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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE COLONEL'S DAUGHTER.

All was unchanged eavo the lady herself—
the choicest flowers, blocking up as of yore
the carefully darkened windows, intercepted
the blacks and shod their fragrance around.
The rarest cbina, tho aqunintest oddities,
crowded every corner of the apartment ; the
walls wero covered with oxquisito water-
colors, and further decorated .with _cupids
and poses, skirting the cornices, in the
vnghtest colors and the most ingenious
groups. A kit-cat of My, Man-trap, like Love
among the roses, occupied an honored po-
gition whero hio conld least escape observa.
tion ; and although now in his grave, aund
evon in the days when he sat for it a very
arttficial old gentleman, that portrait was
made the subject of many a lugh-flown senti-
mont and romantio allusion by the lady who
bad deceived him as a £nancee and divorce
him a8 & wife.

The weather was like the dog-days, yet a
firo blazed and crackled in the grate, whilst
a summer sun decpened the hue of the rose-
tinted draperies and hined muslin curtains
into a tone lughly becoming the complexion
of the buman face. Alas ! that Calypso her-.
golf stould have been past all snch adventi-
tious aids! In vain for her to study how
tho upholsterer's art might assist the dress-
maker's taste 3 in vain to it perseveringly in
that subducd light, which exposed fewest
wrinkles, and modified an invh of rouge into
the peach’s bloom. There was no conceal-
ingthe fact—despite teeth and hair parchased
wi‘Eh ‘a secredy that is the more suprising as
ths lady's-maid must necessarily be an ac-
cotnplice in the frand—despite caps and
flowcrs and mechanical little coiffures which
kosp overythinginits place--despite the grace-
ful outhinie of horse-hair, and therounded pro-

ortions of starch, with all the accessories of
Ezht and attitude and prestige—there was no
disguising the unweloome truth, that IMrs.
Maa-trap was an old woman, and, sharper
still the pang, an ugly old woman to boot.

And is it to thus, young ladies, you will be
satisfied to como ? Is this an imagoe of age
that youth can dwell upon with feelings of
affection or respect—ear think of imitating
without & smile of mockery or a ehudder of
disgust 7 How different from the dear old
grandaunt or grandmamms, whom you .can
all look back to as the patroness uf your in-
inacy, the recipient of all your little childish
schemes and schoolrvom sorrows—the busy,
kmd, affectionate old body, whose eye was a8
bnght and whose laugh was as hearty astbhat
ol Lo youngest and mernest in the hittle
troup tbat gave such boisterons welcome to
ber prosence ! How well you remember
every 1itewm of her n:at old-fashioned toilette !
You wers v young, perhaps, to appreciate
ali her good quabuies, her patience, her piety,
her gentle, unseifish disposition ; but even
1o your thoughtiess cluldhood you found
yvursclves wislung, though you knew not
wuy, that if you should ever live to her ad-
vauced ago, yon mugut be even as she was ,
aud nuw, thvugh m the full, fresh bloom and
cunfidencoe of youth, with tho rosy light of
wwrming bnghienug all aronnd you, aud the
civuds ot sorruw that mast, sconer or later,
gather round your humaa lot, still far below
tuv honzon, untueught of and uno~+ud for,
yuU o vuCH OF tWice a yrar to weep uver her
grave—tiunk you that her girlheod was de-
vuted to tae round of fnvolty, hor matanty
wasted iz the labynuth of fashion 2 Far
stom it. Ap vvemng ol contentment and re
puse can only succeed a day of laborwus
usciuluess and sclt-denal,

Aud you, affectivnate mothers and cauntious
chaperons, who watch uver your respective
dudghugs with such undisguised svhicitude ,
who detal, not without covert smiles of
triumph, the bard-won victory an whichpapa
wis worsted (papa, it 1oust bv owned, is very
ridicwous about the burses, and the nuwmber
of Lunes by day and ught tbat they snd the
carnage nro required) ; who show ecards so
suihicauusly and reap anvitations 80 success
fauwy , wWhu would pay morming  wisle
e tho Qiteen of Sheba, of sho were guiug
wono s vl aud dot the Crown-Punce
1 Luuge mamry your  dJdaughter, if be
wotid taho & Lovuse 1o Grusvenor Square—
paby Jor unel wflociad ‘\:K what Jou (u’_\?
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d | insight into every one’s motives and actions,

knces and nestled in Ler bosom ? '1§ be the
plaything of the one, aad ‘the: slave of the
other ; to be neglectod for & mistress by the
roue, when Lis fears are set ut rest as to the
failure of higline ; or kept & olose prisoner
by tho peevish valetudinarian, & martyr to
the whims and caprices engendered by half a
ocentury of self-indulgence; or, worse still,
exposed to the dangers that surround a wife
who cannot love, and who has never learned
to respect her husband. s
And then, whien years have glided down
upon tho stream of time ; when yom 'avé
laid at rest in your grave, and the -du’li.:s
whom you now cherish has grown old and
faded, to think that she shou! sidé indo
such an artifioial wreck, such s skelotoi-in
roses as poor, made-up, chatlering Mrs. Man.
trap, whose lovely boudoir and witbered self
have given rise to my tedious refleotions !
But, weak a8 might be the frame, the
ecirit of the woman of fashion was volatile
as over. Asthough the twig she graspid
and oarried on with her could stay the tide
that was bearing ber too surely downward,
she seemed to oling to every v hour,
to fling horself heatt and soul into that world
of which every moment was now beeoming
80 precious. Such a flow of gossip, such un

such ecandal of celebrities whom I had
known, and stars risen sincs my time, with
whoas private history 1 was s acquaint-
ea ! en at last she suffered me to esut.
and I tovk my homeward way into the City,
Fleot Street was quiet by comparison ; and
I foltlike a man who, baving lived fora
week in the Helphboricod*or™4 " Watsy- il
wakes to a lux .ty of reposs whioh is posi-
tively startli.g on the Sunday morning,
when, to his eomfort, he ascertains thatthe
wheel bas stopped.

CHAPTER XXV.

HASTE Y0 THE WEDDING.

Onoe more I was on the road to Haverley
—this time in the depth of winter ; yet how
much brighter was all within than when 1
188t took leave of my home on a glorious
summer’s afternoon. Then, I was reckless,
degraded, and miserable ; now, I felt that
at least I was fulfilling my destiny as one
of the laborers in this toiling world
—and that, though there was much
behind ms I regretted in vain, much I would
have given anything to undo, yet for me
there was still & future ; Pandora's box hed
wmndeed sent forth many a misfortune, but
Hope, the sweetencr of our cup, was at the
bottom after all. The day weas clear and
bracing ; asharp white frost had orisped and
powdered the leafless twigs of the stately old
trees abovo me, and gommed the rustling
grass under my féet"WtR"¥ tE3Usand bril-
hiants. It was just the day for & walk, when
tue blood glows with exercise, and the spirits
nise just as you inhale the pare oxygen of
tho rarcfied air. Tho sun shines brightly
down upon your path, and feels hot aganst

our tingling cheek a8 you emerge into his
Keams; but the hoar-frost sleeps undisturbed
on the shady side of ra1l and gate-post, and
the north banks under the fences are white
as snow and bard as iron. If you are ad-
dicted to hunting yon congratulate yoursel
on not having sent Favorite on to the place
where tho hounds were advertised to meet ;
and, stnding away upon your trusty sapport
ers, you exult in the superior elasticity of
your own action to the constrained, tottering
motions of a high-conditivned boise, who
feels each of hiszour lees gliding from under
him in a d:fferent direction, aud is obliged to
resirain lus iuchination for a gambol, in fear
lest 1t should terminate with a shae. The
wagon bell on the high-tvad, two miles
away, comnés nghng on your ear, sharp aud
distinct through tue thin atmosphere—the
distant agm:a are clearly definea against the
sky ; and you fcel man enongh to visit each
and zll them, and scour the interveniog
country before sunsct, carly though it be.
This 18 the weather fur five miles an hour,
hecl-and-toe ; aod iof you can indeed accom-
plish that distance witlun the given time, I
honor you as & pedestnan and respect yoa
as a peripatetic.
1t was quite & day for a walk, and leaving
my impedimonta at the station, I detormin-
¢d w fuveat o wy destination, taking the
well-known bridle-way that would lead me
right acruss the park of Haverloy. As I
traversed tho acges that vugut to have been

even a woman, and & veey pretty oneto boot, |
aver that she would rather be complimented
upow her hotwe
thed wondde at the' wemm
old enough o xnow bébter, o
famme of his; gucodiisesi as: iOu E 40
than (o & ¥putebion Sor wisdowm, knorality,
or solemoe {a:tho graver aud more important
gmniu of}ife? The foiir:year-old brought
sok 10 my'mingd the General from whom he
took.his designation, and saddened my retro-
speotive trinmiphs ss'] remembered that he

toe; the thoughtless, Lind.hearted old. war-
ror, had peessd away. Hisnams is now a
bisok:ia:the Axiiy. List ; ibe.place that bath

knownhim knows him no more; his .clasps
and rrosses have been rélurmed to the Saver-
eign-from whom they emanated, and Bir
Tartar Trioi, who suocreded to his vacant
oowmaiid, 18 coantermanding liis orders and
rovoking his regulstions. The Dead March
in Baul—the crape-covered sharger—the
cooked hiat, sword, and epauleites of the
senseless coxpse—iwo regiments under.arms
—=a deafening salute that cannot wike the
dead--and a lively quick-step melody, cheer-
ing the troops as they return to barracks—is
thx; all that is ltglt of g:lll!h;g eentmzB of twu;
an eantry, the thrilli exoitement o

the:gi.v%m, the seductive pomp of the
parade—a life of alternate idleness and dan-
ger, hardship and dissipation, and all those
varieties of scene and society that make
soldiering so dear to & oareless mind 2 Poor

indet%d a wann,ul:ind heact, and it is not for
me into the motives or pass juogmen
o Moflr o e s )

* If you please, good gentleman, to spare a

trifle for a poor woman,’ said a voice close to
me, as 1. bounded ovar the 'stile that termin-
ated my bridle-way in the high-road,
' There was something in the aocent that
smotle upon my ear, a glancein the wild large
eye that went straight to m{ heart. Poor
thing ! poor thing 1-—that & en form,
that pale wasted hand thrue$ out for an slms,
can this be Lady Burgonet—can this be
Fanny Jones ?—a_desolate tramp walking
the high-roads, and bearing with her a wret-
ched sickly infant, wrapped in that scanty
shawl, of which, cold a8 is the day, sho has
deprived herself to shelter her child. Fri-
volty and vice, gin aad misery, have made
sad havoo with their victim, but she is a
mother still, And thatchili’s father, what
has become of him ?—the origin of all Ler
misery, the first, the unly love of that aban.
doned heart !

¢ O Sir Digby | 8ir Digby !’ cried the ema-
cisted woman, blushing crimson over face,
neck, and hands, as she recognized ms;
‘have pity on me—Ilost, ruined, degraded—
have pity on me—I am starving ! Itis God’s
truth ; I am starving, and my child will
gie u ln the road for want of a morsel of

read !’

Poor creature ! the first kind words she had
heard for many along day brought on a fit
of hysterioal weuping, and a scene extremely
unusual on the Queen's highway. She knsit
before me on the cold ground ; she covered
my band with kisses ; she showered blessings
on my head almost as volubly as the beggar
who has been brought up to the trade, and
whose beatitudes are of surprising eloguence ;
but her’s came direct from the heart, for our
timely encounter had saved the life of her
child. She told me of Levanter—she .called
him Richard—there was no concealment
now. She described to me all she had borne
with bim and for aim ; how they had cheat-
ed snd swindled together, and lived first in
one place then in another, on theix dishonest
profits ; how they bad been new in affiuence,
now in extreme want; and how, whilst
Richard was kind to her, she had been havp
through it all ; Low at last, when illluck
seemed to pursue everythingthey undertook,
he bad become first morose, then savage;
how he had carsed herasa clog round his
neck, when she bore him the child that was
even then in her arms ; how he bad struck
her for going to old Burgonet’s funeral ; and
her tears luwed afresh as ghe sobbed out,
¢ for the old man was indeod kind to me !I'—
aud how the bitterest drop in lher cup was
the assurance that Richard hated her and
wisned to get rid of her. How the gang to
which he had attachied himself was discov-
ered and broken up, and ho was at that very
moment crossing the high seas, a transport
for life ; and cven now, could she find the
means, despite his neglect, despito his crimes,
his fulse-heartedness, and his brutality, she
would fain go ont and join him once more in
another hemisphers |
Woman is indeed 8 wondroug creation.

miue, and lovked argnnd upou the Eden X
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Had this ne any single redeeming quali

m “her looks.. Calk’ we m

| are there of ‘sants e

old Burgonet ! with all your faults you had|dra
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at deﬂjmzﬂ;d{we grosaor sox are carefully
excludéd from sll' jgms prepara-
lons dzd arfangeiménte " ,eom indis-
ble to the; oscsaion.” Great: gatherings
: praying for, and
pretly cousins onrfheir promotion, mstrons
skilied in the soience of wife and motherhood,
damsols not yet released from theiblack-board-
and musio-stool, to say nothing of old maids
whose Jucern for all matters tending to
man, .og and giving in marriage muct neces-
sarily be of the most disinterested natore,
Bonnets and shawis gatber from the four
winus of heaven. Silence flies tcrrified to
take slielter in the clubs, and a hundred
tastes pronounde their voluble decress on the
innumerable:changes of raiment whish eus-'
tom has rendered it imperative to peovide for
a young lady about to-be m

When I arrived at Owith Reetory, the
keen white frost of the f had sob-
sided into a dull, grey
drizzling rain, lmf? fopad my friend Tom,
the exalting bridegroom, whose shield I was
to bear on the moerow, amoking a dissonso-
1ate cigar under the shelter of some dripping
larches that overhung the dectory gate.

* The lIawyers are in the library with Mr.
Batt,’ seid 4hie intanded, with rather a wofal
air for 8o happy » man. ¢ The brideamaids
are upsiairs with Julia—eight of tbem, all o
be dressed alike, my dear follow, and I don't
kuow one from the other at it is ; there are
seventeen 1adies at cake and wine in the
wing-room ; Julia'c new maid, over whom
I felell Ishall ;ever hav}tg‘e sliggteah;‘nﬂﬁor%
ty, has turned me ot of the study, which s
besides cbzip!dmjlibéitﬁgd%ith clothes ;
is washingday at the farmhouse, where I
‘have got & lodging in the cheese-room, and
this is'the only place’ can find*to" smoke &'
cigar and wait patiently till dinner time.’

Enoouraging, truly{ At dinner it was
no} much betler. A famil ! lputy is seldom.
a very lively re-union, and I’ think I may
say, without self-conceil, that my srrival was
most acceptable to alltheaelatives assembled
at ‘the Rectory. Old Mortmain, who of
course had the entire management of setile-
ménts, was the only other disinterested per-
son present ; and though the Rev. Amos
poshed his boitle of port round vigorously
after dinner, and held forth as usnal oon-
ceming his shooting, from which increasisg
blindness did not-seem to wean hum, J firm
iy believe the lawyer and myself were the
only two people present that had the slightest
idea of what we were drinking or what we
wers talking about.

A peal of bells awoke me on the morrow,
and with a lively impression of the responsi-
ble offics I had undertakew, and an indistinot
feehng of relief as I reflected that I was onl
the tecond, and not the principal, I prooceed-
ed t¢ endue myself in the gorgeous attire
without which it is unlucky to attend either
weddings or christenings ; and after a hasty
cup of tea, provided by the kind atteation of
Juliz’s new maid. sll the rest of the female
domeéstics béing ai sixes and sevens, I pro-
osxdedto the {arm-houss to Jook after my
man,

Tom was nervous, undoubtedly naxvous.
His breakfast stood untouched upon the
table, and his hand shook as he fastecned
the tie of his olue neck-cloth, axd gave his
whiskers their farewell twirl. -All the females
of his establishment were likewisc on the
move. The old dame that reigned over the
ferm eyed him with severe scrutiny as le
leit her threshold ; and the blowsy masid-of-
all-work forgot the ribbons with which we
had presented her, in her infatuated eager-
ness to get o look at the bridegroom.” The
village, too, of which we “ad to traverse the
whole lengtl, was up in arn.s ; and still caps
and gowns predominated ovex the male cre-
ation. Donbtless, there is something in a
wedding that epeaks directly to the sympa-
thies of womsn, reminds her of what has
boch, or kindless hopes of what may be,
in her gentle bosom. Certainly she misses
no opportanity of witnessing the fatal ocere-
mony.

In the church, the same ministeringangels
thronged loft, aisle, a.ntt_l chanoel, w;lh in-
quiring ‘countenances of every age and every
hue ; whilst many a whispered commentand
open-mouthed stare did homage to ths mag-
nificent apgn'el of the bride. The men ad:
mired her beauty, the women her dress. The
pen of fiction must not presume to describe
the sacred ceremony ; enough to say that the’
venerable clergyman, the quaint old church,
the regpoctful congregation, were in har
monious keeping with the holy office then
and there celobrated ; but when the bnde
faltered out, as brides will do, the important

sdeospheze, with a .

wo love Lier as well und
titlo ! and in the
fu;r‘ L2 " M
Now begin s the
maids. Hitherto
young ladies

meantime we all yoto break.

have been'so ocodupied withthy
they have had but little lefemre for idi
thoughts or worldly specudetions. Theyhavs
acoompanied sheir ehaige to church :ﬁ the
gravity isg their tgom and office;
they have abed up the aisle two apd
two, with ng expression of sympathy
Jor e martyr clonding their prot £’n;
Sbey, that is to aay, two of them, told of for
that especial dut{, have gravely mounis
guard over her gloves- an?  pocket-handker.
chief, whilst the others bave disposed then.
selves around, in groups so picturesque and
attitudes so graceful, that-it is difficult to be-
lieve they are so thoroughly unstudied and
artificial ; but now they have their rewsrd,
now they viein interest with their principal
—Le rov est mort—vive le roi!

The Derby is oyer—the favorite hw
won, and speculation is rife
to the forthooming event that day twelre.
month—for man lives in the fature. So
the bride is now a wife, and as such has jug
began {0 loss the least shade of that enghno

sisnsmm with which she Wwas regarded
half an hour l:go But thess cham:
ing young ies in gauze anl

smiles are still on their promotion, You x
T might marry any one of them, but perhay
we are too cautious to try—perhaps we ar
obnfirmsd old backielors, and bave not en.
tirely forgotten a prettier face than anyof
these, £ least to our mind, that was dreised
in smik , for-us oomo'fort{yeamag . Bow.
ever, wo may still look kindly on af the
pretty faces heke,iand, doubtless, though onr
hearts be not quite so susceptible, our appe-

| tites are infinitely better than when wo wers

lads, and faneied oirselves in love !

The Reverend Amos has provided a sum)
tuous breakfast. Champagne at noon wonﬁ
wmake ah anchorite lively, and a wedding has
been from timo immemorial a fair sabjset
for a certain numbef of stock jokes and.
clumsy innnendos, which nover fail to oblin
encouragement snd applanse.  We &t

-deal of oorfusion about places, and rastling
of dresses which require liberal space in
their arrangement; Isidle into my chair,
80 ag not fo compress preity Miss Glove
into the slim nymph which I belibve her i4
be when divested of all those muslin cul-
works, and rally that blushing upon the M-
ing appearance of herself and sister brides
i There is a vacant place on my other
hand—a lady in balf-mourning glides quielly
into it. Ier dress touches me as she s
down, ad-turning round, I behold the pale,
ead face, the gentle, chastened beauty of
Flora Belmont.
Row changed from the laughing girl that
T first met, kindling with enthusiasm siibe
review | how changed, and yet how ipex-
pressibly lovelier ! The deep blue eye was

soft and winning as ever. The smooth
cheek had log} something of its roundnes
and its dimplés, yel the ontline was faultles

of silver already streaked those masses of

for that indefinite indescxbable some
which makes womau lovable—there ir to
other word for it—how superior was

is needless to say how many yearsago! Not
that X perceived this all at once ; not thatl
turned roucd and took an inventory of M
Belmont's charms, as of a portrait in the ex-

to «.stranger it wonld have seemed something
lees than kind, v
hands. And itismore from conviotion than

‘| memory, that I am aware Flora was residing

with an aunt not five miles from Hsverlsy,
or three from Owlthorps ; that she had lost
her father scarcely a year, and had be
over
ding orea x s
vented her witnessi e ceremox
church. e )
To eay truth, I have but a confused notie
of thie events of that morning. I havesdm
recollection of much shonting and rappisg
of tho-table when we drapk the healthd
the new-married couple,
bresking down sadly in & smiteble reply. N
know that I was much langhed st for s

~ -
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words. ‘ T will" a burst of weeping broke

»

sepce of mindand derchcti-n of duts io per

T am not sure that we shook -

ber lute')y-acqnina 3

trivmph of the bride |
thiode nniformly-deesed -

varions onerous dutigs of thair position, thet

down readily enough, and there is agod |

heavy and sorrow-laden, yet its glance v

as & soulptor’s model atill ; the low pale fore-
head had » shade of care, and a line or tw

dark-brown hair ; yet for epiritual beadly, B

Flora of t5-day to the fresh rosy girl of—if -

hibition. Far from it ; our greeling wasin- §
dead ot the briefest and most formal natus, -

gerp-uded by Julin to come to the wed-
reakfast, thongh her sable sftire pre-

and Tom Speocet§ :




