s came direct from the heart, for our
timely encounter had saved the life of her
child. She told me of Lievanter—she called
him Richard—thero was no concealment
now. She described to me all she bad borne
with bim and for him ; how they had cheat-
ed and swindled together, and lived first 1n
one place then in another, on their dishonest
profits ; how they had been newin affinence,
now in extreme want; and how, whilst
Richard was kind to her, she had been happ
through it all ; bow at last, when ill-Ine
seemed to pursue everything they undertook,
be nad becoms first morose, then savage ;
how ke had carsed heras s clog round bhis
neck, when she bore him the child that was
even then in her arms ; how he had struck
her for going to old Burgonet’s funeral ; and
her tears flowed afresh as she sobbed out,
¢ for the old man was indeed kind to me I'—
and bow the bitterest drop in her cup was
the assurance that Richard hated her and
wisned to get rid of her. How the gang to
which be bad attachied himself was discov-
ered and broken up, and he was at that very
moment crossing the high seas, a transport
for life ; and even now, could sho find the
means, despite his noglect, despite his crimes,
his fulse-heartedness, and lus brutalty, she
would fain go out and join him once more 1n
another hemisphere |

Woman is indeed a wondroug creation.
Had this one any single redeeming quality
but those which are inseparable from her
sex 2 'Wanton, reckless, and deceitful, had
she been a man, she would have been the
basest of her kind ; but she was a woman ;
and sunk, degraded as she migbt be, showas
true to her first love—she would bhave
dicd for her child. Need I say that I did
sl'in my power to soften her wretched
lot? Dut it was with a slower step
and a saddened, chastenel heart that I
walked on to my destination,fwhere a very
different scero awaited me—a fceno of
mirth and merrymaking, cordiality and good
wishes, What a mocking contrast to the
sobs and anguish of that shame-stricken out-
cast !’

1 presume all weddings are much the same
in detail, how different goever may be the
causes that lead to such ceremonials. The
one w which I was now hastening had in-
deed reason to be a joyous gathering. After
years of probation, much opposition from
papa, and all sorts of obstacles which pro-
verbially rufile the course of true love, my
friond and gartner, Tom Spencer, was about
to be wmited to thoe faithful Julia Ratt. The
Rev. Amos himself was to give the bride
away at the altar; old Doctor Driveller, as-
sisted by two strapping curates, was to per-
form the ceremony ; and the part of bringing
the bridegroom in good order to tho post,
and then giving bim kneo during the match,
was to devolve upon myself ; an office, I
may remark, en passant, which, when often

ersisted in, is apt to stamp thoscared bottle-
older a bachelor for life. “In all well-regu-
lated estallishments, that sacred period
which innediately precedes tho irrevocable
union ot two fellow-creatures1s treated by
the females as & kind of saturnaha, during

A peal of bells awoke mo on the mOITOW,
and with a lively impression of the responsi-
ble office I had undertaken, and an indistinot
feeling of relief us I reflected that I was onl
the tecond, and not the ﬁrinolpnl, I proceed-
ed to endue myselfin the gorgeous attire
without whioh it is unlucky to attend aither
weddings or ohristonings ; and after a hasty
cap of tea, provided by the kind attention of
Julia's new maid, all the rest of tho female
domestics being at sixes and eevens, I pro-
cesded to the farm-house to look after my
man.

Tom was nervous, undoubtedly nervous.
His breakfast stood untouched upon the
table, end his haad shook as ho fastened
the tie of his bluo neck-cloth, and gave his
whiskers their farewell twirl, All the females
of his establishment were likewiso on the
move. The old dsme that reigned over the
farm oy ed him with severe scrutiny ar e
left her threshold ; and the blowsy maid-of-
all-work forgot the ribbons with which we
bad presented her, in her infatuated eager-
ness to get a look at the bridegroom.' The
village, too, of which we “ad to traverse the
whole length, was up in arns ; and still caps
and gowns predominated over the male cre-
ation. Donbtless, there is something in a
wedding that speaks directly to the sympa-
thies of woman, reminds her of what has
been, or kindless hopes of what may be,
in ber gentle bosom. Certainly sho misses
no opportunity of witnessing the fatal cers-
mony,

In the church, the same ministeringangels
thronged Ioft, aisle, and chancel, with in-
quiring countenances of every age and every
hue ; whilst many a whispered commentand
open-mouthed stare did homage to the mag-
nificent apparel of the bride. The men ad-
mired her beauty, tlie women her dress. The
pen of fiction must not prusume to deseribe
the sacred ceremony ; enough to say thatthe
venerable clergyman, the quaint old church,
the respectful congregation, were in har-
monious keoping with the holy office then
anad there celebrated ; but when the bnde
faltered out, as brides will do, the important
words, ‘ I will,’ & burst of weeping broke
forth from the assembled fair, as violent as
it was unaccountable ; there was not a dry
eye in the church, if we except the clerk and
the half-dozen males who found themselves
thus, as it were, swamped in tears. Even
the old gipsy-woman from the common, who
could scarce be said to belong to the parish,
and had not set eyes on Misg Batt twice in
her existence, sobbed as if her heart wonld
treak. One would have supposed a second
Andromeds was bound for sacrifice, and that
Tom Spencer, looking more meek, not to SRy
sheepish, than Ihad ever seen him in his
life, was the odious sea-monster, gaping ta
devour his victim. Had each and all of
these sympathising Niobes been then and
thero about to be united in marriage to the
Sultan, and shipped off for Constantinople
and captivity on the spot, their grief could
nct have been more genaral- or more incon-
solable.

The knot is soon tied, however dilatory
may be the legal process of untying the same.
Agam the old tower rocks with a merry peal,
and the ringers, refreshed with beer, and in-
cited to tarther exertions by the prospect of
that favorite beverage in still graater profa-
sion, moisten their strong large hands and
pull away vigorously; white-headed old
men, the fore-fathers of the hamlet, bless the
handsome bride as she passes. Tom Spencer
walks by her side, erect and smiling, and
tries to look quite at his ease with indiffer-
ent success. There is always a startled look
about a bridegroom, as if he had only just

awoke to the responsibilities of the offioe ;] gick

end Tom can hardly realise to himself that
the Jady whom b lias adored 80 many yenrs
a5 Mies Batt, 158 now handedin atherfather's
door as Mrs. Spencer—a new and strange

which, probably to guide the future conduct { designntion, which somewbat destroys the
of thu spouse, male authority is set uiterly ' identity of that very charming person. May

mitting Mr. Mottles, now an exccssively gur-

clig
be whon divested ot all thoso muﬁi;lezu‘t?

works, and rally that bluslung upon the kyll.
ing appesarance of herself and sister brd,
mnide. Thero is a vacant placo on my otye
hand—a lady in balf-mourning glides quetly
into it. Her dress touches mo ag sho
down, ard turning round, I beliold the pale,
sad face, the gentle, chastencd beanty o}
Flora Belmont.

How changed from the laughing gir]

I first met, kindling with enthusiasgnf at'a
review | how changed, and yet how jpey.
pressibly lovelier ! The deep blue ey0 wa
heuvy and sorrow-laden, yet its glance s
soft and winnmmg as ever. The smoofy
chieek bad lost something of its roundneg
and its dimples, yet the outline was faultlen
88 8 soulptor's model still ; tho low pale fore.
head had » shade of care, and a line or {y,
of silver already streaked those masses of
dark-brown hair ; yot for spiritual beauly,
for that indefinite indescribable someth;
which makes womau lovable—thers is no
other word for it—how supezior was thy
Flora of to-day to the fresh rosy girl of—it
ia needless to say how many yearsago! Not
that X perceived this all at once ; not that
turned roucd and took an wvenwry of Mig
Belmont's charms, as of o portrat in the ex.
hibition. Fariromit; our greeling was in.
deed of the briofest and most formal naturs,
to astranger it would have scemed someth;
less than kind. X amnot sure that we shook
hands. And itis more from conviction than
memory, that I am aware Flora was residing
with an aunt not five miles from Haverley,
or three from Owlthorps ; that she had logt
her father scaroely a year, and had ben
over-persuaded by Jalia to come to the wed-
ding breakfast, though her sable ature pre-
vented her witnessing the ceremony wm
charch.

To gay truth, I have but a confused notiop
of the events of that morning. I haveadin
recollection of much shouting and rapping
of the table when we drank the heslthef
the new-married couple, and Tom Spencers
brenking down sadly in a suitable reply. 1
know that I was much laughed at for ab
sence of mind and dercliction of duty in per-

rulous old gentleman, to take upon Limeelf
my office of proposing the bndesmaids’
bealth, a duty which ke performed in s
speech of astonishing eloguence, comparing
those laughing damsels to everything the .
was charming, animate, or inanimate, and
bringing Lempriere's Dictionary into play,
with extrdordinury reseaurch, for classiaal
metaphors and examples illustrating their ex.
treme Joveliness ; they were spring flow'rels,
they were budding roses, satellites shining
round the silver queen ot heaven, nymphs
dancing in tbo train of Diana, laughing
Hours attendant on the rosy Morn, they.
were the three Graces and the nine Muss
(there were just eight of them), and, in con-
clusion, he wished them all sorts of bapg-
ness, and one husband a-piece at least, and
more afterwards, if that was not enough. -
My {oast could not have fallen into abler .
hands. I think the bride retired for anas.
conscionably leng time to change ber dres
for travolling—thoy were to spend th_e honey-
moo Maltby's place, in Yorkshire—ani
rea ed in & costume of surprisiog msg
nificence, surmounted by a bonnet, the.like
ot which 1 have never seen before nor sine.
I am persnaded that I shook hands repeated
Iy both wita her and Tom Spencer at ur
certain intervals, and for no obvious reasos;
and the impression is strong vpon my
that eithex% or Mr. Mottles threw an o¥
ghoo after the carriage as it drove off, to tb¢
imminent peril of Julia's now maid on
v To be continued.

———rrsy

Mr. Samuel Lell, Gore, Westanuster, b¥

a hen in his possession whiok is raising s It
ter cf kttens.



