Sir Henry Cathcart was decidedly o young
man of superior mind, if not of very surpassing
sbilities, and, moreaver, united to & person of
eminent elegance, a peculiar faculty of pleas-
mg. The growth of loveis not to be estimated
3y any standard witk which we are acquaint-
«d; and we would fain add hat our hero was
desercing of the confidence and admiration
which he seldom failed 10 excite; that morally
5 well us mentally he was a person 1o be re-
epected.

But alas! the elements of virtue are not to
be atiained, (or if 10 be stinined, atleastitisan
exceplion 10 a general yule,) amongst those
with whom he was in the habit of mingling—
men not andistinguished in theranks of fashion,
and even intellect, but for the most part voia-
ries of dissipation, vice, and irrelizron.

Cathcart coniinued to speak, and 3Matilda
keng enraptured upon the words that fell from
his lips, full as they were of fancy, of refine-
rent, and of clerant. if notpoetical, seatiment ;
and in the course of a single hour experienced
:n her romantic views more pleasurc than she
cver had before. Sir Henry had travelled
much, although so young ; he had beheld the
gorgeous remains of Rome’s once imperial
grandenr : had climbed the snow-capped Alps,
end rioted in the fair valley below ; ocean, and
nver, hill, cataract, and lake, were all subjects
on which hic could expatiate withall the charms
of a tively jeeling; and its effect was not lost
wpon & mind ke " "atiida’s. We do not say
that she immediately became enameonred of
the handsome and clever young baronet; but
ae knew enough of her sense 1o fee! that his
company was not indifferent o her; and, es
ke rose to leace, he pressed her 10 remember
their  first meeting,” and to grant him on o
future occasion the honour of a second.

“Wall,” inquired De V' Orme, “<what do vou
shink of her 7 as Matiida wih her aunt left
the voom.

“ She is 2 heantiful givl ! rephed his com-
panion, “quite a heroine in her ianguage, wa-
1het oo Tomantic; but that will wear ofi!”

The Frenchinan smied, and to his compa-
non's inquiry, answered with something of a
sneer in his tone, “ [ was thinking how strange
things come saboat. Nobody would have
thought when we enered thishouse there was
the remotest chanee of your getting & wufe so
soon. Thongh Lady Mzrtilda Cathicart would
sound preity enough. and how mach neares
the relanonship would be betwesn vou and the !

anble-looking baroness.™ '

“Yon are yesting. Vivian.” said S Hearr,

THB AMARANTI.

123

* 1 fear that cannot be, for T have lost heavily,
as you know, of iate, nnd much as I respect,
nay love, Maiilda Saville, 1 could not efford to
take her portionless; besides I don’t think I
shall ever marry at all.

“The Devil ! What is your reason for set-
ting up ale Benedict3”

“Wives are generaliv bores;"” was the la-
conic reply, “at lenst so they say at theclub.”
The finish of the sentence bespoke how much
he was guided by thenusteken lawsof fashion.

Three months after the above canversation,
the London season being over, Lady Feather-
field and her niece left town for & distant part
of the country. 1t wes reported thatiil health
led her to choose such a retired spot, though
there were others i which her creditors’ claims
bore a prominent posiiion. By a sineuler
coincidence, a few days afterwards, Sir Henry
Catheart, who had 2 huntng-seat in that very
part of the couriry, for the first tiunen hislife,
took a fancy tovisitit, and with surpriselearn-
ed who were his neighbours. Tae baroness
was delighted—*“Her old London zcquaint-
ance to be sonenrthem ; it wasextraordinary;
it was charming.”

Cathcart now had numerous oppertunities
of meeting with Mauldaalone. Theromantic
fecking winch he had naticed in London, wes
here ten-fold increased; and often would he
find her by the side of some pleasant stream,
atiended by o favourite dog, and lost in the
pages of some fashionable author, unconscious
of his appeardnce tH he had reached her side.
It was upon such oceasions as these that ke
wound himscif around her youag hears, unul,
at length, she lottered but for his comung, and
the views that once pleased her were dall and
spiritless without ham.

Lady Featherfield had heardaf theso repeat-
cd meetings, and only prolongnd the moment
of her interfercnes, that she mucht, ns she afe
terwards sinted, the mate sarely secure her
niece as hus bride; nor wes she awzkened 10
a sense of her unproper supiagness, "ull she
learned her nicce had cloped with the yorng
baronet. The partrnlars of ther enminality,
the arguments by which Sit Henry prevailed
upoa Alaulds 10 forego virine's name, we must
pass over: suffice 1 she had faljen; sand as
her lover Lifted her from the earemage-door, the
moramg after the clopement, he exclaimed,
“Now am I blessed m the memon of oot first
merdina . > . . . b

I was on A gorgoous samm- IS VAR
SeveTRi vears sfiet the above events jost 28
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