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SCOTCH NOVEL RRADING.

CHAPTER L

el 22 2 2

A new Character introfluced.

Anmone . yarious gequaintance of
Mrs. Howard, was a young lady of a
very large independent fortune, who
had been left, at an early age, entirely
her own mistress. She was not hand-
some—far from being’ plain; kut her
d2atures were so much ynder the taition
of her natural coquetry, that she thereby
defeated her own purpose, and could
hardly be called pltasing: often, wheh
not thé least inclined fo ‘mirth, she
would Iatigh immoderately, because- she

VOL. IL B saw
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saw ot.hgrs laugh, and the subject started
might, be, sufficlent to excite risibility.
There is nothing perhaps more unbe-
cominy to % countenance Wwanting in
beauty, than a for&égi *smile? for it is
mind alone that can give such a coun-
tenance the power of fascination.
The only- natural propensities “hat
T Dl Sou%hgate, the above young, lady,
mdulged iny were what procecded from
her natural‘ly robust ‘constitution; and
as a great portid oft modern politencss
consists in inflependent.ewse of manners,
and as Miss Southgate always prided
herself on being a complcte fashionist,
she gratified her own inclinations, while
she astonished the:more delicate of her
sex, and evinced her contempt for all
the' forms attached to the graces of the
oldschool : she woudd thercfore, at table,
eat and drmk hke a man; and at a ball,
fatigue all her partne?s she played very
'skllfully at cards and generally stripped
uer adversary of his last guinea: she
struck
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struck the chords of the harp with more
grace than science ;*d8puted with her
muslc-master concerning the perfection
attached to the former gualfflcatldn and
declared ®herself willing to  give” him
twelve guineas a lesson. to. teach her the
most captivating attitudes, as her fingers
shosld wander over the strings.  When
she ‘yent to the opem, or ahy Pu"lﬂs
place, or party, that required the assist-
ance of a friseuf, when she looked in
the. glass, and forad ar ringlets® had
been taught %o flow in a sﬂrle pecuharly
becoming to her features, she woyld joy-
fully pop two sovereigns in the hair-
dresser’s hand; but this prodigal female
never bestowed one penny on the poor:
the recital of a wogthy familysreduced
to misery, half a street, burnt down dy a
dreadful fire, public. calamlt) , not orke of
these incidents could possibly’ move "her
feelings; yet she pfetended: to love evety
one, though "never, m reality, did she
love one single bemg, oxceptherself
B2 "Shev
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She made it a point, however, to go
to the theatre when a benefit was per-
formed for a public charity, or for some
celebrated performer retiring from the
stage ¢ on such occasibns the coutitenance
of Miss Sopthgate would bear on it the
semblance of deep melancholy; if any
one *addressed her, her voice, when she
m&d %eemed to falter, as if she was
weeping; and her very dress was meant
tﬂ indicate the tenderness of her feel-
mgs :'her steps, asshe entered the theatre,
were slow anfl measured ;e her fine fair
hair was taught to flow in half-dishevel-
led ringlets; even they seeined to ex-
press her inward sorrow : to those who
were strangers to +her, she appeared
adorned with every ~virtue, as well as
witlt eyery grace;, but her heart had no
share whatever in this outward parade

After ngg this sketch, we must in-
form our ‘readefs that this heartless fe-
snale was the bosom friend and patroness
of Mrs. Kivers, & schemmg widow,

whom
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whom we mentioned in our preceding
pages. Now, thoughMiss Southgate
affected almost to adore her dear be-
witching lttle Rivers, yes, in splte of
the weakkhy heiredws large fortune and
independence, she was envigus to a de-
gree of the spnghtly.wulow, and often
magde her feel the difference of their
situatien in life by many a bumiliatig
sarcasm, pretendedly uttexed in ‘all tite
frankness of unrestrajhed friendship; a]l
which Mrs. River§ ygeod-humouredly
and politely gndured, thereby adding to
the proud msolence, but, at the same
time, vexation of Miss Southgate, be-
cause she could not disturb the equa-
nimity of her friend’s temper; and Miss
Southgate, with all- the attractions of
youth every studled ald of dregs, envi-
roned with wealth, and all the outwand
shew of taste and splendour; yet envied
the siperior charms Of & widow with
8 small fortune, obhged to be strictly
‘ecovomigal, in order keep up a gen-

lepl
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teel appearance, and support her credit
among_ those circles in which by birth,
family, connexions, and situation of li'f'e,
Mrs. Rivers had a sight to move.  Miss
Soutbgate was not qtiitesso weli*descend-
ed as was ber friend; but if the family
of Miss Southgate was somewhat ob-
scure, it was not mean, and riches, mow
a.passf)ort almost any where, cnabled
Her to” purchase .eclat and notice at any
rate. As far as related‘to her connexion
‘with ‘Mrs. Rivers, she gave out, that
she had taken fhe dear enchonting widow
quite under her protection. Poor thing!
how she did feel for a genttewoman in
straightened circumstances! This she
whispered amongst half a hundred fa-
shionables friends, who whispered it to
theirr hglf-hundred dear friends, till
half the world became acquainted with
Miss' Sodthgafe’s great benevolence,
and Mrs. Rivers’s narrow income: this
aepaid “Miss Bouthgate fot the many

little valuable prefents she lavished on
Mus.



SCOTCH NOYEL READING. 7

Mrs. Rivers, such as brooches, bracelets,
rings, necklaces, alleoS fancy jewellery,
it 1s true, of no intrinsic worth, but ex-
tremely elégant, and, had eost immense
sums; and then Miss Southgate was
tired of them herself: then she would
send her frequent gifts of game, fruit,
fish, and wine; which presents kept
pace,with frequent contributions of thase
kinds sent her by the kind and feeling-
hearted Robert<Butlér, to an agreeable
female, rcduced by chqumstanges front
the high situatjon she one filled in gen-
teel life: but Robert dlways picked out
the best for her; whenever he received
baskets of partridges or pheasants, the
finest were always selected for Mos.
Rivers. When Miss Southgate sent
game to her, it was generally when she
knew not what to.do with- it at home;
and if a hare, at the véry latter end qf
Febr 'uary, chanced to arrive, dear Mrs.
Rivers was sure to have it’; if in March,
it -vas dispatched tds her Mnmediately,
B 4 oy
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only then there was a string of apologies
for sending off o apparently mad a crea-
ture, but that it was very young in-
deed. . But. Miss , Southgate, with an
eye always to admiraiion, and prompted
by a love of the fame of being generous,
was arafty enough never to let Mus.
Rivers feel any weight of obligation for
her bountr? ; no, when she made.her any
present, she seemed as if she was the
person obliged ; she was then too polite,
-or we may rather«ay .too artful, to hum-
ble her ; she wus then all loye and friend-
ship, and her kindness was as extreme
as it was insinuating.

This shew of friendship, however, was
only that she might, at all times, bave a
tool, andca person-ag her beck and call,
on every occasion; but the good senge
of Mrs. Rivers taught her not to make
herself tos cheap. Miss Southgate, never-
theless, though she sometimes felt hurt
when her invitations were' refused, re-
tgined her from babit, and felt that she

could
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could not do without her; but, with all
her youth and wealthy she was jealous
of .a middle-aged widow, with a scanty
income; yes, she was jealdus ofattrac.
tions which, with “all her studied co-
quetry, she could neveg attain—jealous
of unaffected learning, extensive read-
ing, with the art of always knowing
how.tt suit her conversatidn to ber
company—envious “of. those charmin
spirits which gave constant'hnlamty and
goed-humour to the Whole appesrance’
of Mrs. Rivers.,

Yet Mrs. Rivers was very far from
perfection ; “and her character, as well as
that of Miss Sonthgate, was deceptive;
she loved not her fashionable friend,
thoygh she pretended to almast idolize
her; and she therefoxe shewed g degree
of meanness inaccepting the bounty of
one whom, in her heart, she’ despised,
Yet, let us not cbndenin. toa rashly; it
is a bard task to be able to quit, witks
tr\e dignity of mind, ‘the gilded scenes

BS &
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of pleasure for the lonely and obscure
first floor, with %ffen nothing but sad
thoughts to amuse the tedious hougs;

to reflect on'better times gong by; to
eall tb remembrancé” départed” friends,

lost to us for ever; and seeing only in

perspettive, at thre close of life, a cheer-

less “‘gloom, with no hand but that ¢f a

stranger té close our eyelids on the last .
darkened scere of, our existence.

~ Oh, it is*for those dlone to tell, who

have ‘experienced” the heart-chilling an-

guish of such’a state!. Industry and

talent will not always suffice tc fill up

the long, long hours of repeated days of
seclusion; the often-tearful eye drops

on the page of literature; the needle

pauses irf its accustomed celerity, and

the sorrowing heart finds relief by in-

dulging in a flood ef tears. Solitude

was ot ade for any member of the

human race ; and no che, however dili-

gent and budy by nature, can read or

work uncea‘smgl)‘
Mrs.
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Mrs. Rivers, therefore, with very little
disposition indeed #oea solitary life,
found some solace in the society of a
vain femalé, who did much in emabling
her to c’bntmue, by the assistance she
gave her, of obliging algo in her turn, a
state of life of which she, Mrs. Rivers,
wa® ngturally devoted to: unhappily,
the ladtes were rivals—both were in love
with the accomplished Robert Butle?,
and though neitlier could bear to own

10 *herself the mertlfylng truth, *both’
ioved in vaim ,

Whin the first year of Mrs. Rivers’s
widowhood’ was over, being yet in the
prime of life, and conscious of her charms,
which were of that- nature to be more
attractive and durable in their effects
than regular beauty, she began, to* cast
about for a second mamage, although
she sickened at the very idet, for no,
woman ever wistfed s0 much to be her
own mistress; and she could not endure?
thc thought of partmg with *her newly-

B6 gained
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gained liberty, for she bad always, from
a child, detested cevery kind of restraint.
She had long been on very intimate
terms avith oll the family of the But-
lers, and she thoughi'Mr. Butlez, senior,
a prize worth angling for; but that cau-
tious gentleman .was not such a gud-
geon to bite, though she baited the homk
with all the fascinations she could,heap ,
tugether; all,the return he made to her
gdvances, which he had penetration ard
‘vanity_enough fo’dispover, was in shan-
ning her society as much as possible;
and whenever he did unavoidab’y meet
with her, he was extremely cold and
distsnt to her. Finding her lures
thrown out without any prospect of suc-
cess in that quarter, she began to fancy
his estrangement proceeded chiefly. from
the change that her late husband's death
bad made in her cirenmstances, and she
cyrsed hinj in het hegtt, for an ald mo-
s8y-laving citrmandgeon.
-Inthenndsttifthlahcny sucoess
with
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with the father, Robert Butler returned
from a tour he had made on the Conti-
nent: her first match had not been a
love one, on her side, and how, for the
first tin® in her ife, “she felt alt the
power f the hood-winked deity; his
conversation, his manners, completely
fir.isheq the ¢ snquest that his fine per-
son had achieved: he was etlually at.
tracted by her fascmatlonSt he had ne-
ver, in his travels, nm in his own coun.
tryy ™ et 1 {omale so capable of sbdnish-
mg the * lubber fiend,” ennui, or one
so suitell for the social hour, or for that
dedicated to "atellectual intercourse; he
therefo-e continued to fan a flame, of
which not ore spark fell on his suscep-
tible,heart; and wheh he felt’ real de-
ligk.t i 1 the company of Mrs. Rivers, it
was sumbittered *by a knowledge of* the
difficulty she found to contmué a course.
of life she was so*well calculatad to”a-
dorn, but s0 htt}e ablell to pursne,
fro' n herdimited fortune. IA the most
delicate
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delicate and gentlemanlike manner, he
contrived to serd her many little pre-
sents, which greatly assisted her; and
through his® means, the amiable Mrs.
Howard contrived i5 have he1 a very
frequent guest. Sometimes Mrs. Rivers
boped, sometimes she feared; and she
never durst say a word when Rolert
has been“most kind, and particularly
pointed in his attentions to her, such as
asking hime what .he ‘meant by them?
or otber customary -questions, fearful,
that by so doing, she might, perhaps,
lose him for ever.

His presents, his attentions, were no
secret to Miss Southgate; nay, the mis-
chievous widow rather made them more
frequent*and more fervent than they
really were; becguse she saw plainly
that Miss Seuthgate was very jealous of
.those atfentioris; for that young lady
was as deeply .iri love ‘with the same ob-
Yect as herself. MISS _Southgate, how-
ever, always artificial and calculating,

paid
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paid her court to the father; she knew
he had the character of one who was
very fond of money—that her great for-
tune being well known, and’his sdn the
most dutfful of sons, in appearance, he
might perhaps, whether he liked her or
not, yield to his father’s commands to,
marfy her.  But if young Butler cotild
bc capable of feelmg an aversidn to any
female, he certamly felt it for Miss
Southgate; till af len gth it*became so
visible, that the young lady herself be-
gan to ﬁlspeci it; however, she and the
mature Wwidow continued to lay every
snare for this insensible being—insen-
sible, that is, to the power of their Cir-
cean seductions, though a dupe to the

illusigns of his ownisilagination’
Finding that Miss Southgate was* in-
vited* by Mrs. Howard o ‘meet Iady
Macbane and her daughter on Wednes-
day, Robert Butle} pretended that uh-
ayoidable busmess called *him out of
tow:: one that day, tirough "he would
have:
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have been glad to have seen something
more of the irtertsting Margaret; but
he did not admire her sufficiently to
make*such & sacrifice of his’ cpmfort, as
the *enduring the' company “of Miss
Southgate wauld have been; for though
her excessive vanity would not let her
se¢ it, he certainly most cordiplly*des-
pised her’

Mr. Butler, semor, and Mr. Fennel,
had no objectmn to hig absence, for they
weré .not yet-perfectly easy as to:the
power of Miss Machanels attractions ;
they had seen, with some dégree of
anxiety, that Robert appeared infinitely
pleased with the remarks of Margaret,
after he had began ¢o converse with her,
and that his evés wandered over her
chatming person,.with a high degree of
imterest and admiration

CHAP-
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CHAPTER IIL

COPPOPOO PO SOOI IO IV

Love makes a Man.'

THERE were little anxieties, too, that
each of the old friends felt, and.which
they kept to” themselves. * It was a fine
moonlight night, and, had it not been,
have we not; among what Fennel term-
ed modern quackeries, gas sufficient in
our streets, to male, in the darkest
night, an artificial -dax? Lady Mac-
bane preferred walkirg home, becduse
once *a-day was *quite enough for *her
crazy eqmpage to go out, wlnch seemed,
every time it did %ally "forth, ready to
fall to pieces. Mr. H?wu’d after see-
ing ais wife safely eseorted ’ homel\:).y

r
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Mr. Butler, politely gave his arm to
lady Macbane, «while Robert offered the
same support to her daughter-in-law;
the obedienit Sandy following “ hard at
the heels” of the party. :

“ Ah, weel,” said lady Macbane,
+ and we maunaw soon depart for puir,
auid bonnie Scotland, as I said hefore.”

“ Oh," said Howard, “ I hope your
ladyship will alter 'your mind, and not
be in such-a hurry to‘eave us?”

«“Hoot, awa, mon!” said she; *“ken
ye nae that the word oﬁAdéxander Dun-
can Macbane is a law? eh! he’s but an
auld cankered carle at best.”

Margaret felt much hurt at her mo-
ther speaking so disrespectfully of her
father, Who, thoagh he certainly was
not famed for good nature, suffered his
wife to do just what she pleasec., and
had mdu‘lged her with a journey to
bondon, though vety inconvenient to
his narrow ﬁnances he had, however,
‘made it ahswer two purposes, by getting

his
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his lady to transact some business for
him, thereby saving Binmelf the fatigue
of a long journey, and at the same time
a very great expenco; she he kney
well, would economiZe, and live in that
bumble way which he gould not; he
must, as an ancient Scotch baronet, make
an appegrance, being known to all the
gieat men about the court; his lady
could live in obscurity, as he was not
with her, and tale’a fittle pleasure at
the same time. Such a woman, he® re-
flected, could’mevyer introdice his daugh-
ter into high life; but it was a good op-
portunity forhis Margaret to see Lon-
don, where the plotting baronet thought
too her beauty might-be discovered, and
it might be eagerly inquired ifto who
she was; nay, some, wealthy ,suitor
might be glad to ennoble his blood with
the rich current that flowed throhigh the
veins of ‘the Macbahes; and if he were
net too lowly born, he might‘be wrought
on © - give.his consent.—a* Ah, indeed,”*

thought
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thought the poor baronet, “ there is no-
thing like the eiller, after all !”

Robert Butler felt for the agitation
which visibly discovered itself in poor
Margaret at hearing lady Macbane
speak so slightingly of her father; he
gracefully turned the subject, and at
parting he almost felt himself as worry
as he susid he was, that he could not
meet them, on, the following Wednes-
day at Mn Howard’s«

The party shere assembled consisted
of lady Macbane and her' daughter-in-
law, Mr. Butler, Mr. Fennel and his
daughter Alice, Miss Sonthgate, Mrs.
Rivers, and Mr. Hartfield. This last-
mentioned person .was in deep mourn-
ing for-a near rqiation, who had left him
@ kandsome property ; but the outward
gravity of countenance he now wore,
was no‘hypocrisy, for he had always very
sincerely loved his uncle; the arranging
of his affairs, administering to his effects,
-apd taking poseession, withovt mention.

ng
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ing the frequent, and requisite commu-
nication and correspondence with law-
yers, together with the law’s delay, had
drawn hlm off, for a tlme, from his pe:
dantic pumuts, and‘researches into «an-
tiquity, &c. &ec.

Struck with a beauty like that of
Margaret Macbane, so very accordant
with his ideas of “ that pretty phything,
dear deceit,” he seemédd transfixed like a
statue, on her entering 'the apartment ;
for lady Macbane .ahd her daughter
having had ‘e mend their stockings,
and Margaret to wash and iron her best
clear muslin- frock, trimmed with old
lace, they happened to be the last of the
party; and even the fashionable Miss
Southgate began to fagcy they would
not come at all, for she was generally the
last every where..

Hartfield was not a lover of ‘money,
naturally ; but as die wis pot ‘rich be
fore the demise of this wemlthy unclé,
he :.as okliged to‘cast dbout for money

with
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with a wife, if he married at all: he was
now cnabled tq please his heart, his fan-
cy, and his eye, without giving one
thought towards fortune.—* And sure-
ly,” thought he, #is he gazed on the
blushing Margaret, ¢ there is a treasure
m itself that wealth can never buy, and
"the mind enshrined in such a form snust
be that ef an angel I”

We have read,"in the writings of a
French enthusiast, of «“ Les Affinités
Lilectifs ;” the wruth of which axiom
might, perhaps, be exemptified in Mar-
garet. Hartficld was a pcrsonable
young man, and the young northern
beauty did not meet the passionate,
though modestly-restrained, glances of
his mild bluc eyes without some cmo-
tion. Hc was a fair man, and his mourn-
ing habit well sot off. his complexion ;
while a«cgssation from severe and poring
sfudies, "had again vbrought a roseate
tinge of youth and health back to his
generally.pallid .cheek.

He
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He was seated by Margaret at table ;
and Miss Southgate, swio would wil-
lingly fasten to her triumphant car every
beaa in the *universe, Jwas mortified to
the utmos® degree of spite and envy ;
while Mrs. Rivers, too, thought he was
worth throwing out a ngt for : both la-
dics vere, however, cruelly disappointed
gt the absence of the proud and saucy Ro-
bert Butler ; while the two old friends,
Tennel and his father; were in high
spirits at that absence.*

Lady Maebane owneds herself not
quite in ‘such good spirits as she was at
Mr. Fennel's.—* Not,” she said, ™ but
what the gude chiel Hooaid did aw he
could to mak’ her brimfu’ o’ glee; but
Lhen,” added she, I.canp 2 bear o think
of 1 tvmg sic muckle kind friends,”

« ],am about o make the tour of
Scotland, my lady,” said Hartfield.

“ kih,"then,” resnmed She, “ and shall
ye nae be cumimin to the Highlands ?™

artfie]d declardd, tht, nexs to going.

purposely
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purposely to Scotland, to see and be in-
troduced to the charming writer of the
Lady of the Lake, the Highlands was
the only part of Scotland- that he wish-
ed to visit.

“ Then, lassie,” said lady Macbane to
her daughter, “-ain ye ha a card in your
pduch, gie it to the cannie lad as sits
beside ye ; and gin our welcom= be but
puir, it woal be right heartsome.”

Hartfield’s eyes spurkled ; the ladies
were,«all astonished at his animation ;
and Miss Sodthgate eyed.Her successful
rival, whose beauty, her vanity taught
hier, was far inferior to her ‘own, angelic
a$ was that of Margaret Macbane ; yet
this fashionable ape of beauty dared to
give thé preferemce to her own artificial
endowments. |

Mrs. Rivers felt exceedingly nettled
at seemg a man so eompletely caught,
ad one Whose' pedarttic conceit had, hi-
therto, rendéred him, in a manner, insén-
sible to fetnale attractions. Mpss. Rivers

was
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was a finished coquet, always emulous
of being noticed bye*the opposite sex,
“:hopgh she might despise the individual
she was sgudymg to ansnare:  But this
was not the case in the present instance;
she had always rather liked young Hart-
ficld; she always thought him good and
sendible, and she admired his sense and
guodness yet more, now thate he'had a
large fortune; for tHough his senior by®
seven years, yet such things as marriage,
she-reflected, sometimes took placg, even
where theré wag a yet greater disparity
on the wrong side; and she felt certain
that, whenever Mr. Hartfield married,
he would choose judiciously. Oh, the
blind attachment to.self, that could per-
suadg Mrs. Rivers, fhat a yo#ng man
must act judiciously if he chose ker for
a wife!

But she was, neverthe'less,.a'good-na
tured coquet; Miss Southgdte a vais
glorious,” plotting, and malicious ohe.”

she thought no vengehnce she could re-

VOL. II. c sdry
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sort to, too deep for any slight put upon
her charms; ard Wwhen the coffee was
handed round in the drawing-room, she,
with placid brow, and kirid infantine ca-
resses, welcomed M¥. Butler, as' he, with
young Hartfield, were among the first
to join the ladies-there.
She hung, with affected naiusté,* on
his arm, from whence Butler, with all
his worldly pohteness, would have been
very glad to have shaken her off; yet
‘whilé she affected to be solely taken ‘up
with him, she Was an attentive listener
to all the conversation that was going
forward in the apartment. The widow
looked very archly on Hartfield, as he,
unable to quit the side of the captiva-
ting Marfaret Machane, was expatizting
on the merits of Walter Scott’s poetry,
and quoting some admitable specitiens
of its excellencé from the Lady of the
Lake,” &c., wheh Mafgaret, with sweet
\im’idity, said she preferreJ his novels,
to every thing else that he Lud written ;
and
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and as Alice assented, though she scarce
knew why, to the opinfon of hey new
friend, Hartfield declared, with a rapture
that herewfore had been forengn to him,
that, indeed, he felt ‘assured there tere
no romantic writings equal to them.
Now this cxpressiorf might be taken
in & twofold sense; and Hartfield ivas
cunning enough to avail hims@lf of flat-
tering Miss Macbanei- without belying
his own opinicn; ‘yet he felt so ambitious
of pleasing her, that what*he might‘once
find unaccord!mt with his taste, he would
persuade himsclf to admire, if, it met
with her approbation.
The widow Rivers coughed away a
laugh that was just escaping her, which
caused Hartfield ‘telook towards her;
and he met her laughing eyes dirécted
towards him.—* And what is the pietty
Mre. Rivers laughing at?” 'sald he to
her.
“ Only, my good ‘fellow, said she,
c2* “ &t
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“ at the diversity of one man’s opinion
on the same subjeét.”

“ It is indeed laughable,” said Miss
Southgate, Wwith a*laugh as aficeted as
it setined hearty, as she instantly joined
them, and quitted Mr. Butler alto-
gethcer; “ and yet, Miss Macbane, 1
ought to address myself rathex to sir
Walter Stott’s most intrepid chdmpion.
Miss Fennels”

“ And I do not-fear éutering the lists
with’ofly one in his defence,” said Auie
endeavouring to imitate,sastfar as she was
able, Margaret’s sweet and chlastened
Scottish accent.

“ Bless me !” resuuned Miss Southgatc,
with a faint, sarcastic laugh, « what a
reform is here! ‘¥What is become of
your' fashing, and. your sonsic mon, and
all the rest of your “muckle, bohnie
Scotch 2"

% Hoot avad” mterruptcd lady Mac-
bane; “ dinha be ater casting youx
glbes, and spearifig o’ sic mattets as ye

nae
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nae understond ; ye mak ten times worse
nonsense o’ the bonnte Scotch, than e’en
thg pretty sonsie bairn of the gude and
hind-heated master Fennel.  Ye had
better hiwd your ¥8ngue, if you dinna
speak that your ain mither taught ye.”

Poor Alice blusheddike crimson; angl
ev® the baughty Miss Southgate swas

1~ though she affectedecorttempt,

. arned to sit ¢rwn by her con-

v ent and secommpdating friend; Mrs.
Re-rors.

“ MWell, esiy,” said Miss Southgate,
speaking . .ross Mrs. Rivers to Mr.
Hertficld, * on what sudden occasion am
I to cengratulate you on this wonderful
change in your opinions? they differ
widely fromn those you profested always
to maintain, when, gmong other literary
subjects, the works that have showcred
on us from the. prolific®pen,of a certain
‘Scotch writer ®ame’'under investiga-
tion !”

Hastfield’s opinion had fot really -al-

c3 * tovegl
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tered ; yet he did not like to say so be-
fore the fair enthusiast, who was seated
on Lis right, fearful he might lose the
present degree of approval wmd\ though
small, he had pegetration and vanity
sufficient to discover he had excited; he
therefore saved himself by an equivoca-
tiom and a compliment, saying—* er-
haps I pl-ad guilty to your charge; and
¢ my opinipn i, aitered, it only serves
to prove the despotic iafluence of your
charmmg sex; all the ladies would be
against me, if I did not admire the novels
of sir Walter Scott.”

“ But ye heeded not our displeasure,”
said Alice, ¢ at one time; how is it that
ye became sae soon eonverted ?”

Hartficld blusheq, and knew not what
to answer; but his eyes were eloquent
enough, as he encountered the tinid,
retiring, but half-reprovmg glances of
Mau'garet

“ Never,” continued Ahce, as she per-
caived she was listened to with a degree
of
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of interest, “ never did any writer of
fiction approach so weaf to what is na-
tural.”

& How can you judge of that, Miss
Fennel,w® said Mrs» Rivers, « when'® I
have often heard you declare, that you
never read any other novels ?”

Mrs, Rivers was applauded by all the
party fr this apposite remark, but Alice,
encouraged by the®approving looks qf
Margaret, and also at findjng that Mr.
Hartfield was not, onty gilenced at, what,
she had said, before, but that he "had be-
stowed no applause whatever on the wi-
dow—no, not by even one #pproving
look, because he was never an ill-na-
tured young man, and he discovered
mischief in Ler question—Alice, there-
fore, went on, but lost herself in her en-
thusiasm, and yexed her father'—“ Oh,”
said she, “ never, never, I.am"’ sure,
could I enduresto read any commoii-
place novels, after thes works ofthis
charmjng Scotth ndvel-writer! I am

c4 «Qn-
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confident that no one, like him, could
transport, and Jead captive, our ideas,
so as to make one really imagine, that
the events and the persons’ mentioned
in his romances did really take place
and cxist. How often have I wish-
ed, while I have pleascd myself by the
sweet illusion, as I languished to be berne
away to the delightful cape called Sam-
kurgh Head, jn Jetlahd—(Here there was
a general smile). I havebeen sometimes
0 enraptured with the idca, that I hawve
fancied my father was * Magnus Troil,
and Elizabeth and myself, Minna and
Brenda.”™ ‘

« Ha, ha, ha!” laughed out, but not
too loud to be inelagant, Miss South-
gate ; adding, sarcasfically—* Ay, like
the daughters of Magnus T'roil, you had
lost your mother, and were, like them,
no doubt,+the delight of your widowed
father "

“ And

2 Vide “ Pirate,” by the Author of Waverley.
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“ And so they were, Miss Southgate;
and so they are still,” s8id Fennel, some-
what displeased with the lady, but very
much vexcd at the’ same ‘time Wwithe his
daughtel of whom he remarked—* and,
would not my youngest girl give herself
up so much to following the quacke:y
kind z)f writing of the present, day, 1
may bay there never was a Yather hap-
pier than I an m. my’daughters .Alice
often dxspleaaes mr:,.l am' sorry to say,
by her silly conduict; I Tope shée will be
cured of this folly in time; thank God
she has nothing artificial or deceptive in
her character " He then cast a look on
the fair satirist, which shewed that the
last part of his speech was ngt without
perdonality. .

She pelcelved it but she was ever
inistress of herself, and, she said, with a
caressing air, byt whigh, hqwever, wis
too much. studied for dpe of I‘enpels

‘open character and renetratlon to find
s0 1rres1st1ble as she meant it to, b{-i-
cd “ Ah!



34 SCOTCH NOVEL READING.

“ Ah! you are like Magnus Troil*, a
hasty-tzmpered gentleman but you are
convivial, kind, and hospitable.”

“ And ye need nag tell ony ane here
o' that,” said lady Macbane; “ there be
nae ane Scottish laird as be mure kind-
hearted than the gude Mr. Fennel; and
I will .gar the lugs o' sir Alexander
Duncan Macbann te: ring agen, when I
gang hame, w1 tuiling: him aw the gude
' M Fennel ard lua bonnie daters,
that thby ha’ shewn to me and Meg

Miss Southgate, with afl her decep-
tion, could not conceal her contempt of
a woman she regarded so vulgar as she
did lady Macbane. These two ladies
had repayd scorn, for scorn with each
other, in looks ever since they had met.
Lady Macbane alivays felt her conse-
querrce, apd held every one in contempt
who did not pay her, the respect she
thought her due, as a barenet’s lady,
and particularly as: the wife of sir Alex-’

- ander
* Vide ¢« Pirate.”
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ander Duncan Macbane, which she al-
ways gave at full Yength, and so she
wnuld if he had owned twenty names.
The g¢orivenizant Mrs. Rivers, ~always
finding* it her irterest to make. Miss
Southgate appear as amiable as possible,
said—* In iny bumble opinion, 1 think
a ‘gentleman s fond of real English
¢ .mfort as Mr. Feanel is, would*not be
v ‘ond of bc.ng doormed to the pe.
nance cf livig tn ' Jetland, notwithstand.
w1 - esvniability~of Bis eharming daugh-
ers.’s
The plotting Miss Southgate seized
the idea; 'she lavished many delicately-
turned encomiums on Mrs. Howard,
and declared, that the energy of the
wweet young enthwsiast, her'sister, de-
lighted her. Her own vanity, though
she inwardly «despised the man, made
her anxious to draw off Hartfield from
his present puruit of Mafgaret Mac-
wune, and enchain him to*herself, for the
sciv purpose of sporting with his feel-
c6 nes,
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ings, while she robbed a girl, so emi-
nently lovely, of the conquest it was
visible to every observing eye that she
had obtained; she could not forgive,
eltber, the handsome and artless Alice,
for drawing off the attention of the
males. to her superior attractions—su-
perior, in a visible manner, to her ¢wn
artificial endowments. A few goung
saale friends, of Howard had come in
to supper: they very well knew that
Miss «Southgate had -an immense fer-
tune; and they were all interedted young
men, like those of modern life, all anxi-
ous to ask the question of what kas
she? instead of what is she? But Miss
Fennel had also, they had no doubt, a
very good- fortune;-and how infinitely
more. charming was her person than
that of the conquest-huntiag Miss South-
gate,' whose, mahners were all studied,
and her evefry featire continually put to
sthdol! She, lowever, was now resolved
to.put in ptacticel somc petty scheme

of
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of revenge on the innocent objects that
had taken off the attemtion of these
fashionable insects from herself; though
she experjericed morc real Yexation tp
see Hartfield so completely caught- by
Miss Macbane, and thergby totally lost
to her: not that Miss Southgate liked
him2-she loved no one but herself; yet
die was sather handsome than otherwise ;
he was certainly a very sensible and a
very learned n:an' and 110 had the repu-
tation of bemg much more so than he

12ally was;’he was also & good man,
though not so very exalted a character
as common farie, that notorious liar,
made him out.

Those who arc apt to be guided by
tiie caprice of momewtary imptflse, can
never lay claim to an equality with tltose
excellent and virtuous beings whese
good deeds are the result of. phnmple, .
and the strong arfd well-regufated feel’-
ings of g 5eneral plulanthroby ; such as
wauld net injure l‘lSlnﬂ‘ geniu, because

unshackl&\
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unshackled by pedantic rules, and in-
ferior perhap¢ only in the depth and
labyrmth of learning to him whc has
power to Yoster and assist t,hat genius,
M?. Hartfield would somctimes aid such
an one; but, when stern and iron-bound
learhing reared-its saturnine front, and
overpowered the feelings of the heart,
then, il that moment of caprice, he
would, when a;wel}-timed and earnest
recommendation -miglit have been of in-
finite*use, both as tb the fame and® for-
tune of one so gifted, then would he
fail td utter a favourable opinion of such
a person’s abilities, because conscience—
oh, over-much righteousness of phari-
saical formality !—tvould not allow him
to breathe a falsthvod! This was one
among his works of supercrogation which
we hmted at in a preceding chapfer a
contrary conduct would have been a pious
ftaud, from whence tfie ANGEL OF TRUTH
would have averted his head while he

asked
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asked of the SPIRIT OF KINDNESS to
supply his place for that thoment.

Bt what was Hartfield’s goodness to
Miss Southgate? Nopthing. But he was
a man of discernment; his choosing her
then would evince his merit; he was
learngd, and sue would $ee all his léarn-
ing subjected to her charming trifling.
Neverthéless, she mjight not  perhaps
have attempted this gibrious conquegst;
if he had not now been a wealthy man;
his family, ghe well knew, were *tfuly
respectable, hi$ cbnnexions ranked high,
and he was now likely to become the
fashion. At all events, she was resolved
to punish those two Scotch novel-read-
ing romantic things, as she cajled the
two young beauties. * )

Before the party broke up, MissSouith-
gate had, however, the.satisfa.ction.' of
findings the gentlgmen, crowd around
her: she knew how to adgpt her con-
v.rsation to evesy one; not a subject
could thiy start but what she could des"
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cant on, for she was thoroughly acquaint-
ed with all the"fashionable tittle-tattle
of the day. Alice could speak orly on
one subject ; at-least, she pever would
speak on any other. Miss Southgate, too,
was not dismayed by that ; shewould even
affect to speak fluently on the merits and
demerits of all the writings shat have
issued from the fertile brain, and inde-
fatigable pen, of the Northern novelist ;
though slie had taken’ care never to dim
the lastre of* her eyes with reading one
of his close-printed volames; but she
skimmed over thedifferent Reviews, from
whence she was able to get a slight out-
line of the work in question, and from
the copious extracts she could glean a
sufficient knowlédge of the style and
manner, whercby she was enabled to
give her own opinion, “and quote a few
of the" most celebrated passages and

phrases.
When her carriage was called, at onc
oclock inthe miorning, after Mr. How-
ard’s
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-ard’s farewell supper to the Macbanes,
the gentlemen all presded sforward to as-
sist her with putting on her shawl. No
such luxm;y as a coach or chariot hav,
ing been announced for Mr. and Miss
Fennel, the father was alJowed quietly
to help his daughter on«with her wrap-
ping ® clqak. Hartfield hallowed the
plaid of «Margaret, as he placell it‘over
her finely-formed should(rs, with a kiss;
while her mother-tn: law tussed her head
at Miss Southgate,’and smiled tsiam-
phant. . He *cntreated the favour of es-
corting the ladies to their lodgings; and
Mr. Batler, offciing his arm to lady
Macbane, who, to the great amusement
of Mr. Howard’s {uotman, and also to that
of the tittering partyscoloured kni’ghts be-
longing to Miss Southgate, vociferated
through the spatious hall—“ Sandy,
where art thou?” while *the. obedlent
Scotch Iapkcy, having proved himseli;
as b2 said, “ hard at her heels,” follow-
ed immediately close uifto thern, havx g
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taken good care, this time, to keep with-
in call, though niany were the efforts of
the happy servants belonging to, Mr.
Howard'’s ‘kitchen to thaké him take of
that powerful stimulus, liquor, which,
like a golden key, is often known to un-
lock the secret treasures of the incautious
heart.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER IIL

coovsosvssossere

A Visit to the Theatre; and*a Plot.

MR. Fennel was x'bmarkably fond of real
good acting; but he detested all stage-
trick, and inifovation of every kind, which
he always designated by his usual term
of quackery: not that he was averse to
improvement, for very often an author’s
text, by some of our most famous actors
of furgner days, was pervcrted,'\)ecause
not thoroughly understood. No, it be-
longed to the unmatched powers, and
to the classical knowledge ‘of the lament-
ed Kemble, to rend®r the school of Thes:
pis the school of scxence aild to bestow
on the theatre, which ke so lohg and so

ably
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ably conducted, the high renown of
setting forth she beauties of our own im-
mortal Shakespeare in their full, bril-
Jianty, of Presenting to the public a faith-
ful picture of the manners of different
ages, recorded in the historic page, and
giving to every nation and era of time
appropriate costume.

Happily he lned to see the.stage, ef
which he .was ,the brightest ornament,
crowned with those faurels of well-de-
served fame'wl;iéh; under the direction
of his skilful and literasy ‘brother, pro-
mise to be as lasting as the immortal
name that he, who as a modern writer
has justly termed ‘¢ the last of the Ro-
mans,” has left behind him.

Fennel had seen «the justly-renowned
John,Kemble and his lovely sister in
all the zenith of their glory. Obh, how
he woﬁld exclaim against managers for
puttmg such femalés, as are thrust for-
ward into Lharacters, S0 transcendantly
performed as they were by a Siddons!

He
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He felt it like a burlesque; and he used
to say, they had better totally withdraw
suchepieces till, this generation has en-
tirely passeg away —<*Miss O'Niel,” ha
would add, “ is ver) well —she is" a
charming Juliet —she performs some
few of Mrs. Siddons's eharacters very
{'airly.; but where shall we find a lady
Randolph, a Constange, a queell Catha-
rine, even a youthful Belvidera, and an
Isabella, equal to those-gnactéd by that
angel S]ddons ?”

He was ]ong before he could endure
any of the successors of Kemble or Sid-
dons, though’there was no man’s acting
he morc admired than that of his bro-
ther Charles; he indeed loved the very
name of the whole fanfflly; and had any
one of its members performed before
him ever so badly, yet he would have
found out something that he would say
shewed him,_ or her, to be a Kemble
Bu. his dear fellqw (,harles. as he al-
ways called him, when §peakmg of him,

was
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was chiefly famous in comedy: he de-
clared his Don Felix, in the Wonder,
was beyond compare; and he vften
used to exult at the two brothers being
both so emmently, yet so differently
gifted.
But now Fennel scarce ever went to
a tragedy since his favourite John Kem.
ble retired from the stage; Afs acting
was that of nafure, while it embodied,
at the sanie timg, the 'hero, or the crafty
tyrarit Richard. Fennel could not en-
dure a ranter, that would cover the
whole. stage with his figure, striding
about ; and, as we once heard it perti-
nently remarked of such a one, would
make qne 1magme it would be necessary
for the'servants™of the theatre*to go
rounds when he made his exit, to see if
thiey should npt have to pick up a'leg or
an arm from some part of the stage he
had straddled over. When Young play-
ed Hamlet then Fennel would go -to
‘see him, because'he always thought him
0
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so much the gentleman, that if he had
but heen a little yourlg-er, something
moreof a stnplmg figure, he could really
fancy it wgs the prmee of *Denmiark,
himself: but that is ‘not at all to be
wondered at; Mr. Young .has received
a liberal education, has had the advan-
tage of travel; and Fennel; used to say’,
he had been told that he had bten ‘the
valued Horatio of an. acoomplished
northern prince. 1t cogld very easily,
therefore, be accounted for ‘Why hewas
enabled 4o give all the princely grace
and ease so requisite in the repregenta-
tion of so amidble a character as that of
Hamlet. '

Now, when Young and Magready
pertormed, for he was b¢ no means blind
to the excellent acting of the latter, He
would gee a tragedy with pleasure, though
he could pot endure the cker‘y, as he
called it, of other nofed performers, grin-’
nin, croakmg. half-wlusgenng, innovat-
ing quacks, he would say, who xmpoeed

on
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on the better judgment of the multi-
tude. Oh, it wis monstrous! Where
was the bold warlike step of the Scettish
Jnonarch, when Kemble trod the stage,
as"the representative of Macbéth?  He
wanted not to see the studied gait of a
dancing-magter in the ferocious mur-
derer of thé good Duncan : he* often
vowed ‘ne would never go to a tragedsy
again..

But, to use his otvn expre§s10n, he
doted on héarmg ‘Miss Stephens: and
Braham sing; but he laniented that it
was 8o seldom he heard them together.
However, Fennel's predilection for the
singing of Miss Stephens caused him to
go to those operas wherem his datigh-
ter Alice centered- all her delight, be-
cause, they wera taken from the works
of her favourite author; and after the
-departure of the Macbdnes, which poor
Alice, by losing tie society of Marga-
ret, sincerély regretted, her father took
her one &vening to see Rob Ry, for the

second



SCOTCH NOVEL READING. 40

second time; but it did not charm her
quite so well as the fitst time she saw it.
performed: Mrs. Egerton no longer per-
formed the heroic wife of Rob Roy,;
and though it was well performed, there
was that certain energy about Mrs. Eger-
ton in-that character, that Just pereoni«
fication, as made it appesr as if the au-
thor and dramatist had -written it ex-
pressly for her. But Ma(.r.eadys Rob
Roy was still the® same firre plece of
acting, or, if there -was any change, it
was on]y thmt ,which proceeded from an
increase of attraction. Well has it been
remarked, that theatrical performers are
endowed with the magic power of ex-
citing strong pessions. With what de-
lighted rapture did #the . enthusjastic
Alice Fennel behold him! * Scarca cotild
'she ‘keep from uttering the, wish aloud,
but modesty tied her tongue, though
she mentally ‘breatifed it; with a fervour
that -almost :made her blush %t herself—
«Oh grant, ye Powers, that; if T am des-
‘VOL. IL D tined
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they knew, that in the country she kept
an old post-chariof, that she had had for
rhany years; and though it was stropg
and dolid, rlot crazy, ¢ la thbane, they
yet' fancied that bdth the carriage and
the lady were, snugly housed at the old
family estate in .the country.

“ Mrs. Jenkins’s carriage,” was again
¢alled, arfd the stmle of father and daugh-
ter almost amouated to a laugh, when &
little lady* advanced, ‘with head erect,
her*auburn Mg owre mass of ringlets,
crowned withi a wreath, of dumask roses
and orange blossoms, a celestial blue
levantine gown, made in the extreme of
fashion, with a scarlet silk shawl trailing
after her, with an affectation of heedless
expencé; diamond necklace and eayrings,
and diamond bracelets over her gloves:
stre came forward, and putting-on a
youthful air, she took the hand of Alice,
md said—«. My déar, dear gn‘l,,,bo,w
glad I am t§ see you !- '—-Ana my good old
Fepnel, how do you do? So you did

not
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not know 'me, when I .was:trying te
make you notice mé, during the per-
foimance ?” ,

“ Indeqd madam,* I, did not,”
Fennel, eyeing her- from top to toe.

"® Ah™ said she, with a girlish titter,

“ this matrimony does ‘make a sttanges
alteration in young folks. But let ine

introduee Mr. Jenkips to you.”

The young man’s -natm'ally ruddy’
complexion now’ becpme conie suffusion
of Mmson, and refembled the ﬂarhmg
pionies he “had.heretofore nurtured. in
his mistress’s garden, and where, at that
moment, though midnight, and the rain
falling in torrents, he would gladly have
‘been,  sooner than have beheld the smo-
theréd” laughter that was excited 'all
around him by his ancient rib..

- Mts. Jenking's carriage [ was againtre-
peated, whilea swearmg and hubbub were

hedrd among other coachmien and foot-

ieni, Because Mry. Jenkins a.a not!obey
‘the call; md her ¢arriagé prevented others
D8 from'



&4 SEOTCH NOVEL EEADING

fidm dtlving up. ‘Slie slipped her card
ihte ¢hée hand of Mr. Fennel; telling
him she expected that he and his datjhs.
tek would very -soon call on ‘hev, a8 her
stay in tovwn would 'be but short,”
Fennel nodded assent, but looked fa-
' thér“surly ; and’ the bride, escorted by
hret ydung husband, took her departure;
to step into'a very handsome <catriage,
for which, ohly thiree days before, he had
gmn a long pﬁee, in Long Aere. :
“A#the fashionable erowd Who owned '
thete splendid appenddges of loxury dis-
perseﬂ,aAhee met with another incident
tb- extite :her astonishpient. Mri: Hart-
fiéld' made 'up to Mr. Fennel, but:re
git@ed . his daughter with &' kind~ of
dversioh ‘and -disthsté, that™ theyourg
man ‘seemed te' fid -impossible to eont
odli how, thpugh his'Anttery had been
' M %o gross apd farzfetehed, ae to give
-4 it the appeéarance of hoaxing? yes he
We¥er wal radejior jultéyi ofneglifence
W£ﬂnmbf'tml grow, thengh she
addressed
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addressed some observation to him, he
replied not; but regard'ed her with visible
coptemmpt:

The yopng man employed by’ Mr.
Fennel ta procure a’ coach came up, 4nd
told him it was at the door. .

Fennel bustled forward, leaving Hart-
field“to take the hand of Alice, and sdy-
ing—* Come, come, we will® set’ you
down; it is a shockmg night.” :

« I thank you,” sald, Hartﬁeld “ bnt

*it. will only be taking nie out éf’my
way ; - there are plenty of hacks yet ply--
ing here; and if the doors close, I will
wait under the portico;” and taking ad-
vantage of a pressure at the door, he
drew Alice back, and sa:d—“ When
Miss Fennel wishes o exercise- her ta-
lent at anonymous letter-writing;» I beg
she will make use of somg- other-object
thap -mﬂelf for her qnizzing propen:
sitiag? = -

“r&r,"‘ exclalmed ‘Alice ~“ L ltnow
mmmma\rmm given $6

D4 such:
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such impertinence; it is well known X
never quiz any one.”

“ 1 could not flatter myself,” said
Hartiield, with the most biting satire,
“that you were sincerc in your fond pro-
testations ; if you were, I am indeed

~sorry, for my heart is irrevocably given
to another.—Good night, madar,” 'add-
ed he, as ne assisted her to step into the
‘coach, and was okt of sight in an instant,
leaving poor Alice thunderstruck at
what she had neard. .

“ Come, come,” said Fennel, putting
his hand out of the window,  thank
Heaven, the rain abates; it will soon be
over now. Hartfield is an obstinate prig;
he might just as well have let me set
him down at the corner of the street he
lodges in, for it would have been but a
few yards out of our way; and T am

-afraid he will not get a coach. You are
, silent, Alice, and that is not like you;
you are ever prompt to do any ene .a
kindness, though he may not be a fa-

vourite
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vourite with you, and I know you are
not very fond of Hartfield.”

Alice gave a sigh; she had just’ been
accused by Hartfield himself of having
expressed herself Z06 fond of him; but
her father's temper was hasty, and she
was fearful of telling hjm what she had
just heard.

“ What is the matter with yeou, girl ?”
resumed he, with quicknesg; * are youe
struck dumb with*® adrhiration of Rob
Roy?” 4

«“ Ah!” wiqd she, with anpther sigh,
rather more deep drawn than the for-
mer one, “ I'm unco’ weary; my feet
ach wi’ stonding sae lang; mine eyne
are blinking, and I wish I was asleep.”

« And so do I, with all my soul,” said
Fennel, * sooner than you should- be
ringing in my ears such a parcel of non-
sense. I wasin hopes that thé pretty
Miss Macbane had® cured you of adopt-
ing a.lingo that does not beong to yot,
and noyg you have taken it up again for

D5 iy
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my punishment. I suppese you admire
the mother mcre than the daughter?”

“ Eh nae, my dear feether,” said
Alice; “ but Miss Macbane sometimes
uses the words I am so fond of.”

“ Recollect,” said Fennel, « that it is
‘her native tongue«—that till this, her
firot visit to London, she was ngve: be-
fore out ‘of the Highlands of Seotland-
but what the plague have you to do
with this Scotch jargon? Were not the
Scotch characters you saw performed to-
night all made to speak goud English?
and yet the story is true Scotch, not
only taken from a romance, but from real
historic fact; but if they had, on the
English stage, spoken the stuff you ut-
ter; the- audience, would not go, away
much  edified, for I think they would
not understand two werds out of three.”

Alice qnly replied by a sigh, which
was succeeded by a yawn she ecould.not
conquer; and when the coach soon after
stopped at the door of her dwelfing, she

hastily
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hastily jumped out, and after partaking
only of a glass of weak ,negus, she en-
tregted her father to excuse her from
supping with him, a.nd retired to her
chamber—we canndt say she went. to
rest.

She little 1magmed at one tlme. that
it could, ever be in the power of Mr.
Hartﬁel,d to give such anxiety to her
mind, as to prevent slqep from visitinge
her pillow; it was ‘certhinly neither’the
distance nor the confempt of his, man-
ner tawards her that caused her agita-
tion; of this she felt as much assured as
we do. No; it was his accusation of
her having written to him an anony-
mous letter, a proceeding which the na-
tive frankness of her, heart would have
prevented her from putting in praetice
against any oney had the idea even en-
tered her head; and if the lové of fun,
had been for a fetw moéments® predomi-
nant, Mr. Hartfield would have betn
the very last person against ‘whom she

D6 wotld
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would have been inclined to play tricks

of sportiveness, It would be impossible

for her to investigate this strange busi-
ness, -or to do away the unfavourable
impression he had ‘received, as he was
to set out on his northern tour the next
day. . She could pot support the thought
of confiding this affair to her father, as
she dreaded the haste of his temper; she
stherefore instantly crushed that impulse
the ‘moment it atose incher bosom. She
had .bgen cautious too of late in trusting
her sister toc much with her secrets;
she found the truth of that remark, that
it is impossible for two pemsons to live
some years together without assimilating

each other’s manners and opinions. Eli-

zabeth 'mow, she was sorry to reflect,

had grown quite, a commonplace cha-

racter; such were the ideas of Alice just

then coticerninfg her sister: she had learn-

ed, she went on to reflect, a great deal

of persifiage from Howard; she told

him every'nonsense she heard, and then

Howard
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Howard told her father. Yet if Hart-
field had not been goings to quit town,
shg thought she would have told her
sister, becatise, through hef means, apd
the intimdcy of her’husband with Hart-
field, something might have been found
out. Full of these vexatious thoughts,,
and*not, knowing what plan to pursue,
but at length resolving to keep what she
had heard to herself, she fell into a shorf
and disturbed sleep, Jllst as the dayllght
was beginning to peep* through+ her
closed. window-ghutters.

The cause of this misunderstanding on
the part of Mr. Hartfield, was as follows:

When Mrs. Rivers was seated beside
Miss Southgate in her carriage, as they
drove from Mr. Howard’s door, the
evening they had there met the Nac-
banes—for the widow was come to'stay
a few days with her opulént and fashion-.
able fnend--Mlss Southgafe said—
« Well, Rivers, what do You think of

that shabby young Scotch thing that we
were
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were sentenced to meet this evening,
with her vulgar mother, at Howard’s "

“ Think ” said Mrs. Rivers, feagful

of, giving Her opinion; « what do you
think of her?”

“If I had thought proper to have
giverr my opinion,” said Miss Southgate,
with haughty ill.-humour, «1I shoulfl: I
ask you, ‘what is yours?”

“ Why, then, . my dear frlend Sﬂld
the w1dow, W1th the ‘most fascinating
freedom and etmammlty of temper, « 1
will give it you with my ufsual frank-
ness: I do really think her pretty; but,
at the same time, I am sure she is only
‘a woman’s beauty; and we never are
judges of beauty in our own sex.”

“ And -so you may think to please
me,” said Miss Southgate—* and in.
deed I really believe, my love, you al-
ways wish- to do so—-by telling me what
you have said just "now; only, my
dear, you cahnot deceive me, who have
Seen so nnich of the world; and, I know

that
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that Peg Macbane is as lovely as she is
pretty; and that Inost abomipably-
namped pickled-salmon girl, that Miss
Fennel, shé, now that .she’has left off
her great’forty-second regimental tap,
with its hearse.like plymes tumbling
over her face, she too is handsomes and,,
what is,worse, the young slut has mo-
oney! Thank God, Peg Macbané is as
poor as Job! Oh, Rivers, Rivers! of
what are moderit men_made*of ?”

« Not of hopes und fears,
And’sighs and tears,”

sang the lively Mrs. Rivers.

“ No, faith,” said Miss Southgate,
“ but of filthy lucre; they think-—they
dream, I am sure, of nothing else. Did
you see how the wretches all flocked
rount that Miss® Fennel—that romanice-
reading, slut, whlle I—I who have*
enjoyed the sole *notice  of every sur-
rounding beau—,[ was negfected ”

« Ah, but then, thirk,” said Mrs. Ri-

vers,
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vers, “ my dear lady, how very soon
they found out their error! Did not it
render your triumph the more complete,
when' they 41l quitted the poor kitchen-
herb, Fenncl, to regale themselves with
hovering round the more superb rose ?”
“ Oh, Rivers, what a flatterer you
are! However, it really must be econ-
fessed that you are a clever creature.”
Mrs. Rivers, encouraged by the re-
turning good-humour vof Miss South-
gate, went on-—* I'declare I cannot help
laughing now, when 1 think of Miss
Fennel presenting her broad shoulders
(for though they are well. made, they
are broad) to her poor matter-of-fact
father, having nobody else to put on her
cloak—how I did enjoy it! And, then
there was that milky-eyed, pale-faced
swain, the learned Mn Hartfield, that
thinks évery woman is a fool, and envies
Rer abilitics if he fintls she is not—oh,
how I do lovt to see a wise one caught '—
how he di¢i fiddle, and'tiddle, and twid-
dle
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dle over the poor little Scotch beauty !
I am really very dull—my powers of
consparison are all congealed for I can-
not find any thmg to* liken *him tnto;
however, of this I amn certain, it wouild,
at that moment of his ill.expressed ten-
derness, have been no sin to have*wor-
shipped shim, for he was like nothing
ftipon earth, nor in the waters under the
carth, much less to answer any idep of”
things in heaven”

«Silly trifler!” said Miss Southgate,
as she jumped out of the ‘coach, on her
arrival at home, “ you put me quite in
a rage.”

After the footman left the apartment,
on setting down some glasses fpr wine
and water— I am fesolved,” resumed
Miss Southgate, “ before I go to bed
this riight, to be’revenged on those tWo
young hussies who got Hartﬁeld be.
tween thery all this evenmg I care

net which falls a yictim, to my fury; but
one.
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one, or both, shall, that I am deter-
mined on.”

“ Merciful Heaven!” exclaimed Mrs.
Rivers, * are you_really ‘in ecarnest?
What! Hartfield, that half-well-born,
half-plebeian fellow ! can such an one as
he ever excite a‘moment’s uneasiness in
your breast ?”

“ Yes, 'madam, he can; and ¥ do not
ask your assistance in what I am about
to undertake—I, am quite capable of
actinl myself.”

Mrs. Rivers, who feund' that when
Miss Southgate took on her this high
tone, and called her madam, then the
only way to deal with her, a way that
generally must be resorted to with all
little minds, was “to be consequential
also in her turn, coolly, but some-
what sarcasticplly, said—< Oh, nobody

- doubts your cqpabxhty, Miss. South-
gnte and as 1 never' choose to affront,
or in any way injure those who have
never offended me, 1 am much pleased

that
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that you undertake this business your-
self, for I had rather be %xcused at all
times from participating in Jevenge; I
will, thergfore, with®your permission,
bid you good night.”

“ Stay, stay,” said Miss Southgate—

“you must not go yet;” and poﬁrmg
out another glass of Madeira, she forced
Mrs. Rivers to take it, addmg, with an
air of confidence—* 1 wjll tell you some-
thing, for you know,[ nevet have any
conéealments from you—Hartﬁeld'lé be-
come 4 very rich man; he is worth try-
ing for, at any rate: his family is quite
as good as my own; nay, I believe, be-
tween you and I, it is soinewhat higher;”
and then, with an air of still ,greater
confidtence, she went ‘'on to impart what
Mrs. Rivers knew ‘before, saying—
“ Only think, niy dear, I am tured
of sevem-and-twenty, gnd those two
wretches, Mjss Peggy Macbane and that
mackerel herb Eennel, are only seven-

teen. Now, if a womeh of my celebnty
and



68 SCOTCH NOVEL READING.

and eclat was to marry the primitive
Hartfield, I kaow I should be able to
do just what I please with him: if he
were to offer the least resistance to my
will, T would lead him a pretty dance.
I know he durst not but be a kind hus-
band, else farewell to that high character
for goodness his puritanic conduct has
gainéd him among his friends.«—What,
yoy will go then,” added she, seeing
. Mrs. Rivers take up the silver chamber
candlestick. ~“ Well, God bless you,
my love! I shall not go o sleep till 1
have written a letter will cause some
precious mischief to one or the other, or
perhaps to both, of those presumptuous
wenches.” So saying, she rang the bell
with violence.—* Thomas, give me my
writing-box, and- tell Norris to wait in
my dressing-room till I come up; I have
a letter of comequence to write.”

" The good-natured Mrs. Rivers would
have been very happy, if she could, .in
‘any wise consistent with her own inte-

rest,
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rest, have turned Miss Southgate from
her malevolent project, but as the
heagt of that lady was never open to any
generous movement, she knew that a.ll
her persufisions wobuld® not only .be
thrown away, but might very materially
tend to injure herself; "she thergfore
could only congratulate herself on not
baving any hand in the ill-natured bu-
siness; and Miss bouth‘gabe Jpenned the
letter, which will bBe fdund in the fol-
lowing chapter.

CHAY.
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CHAPTER 1V.

L datadadadadadadod

An. ansnymous Letter ; and a bridal
Visit.

THE letter penned by Miss Southgate,
anid sent by ‘her to Mr. Hartfield, she
meant to seem as if commg from Mar-
garet Macbane, and by this method she
hoped to prevent his intended journey
to Scotland, which she felt assured in
her own. mind was to be taken solely
on vMa;'garet’s account; and in that con-
jecture she was partly right, for though
the former limited state of Hartfield’s
finances had prevented him from being
a’ very ¢xtensive traveller, yet he de-
lighted in visiting different countries, and

generally
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generally spent his leisure time and his
small overplus of money that way: he
could now perform his excursions at his
ease, and ronder them comfortable, b
the little cdead he felt of* any additiopal
or heavy expence; and though he had
intended to have gone ‘quite angther
way .tlnt spring, yet he was so com-
pletely fascinated by the lovely Marga-
ret, that he resolvell Scotland should
form the first parg of hig perégrinatiohs.

Miss Southgate bhac hot listened much
to Miss Machane’s conversation; she
hiad discovered a slight Scotch pronun-
ciation, but it was soft and sweet as the
gentlest brecze that can play from the
north; here and there, to be sure, a few
words, used only in Scottish. ‘dialect,
struck the ears of the town fashionist,
and Miss Southgate tried to persua.de
herself, that the generalespeechs of the
daughtér was little better than that of .
the vulgar other-in-law.

"Miss Southgaté scarde knew how to.
make
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make use of the few peculiar Scotch
phrases and words that her ocinory sup
plied her with; and thesc. by her want
of discrimiration, and the plentaul inun
ner in which she nad scatttred them,
easily deceived Hartficld 1, ins firm
_ belief that the letter could only come
" from Alice Fennel; and he feit cqually
disgusted as offended, tl!ouuh he felt
+rather more of the latter, as there was
every probablllt‘_y that. it was meant. as
an impertinent toax: howcever, with-
out any farthrer preface, weqpresent this
curious epistle verbatim to our readers.

“ LADDIE,

“ 1 loo ye wees, would be say-
ing too lcetle, for I adore yc. Eh! ye
ken not how my puir heart warmed i’
my bosom, when mine ain lugs drew in
the hartsome soond ¢’ yere gude way o'
tninking, and hoo ye admire, wi’ me,
the right onnie, Walter Scote, that bra’

mon
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wmon at whom ye were wont to speer.
Abh, laddie! an ye wish tg be mine ain
gudemon, as I would wish to be ‘your
gude and lasvful wifg, haud not -yere
nonw, bt ®c blaithe® and gamesome .a¢
wivscil; aad e v my feyther to gi’ his
consent for 1) priest te 1}151{" us ane, for
I koren w' “het he wishes to sce me wed
W vs 50 W eel as Teloo.you.

ose Lererons i T and believe me
vour in lassie foreuver,

“xneed aut o uane to thig,tor
ic mither S¢ e lassic ae mysell yvour
Lhe pe'er UI()\\ cred upon; and Scotehe

~rnac Seotche, Tam yours ever, by my
tane.”

Miss Southgate kney the fastidious-
ness of Hartfield’s,ideas, in regard to the
mudesty and retired delicaty of, women
an she felt certain,e that® if. he *had the
smallest notidn that Margaret Macband
could write a lettet in gny way expres-

volL. 1. E si¥e
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sive of her love for him, all his former
predilection for her, though ever so
strong, would vanish into air: but Mar-
garet never uttered such stuff as was
contained in this .eroll; Alice Fennel
did; and frequently have the ears of
[Lurtficld been grated «t her nonsense.
His distaste, therefore, all fell upop the
innogent Alice, and Miss Southgate de-
tcated her own purpose; for, charmed
with the reflection. of how different a
Leing was the delicate-minded and gen-
tle Margaret, he hastened his journey to
scotland, made the otd ruinous man-
son of sir Alexander Macbane the first
place he visited, and was received with
the most cordial weleome by the baronet,
who thought he eould not too hastily
snatch at suel o golden prize : but we
will not enticipate; we shall mergly in-
~ forn eur readers, that i the confidential
s¢enversation that often passes between
tovers, Hagtfield shewed Margaret the
< anonymaas letter he had reccived.
She
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She felt not a doubt, in her own mind,
but that it had been pumed by Alice;
not with any love motive, and yet, .su('h
is the power of the blind god, ske should
not have vgondered if Adice really ha¥
loved him; but she saw in her manners
and bechaviour towards Frartficld rather
a distaste, not to say strong mar Ks ot
.wcrsxon'; she theretore f(mucg her to
e swayed by the mc¥e disagrecable pro--
pensity of mahce whidh ha& no other
means of shewing :tsclﬁtlmn in bmlcsqvu
andridicule. This ver y much cooled ‘the
friendship that Margaret had first im-
bibed to the kind-hearted and tsuly in-
offensive Alice.

Two or thrce mornings after M.
Fennel and his daughter had vizised the
theati?, the former said to her— I diu
not like to be in too great a hurry'; but
as Mrs. Jenkins said, that her stay In
town would be but ghort, T thiitk we had.
better go this morning, and_give her 4
call.”

E Q2 Qh,
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“ Oh, you do then mean to pay her «
visit ?” inquired Alice.

“ Most assurcdly,” replied her father.
“ Would it not appear like self-interest-
¢d vesentment if we' did not 3 Her fol-
lies are nothing to us; she is her own
mistress ; and though it was always
understood that she would make: you
lier heir, what does it signify ‘that she

docs not? T can give you enough, my
girl” a :

“ Ah! said Aliee, “ I ken right weel
that my tocker’s gude; but I care nac
for the siller.” o

“ You have done your breakfast,
have you not, you foolish lussy ?” said
Fennel, in arage.  “ Get up stairs, then.
and mike yourself smati, fit to visit «
bride. Hang me if 1 know which is the
gt;eatést fool of the two—you or her !

Alice did ay she was told, in silence :
she looked out all hor best and host fa-
vourite dresses; she was ot afraid of

the



the broad ridicule of lady Macbane—she
was far enough off;"and therefore the
Scatch cap she was resolved to put on.
She turned" over the pretty tartan cqs-
tume of Anot Lylc but it was only fit
for an evening visit; and that she was
now about making, to, a bride, sught
certdinly to be white.  She then picked
wout one, dress of fing muslin, tvhich her
own hands had be: mtltully .embroul('reu'
with Scotch thastles ; 3 ‘and tying on a
bread sash of plaid- ribbon;, and folding a
tartan scarf ip drapery ardbund her, in a
manner by no means devoid of taste, she
completed her dress by hanumtr a St
Andrew’s cross to a gold chain, thrown
over her neck, while she placed a nose-

aay of mountain-heath in her ‘boson.
Thus attired, she Jjoined her, father,
whoewas waiting for her in the parloar;
he was_too much struck by.hér hand-
sume appean anee, to find any fhult in kv
dress, for really Ahce inercased in beali-
ty almost daily. * Tatfield's unnunted
E3 ace: 1.
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accusation had given a pensiveness to
her cpuntenance, Which served to soften
the fire of her eyes ; and her father’s an-
aor, which always sensibly’ ﬂﬁ'ectcd her,
had given a decper glow to a ‘cheek ever
blooming with health and youth.

Iennel could not be angry as he be-
held. in the chastened expressicn of her
fine cves, a mildness that reminded hirn:

“of those of ker mnother; and drawing her
arm through his own, they procceded in
silenice to the clegaut lodgings of IMrs.
Jenkins and her young hnsband.

They found the tender pair at break-
fast : Mrs. Jenkins, in a swudied disha-
bille, of the most clegant make, and rich
matcrigls—fine India muslin, profusely
trimmed with the most costly lace

* It is natural,” thought the good-na-
tured Fennel to himself, © for man to
seek to better his situation; and though
tmq young fellow has taken rather a pre-
posterous, and almost unJustlﬁable me-
thod of becomirg rich, yet I am sure

he
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he has a good heart, and will mukn the
poor old girl happyv lict own way.”

Alice, however, felt inwardly to deo
spise him ; and she could not hielp blush-
ing, as shd witnessed his lover-like at-
tentions to a woman, wi 0 actually, in
spite of every aid of y\)utuful ang ¢x-
pensive dress, appeared old enough to 2e
Ris gram.lmother; th.e old ladyds mmorn-
ing-dress was, however, madg in that vo-
luptuous style, #hat a Lais might have
been glad to copy.

The, unremjitted attentions lavished
on her by Jenkins, were nothing in com-
parison to the ardour wherewith she re.
ceived them ; and the looks that passed
between them would have caused the
couplg to serve as mpst admirable mo-
lels for the pencil of a Cruickshanks or a
Rowlandson.

Fennel would not, for worlds, have
mortified the feeliifgs of either=—though
it was with” extreme dlfhculty he could
.,uppress his laugfiter; put ver y soon the:

E 4 130ks
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looks the young man gave, ¢ la derobee.
to his handsome tHaughter, made Fennel
look, as he felt, very serious ; amyl he
sighzod, as hie refleeted, that his poor old
female friend 'might, perhafs  but too
soon, find herself the dupe and victim to
her pwn weakness and the infidelity of
man.

“ ALY said Mrs.‘, Jenkins, « you sigh:
are you too in love? My Jenkins tells
mée, he is more and more in love with me
every day.” - .

“ Yeos, yes;” said Jenkins, in rather a
vulgar manner, while he gave another
meaning sigh, ¢ I am indeed inlove now.”
And he darted, from the corner of his
black eye, another cexpressive leer at
1\lic(‘.o . )

“ Ah!” said the doating Mrs. Jenkins,
“ this is the way, Mr. Fennel, we go on,
from worning to night, just like two
silly loveis.—Come, come, Jenkins, we
gre old marxied folks now you know.”

Jenking looked vexed with her folly,

- and
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and continued to leer at Alice; who, as
well as her father, fel? sce indignant at
his é0o palpable meaning, that they de-
termined to ake their visit as shcrt as
possible.

Mrs. Jenkins, on their felicitations,
declared herself the happi.est of women ;
and tirking to Alice, with a girlish air,
she suid—* You ang I were always two
such romantic things! & Buj I find that.
romance comes far short of «the happy
reakity of being united to the objeat of
one’s love.”*

“ Time enough, time enough,” said
Fennel, rather surlily, “ to talk on such
subjects to Alice; she is but a child, my
dear madam ; and you yourself took a
long fime to consider, about the reallt)
of wedded felicity, before you ventured
to try it.”

The .husband and wite both’ looked
sumewhat abashe® at this renfark; and
Mus. Jenkins very sensibly said— Tt #s
not, my good MF. Fenpel, so much con.

ES  cerfiing
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cerning what is called love, of which 1
speak : but itis the happiness of being
unitad to a sincere friend, who, on every
occasion, shews an earnest solicitude, not
only to fultil one’s wishes, but to pre-
vent them.”

«.I should be an ungrateful monster,”
said Jenkins, and he spokc with a
warrath ‘that did him honour, © if T disd
not.”

O have,” Sdld Fenhel, « great confi-
derce in the heart and principles of thc
young man you have made cheice of:
and I trust he will do every thing in
his power to render the residue of your
life happy.”

I\1r§. Jenkins tossed her head, and
twisted 'with her fingers the ringlets of
her wig.—* Oh, as to my choice,” said
she, « I really believe that I should have
died il ¢ singie blessedness,” as it is call-
ad, had not poor Jénkins been so des-
perately in“love with me; and love, you
know, begets love so I was fairly caught,

and.
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and, I am sure, I shall never repent my
marriage.”

‘I hope I never shall give you cause,”
said Jenking, and he Jookec ne longer
at Alice.

The young man’s heart and princi-
ples were really good, by nature; yet he
was duta man, his education none,of
the best, and he wgs in his heyday of
vouth ; he could not, therefore, at first,
behold before him ‘the ‘glaring contrast
of his old wife, and tfic handsome, stri-
king looking girl, who was her goddaugh-
ter, without being for a moment thrown
off his guard. He now, however, be-
held only the woman to whom he owed
all the comforts, as well as the luxuries
of life; and s< he staod with hef before
tire altar, he inwardly made a solemn
vow, that never, in any onec instance,
should she be made sensible, by hls
means, of the great disparity of thejt
years, or the absurdity of the step sle
Lad taken; but ‘that Iie woudd literally.

) EG6 « Bve,
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* love, honour, and cherish her, in sick-
ness and in «hedith, till death should
them part.”
, The whole country had been charmed
and astonished at his great disinterested-
ness, and it had caused him to respect
himself, and to, endeavour to obtain the
lssting title of a worthy msn. He
had settbed more fhan the half’ of his
wife’s fortune on herself, totally indepen-
dent of lim, to bequeath to whom she
should think proper ; for the silly woman
had bestowed on him, the week previous
to that wherein she gave him her hand,
every shilling of her immense wealth,
Mrs. Jenkins, however, in spite of her
folly, having met with a man who was
really ‘gvod-heartad, might be classed
amongst the most, fortunate of her sex.
This visit, however, scemed dreadfully
tedious'to Alice and her father; and they
were not'sorry to heat, on Mr. and Mrs.
Jenkins returning it, the next morning,
that
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that the happy pair were about to quit
town that evening.

"The bride’s equipage and appearance
were most “splendid ! and the former
was onc unon(r the many proofs of Mr.
Jenkins’s gratitude and. good nature:
for he had bespoke the *barouche b'cfore
they ‘came w0 wown, and premnted it to
Yer, with a pair of beautiful 0'1pple Greys,
on her arrival.  She wgs N»t backward
in rewarding his gen(";osn; “in making
hinr a matrmﬁccnt present, in return :
and the greatest-harmony and good will
secmed likely long to preside ouer this
preposterous union.

CHAP,
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CHAPTER V.

PV R X I 2 2 4

One .LFolly procuctive of urother.

Tur foohsh action committed by her
g,odmother, with her truly ridiculous be-
haviour, had imparted sc much distaste
to the mind of Alice, that she began to
make a resolution, in her own mind,
never to marry; always, however, except-
ing a Scottish hero of her own fancy’s
creation, and such an one, as, shefeared,
was not to be fuund in these degenerate

da.ys
In spite of her own personal attrac-
_tions, of whxch like all other young
girls, she could not be supposed to. be
ig .orant, yet she had found few young
men
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men but what secmegl to laugh at her,
and to hold %er opinions’in contempt ;
triehdship, too, she feared, had played her
false; for 1 ’\.I argaret Mdcbane now seldofn
wrote to lLicr, and the style of her letters
was cold and constrained..

Alice had hitherto merely skirﬁmed
over theworks of her cnchanting writer,
& she alwavs denominated him, the au-
thor of * Way erlcy ” She had read caly
those romantic paxts,,that had, though
bleitded withh much hctlon, some fruth
for their basis.obut which, nevertheless,
served only to delude her imagination,
and give her ' fullacious kind of know-
ledge of historic annals.  All the former
works of this ranid novel writer, for she
thought hwrt Hiide of “ Quentin Uﬁrward,”
were narrowly confined to Scottislt lore;
and while she woiild weep with the truly
interesting “ Bride of Lamm.c_rmoor,
she delightegl in the laughable characters;
that uttered only their thoughtg in broad
R ,uch: by the bye, we¢ must say, ¥.is

some,
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somewhat ridiculous to make James the
First, who was really a learned prince,
speakadialect like a Scotch mountaineer;
he was too worthy a man, and too good
and pacific a monarch, to be held up to ri-
dicule, especizlly by one of his own coun-
trymen: the English yet rcevere his me-
mory. It may be well suppused, too,
that James had obtzined more of theEny;-
lish manner of expressing himsclf; not
only from his early associates, but from
his long sojournment among us, ai the
time Nigel was supposed to have urrived
in L.ondon ; and French was much morc
interlarded with our language than
Scotch at that time.  The IFrench pro-
genitars, and near connexions of James,
must have taught him, in Lis infancy, to
lisp their native tongue; and such would
have, assuredly, given to his speecu more
of a fireign pronunciation than the
‘broad Scotch so very bountifully be-
stowed upon Fim by the anthor of the
“.Fortunes of Nigcl.”

Bui
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But Alice made no use of any reason-
ing or reflections of this Rind ; nog, in-
deed, was it to be expected she should :
she was no ctitic, but & most’partial ace
mirer of c¥ery thing Scotch; for when
she could not get hold of g Scotch novel,
then the works of the Etrick Sheplterd,
old Aflan Raiasay, and Burns’s poems—=
the beauties and merits of whici she did
not well understand—these were ghe
solace of all her lcigure homs and though
her &ather enjoined, and required of*lrer,
good houscwifgry and diligent applica-
tion to her ncedle, without a laborious
and constant devotion to it, he yet al-
lowed a certain portion of her time to
recading; and her hours of relayation
from hpnscheid wilairs might be said tobe
Maiiy ;3 because she understood that me-
tiiod which gave dispatch to her business;
and Mr. Fennel had three excell int te-
male sexvants, whil? he kept but little
company, to “interfere with his dowestic
ec omy

He
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He became, however, now seriously
vexod—nay, aimost afHlicted, at secing the
propensity of his daughter taking decper
root than ever in her mind; he found
her mania after ¢ Scottish burds” in-
crease in so alarming a manner, that, to
use his own . professional phrase, e
thought best to call a consultasion upon
it; and many, indeed, he had with bis
sop-in-law IHoward, and his amiable Eli-
zabeth : she only laughed, and said—
“ Iepend upon it, my dear father, this
malady will heal of itself,”

Ay, ay,” said Howard, jocoscly,
« feed it well—it will then turn to a sur-
feit. The GREAT UNKNOWN is begin-
ning to get rather stale; and I am much
deceived in my observations, it he is not,
in spite of puffs and dramatizing, going
ot of fashion.”

“ Ah! but you know not my Alice so
well as I do,” said }enncl, ** nor the ge-
nerosity of her, pature : if she finds thc
weild is forsaking him, he is her favour-

ite
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ite in the day of glory and %rosperity :
and shenld such an event’ be possible,
that e ‘hould sink in public estimation,
she will he more hjs® cbamplon than
over.  Wolld to Heaven any thing
could rake a rational kind.of being of a
git! that really does not want sense, 'nor
is toti?ve devoid of judgment, for sb
yiarme - creature! but, in reeard to
Secich nnvcl reading, she gets woyse
and worse,  Sinee the (leparturc of our
new * acquaintance for the * IHighlands,
scarce ze vord of sense comes out of her
mouth; and as to her pronuncjation,
hang me if ¥ am not puzzled some-
times, to know what the deuce it is she
is talkinz «bout ! Her language is, how-
ever. Lo sorry to say, very much, I
think, like that of lady Macbane; if
she ondy copied from the sweet norths
ern accept of her pretty daughter, 1
would not say a wird—though 1 hate

all imitations ; give me nature.”
© Well,” said Mrs. Howard, witlwn
arch
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arch smile®« what do you think now of
a match between Alice and Mr. Robert
Butler ?”

“ Do not vex me, do not vex me,
Elizabeth,” said Fennel; “%hat event, 1
am now well convineed, never will take
place: he shuns her as he would a con-
tagious fever; and she seems a% much
averse to him as he can possibly ba.to
her.”

« Indeed, of.'lat'e," said Howard, « I
buve remarked that she is become:quite
inveterate ‘against hjig; for tke more
she is devoted to her favourite Scotch
writer, the more Robert does all he can
to turn his works into ridicule: but he
will soon be out of her way, for he talks
of setting off with a friend to pass a few
months on the Continent.”

“ No, no,” said Fennel, “ his father
has put his veto on that—Robert is not
going, ' can assure‘you : the young man
to whom* my _friend’s son’ is rather too
mech d'evoted is dissipated; and, what

is
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1> worse, he is given to gambling.  Alb,
Howard, T raust own Pam eruelly dis-
ippowited! I should so much have liked
to have seens my fricud’s only child
anited tomiae!  Never, néver, I believe,
was friendship so firm between man and
man 3 never did two h"u'ts so well un-
ders t:mzl cach other, as Butler's and
mine.”

This the worthy lio“ wid and his
wife knew to be steietly truv; and th('\'
both valued their fathd®s frivnd almost
cqually as hlm.s::lf. : they felt, however,
that a marriage between Alice and But-
Jer, junior, was not cver likely now to
e brought about; and they seriously
entreated Mr. Fennel to banish the idea
of its taking place totally from.his bo-
o,

Robeart Butler was, with all his gaiety,,
of' a domestic turn of mind; he felt, at
this time, a void in his bréast, ait unde-
finable longirig after that hdprmess of a
well-regulated homt; but to whicixhe

would
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would never assent, had his father men-
tioned his wishee to him, of his entering
the ‘'matrimonial pale with Alice Fen-
nel—such an union never could be
brought about, between a yqung man of
his peculiar character, and a female who,
however lLie inight, at times, admire her
person. scemed in herself diveetly re-
pugnant’to cvery idea he had forned of
female excellence. )
‘He was very desirqus of quitting the
monotony of his present life; and he re-
garded Lis father’s denial of his rcciucst,
to accomnany his friena on the Conti-
nent, as a cruel privilege of parental au-
thority ; Lat he submitted with sceming
patience, because he dearly loved his
generally most indalgent father, and was
always dutiful towards him ; his friend,
thereforc, departed alone.
"~ Where can there be more suncness
than in.modera life? Fashiou, and fa-
shions coniinually moving, though not
chargefsl scenes, with what is called
' pleasure
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pleasure or amusement, were all alike:
the thieatres presented? ag his father’s
t'ric:u.i. Fennel, very justly observed,
only one grand picture of ¢wackery—
slaring andy gaudy splendour—feats of
human agility, approaching to distor-
Hion—twirling round on one leg, ag if
that gaosg-like cffort comprehended thg
\»1 ole grare of danclnw If he weng to
see the adnzirable ploductmns of our
immortal and matghless bard performdd,
ire tound you ng femaleYragedians, wigh
hut tdlvntx o} the most médiocre kind,
dbS()llltLl cramtnéd down the throats of
the public——np,cras manufactured by the
hour, from Scotch romances—and genu-
ine comedyv, replete with sterling wit,
thrust out oi doorsy yvhile, for grand
musical mclo-dramas, a specics of dra-
matic gpectacie, of parade, and horrors,
lately palined upon us, the sames roar-
ing and *terrific expression ofe music
marked out®the overture’s commence-
muiit, and the custain drew wp tare-

present
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present a tissue of improbabilities, and
fell over a fragment-kind of déno..ement,
because the scene happened,te be inte-
resting. We are told, in detence of the
producing these puerilitics, that the taste
of the public is become vitiated; that
cannot be : there are two minor theatres.
that never deviate from sterlinge.drama
—we are wrong to call them minor, for
they both have the majority of good
acting; one is the ‘Haymarket Theatre,
the other the tnglish Opera House;
the former s justly famed for the su-
periority of its performers, they being
selected for eminence in the histrionic
art, from our two great national theatres :
the English Opera House reflects the
higheést honour onits founder, Mr. Ar-
nold, for the ‘encouragement of native -
talent; there are to be found the most
pleasing and entcrtaining operas, well
supported by "vocal ability; and there,
to sum up all, is the matchless Miss
KEejLy.

But
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But Robert Butler, wanted a more
varied, a more delightful éxistence,,than
what routs, balls, and public amusements
could afford.” The intellectual plcaSures
of a charifling domestic establishment,
such as he had chalked qut, swam be-
«ore his fancy. often did he repcat his
visits Toshis friend, the artist; and there
k& would stand for hours contemplating
the lovely countenance, that, haunted all
his waking drearfs. e Oh, to live w1th
such a female,” he would sdy to hiwself

— to wateh over the slumbers of that
lovely creature, who, in her sleep, ap-
pears so captivating; to behold her too,
watching over me and my offspring,
with that cherub smile and tende.r care,
as is ,depicted on That beautesus face,
that peeps through yon azure sky,! Yet,
in allemy wanderings through the scengs
of gay and social life, 1 never,yet could
find the dear original* repredented in
these charming paintings. I must, how?
ever, qult my puksuits ; they Prestat the-

VOL. 11 F same'
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same dull unwearied round from-day tc
day—strings &f carriages and equestrians
in Hyde Park every day in the week;,
Sundays, Kensington Gardens, where
every Miss and ape of quality are sct
off in their best out-door attire; and as
I pass their numerous forms and faces,
and scrutinize into every carriage ih the
Park, when I mount my horse, yet !
cannot find a countenance at all resem-
blmg this, that has capiivated and sub-
dued me, amdngst all the notley throug:
painted dowagers, and husband-hunting
daughters, arrayed in all the colours of
the rainbow, alone present themselves
to my wearied gaze. No, no, Robert,
it is not there, nor among crowds of fa-

shionable pedestrizns, you will find her.”
Robert, in high dudgeon at his father’s
mandate against his travelling on the
Continent with his friend, continued,
malgré W, to tread thie same dull round,
except thateat times, he made short ex-
cursieus ifito the country, for about ten
or
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or twelve miles round; to Richmond he
went frequently, to pa;l h% court to the
coqliettish widow who resided there: at
the dwelling® of thlb cc-dcvmzt fair - ong,
hie looked #n vain, among the various
beauties of fashion that often ilocked
there, for the levely origipal of the paint-
ing that had so enraptured him; but
there tog he might search in vain-—the
original was not one who bad the ho
nour of being ranked among her lady-
ship’s acquaintance.

Alrce had ngver, with all her romantic
ideas, either in fancy or reality, been in
love: towards Robert Butler she felt
rather an aversion, for she abhorred that
contempt which, at all times, he aeemed
purppsely to displdy in her . arcsence,
against the imposition, as he called it, of
all romantic trash, absolutely now thrugt,
he would say, on the publu. while he‘
laughed sarcastically at’that pablic, and

jeclared T despised .it, for being so

easﬂy, and so grossly dupeﬂ 2V hat-.
F 2 ever
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ever novelty, he would contend, might
have been found in the pages of “ Wa-
verley,” and “TheT'ales of my Landlotd,”
how soon, how very soon did that no-
velty wear away! and a wretrhed same-
ness hung heavily over every page of
“ The Pirate,”,“ The Abbot,” * The
Fortunes of Nigel,” and many others.
Recollect, dear reader—for all my read

-ers are very dear to me—that we are not
to be suppesed as giving our own indi-
vidual opinion, but only committing to
the press the opinion of Mr. Robert
Butler; and we should not take the
trouble of making it public, only as it
serves to shew of how different a way of
thinking he was to Miss Alice Fennel.
Not but that we must say, we find no-
thing in his ideas or remarks on the
ahove celebrated works at all abcurd,
‘nor in anywise approaching to the ridi-
culous ; we wish we could say as much
for the enthusiastic adoration expressed

by
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by the sublime admiyers of this most
sublime northern bard.

One evening, Robert being at Mr.
Howard’s, and not finding it possible to
get away, without palpable rudeness
—though he would have been glad to
have made his escape, because Alice
was there, who came in unexpectedly
®ith her father — he said, in reply to
a gentleman telling bim e saw him
at the theatre "the ~evening  before—
“ Yes, I was condemned to sit out *the
hearihg of" that foolish rhodomontade,
* Guy Mannering’ Certainly, I must
confess, that Braham and Miss Stephens
will make any trash to go glibly down.”

“Trash! trash!” ~almost screanged out
Alice, unable to keep¥'silence any longer:
“ I maun say, I am unco fashed ¢o hear
your lack o’ gude taste.”

“ Will you speak, Miss Fennel,” saidl
Robert, lgoking at her contemptuously,'
+ so that I can posibly® understand
you ?”

F3 “Non-
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“ Nonsense ” said Mrs. Howard, who
saw ‘he oppc;'site parties getting rather
acrimonious; “ I am sure you under-
stand my sister as well as T do* let her
do as she pleases, if she thinks proper to
talk in such an unpleasant manner.”

“Eh, sister,” said Alice, “ an ye were
ndc sic a female cre ye becamé a wife;
whatf wi’ my godmither’s marringe, and
theu becoming sic a domestic gudewife
as arc nae” secn to tak a buike i’ your

9

hord

« Hold — hold therc, - Alice I” ‘inter-
rupted Howard ; “ you are mistaken—
your sister does read, T assure you; but
her books are well chosen.”

“ Yes, T ken right weel,” retorted
Alice; «T saw olt her toilet a buike,
that hzd for its tectle, ¢ Domestic Cook-
ery.

This remark caused a general laugh.
* “Yes, "you may all"]augh,”,said How-
ard.  “ Elizabeth is right to study what
everyiady ought *o know; but she reads

other
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other works, I assure you; and several
of those she peruses are By the best and
mdst approved writers of ﬁctlon, and
other light teading ; but, my dear saucy
sister, shd does not make herself a slave
to novel-reading: nor does she neglect
other autlors of ingepious works, to
give® herself up merely to the study of
shose produced by one. Neither, my
good girl, does she spoil her own natlw
language, to talk’a Jargop- that no one
can understand, because site might ¢hance
garcatly toradmire a Scotch writer.”

“ No,” said Robert Butler, “ I will
venture to-say, that what Miss Fen-
nel attempts to speak—or rather, what
she affects, L ought to have sald to put
zobpthcr——would‘nuzzle a .Scotchman
himself to understand ;—but, ag I,” add-
cd-he, with a,quizzing kind of suile,
+ would wish to comprehend all that a
pretty mouth pleases’to utter, I shonld

_be very much obliged, to the young leal¥
¥4 ) o
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to render herself intelligible, when she
does me the honour of addressing me.”

“ As I tauld you ance before, gude
sir,” said Allce, “ 1t will nae fash me
whither ye understond my ‘speech or
nae.” .

. “ Kxactly so,” said Robert, “ yet you

must pardon me for cxpressing tny sur-
prise at the language you assume; it »
part of it Scatch, part old English, part
Yorkshire, another ' part old French, with
herc.and ther¢ a word or two of modern
London dialect, sparingly enough thrown
in, just to give it a zest.”

Alice curled her red-ripe lip in con-
tempt, which expression very ill became
her features; and Robert gave a deep
sigh, as he. thought v.n the certain truth,
that the ridiculous enthusiast before him,
and the original of the charming paint-
ings he had fallen in love with, were
still of the same species:

' “Even that .idea; crossing his mind, is,
sufficiep’ to shew that Robert Butler
was
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was not much behindhanddn enthusiasm
with the romantic Alice.

Mr. Fennel was a most indulgent fa-
ther; his gvord was his’ law with his
daughter, but not so much from his own
determined disposition, .a's from the sin-
cere Jffaction she bore towards him, apd
which made her dread doing any thing
that would really offend him : he cer-
tainly was muck vexed at her preent
folly, and his mind Was, at times, Jseri-
ously, hurt by it ; yet these serious re-
flections occurred but seldom: her ma-
nia was an irnocent and inoffensive one,
which, he yet trusted, would bring with
it its own remedy. When in business,
hie had been always asoothing, miid prac-
titioner — never a severe one, denying
his patients, as many do, every thing
they most desire. Fennel knew, that,
in many cases, itds reduisite %o indulge
- vitiated ‘appetite, till it is hrought back
to the relish of ‘that pl'am, simple, but,
nutritive food, which ‘is best calculated.

® & for
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for our naturet; and the mind and body
are so closely paired, that one requires «

physician almost as much as the other.
“ T know,” tliougilt he, “that ncither
of my daughters care a straw about
~money; Alice is vexed with her god-
mother, for her foolish marriage,»biit not
on account of her heing thereby deprives
of an addition to her fortune. I must
~ begin to look out for svme worthy hus-
band, for my' glrl as to that flighty £a-
shionable, Mr. Robert Butler, whom 1
had set my heart upon for a son-in-law,
he will never have her, that is positive.
I am sorry to sce that Alice is of that
determined temper, that rather borders
upon obs«tmac; sh¥ has very lately, to
my great surprise, declared she would
lead a single life. Suxe it is not.pos-
sible that she can have taken a fancy to
that yourtg pedant, Hartfield! She has
been very pansive ever since his depar-
. ture for Scutland’; and she blushed deep-
1y last night, and scemed rather agitated,
wher:
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when I mentioned ‘his mame. I recol-
lect now, that they had a great deal of
conversation together that evening, when
he was geated between Miss Macbane
and her ; and all on a sudden, just like
a man in love, he seer.n.ed to come into
her*way of thinking about this plaguy
Scotch novel-writer, that has half turned
her brain.” .

Such were the “reflections of the hoy,
nest-hearted Fennb'l as® he anxjpusly
employeds his thoughts-on his child's
welfare ; he then, with that pious resig-
nation whi¢h had ever been his reign.
ing principle, recommended her most
fervently to the care and protection of
thai all-wise and “powerful Providence
which, in its good time, would, .he trust-
ed,. guide her gright, and lead her from
thoseerrors, which were but trivial fonb]m
that time, and dncrehsing good sensc,
might correct, and at length finally d
strov.

ro CILAP-
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CHAPTER VL

Sro v sesresOsN,

A Course of Reading begun.

Wi1TH a height approaching to the ma-

jestic, well-rounded limbs, a countenance
of much sweetness, but to which an eye
full of fire gave great dignity, Alice
Fennel would often reflect on the great

similarity of her surname to that of
Fenella, the elfin dwarf, in « Peveril of
the Peak:” but never giving proper co-
incidence to her nonsensical propensity

of aping the characters in the different

Scotch novels,shewould try toutter broad

"Secotch, while,she half personated a dumb
.girl. Now:there'certainly is less of the
fame Scotch feature to be found in: * Pe-
veril,”
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veril,” than in any of*thesformer novels
from this indefatigable pen; but Alice had
resolved to «think all Scotche that issued
from it: she did, however, find out, that
“ Quentift Durward” was an old French
story, raked up, and manufactuled into
a ronsmance. She was vexed at thns—-and
sg are many more; for the author of all
these pifes of novels is so much a Scotch-
man, that be certainly whites better when
he,lays his scenes in fcotlend.

Having sead through, as she, like se-
veral others,’called her skipping and
skimming oyer all his enchanting works
~—most ckarming to himself, for they have
charmed much into his pocket—she turn-
ed her perusal to -the broadest *Scotch
novels she could lay her hands on; and
yet she had sense enough, in some de-
gree, to laugh at his imitators. , -

The* Entail, os the Lairds of Grippy:”
she, howtver, found delightful, on ac-
count of its being 8o profusely besprink-
led with her darling dfalect, which helps

ed
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ed to fill up many of its pages, to the
great edification of us poor cockifies,
who,.like the gaping ploughman, unable
to understand'the'mountd\nk's dog-
latin, said, how larned he must be, for
he could not tcll the meaning of one
hard word out of twenty that he #poke!
Alice was dclighted with all this tragh
of prejudice and nationality, which has
lately been p'alnied upor: us. Poor Betty,
her father’s under housemaid, soon got
the name of Betty Boodle, wwhich.very
much offended her, particularly becausc
her name was Clarke; and the young
man who was still her true lovycr, ever
since she came from the country, was
named Clarke also. eIt was very strange,
she said, that Miss would go on with
such a pack of nonsense, giving nick-
names *o all the sarvants; it was a
shame, sodt was ; anddif her master was
rot such a good man, and she wished to
stay till she had saved up a bit of money,
she would give warning, sooncr® than
stay
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stay to be called Betty Beodle, to please
Miss Fennel’s nonsense.

To the “*Entail” sycceeded “ Sir An-
drew Wylie of that'Ilk.” It is wonder-
ful—at l’tst it appears so to me, who am
a poor matter-of-fact cogl’mey—hoyv any
book%cWer would publish a work that
hor S0 heterogeneous a title, or that
any mére London novel-reader coulq
think of leoking iifto ifs pages

.Alice, however, fke ourselves, could .
not sclass her dear Etrick S/zepkerd as
an imitator; and she read, over and over
again, the, .to her, delightful border vo-
mance of “ War, Women, and Witch-
craft.” of which, I am sure, it is scarce
posgitie {Lr any wafortunate cockney,
ke Aljce and myself, to uudustand
twanty pages; but Miss Fennel read
through the three volumes with av idity.
every‘one of which we weresobliged te
close before we got half thmuoh, be-
‘causc they were as indomprehensible to
our London capacitles, as the Greeg

idiom
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idiom is to a French dancing-master.
Alice, however, did them more honcar
than she could, at present, possibly find
in her power tb bestow on the GREAT
UNKNOWN; for she read them alrthrough,
every word, as we said above, more than
once, strange and incomprehen ilie as
was the dialect to her understanding; it
was, nevertheless, Caledonian, and must
be delightful.

Her gentle sister"Elizabeth, while the
fit was on her, was styled lady .Jane
Howard ; and the princess Margaret’s
bridal-dress, she would bave given
worlds, if she had had them, to have
read a description of.

We ‘ cannot, however, any longer
weary our readers with this inyndation
of Scotch imitative tales, which have
burst upon us in such an incessant,
héavy, and-'alarming manner. We pro-
Yess no hostility against the author of

. “Waverley,” yet, we will' be bold enough
to say, that /e is lost when he geis out
of
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of Scotland; though he wisely sees that
there may be too much of a good thing;
and, though his style is too palpably the
same, yet, “ Peveril of .the Pcak,” and
“ QuentigpDurward,” though they have
all the tHee and thou feature of former
works‘ vith an affected knowledde of
the manner of speaking in the olden
lime, cither in Scotland, France, or Eng-
land, have only the difference of place
to recommend them; for as to any thing
else—oh, what a falling off! Thi is
very visible' ta us, though our talents at
criticism may be somewhat humble and
bounded, betause we do not write for
the “ Edinburgh Review,”nor for “ Black-
wood’s Magnzine.”

“No, 1 wonder wiio would suffer you
to do so,” says a- Scotch reviewes. Be-
lieve*me, good sir, I do not seck such
employment ; I have observation and
extent of reading Sufficient to see what
is visible to every mind gapable of judg-
ing at all.—And now, Aasa sincere well-

wishex
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wisher to the author, authors, or autho-
resses of this rich twelfth-cake, or superb
bunch of grapes, we know not ])recié'cly
which, but the hunters-u[;, and lovers
of anecdote, will understand © 1 s-——we re-
quest these ingenious manufa(,tm'erq
and vampers-up of old stuff, to rest a
lictle from their wearisome task"ofhpatch-
work ; for we are assured they have woll
teathered their nests, under the coverlid
of different shreds and spare picces ; and
tor-ihat we fchmtate them, without -one
spark of envy ; for if they ltad no: got-
ten some thousands, we are well assured
we should not; and we -confess their
merits, in many instances, not only su-
perior to our own, but infinite; we have
also a self-interestCd opinion in declar-
ing, that we always think the “labourer
worthy of his hire.”

Alice, .after wading throuwh “ War,
Women, and Witchéraft,” and “ Sir An-
drew W ylP of that Ilk,” thought she
would take courage, and really now

“venture
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venture on the prolix task of reading
quite through the close-printed, thick,
ay, some, octevo volumes of' the nove]~
of the most wonderful of all wonderful
writers, tife author of “ Waverley ;” and
we mustfbe pardoned by.all his enthusi-
astic adfnirerz for calling them prolix;
for to 2 young mind they must be pafti-
ctilarly tedious, when even those of riper
years, indefatigablg readers too, have
yawned over many of the above-men-
tioned closc-printed pages, and declared
theyfound’ them very dry and heavy.
The first of the works of the crEaT
UNKNOWN that fell into the hands of
Alice, of which sheresolved to go through
a second and more attentive reading, was
“"The Fortunes of Nigel.” She often fell
asleep over thestedious caricature which
was “given of the good-humoured James
the Figst; but she was delighted with
the langpage, however absurd, that he_
wor made to speak, bug which we ven-

ture to believe, and copld almost be pre-
sumptuous’
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sumptuous enough to assert, the monarch
never uttered. Over the fate of lady
Hermione she dropped many a tear of
niistaken sensibility ; and Margaret Ram-
say she fancied was the veryisemblance
of Margaret Macbanc.

Mr. Fennel subscribed to oife of the
véry best circulating libraries in Bond-
street; but as the novels his daughter

‘was now rcading were generally out,
(by the bye, we have seen lufely a great
nunitber covered with dust, encumbering
the shelves,) she could net obtain them
in that way as to enable her to go through
them again in regular gradation. When
she returned “ The Fortunes of Nigel,”
she teok home with her « The Pirate:”
this she had read before, in a very -care-
less menner, and was determmined now
te make the author and hersclf amends.
She found it worth the pains; it was so
évery-way written like Walter Scott;
and she deciared she felt assured that he
had penned every line of it—the inci-

dents
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dents were so romantic—it was full of
legendmy superstition—aﬁd the scene
was laid in that sweet enchanting spot,
the ésland u/ Zctland.*

What g charming name! It must
have beei onc of the most delicious
places uffder the sun! «She felt a*mo-
mentaty wish that she could meet with
a dlordaynt; but she soon checked the
idea, convinced, in hcr. owRr mind, that
there were no such en to be found
now, and )nruullarly out ‘of Scotland.
she applied hgrgelf then closely to the
study of her books, and resolved to lead
a single life. -

Sometimes she would faney herself
Minna, at others Brenda; but then Minna
had % raven” hair—that she had not;
but the eyes of Alice were dark, and
her eyebrows finely pencilled by the
hand of nature; she therefore purchased.
some raven ringlets, tucked her own
fine brown locks under them, and
by the overshadowing false tint which

thev
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they gave to hem complexion, they di-
minished the glow on her rosy cheek,
and gave to it the tinge of the pale bloon:
bestowed by the wonder-working bard
on Minna. Then, as she loaked in the
glass, Alice thought herself :ilinna in-
deed ; but her ewn beauty was\ot only
disguised, it was fairly obscured by her
dark locks ; this she at length found o,
formature had bestowed so much on her,
that art was sure to distigure her work.
Alice found out too, that she had no-
thing of a bemg in her appéarance, be-
longing “ * naturally to somc higher and
better sphere ;” she would, iherefore, she
thought, assume the character of Brenda.
Hereher hair was again at fault; for it
had none of that  tinge of gold,” which
we have ever found berdering on what
i vulgarly called carroty, and very pre-
walent 'among the natives of Scotland
and Ireland: but Alice had a fine eyc,
good moutk and teeth ; ; and she was fair
and

* Vide “ Pirate.”
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and fresh; Brenda’s person, she then
thought, best suited to hicr: but ¢ the
lkir.y form and agile step” did not ac
cord quite so well with, the impdsing
figure of gilice, notwithstanding her
youth anh hgr natural activity; nor
was she o volatile as Brenda: she <had
beeom?, especially since the fulse aceusa-
tiw of I{artficld, and the intense read-
ing she had lately laboured .in, pensive,
iike Minna; and; lxl\c her, ** endured
mirth, rather than cn}o yed it”  But
Magnrus Tréil gvgs so like hor dear, wor-
thy mther that she must adopt the cha-
racter of one of the daunl'tcrs. She
thought the countenance of Brenda best
suited to hor- but the charactey and
pursuits of Mimma were more dike her
own. She durst not buy any astificial
golden locks, for. her father had beey
very angry with her for putting oh black
rmglets, and had adtually snatched theny
off one day, when they were sitting to--

gether,

Vide ¢ Pirate.”
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gether, insisting en never sceing her i
pear avith false hair again; for the hai-
of Alice was remarkably beautitul. luXu-
riant, and ‘exactly the colour of her mo-
ther’s, and Fennel took gregt pride ‘o
it: he was nqt very well ple:ped .hen
she covered so much of it so ogten with
her Highland cap; but then her ring-
lets sported o1, her cheeks, ana cascovar-

*ed that her L::x, was fine, and of a el run-
ing colour; she lpoked also very ity
in dver Scotch 'up,'su, in that respect- b
let her do as she pleased. ,,

Alice reconciled herself’ to appearing
as much like Brenda as sic coula, Le-
cause Brenda’s hair ¢ darkened in the
shade:” the colour then might be some-
thing like her own, and she took carc
always to keep in the shade as much as
possible. Her father was delighted with
Jer vivacity, and his matter-of-fact cha-
‘racter did not allow 4im to see that it
was all forced and unnatural.  She cer-
tainly strove, as much as in her power,

' to
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w eure herself of the, pensive weight
st humg on her spirits, increased by
s heeicy kind of reading she was toil-
wiy through, and the as.toni.:'hmcnt a?
whit Hartfield could” possibly mean by
wensmg ffer of havig written to him.
wed that o an madory style

Amdugst the jumble of dieams, it
wigetnneg happens that -« really do
Jreaiy svhat oo great rgongure, comes
o ps Al dreaned .o night that
Miss ~ nihgate was dead: anid she heazd
s ext ey chat she wasdangerously
il.  She nwow entertained, auvdst her
behiet' 3 visious and prophecics, the high-
est eneration for ¢ Norna of the Fitful
Head” T Voouege was delighttul,
sublinw, the very essence ol reimance
indeced, nothing in nalure, we arg well
assuresl, was cuver like it.  Alice durst
not «ress herselt like Norna, but she,
iike maly other handsomce giels, who
are endowed with taste, had Jnade the
2igs of the toilet her study ;®and she

VOL. M. G knew
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knew that she could forin a very b
coming dress .rom the description of that
of the poor maniac-kind of being, who
iz dcscribed as wearing a costume, not
very likely, we believe, to have eva
been seen on a poor mad wo,an, wan.
dering about the island of Zet gnd.
Alice had soon an opportunivy of set-
ting . her fancy to work: Mre IMowurd
. was to take her to an elegant fancy ‘mh,
the followm«r week after thi, oxtraordi
nary dream. Mrs. Howard kuew he
sister had taste; but she fully expected
ber dress to be Scotch; howev 2 fanciful
or wild, it would not be rcraarked as
singular amidst such a motiey group.
and it was from Norna’s dress, as des-
cribed in the * Pirate,” that Alice caused
one to be made, in which she rcally
looked extremely handsomc.
She wore a “ short jacket of dark bluc
Jigured velvet” Norna’s was stamped
with figures; but that of Alice was of a
beautiful mogui’ velvot. « Over this
was



SCOTCH NOVEL READING., 123

was a vest of crimson, embroidered with
silver " that of Alice was not tarnished
silver, like Nornas.  Alice woye a girdle,
with the ornaments made of that fashion-
able article polished steel. (We hope
our fair cfuntrywomen will be careful
of lightnigyg, now polished steel is one of
thm nmmas) "These ornaments of Miss
Feanel’s, bowever, were classical to “her
text; for, like Norna S, * t'hcy exhibited
“ planetary signs.”  “dler apron (that
of Alice was French, and of gros de
Naples) was of blue, embroidered,” also
like Norna’s, with planetary devices: her
petticoat was of fine scarlet cloth. Ro-
man buskins enlaced her well-formed
aucle: and thiough she durst not put on
scarlet stockings, she had her silk ones

dyed as refulgent & pink as possiblé.
She” was troubled about her head-
dress; Nerna wore a cap, it was gvident,
but of what kind the minute historian
of f-utious legend was silont: how-
ever, Alice adopted a light Scotch cap,
G 2 taking
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gaking out some of the umbrageous
plumes, and appeared like a handsomie
Amazon amidst the gay assembly.

"Ma. But]cr, senior, admired her ex-
ceedingly, and felt the mere distressed
at his son’s absence, as he ti€t almost
sure that he must have been, ih a great
measure, led captive by her charming
appearance, for she really scemed to oy
cite general ad:riration; but an Ana.
zonian-looKing fai- one, however beaut
ful;"would never win the heart of o
bert Butler.

Mr. Fennel had embraced his dew
daughter at parting, been pleased at ti
taste, fancy, and splendour of her dress.
little dmagining iroms whence she had
stolen the idea; and he consigned her te
the care of her sister, as lis dancing days
were over, and to sit at a ball, as a spec
tator ohly, he declared the greatest bor
“in the world.

CHAD-



SCOTCH NOVEL READING. 125

CHAPTER VYVIL

t0svsc v 0000000

ariety.

Muys. Toward kept $er sister with her
the next dav, as the ball had been kcpt
up te a vory lage hour with much spirit.
Alice danced neither quadrilles nor
country dances: but in Scotch reels and
stratiispeys she was indefatigable.  We
AFC SOrT - Y sy that her mind was so
otter. wandering, and so full was she of
her own propletic character, that she
was Several times out in the simple figuse
of a repl—and she put others out like-
wise; byt she was so handsome ! she
v ich 100—-—thi.lt was still bbfter; there-
tore her little blunders were only laughed

¢ 3 at.
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at.  Oh, what diferent ways of laughin,
at thereare! 'A/lu(// awkward girl, pl 1,
too, unfortunately, in person, would liave
Beeni laughed at with that insoleut sncer
as would have made her ready ¢ sink
with shame—nay, even to 1\lcep, andl,
thereby, render herself yet ndore ugly -
bat the sweet laugh bestowed by the
gentlemen on the wild and thoughtless
Miss Fennel, wus that of pleasure and
approbation ; so that, at last, she began
alisost to think that it was very pretty
to make mistakes: but then, suddenly
reflecting that it took from the dignity
of her prophetic character, to be a trifler,
she became more attentive, took carc
not to make any fresh blunders: and
her Scotch steps were pronouncec ad-
mirable, though many,in the roon: per-
formed them much better.
Mrs. Howard sent, the next morning,
as soon zs she came down to a late break-
fast, to inquire after the health of Miss

Southgate.
Word
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Word was brought back, that she was
in_danger, and that unless this proved
to be a erisis in her disorder, she could
not possibly.livc throdgh that night.

The tears came into the eyes of the
sisters atfthis intelligence; they ncither
i’ themfloved Miss Southgate, but‘they
th-*ug!xt‘ only of her sufferings; and
Adice was now actuated only by those
warm feelings she posscssad érom nature:
and vould she even ghen have known
that Miss Southgate had injured er,
while she Was sgeking to hurt her gentle
friend, Margaret, she would not have
felt for her the less commiseration.

“ Dear, Kkind-hearted Mrs. Rivers !”
ssid Mrs. Howord;  she never,, I am
told. quits the pillow of Miss South.
gate.”

“q always,” said Alice, “loved Mrs.
Rivers, for her great good-nature.”

“ That is more %than I dare®say,” saia
e card; «if 1 was to,say ® loved Mrs
Rivers, my wife ‘would be jealous. How-

G 4 ever,'
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cver, jesting apart, I hope Miss South-
gate, when she dies, will be found to
have left the poor widow something
lanasome.” But <1l do not think Miss
Southgate will die of this complzint: |
have much hopes from her youth.”

“<When she gets better,” ud Mis.
Howard, *“ we must have Mrs, Rivers
to stay with us a little while.” .

“ Oh, then,” said Tloward. jouosely.
** you are not jealous!  But perhaps you
mean to send me out of town while the
remains here?”

“ Jealous! said the innocent Alice
» what! of Mrs. Rivers? ‘Such a wo-
man as my sister!  Mrs. Rivers ix far
from bheing handsome; and 1 should
imagine* her to be near forty years of
age.

“ Thirty-five, I believe, is the utn.ost,”
said Mrs. Howard;  and what could
make you guess her to be near forty ? 1
am sure sha does not look as if she was
thirty. She is certainly not handsome.

but
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tut she is witty, sprightly, and good-
nawvired. and « very great favourite with
the gentlemgn. T know what Howard
ntcans abhout my ]caloucy——bccamo 1
once told him he veally wearied me.
Mier he hud gone on for,. I am sure, @
indl lm.ur’.' in cxpatiating® upon the®at-
sactions of Mys, Rivers, which, to my
reift, heear last finiched, by declafing
hev to be the most, cliasming woman.
:d one of the most beitehing mannets
hie Meer eonvesed with.”

# And so’ 2laedds,” said Howard,
tfimes; bnt she is, like all uthm‘ Gpte
vating ladies. not always the s same. Mo
Rnhmt Butler, T biclieve, finds lhier al-
wavs atiryorng

Myes, Howard looked at hes sistev,
arud siw a blush kindliug on her aheek:
it wie® that of mdwu.ttmn against Ro.
hert—byt not for hi< adiniratiou of M,
Rivers; l\m hblush? however, %as nis-
oo aaved “both by How; ard and his wife,
who, on a signud from hor Liushand, said

G 3 - In
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—*In spite of the opinion Robert main-
tairs in public, I believe he does it
merely to appear singular; and that he
‘has almost as high an opinion of Wal-
ter Scott as you, Alice, can possibly
have.” )

¢ T ha’ mine ain,” said Alice, with an
indifference so visibly bordering on pro-
found contempt, that her sister sion
found that they were both mistaken;
“yes, I ha’ mine ain,” continued she;
““and as for that o the chiel, Robert
Butler, its nae concern ¢’ mine; he can
nae change my thouglts, abd it wad
fash me sore, were I to read und judge
of buikes as he does.”

Mrs. Rivers entered just at that mo-
ment, s the French say, toul essoufflic.
Miss Southgate had fallen into a heavy
sleep, without the aid of opiates; and
Mrs. Rivers, in a manner that Alice
thought: rather unfzeling, particularly
towards ope for whom she professed so
warm a friendship, said—¢ Thank Hea-

‘ ven'!
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ven! I'have escaped frgqm my wearisome
em.lﬁnement for an hour or two; Mis:
Southgate is in a profound sleep, and
the physician says, thas when‘she wikes.
she must not converse, or "be in the least
agitated; the doctor says this fine sound
sleep, accompanied as it is by gantle
transpiration, will certainly restore hex:
ang he advised me to quit the laborious
task I have taken upop me, and for
which Miss Southgatc has nievcr so much
as thanked me, and td take'a little aig.”

“Iam very glad you walked here,
my dear,” said Mrs. IHoward; “and 1
hope you will stay and dine with us.”

“ Oh no, my dear, that is impossible ;
should she, on awaking, find I have
quitted the house, I supposc shé will
never forgive me; I will venture, how-
evers to sit and chat a little with you.”

« But we shall dine earlicr th‘an-usual,'f
said Mis. Howardy « my father is com-
g to dinner, and he is not fond of late
hours.”

G b6 Mrs.
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Mrs. Rivers, Jiowever, declared ha
inability to stay : she had walked to My
Howard’s rather in dudgeon; for Miss
nouthgate, cither living or dying, would
be no benefit to Mrs. Rivers; nor would
she reccive the least reward for ail the
sleepless nights she had passed, in conti-
nual watchfulness by the sick couch o
one, who, for her own purpose, ouly, Jaf-
fected to be unable to exist without ha
dear Rivers, »

«Miss Southgate had been terrificd.
during that-awful state which touches
on the threshold of another Svorld, hy
confused ideas, that there- might be a
future state of punishment, which she
had always tried to persuade hersell” she
gave ne credence to; she found this
- flattering unction” that she had admi-
nistered to her conscicnee would no* heal
Its reproaches in the hour of danger; in
«case of her death thevefore by this visi-
tation, she was resolved to try another
balsam from th¢ same source of spiritual

empizicism
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cupiricism;  she  thought she might
njake ample atonement for her late priu-
ciples of infidelity, sclfishness, pride, and
want of Kindness, if shie lett all her ]:u'(-(
fortune to publie charities, thus fancy-
ing she should ensure to hersell] by thes
means, a state of future *happiness.” I
case her life was spared, which youth and
a good censtitution gave her some liopes
of, she meant to repair«dmmnediately t
the South of France: and *when her
health and strength were restored in that
delicious ciimate, she would visit the
French capital in the winter, and pass
her days among a people she admired—
whose maxims she had embraced—
whose native gaiety always exhilagated
her, while the public amuscients of
Paris enchanted her by their diversity.
Ameag many of the French she had.
found congenial minds; their suntiments
were like her owl, hp decp;*and the
warrmest professmm of frlendeiup neves
created surprise, ‘or indeed cénswre, i
GEVeE
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never fulfilled. dn France her wealth
would cause her to be constantly clic-
rished, while her taste, fashion, and
dgré’mens of person, would render i o
subject of general admiration.

But to this world of plcasure, which
she ‘created during the seemingly-con-
valeseent fluctuations of her disorder,
and that she sketched out bofore her
triend, who hed never quitted the pii-
low of sickness, hut had most anxiously
witched cvely change for the better, and
patiently endured cvery caprice of her
wayward temper, she was never iwvited
to go and participate in; on the con-
trary, Miss Southgate took cure to let
her know that she had no idea of taking
her witi: her; but said to her one morn.
ing, when her health and spirits seemed
.somewhat better—“ Ah, I shall bc glad
to quit this stupid country, where 1
have endured some 1hortifications lately,
not to be forgotten, in spite of my fa-

shion, bréeding, and ‘wealth, and the
*displ..y
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display of attraction they have cuabied
me to make. All T shall regrct, my
love, will b leaving you. . You must
marry some rich old many my dear, and
then coax him to take a trip to Paris:
then perhaps we shall meet, and be mer-
ry arrzun togetiier.”

This scheme, however, had not beei
speken of for many days: Miss South-
gate was in extreme danges; she knew
it, and caused to’be pgnned, during her
terror, the charitable w1ll we  befdtc
mentioned.

Alice, moved by compassion at the
seemingly impending fate of a female so
young and gay, asked, in her own sweet
tone of voice and native language, after
the real state of Miss Southgatc’s hexlth.
with the most tender and anxious soli-
citude.

e Ahi Miss Fennel,” said the widow,
with a degree of mhlevolence tilat rather
surprised Mrs. Howard, and sher sister,
“ you have a sweet dispositio;l; never-

theless,
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theless, T think 1 could ruffle it, were T
to tell you how little Miss Southgat~ i
wowr friend.”

“ In regard-to friendship,” said Alicc
with dignity, “ 1 never wish to hackney
the sacred term; Miss Southgate i
me merely an” indifferent aequaintance.
but 1 feel for her now, as T should (i
any other sutfering fellow-creaiure. “As
to-friendship or enmity, T neither seek
the one from her: nor fear the other

"% Ah,” said Mrs. Rivers, © bnt ‘e
enmity of the envious i always to be
teared; it may do us a great deal of harin-
the malicious have it always in thew
power to give the world an ill opinion
of ur, which we cannot prevent. nor, in
a hurry; destroy.”

Mis. Rivers then redoubled her kind
and insinuating attentions toward< Aljce.
to whose mind the anonymous letter ne-
ver once occurred. ' Mrs. Rivers, how.
ever, taking advantage of the convers:-
tion which was taking place between

ALs.
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Mr. and Mrs. Howard, eoncerning somc
trifling circumstance, drew her scat
nearer to Alice, and said—*“ I have a
curious piece of intelligence to impart
to you, in which you are, I think, very
materially concerned; though the fine
stroke of art given by Miss Southgute
was meant to wound another.”

Alice was all astonishment; but just
as Mrs. Rivers, in a half.whisper, was
beginning her talé, thc-scrvant cntered
in lraste, saying that Mlss bouth(ratus
maid was waitiyg, for her in the hall;
that her mistress had waked extremely
weak, but cvidenily better, and was
cagerly inquiring for her dear friend;
the nurse therefore had thought it bet-
ter to send for her.

Mrs. Rivers than, after giving a shrug
of vexation, made the best of her way
back agui.n, and left A]icg in mut¢ asto-
nishment at what *she could Yossibly
haye . tell her, that concerned her so
ncarly. If the ahonymous lctter had

crossed
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crossed her mind, which it did not, she
would never have believed that any fe.
male, with whom she was in the -
quent habits pf social intercourse—whom
she had never injured in the si..dlest de-
gree, even in thought, could serve he
such a trick. . Often she had reflected,
swhen alone, that whoever had written
this letter must have been well acquaint-
ed with her handwriting; but DMy
Hartficld was mot, and therefore who-
«ver had peuned the letter he aceused
her of, must certainly also have had the
hardihood to affix her name to it: but
as none of these reflections now passed
over her mind, she sat, after the depar-
ture of Mrs. Rivers, in a kind of stupor,
from whence she was roused by her fa-
ther laying his hand on her shoulder,
and saying—* What, my girl, did you
dance all your senses away last night?
I was ‘old by my- friend Butler, that
there was not a girl in the room danced
with
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wvith more spirit. Had you a Sculc/
pargner ?”

“Yes,” answered Iloward, for her:

s most indefatigable danger, belonging
to the forty-second. Oh, how Alice and
the captain did go through the strath-
speys and reels: I really believe:he
danced her heart away; she has behaved
just like a,girl in love all the morning.”

Alice was vexed—< Howard,” sajd
she, « you absoluttly grow quite foolish.
—No, my dear father, it would never ke
in the power ¢f (aptam Macdougal to
dance my heart away.”

“ Why?” said Howard. ¢ Pray
what is the matter with him? Ile is
young, well made, and a capital dancer.”

“ Such may be your idea of" Vapltdl
dancing,” said Alice; “ but, my, dear
father; the man’s dancing, which my
worthy brother-in-law praises so much,
seems to'be as if he* was perforining the
most laborious task in the world; he
takes such pains® with his sttps, and

works
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works so hard ‘with his feet, legs, and
arms, not to mention the continual smap-
ping of his fingers, that it is fatiguing
10 sce him.”

“ Why, you are a saucy young bag-
gage,” said Fennel, delighted to hear
that she nol only forbore to speak a
word of her usual jargon, but also that
sht- did not appear to admire her partner
rerely becatsz he was Scotch. Dut
Fennel had no ¢ause of self-congratula-
“ion; Alice sometimes forgot hérselt,
and spoke as good Englisli as any onc.
especially if she was carricd away by her
subject.  She had, like all' other romance
readers, formed a lLero from her own
ideas, and had not yet met with him in
real life, because he must be Scoteh ; and
they-are indecd real Feroes, and not the
crcation of a romantic female Prome-
theus.

Alie¢ did not hke to own, even to
herself, the reason she could not much
admire captain Macdougal; his face was

vuefilly
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wuefully plain, his featurgs coarse, and
rhou‘t_{h a young man, he had, from
having been in the service from his in-
faney. and seeni many severe rubs, the
hard face of an expericticed veteran : he
was disfigured also by a wound through
the lower part of his nose and upper lip,
and the shme shot had carried away fow
of his front tecth. He was, however.
uncommonly well made, :n_ excellent
dancer, but in mannacrs apd conversation
a mese soldier; what alofic gave him auy,,
considerationsin the opinions of Alice
was, that he spoke the true Ilighland
broad Scotch, vhick few Londoners, any
more than herself, could well understand.
But she comforted herscll, that she
had resolved on living single; not but
that she still fancied that tlicre might
be yet-the Scotch Adonis her fancy had
formed, fresh and fair from the “ callcr
air,” with’ sunny ringlets sporting over
his sn:oth, rosy cheek—nan ey¢ of blue,

brightened by the fire of genius, yet
gentle
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gentle as the dove’s. In reality, she had
secn nothing of the kind; she was hurt
by the disappointment she had expe-
rienced, in beholding some pictures of
modern © eminent Scotchmen,” said, by
those who had seen the originals, to be
faithful likenesses. Like all other young
girls, she was enamoured of beauty,
whether real or ideal; and her Scoteh
hero must he £all and martial in his ap-
pearance, but ke must have a face
smooth and satin-like as her own skin,
blooming with youth and lovcliness.
After some trifling badinage had pass-
ed between Alice and her brother-in-
law, she rclapsed into her former svi-
disant Scotch mode of expressing her-
self; but her sister reminded her, that
the heur was late, and that it was time
to retire, in order to make some slight
alteration in their toilet before dinner.
In thé evening Mrs. Howard sent to
inquire after the health of Miss South-
gate; and was informed that she conti-
nued
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sited extremely ill; buf, if great care
was taken, she might, it was hoped, soon
he plonounwd out of danger.

“ Poor young creature ” said ¢he kind-
hearted Fennel; while Mrs. Howard
half whispercd her sister—* 1 wonder,
Alice, what Mrs. Rivers could possibly
mean. by telling you that Miss South.-
gate was n9 friend of yours!”

“1 ken not,” said Alicc. * nor does
it fash me, as 1 said Before, an. she be
my fijend or foe; as the'auld Sang says,.
“Its @ ance tovme.”

“ Do not say so, Alice,” said Mrs.
Howard; “a young girl like you should
not be so indiilerent to the world’s opi-
nion; you should seek to gain the ap-
plause of every one, and not be so care-
less of their censure,” )

« And what are my actions,” said
Alice, hanghtily, “ that I should tak ony
carc for thé censure of: sic a heartless lass
as Mis~ Soochgate?”

« T acknowledge she is niercly*an au-

tomaton,
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tomaton, that js moved only by the
springs of fashion,” said Mrs. IIoward
“ but do you not treat the accomplished
and hanasome Mr. Robert Butler in the
saine contemi)tuous manner ?”

“ Accorhplished!” repeated Alice.

“ Yes, accomplished,” said her siste,
- as he is handsome; and what is better,
he.is possessed of a most geperous,and
teeling heart.”” |

“You-ha' left oot ane quality o his
heart,” said Alice—* and that is envy.”

“ He envious! said Mrs. Howard;
« Butler—Robert Butler envious! He
is, as I suid before, as worthy and as
sensible as he is handsome.”

“ Oh,” said Alice, “ as to the last qua-
lity, the chiel’s fair cnow to sce; but he's
nac the kind o’ beauty that mine eyne
could e’er be pleased wi’; his logks arc
nae sunny enow, and his hazel eyne arc
too darl: and piercing.”

“ I am weary of hearing you talk such
nonsensv, Alice,” said Mrs. Howard;

[ Why
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“ why will you not speak and act like
otker people?”

As most of the family partv had heen
up late the night before,»or rather the
ball had been protracted till daylight that
morning, they separated at an carly hour,
the good Fenuel, happy in his children,
and at sceing the domestic harmony of
his® Elizabeth and her Howard, took
home his blocming,. romantic girl, in-
printed a kiss on her heavy cyclids,
which, with difficulty, she kept from
closing during iheir ride home, and con-
signed her to the hanpy reality of a good
night's repose, under the protecting care
of her Heavenly Guardian.

VOL. II. i ¢ CHAP- .
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CHATPTER VIII

A decided Siep.

VY & must zow revert to a ch.. .ouer -
we introduced to our readers in a fc a.m
volume, a young lady, of the Bane of
Underwood. Whatever there mig t i
unpleasant in the composition of this
young lady, yet she was very far, uot-
withstanding her pride, manccuvring.
love of scandal, and boast of indepen.
dence, from bearing dny kind of resem.
blanee to Miss Southgate: they were al-
ways, however; regarded as female com-
petitors for the prize of general atten-
tion and. admiration; and they were in-
deed most persevering competitors; but

it
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i was always separately’ that they made
iheir attachs—they were scarce ever seen
o the sune parties toucthcr
Miss Southgate had ne fcchng' and
v principles were those of a modern
anetle smlosopher; bad, in a4 manncer.
“v pature, and her disposition crai.'ty,.
«lfish, and malignant.  Though Miss
t'nderwodd was haughty, she was frank
—~though she was fond ora’little {ashioh-
Mble ticle ttle, she wias never liersel!
Az anontor of aseandalous tale—she
Sy "cp-'\ath wiet was generally known
v be nerorious facte in the private his-
rory o f inany familics of high rank ; and
rough her temper was not the best in
i+ world, yet the wish never entéred
iito her mind to do any one an injury.
Mr. Hartfield hid began, as we re-
~orded in our first volume, a kind of
tirtation with Miss IUnderwood; which
si«, hewever, at that time, never meant
to cncourage, becanse the limited state
of his finances then put it out of his
1 2 nower
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power to cut the figure in fashionable
life that shie had always aspived te, wnd
cagerly scught after.  When Hartficld
hecame master of a splendid fortune, he
gradually withdrew his attentions f{rown
Miss Underwood, and she became then
as willing as possible to Lestovr on him
her hend, whenever he shiould he dis-
posed to ask it seriously.  Like Mise
Southgate, she felt copvineed in bor own
mind, that Hartticld was of that pliam
and milky kind of disposiuion, that a
woman of spirit and fakliion might [lite-
rally wind him round her finger, and do
Jjust what she picased, especially as she
believed him to be extremely indolent,
whieh, in fact, he was much inelined to
be, and therefore he would always be
found most complying to the caprices of
a wif, if only for the sake of peace and
quictness. But herein both ladies judged
amiss, for he had an invincib}e stubborn-
ness abéut hind, which all those friends
who had talked him and themselves into

a belief
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a belief that he was amiracle of good-
G35, diguified by the name of wncom-
e firmness of character—a quackery
that even the houest-hearted  Femf
cotild not deteet.

Miss Underwood knew nothing o
this obstineey 1 however,, after the smos
ussiduous attentions to her on his past,
site ivurad a visible falling off, and thc
gentle and Kind nomc maug she had, «
lut observed towards hnn, recetved nnh
wieh coldness and drst mee.  Had Heert-
ficld never *secis, Margaret Machane, he
would, on his 0-20sslon to fortune, whieh
cane msst anexpectedly to hin, with
“ botit hands {all,” have quitted his pur-
suit of Miss Underwood, whose ,inde-
pendance e, tice the rest of the world,
had more than doubled the ameunt ot
in his opinion; and his own limited in-

come, at the time he began to pay his

devoirs to the lady, made him regard

ber as a frcasuw worth locking after :

but uot devoid of craft, like many other
i3 quiet

~



150 SCOTCH NOVEL READING.

quiet characters, he took care, though
his attentions could not be misconceived.
especially by the fair object of them, not
td say or hint any thing like matrimony.

Miss Underwood was not wvery inti-
mate with Mrs. Howard, and she was
not invited to.the friendly party to mect
tuce Macbanes; but Mrs. Howard, ever
kindly attentive to Mrs. Rivers, invited
her, which she .could not do without
asking Miss Sow thoate whose guest
MEes. Rivers was for a few duys.  DMiss
Underwood therefore knew nothing of
Hartficld’s sudden predilcction for Mar-
garet, which, though it had vexed her,
she would never, like the mischievous
Miss Southgate, have endeavoured to
destroy. Mm Underwood knew how
fond Hartficld was of travelling: she
was a sensible, well-gifted, and well-ac-
-complished woman, had hersclf made
‘the tour 6f England, and IIartﬁeld real-
ly, before: he saw Margaret Macbane,
began to think, thmmh he felt not a

~ spark
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spark of love, which he certainly thought
very requisite to fecl, for his future con-
jugal happiness, towards the female with
whom he was to pass all the faiture howrs
of his existence; yet; nccessitas non lue-
bet Lges ; as he knew he must look out
for fortune, he found, or rather; jt he
wedded Miss Underwood, he would fiyd.
that he gvould not be an unlucky heing.
but might pass a married life of son,
cc afert with a woingn s0 1v1ultallv on-
dawed as the lady He had chosen: for,
m time, ke reflected, her good sense
would cause her to turn with distastc
from the frivolous pursuits and gossip of
tashionable life, und she would fulfil her
domestic duties with honour to herself.
and satisfaction to her husband.

Able and ingenious architeets are the
builders of airy castles; these vapoury
edifices raised by Hartfield wese all af
once overthrowny not by the common
destloyer. stappomtmcnt but by the

and of Plutus, in a’heavy shower of

H 4 aold
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gold. These golden instruments enabled
him to loosen those chains, which his
own mediocrity of fortune had assisted
Miss Undérwood in forging for him.
[1c cast them off, for ever, when he be-
held the mild and bright beams of the
northern star, that was to gueide him to
future felicity : here he built againe the
sy structure: but here he had every pro-
speet of finding it as stable as sdamant ;
ior the abode of wedded happiicss was
butlt, not solely on the sofi blue eye,
and alabaster’ skin, but was {uunded on
that rock of permanent delight, gentle-
ness, unassuming good sense, and all the
milder virtues that can adorn the female
character.

Miss Underwood knew nothing f
this; indeed, there were few who sus-
peeted that he had really any serious
thoughts of Margarct Macbane; and, had
Miss Undérwood cven had the rost dis-
tant idea of it, her own vanity would have
suggested to her, that he would not be

$0
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~sovery suddenly cauglit, as to lleedl(:ssly
think of taking a girl for his wife, with-
~ut a shilling for her fortune; and, there-
iore, she never woyld lave umomcd
that it was her who was the cause of his
making the tour of Scotland. She ac-
cordingly resolved to follow him thither -
for not one offer, not even one dangler
hati <he Yound, since his departure.”’

She began her Iuan eI res s with der’
tatuer and mother, whb, like i many other
tond parents. were disposed to think thein
aecomplished first-born a "modcl very
nearly touching on perfection, and werc
always eager to listen to her remarks;
her independence, too, had given her a
consequence in the family unengoyed
by her sisters; and she was ushered into
every polite cirelt; while the mitd, and
unobtruding charms of her pretty se-
cond sister, Augusfa, were concealed in
the nursery, with the more infintine off-
spring of Mr. Underwool, and still kept

under thetuition and rule of a governess;
HS5 for
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for Augusta was iiot to be brought out
till her sister was married—a period that
thc :mxiom parents had now, for somc
vcal S, AW{ ited in vain.

The manceuvring of Miss Underwood
was not, for some time, understood by
her parents.  She set the old gentleman
yawning, by the description she gave of
the difterent watering-places ; their wea.

“riscme  monetny, and the detestable
company, 4s she denominated i, gene-
rally assembled at them, in the autum-
nal months. She madc her mother,
who was a beauty, and stili appcared
young, laugh very heartily, at her wit
and humour, in her mimicry, and +di.
cule of the citizens’ wives and daughters ;
while she declared, she could tell to
certainty, what trade cvery shopkeeper
and handicraft man was of; that she
‘could dlstmgulvh the kind of husiness
he followed by his walk, his conversa-
tion, and the particular phrases he madz
use of; all smelling as strongly of the

shop.
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shop, as the buttcrod-bacon dresses of
‘he female part of his family ; their bou-
nets with ﬂowers upon f'eathers, and fm—
thers upon flowers; and “their gown-
Hounced up to their knees. She then
touched another powerful string, whicl
never ceased to vibrate on the feelings
of her virtuous mother, who was a4wo-
mman retmarkably correct in her’ moral
conduct; this was, ~vhen she spoke of
the immorality?md litentioutness of maii-
ners in those females, whom they coul
alone associcte with, from their birth
and toleration in socicty; and ther
were few who frequented these sumune
recesses, Miss Underwood further re-
marked, but what some flaw veas dis.
coverable in their conduet; or so mueh
smoke, that alittle fire certainly nst
have been concecaled underncath, to have
causcd thegxhaling and nommn, vapoiy
to which calumny and foul Wll]b[)(fl‘lll
have been justly compered.”
While her pau,nts assented to her ob-
i 0 servations.
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servations, her fatlier said, after a pausc,
that slic well knew he could not atford
to keep up an establishment in the conn.
try, in a mansion fit for a gentleman of

hirth, with a large family, to dwell in,
They still had no idea of what their
“daughter was $triving to accowplish ;
and she felt some hesitation in speaking
out hér wishes plainly, for she kiiew her
father was, inTome things, as obstinate
as a mule.— ~+ Dea¥ papa,” resuziod she,
in as whining, a tone as possible, ¢ “why
confine ourselves always to Brighton,
\Worthing, and all the other stupud wva-
tering-places on the Kent and Sussex
coast? Cheltenham is :ather more uear-
able, &n account of its scciety. but to
that place I am always compclled to go
*alone, because you say you camnot stand
the expence of travelling in any kind of
style, witli your large, family, soelong a
Jowrney. I am really sick of stupld

Brighton, that ydu are so fond of.”

“ No, my dear, it is not stupid.” said
hex
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her father; ¢ yow once thought it very
nweich the contrary, and have declared
it lively, whatever were its defects.”

“ Ycs, when there were p]em-r of the
worlitsry there; but now there is not «
sdeoat worth looking at.”

“ Well, never mind,” *said Mr." Un-
crwoad. “ those watering-places amuse
mets we'aan do just what we please at
them: live as we like, «nud sce wlhtom

wi lik(-”

& Oh, pps papa! ™ said Miss Under-
wond, taking conrage, “ do iet us change
th: seene, and make the tour ,of Scot-
land.” '

“ Where? where?” said old Under-
wor Loir nopoesione “ Are yon fnad ?
Wi travelling with my family through
thiat country wodld be enough fo ruin
me !

“ Ahd but we shall live so cljeap when
we get therc.”

On what?. On Watmesl, haggis,
and whiskey ?”
“ Deay
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% Dcar papa, 1:0; there is good living
in Scotland; and I have always been
told, cheaper to be had than in England ;
and as to travelling, I will be at half the
expence of that.”

“ Keep your fortunc for better uses,”
growled out ¢ld Underwood; “ bestow
it on some worthy man, who will make
you a good husband, and enabic you. to
live: in the style of a gentlewoman, as
you have always been accustomed  to
live; but if your mother and 1 had not
attended to the strictest «cconomy, how
do you think 1 could have brought up,
and have well educated such a family ?”

“ And I am sure.” said Miss Under-
wood, ‘“ the scheme I have proposed
would be a most economical onc: we
can, in the first place, -all go by sea—by
stcam.” '

“ And so you.would risk your,parents’,
your brothers’ and sisters’, and your own
life, just ,to satisfy a foolish whim that
happens to come into your head! You

know
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know very well that I never will go on
the water.”

“ Dear papa, why put yourself in «
passion > Will the, steam- p.u,l\ct blow
ap beeause your tamily happen to be on
board? Ifow many arc continually
going that speedy way t perfeet’ safe-
tv! “Why should we regard ourselves
as'the condenmed of Heaven ?”

“ Sensible girl I mxd her fond father .
“ your observation & not only a Just
one, but shews your trust in a ploteu.—
ing Providenee. But, my dear, you
kuow bow lately I was obliged to part
with my llm'scs, and that it is as much:
as I can do to keep the old coach in
propes repair, while I am compelied to
practise the strictest economy to keep
up an appearance any way gentéel, and
to cnable me to give my other daugh-
ters portions, thaj will indc(..-(.l be but
scanty ; for, my good girl, though w
a0ld up the contrary to-the world, your
own independence is but trifling, for a

lady
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lady of fashion : and were noi your m-
ther, 'in spite of her high birth and noblc
connexions, one of the most ~~xtraordi-
nary women irr the world, for cieverness
and economy, who can make five guineas
go as far as some wornen can five-and-
twenty, we cotild not cut the figure we
do, but must, perhaps, be obliged to go
.and vegetate, bereft of all English com-
forts, abroad : Svhere s now, through her
are and perseveraace, there & not a fa-
mily, during the winter months, that
arc more respected, or make a hetter ap-
pearance in town, than ourselves.”

“ Papa,” said Miss Undc;'\\'-"ﬂ(l, kiss-
ing the forehcad of her lather, “ Talways
fecl fnost happy when youa praisc my
dear mother; (and this was a truth—Mrs.
Underwood, and this, Her cldest daugh-
ter, not only looked, but were always
like sisters.) Ierhaps my joumey to
Scotland may terminate in a. manna
that may -very agreeably surprise you

both
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Loth; for if you will nst go, I am deter-
myned 7 will”

“ You know, my love,” siid Mr. Un-
derweod, « that I never, have ob,octcd
to yenr taking your muaid, und going
without cither your mother or me, to
win vour acquaintance eat  Drigfiton,
WWeorthing, or the Isle of Wight; but to
aesuclk an iimmense distunee, where you
now not a living greatu -+, with ouly
your maid, I do not thitk it proper for
1 young woinan of your attrictions and
fwhion.”

Miss Underwood tossed up her head,
and her dignified nose secemed to acquire
vet rnore of that Roman muajesty in
whick !l the hwge-nosed commasnity
take so much pride, always t'hi'lking
tl"zt it is utterly impossible for aty tace

e handsome, that is not conspicuous
for a protuberant aquiline pm'bo%cxs.
Alas! many of us poor cocknics, who
are redly unmixed Londaners, for many
wenerations, can lay no claim to this

charm,
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charm, and must, consequently, be deem-
ed, at any rate, but a degree above ugly,
being, for the greatest part of us, mostly
scen’ with ‘insignificant snub noses, that
certainly give an air of mesquinerie to
our countenances.

Miss Underwood had an occasion of
a private conference with mamma; and
what she told her we cannot pretend to
say, though sve.profess to know many
things, which, T acknowledge, are enough
to make our readers exclaim—* How
came the writer of this histury to know
all this?” But thus much wc do know,
that, if Miss Underwood did not tell all
her plans to her mother, she guve her
sucl. .broad hints, as cansed the good
lady to put in practice, coaxing, remon-
stranczs, and arts of persuasion with her
husband, in order to gain his conseit, to
allow ner to accompany her daughter on
“this c‘ccursmn, that she had so set her
heart upen.—¥ You know, my love,”
added the good lady, “ you know, as

well



SCOTCH NOVEL READING. 163

well as myself, her iadependence, both
of spirit and fortunc ; the latter, avhile
she lives with us, her filial affection
makes us find of great gssistance in our
irecome, which, tho'ugh handsome, is
straitencd, through our having so nu-
merous a family.  Now, my dear Mr.
[Underavood, if she docs not have that
indulgence which she has ever experi-
ene~d from us—ang, dndeed, we must
say, she truly mieritstit—she might, in
spite of her atfection and excellent heart,
withdraw Merself from her hoine, and, as
she is of age, and independent, live just
where she pleased : she is prudent, [
know ; butshe is handsome, and, though
not in her tecns, vet too young, I diink,
to quit the watchful eye of a’mother.
and be left wholly to hersclf.”

“ ‘What you say, my dear Mrs. Un-
derwood, is all very trye,” said the old
gentleman; “ but you know,”my dear,
we .annot decelvc oursclvev, as to her

age; and she has prudence and dignity
of
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of manners sufficient to ke, every on
at a nroper distance.  Howcver, go with
her to Scotland, if such s your wish
my sister can _aceompiany e cand i
rest of the family, and we will go to Mar-
gatc this scason, instcad of 1+ Brighton.
It is'cheaper, and my sister, whee is still
a ‘more rigid cconomist tln oarsclt
will be glad of a jaount that Wil eost her
nothing, but which hee stingizess ~would
never let her take at hér owr capence.’
"¢ True, my dear; but [ think M-
gate, in the scason, rather vulguy, for
man of your rank. Supposc you go
where we meant to go last sumumer, Lo
Hastings, in Sussex? there you can be
eithic. retired, or mix in Cocicty, just as
you find yourself inclined: and if Ma-
tilda should be tired -of her northeru
tour, which, I dare say, she soon wiil be,
we can immediately oin you, and all

repair to Brighton together.”
Matters beings thus finally adjusted,
and to the satisfaction of all partics,
Mors.
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Mrs. Underwoond and her daughter,
with a waiting-muid and {ootboy; sct
oft’ in the sgeari-packet for the Land of
Cakes.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER IX.

PRI Y N2 g

More Beading.

WieN Alice had eagerly inguired for
the new publication of « ngntin Du-
ward,” and was much moitificd at find.
ing that every sct was out, and promis-
cd immediately when returned to other
subseribers, she asked, with a degree of

ill-huﬁ]op‘lr, if the story was Scotch ?
The librarian told her no, it was an
old French story; she' was, therefore,
very indifferent concerning it, till her
father, a few days after, desirous of af-
‘fording her pleasure, took care tc procure
it for her: but,” 4s we remarked before;
she had very lightly looked it over, and
finding
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tinding its inderest chicfly confined to
Fsanee, she took none i it.

Ifearing, however. in the, course of
~ome desultory conversatton among her
irtends, a part of which had turned on
~ome of the newest publications, she lis-
tened attentively, while Some one re-
tas wedethal, swhen the smmortal novel-
wrfer drew a Seoteh character, then he
was acecd quite at hnma; and the des-
¢ upuon of the Scottist:chicf, in Quen-

L Durw ard,” and his ncpllew, were
worth the whele of the work put to-
wetaer.  Aliee, theretore, went home
that evening, in the firm resolution of
siving Quentin Durward a fair read-
ing.  Oh, how she became mtere‘sccd'
* A young North Briton scckmg his
fortune in France!” How sweetly ro-
mantic! '—My decar Miss Fennel, there
is nothirg romantic in.that—a VOlth’
Briton will seck his fortune every where:
and "y dint of perseverance, and booing
and booing—and why should we leave

out,
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out, by laudablc industry also?—he gc.
nerally succecds in making onc.

But, though she read of the imprc
sion made on Quentin Durwarl by
Jacqueline, it made but little on hes:
not but that she would certainly have
adopted the character of Jacqueline, had
sne not been Freneh; and even when
she found out who she was, she wa
diccovered to be a Iurgundian : and was
not that as bad ? , She was not Ncoteh.
she was not like her lovely friend, Mar
garct Macbane, who equalled. or cven
surpassed, all she had ever read of Scotch
heroincs.

Alice was also somewhat disappointed
at hhdm g that Quentin spoke such good
Engllsh ; indeed, when we rcad the
« Forcuncs of Nigel,” and therein find a
learned sovereign speaking such broad
Scotch that few could understand, we
are astonished to find a young northern
adventurér, callad a North Briton tco,
speaking such refined English; we Lon-

" doners,
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doners could not havs done it better:
yet we are poor ignorant cockuies. How-
ov er, 1 do believe, and have been told
so, that the Stofeh were not cdlicd North
Britons till after the union between
Scotland and England, long after the
reign of Louis the Ileventh.

Though Alice was almost horror-strudi
at Jthe deseription of Luwaovic Leslie
tthe Christian name L'ranci, by the bye),
the uncle of Qucntm Mureward, yet lus
dress and armis were so splendid ¥, it was
jquite delightfu} ro read of'them. She
resulved to alter her Scoteh cap; take
out the overshadowing plumes, and
adorn it with a tuft of feathers, like that
of YLadovie Leslie's. She looked all tife
prettier for this alteration, so her father
said nothing aboyt it; but she did not
know* how to get a “ Virgin{ Mary of
silver” for a brooch : our, ancessors were

* Vide ¢ Quentin Darward ™
+ [t:4—The superstitious Lofs the fgeventh was
vontent with a leaden Virgin Mary in his bat.

VOL. 1I. I more
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more au fait in'procuring these curi-
osities than we are, in spite of all oyr
quackeries, in palming modcrn antiques
on fashionable, gulls, whose every room
is littered with china and trash, in order
to shew, what they call, their distinguish-
ed taste in all the articles of virtu.

.

“ Wit brought siv Visto’s ill-got wealth to waste
]

seme demon whisper’d- < Visto, liave a taste,”

Alice dragged her sister about to all
the silversmiths and jewellers in Lon-
don; she prevailed on her te devote se-
veral hours to the parading over the
magnificent repository belonging  to
Howel and James, in Waterloo-place;
Lwirsoarching eye took in all the curious
bijoutcric there displayed, all the nume-
rous colifichets to be found in that em-
porium of taste, fashion, and exorbitant
expente;;, but nothing could she find of
‘the kind: She oncd kept Mr. and Mrs.
Howard a wholg morning at the bazaar
in Soho-square, from thlee to six—Mr.

Howard’s
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Howard’s dinner-hour“was five; so the
fowls were roasted to a chip, the- fish
broke to picees, and the fish-sauce as
thick as a pudding; and then, how cru-
¢clly was she disappointed! She com-
forted herself, at length, with thinking,
that had she procured this charming
brouch, «her father perhaps would never
hawe suffered her to have worn it, as he
had, chough possessed of the most libe-
ral mind, in rcward to fligious opinions
a miost decided aversion to any tlnng
bordering n pepery.  Alice, however
well she put up with the privation of
the silver idofatrous brooch, never, after
veading “ Quentin Durward,” gave any
vther name to an officer’s sabre, regula-
tion sword, or dirk, but that of < Ze
mercy of God *.”

But what a delight of all other de-
lights did she experjence in finding Jac-
qucline waus the countess of Croye in
disgu:se ! but yet she had rather the

12 author

Vide “ Quentin Durward.”



172 SCOTCH NOVEL READING.

author had madeé a Scotch lass of her.
She turned, as she read on with indefa-
tigable attention, from the horrible des-
cription of *de la Marck; and it being
then once in the inorning, she extin-
guished her light, and crept softly to
bed, fearing that her father might hear
her keeping such late hours. In vain
she sought repose; her heavy. eyes the
neyt morning, .and her complaining
of a paiii across hér chest, convin-
ccd her father that she had been- fa-
tigning her” mind and hody by sitting
too close over her favourite study; he
thercfore hid the volumes of “ Quen-
tin Durward,” and took her to sce a
1riend, a few miles distant fromn London
The 'lady to whom Mr. Fennel and
his daughter made this friendly and un-
cercmonious visit, was an old maiden
gentlewoman, who was, nevertheless.
kindness, good-nature, and liberality
personificd.  Many ycars before Mr.
Fennel had quitted business, he had
cured
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cured her of a slow uﬁdermining fever,
that nearly threatened her cxistence;
his skill and perseverance brought her
back to life, when.all the faculty had
pronounced her case hopcless: she had,
since the constant and carcful attendance
of her medical friend, ehjoyed unmter-
ruptea health and spirits; she grew "fat
in’ her declining years, robust and hear-,
ty; she was cyer>clicerful and gbod-
humoured, and Alice and Mrs. Howjrd

were always fond of her, society : the
old lady was*only vexed that they did
not come to see her often cnpugh, for
she herself seldom went out, having a
few select friends among her neighboprs
who greatly enjoyed her society, and by
whom she was seldom left to feel the
irksomeness of long solitude, through
any neglect of theirs.

“ Ah, my warthy *friend, Fenne
said she;  you are come then at last, to
punish yourselt'by pasking a day or two
with gn old humdrum woman.”

13 “You
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“ You know,”said Fennel, ¢ that not
only. myself; but my young daughter.
has ever found your company dclight-
ful; T am 'no. flatterer; I pay no un-
meaning compliments.”

“ I am willing to believe the friend,”
replied she, irn the most graceful man-
ner, “that restored me to life and.health
to tliat happy and quiet enjoyraent cf a
¢ green old age,-wbhich is preferable to
all the anxious and romantic pleasures
of eightcen. But I bad a great mind
never to have given you anoiher invita-
tion, you have stayed away so long;
only, if I should make such a dcclara-
tion, this paper would shew, in black
wdd white, against me.”

So saying, she took a note, just writ-
ten, from her secretaire, which contain-
ed an invitation for Mr. Fennel and bis
daughter to meet Mr. and Mrs. How-
ard, Mr. Butler and his son, and Mrs.
Rivers, to celebratc her sixty-fourth

birthday,
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birthday, which fcll out in about a fort-
night from that day.

“ 1 got a frank,” resumed she, “ yes-
terday, and dispatched my lotter to Mrs.
Rivers. It is a stupid scene for such a
gay lady as she is, to come alone to see
an old maid, or 1 shauld invite her
oftener; wherc a person has a limited
ineome, it is difficult for the possessor to
keep up a gentee]l appearance; and I
fecl 1mnuch for a'decayed geatlewoman;
but Mrs. Rivers is a very lively wontan
—she is used {9 gay life, ahd I am sure
it costs her much to be serious.”

“ She is of a sweet temper,” Alice
timidly remarked.

“ Indced, my dear madam,” said Féa
nel, “she is also a clever scusible wo-
man, and, I am,sure, can make herself
happy any where. Toor thing! I be-
lieve she has been rather dlsappomted
lately : she has becn very kindly attenda
ing a sick friend, who is goirg to France
without her, and who, though she is

14 very
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very rich, has not had, I believe, the
consideration to make the poor widow
the lcast recompence for all her trouble
and fatigue.”

“ That is very probable,” said Mrs.
Hannah, “ when it is a heartless being,
like Miss Southgate, that she has been
attending. And give me leave“to tell
you, my good friend, it is oné of the
"most difficult things in the world, to
make a présent td a gentlewoman, and
such Mrs. Rivers certainly i is, that may
be useful to her, withoutewounding her
feelings—a delicacy, I am sure, that Miss
Southg'lfe never knew.”

Here Mrs. Hannah paused; but soon
resummg her usual vivacity, she turned
the subject, and said—*“ We shall be a
cheerful sct, next month, when we are
all together I can make up beds enough
for the' ladles, and for Howard -and his
'wife; and 1 know you single men will
have no olfjection to sleep at the Green:
Man, for there you are always sure of

good
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good and well-aired beds. I got a frank
to write to Mrs. Rivers by ; and now I
think you may as well save'the Butlers
and Howards their f)ostage, as you tell
me, to my sorrow, that you must leave
me after dinner to-morrow.. I know you
and Hngard see one another every day :
and, as to Butler, I fancy one of' you
could not exist withcut the other., I
really believe youl are how as inscparable
as'when you were two young students,
full of all ‘the, yomantic enthusiasm of
early friendship.”

Mrs. Harinah Meredith was one of
those exceptions to the state of old maid-
ism, as rendered it not only respectalie,
but almost enviable, from the uncon-
trolled happiness,she scemed, exclusive-
ly, to enjoy, and the pleasure she felt in
hearing, of, and in witnessing thie pros-
perous situation of happy wedlock, when
two young hearts were:bound, together,
yet closer, by its indissoluble bands. Her
sweet and placid countenance, generally

15 cmbel”
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embellished by a lovely smile, bore such
fine rcm.mh of beauty, as to prove shic
had wnee been most irresistibly hand-
some.  Of fortune the most casy, toler.
ably well zccomplished, and fascinating
in har manners, it ay casily Le judged,
that when she was young, it nggist have
been. her own fault that she never Qad
been married : but she used to laugh,
and declare it was not; she said nobody
would have her; at least, no man kad
ever made ucr a serious olfer. VV e
however, know somethmcr in the pl‘l-
vate history of Mirs. IIarmah Meredith,
that was known but to a few : she had
lor:ed, truly loved—and with that devo-
tedness which a mind, truly delicate and
refined, can never fee! but towards one
object.

However faulty the conduct of this
object tovards her, hie was, nevertheless,
in some degree, to be pitied : his love
for her was a first love, and equal to her
own ; but her nature was frank and sin-

cere,
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cere, while his adoration of her taught
him to deccive. IIe had been, when
just turned of one-and-twenty, sacrificed,
by an avaricious father, to a woman old
cnough to be his mother—but her for-
tune was immense.  Her jealousy and
irascible temper rendered it impossible
for the | ,young man to live with her,
though she was agrceablc in her person.
and clegant in.hér mnanners; and he
might have been tolerably Lappy, we
were going to say, but the term will not
suit; but had she been any way amiable,
he might have, at least, experienced
with her a few years of calm content.
They separated, at length, by rautnal
agreement, he allowing her a handsome
separate maintcnance, and she retired to
pas¢ the remainder of her days ‘among
her relations, in a remote part of York-
shire.

It was in Northumberland that they
had both resided when the mausplclous

union-had been formed; and the young
16 man,
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man, kept sceluded by his father, was
little known in London or its vicinity
He lost his«ather when in <his twenty-
cighth year, and found himself possessed
of almost a princely fortune; he genc-
rously doubled his wife’s maintenanc,
who would fain have destroyed the
strongly-written articles of sepélratign,
.but he was freed from her vexatious so-
cict'y, and ,rcso]vé,«l ‘so 'to remain. He
immediately repaired to London, where
he passed himsclf off for a young wi-
dower; and indeed he expected daily ‘to
become so; for by the time he entered
his thirtieth year, his wife was near se-
venty, and her age, as well as her infir-
mitics and continual ailments, made
him look forward with hopc to being
soon at liberty. He had been introdi.ced
to the ,beautiful Miss Meredith, while
on an cxearsion to the Lakes,” and it
‘was her alonc that made him think of
calling hiriself a widower.
Many were the baits laid out to en-
snare
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snare the rich and handsome Northum-
brian: but he was insensible to all their
attacks ; he'loved only Miss Meredith,
and his approaching union with her was
spoken of as an cvent likely very soon
to take place.  Some busy people,*how-
ever, hut friendly, as it proved, to Miss
Megredith, warned her of her danger—
they had discovered that the gentleman
was alrcady martied. *

An the most cruel agony of mind “at
this futal intelligence, she roundly taxed
him with it; be strenuously denied the
dmr;ro, and *was about to take a solemn
asscveration to the truth of what he ut-
tered.—* Beware,” said she, © of a false
oath; vou know not what you are about
to do. 1 shall take proper steps to find
out Whether you are married or no; if
you ar¢ not, you will, not @nly wish,
but aid me to make the inv Ustigation.:
If you are really disengaged;, my hand
is yours immediately, as 1y heart has

long béen; if you have deccived me, L
shall’
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shall despise you for your falschood and

deception, and we never meet again.”
She thensvrote to the gentleman who.
she was informed, ¢onducted all the bu-
siness of her lover's wife, and received
from.him such ample and indisputable
proofs of the marriage, and of the wife
being yet alive, that after wrltlng to
“him a ictter, somewhat severe, but
which had its proper ‘effect, she bade him
ari eternal farcwell, commanding him

never more to approach her dwelling.
He retired to his paternal estate 'in,
Northumberland, where he.soon fell into
a languishing state of health, which ter-
niinated in a rapid consumption; and
his old wife survived him some years:

such is retributive justice. )
The untimely death of her lover, at
three-and-thirty years of age, affected
. Miss Meredith much®more than 'his false-
hood; and for several years she was a
prey to that lingering and insidious foe,
slow, undcrmining fever, till gradually
restored
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restored to her usual charming state of
health, by the skill of Mr. Fennel.

Time, with Fortune’s aitd Hygela’s
blessings, banished the fatal remembrance
of early sorrows; and cheerful hilarity
succceded, in her latter, ycars, t» the
cares and anxicties of her youth.

MWe were tempted to give this sketch
in the life and chagacter of an old jac-
quaintance and friend* of the Fennel fa-
miy, not only because such characters
ahould not: he ,lmued in oblivion, but as
At l’CbCllQS old maidism from the sncers
and s stigma too {requently cast pon that
state, which often, we may be assured,
is owing to circumstances, if not the
same, at least very nearly resembling
those that prevented the marriage of
Hartnah Meredith with the object of her
affections. ‘

Mrs. Hannah Meredith, though she
lived alone, was not a ggeat r"ader but
she was always busily employed in do-

ing mich good; and then what she did
read
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read she made her own. Alice was ge-
nerally an early riser, and the sun, this
morning, glldnw the room she slept in
at Harlow with its brﬂnant rays, caused
her to leave her pillow at six, thinking
it had been later. She had observed, in
thie parlour where they had supped the
evening before, a ncat bookcase, with
glass doors, throagh wluch some well-
arranged, handsomely -bound books shew-
ed their backs, gilded and lcttered; and
she saw also that the key tas in the
glass door; she therefore, as soon as she
was dressed, stole softly dovu stairs, and
having hcard the old-fashioned clock in
the hall chime only half-past six, fearful
of dlsturbmg the good lady of the house,
she crceped on tiptoe to the library, not
doubtlnc but that she should find a no-
vel of sir Walter Scott’s. She read the
rtitles of afl the books, but not one of his
romances,‘could~she fipd, tliough ther
was Marmion, The Lady of the Lake,
The Lay of the Last Minstrel,” Roke-

by,
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by, &c. &c. Oh! she had read them
al—she knew them almost by heart;
it was his dear novels (yes, they wre
dear), for she would Lave'them to be 4is,
that she alone delighted in; and, Hea-
ven knows, she might have ample de-
light, for they were wrote, and pub-
lished, "and puffed, and dramatized,
quicker than she could read them.
While Alice was™hus busily employ-
ed at the gilded backs of the books, she
heard some one behind ler; .and turning
round, she beiicld Mrs. Hannah, with
her amiling countenance, blooming with
heaith; and did she dress like some old
ladies of our acquaintance, perhaps she
would not have appcared so young as
she did in her neat and simple attire;
certain it is, that the rose of nature on
her well-turned cheek would have made
the rouge pale that thése medern an-:
tiques spread over their w1thercd faces.
-« T congratulate you, my dear Miss
Fennel,” said the good dame, “on your
being
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being such an carly riser. I have al-
mostdoubled my long lifc by the health-
fu] habit, while thosc older than mysclf
have buried morc than the "half of theirs
in the deathlike state of sleep. After six
I find I cannot close my eycs. Cannot
you find a book there to amusc you?
there are some very excellent merceau,
though the collection is but small.”

“ I was lookmg,” said Alice, for a
novel of' Walter', Scott’ s, but I cannot
find one.”

“ No, there is not one of them there,
if they are his; but of that I havg my
doubts. I hope he did not write them
be is too charming a poct, too excellent
a writer, to waste his own time, and
other pcople’s moncy, to pen so many
noveld, all full of improbabilities, and
some not without historical crrors.” His-
,tomcal rrovcls «and_ romances .arc bad
things; ‘the man of strong litcrary
powers sliould <abjure ,them -altogether:
they are sure to give a false notion of

'history,
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history, that leads the ‘mind astray, and
makes the young and undiscerning ea-
gerly search after the marvellous, while
they arc careless of the truths of his-
tory. I have all sir Walter Scott’s
poems; I think them admirable. Here
is Halidon Hill; have you read it?”

“ But slightly, madam,” said Alice,
with a deep blush, fearful that Mrs.
Hannah might question her about what
she had scarce looked At.

@ Slightly will not do, said Mrs.
Hannah, “forethat work, nor indeed
tor gpy of his works; they must be read
with profound zttention, or not at all.
Well, you sce I am equipped for a wall,
I have not far to go, but it is an indis-
pensable visit, that 1 pay every morning,
after taking one cup of chocolate; 1 shall
be ready for another breakfast at nine,
which, 1, think, is your good father’s
usual hour. I‘here, sit down, ‘and read
Halidon 1Iill; and when I ¢yme back
to breakfast, tell me what you think of

it.
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it. If you wish for a little new milk,
my dear, or any other refreshment, for
itds a good while to wait till nine, ring
the bell.”

Alice gratefully expressed her thanks;
but, oh, what a task had she to per-
form! She *had before attempted to
read through this work in vain; she
could not endure it; and now she niust
sit down, and study, it diligently, in
qrder to be able to tell what she thought
of some parts of it.—* So I would,”
thought she, “ and so- 1 eas1ly could:
but if I do not read it ﬂnoughers
Hannah will find me out, I know, by
~sopping some question unexpectedly
upon me, such as, how I like one pas-
sage, and how I like another? Saint
Andrew defend me! she absolutely call-
ed this a transcendant work !

Alice Fennei hadsuffered al} the finer
qualitics of her mind to be absorbed in
mere Scetch ndvel reading; she was cn-
dowed by nature with an excel]lent ca-

pacity,
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pacity, and a memory the most retentive,
with unusual quickness of intellect; but
she was young, romantic, enthusiastic,
and consequehtly fond of the inarvellous.
She now sat yawning over 1alidon Hill,
and was ready to drop asleep. She
would not take Mrs. Iiapaaly’s opinion
of the merit of it; ske would judge for
hergelf: and herein she was right; for
she was ne contergptible judge, espe-
cially of poctry;’ wi‘tl'i a nice ear, and
lofty ideas—a sweet, though far from a
scientific harmguist, how wuld she feel
enmp;ured at the plain suiling like poe-
try of Ialidon Hill? She deciared of
it, in her own mind, as she had once, in:
no very refined language, we must con-
fess, when speaking to her sister of The
Lady of the Lake, that she could make
neither Lead nor tail of it, a true cock-
ney girl’s C\pl‘eSbiOll and as she was but
a girl, we hope our fastidious readers,
who are great admirers of the GREaT,
WONDLER-WORKING UNK\’OWN, will for-

give
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give this sacrilegious observation; though
we have often been as much puzzled as
herself with the different songsintroduced
in the Tady of the Take, seemingly
often without rhyme or reason, and
which prompted a wicked wag to write,
in derision we suppose, “The Greye
Catte’s Songe.”

Alice, as she sat fretting over H.li-
dor: Lill, turned back in vexation to the
prefixed advertisement, and there she
read that the subjeet was to be found in
Scottish history. Very "ortumte]y for
herself, she found written, in a neat epall
hand—* FVide Pinkerton’s Ilistory of
Sgotland.”

She had recourse to the library; she
found the work, and, by good luck,
there was a paper in the passage she was
in search of; she therefore found out
what wus-the story of the drama, and
she again set close to the laborjous task
that M:s. fannah had assigned her.

The unpoctlcal language put in the

mouth
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mouth of Swinton vex®d her; oh, how
beneath such a writer as Walter Scott
did she find it! When Mrs. Hanngh
Meredith had styled thisa transcendant
work, she must surc]y, Alice thought,
have feit and judged like a mere block
of wood, without one peetical feeling.
Gordon -did not speak in much bettér
language ‘than Swinton; king Fdward
had nothing royal~given him in the
numbers he had to uttdr; as té Chandos,
his blank verse was very little superior‘,
she thought, to,that of W hiskerando’s,
in l’_qﬂ"s tragedy, as follows:—

RV IR \:u must, we must ;

Andd so, the less that's suid, the better.”

Chandos is not much superior, when
he says,

©

¢ Here lics the giant—say his name you knight.”
9
And when informed, he replies,

« I question’d thee, in sport: I do not aeed
‘Thy miormation, youth,” &e. e,

Alice
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Alice gave a telerable account to Mrs.
Hannah, at the breakfast-table, of whgt
she had been reading; indeed, it was
more than’ tolgrable, when we consider
how very little shé was iaterested in the
work before her, and how often she had
been in danger of falling asleep over its
narcotic pages: we really think our-
selves, that a pcrusal of Halidon 11ill
" would succeed, where many a compos-
ing draugkt has becn known to fail in
its somniferous effects.

“ Is not it an euollcnt work?” asl\cd
Mrs. Hannah. .

“ Bui,” said Alice, “ the poetry is
xery mlnrmom()us-—-\cn y common lan-
truage

“ Better suited to the times of old,
my dear,” said Mrs. IIannah “ at that
era our ancestors spol\c plain, and to the
purpose.  In the mouths of hardy war-
riors, would you have the poet to put
the clegant language of a Moore, when
he sings of Angels Loves—of a Camp-

bell,
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bell, in the Pleasures bf Hope, and of
other refined writers? you are all for
the romautic; you look not for the solid
and intrinsic merit of an author.”

“ My dear madam,” said Alice, though
with much modest sweetness, “I hopeyou
will pardon me for opposityg my opfnion
to yours, but good pocetry is always allow-
abit, even when describing the manners
of ages the most reiwote.  Iow delight-
ful is that of the Lady of ‘the Lake!
she must have lived in a rude ag,c
Wehat cnch'mt'ng numbers run through
the-Izy of the Last Minstrel! l‘..vcl y
line in Marmion is music.”

~ Mrs. Hannah bestowed on the youry
cinthusiast one of her most benevolent
siniles.—* I will say,” remarked she to
Fenuel, as she saw the fond partiolity
with which he regarded his daughter,
“ that ybu have as clever a little lassi¢/
of your own as ever Walter Scott drew.”

“ Oh, madam you ﬂaff:ter,” mid Alice;

VOL. IL K “ but
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“ but I love to be called lassie; do you
not admire the Scotch language ?”

“T do not,” replied Mrs. Hannah,
“« know one word of the real Scotch lun-
guage; but it yod mean, as 1 supposc
vou do, the manner in which some of
the Scotch prenounce Fnglisli, 1 must
say 1 do not like it at all; it has; to my

car, its much vulgarity as the ‘eoarsest
Trish brogue.”

“Yet,” said Aliee, “ do not you think,
m;xdam, that a little accent, both of the
Scotch and Iﬁsh, extremcly inéercstin«r?”

& ch) much so, my dcar, in the na-
tives of those countrics; those who have
alvays been accustomed to the first com-
pany, and who try all they can to cor.
rect their faulty pronunciation ; we there-
fore feel interested, because their endea-
vour to speaL like ourselves flatters our
Llfdove; but anr English person trying
to imitate them, is a kind of msultlng
mimiery; " and though such mimicry
may procced from admiration, it only

makes
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makes the imitator laughed at, and just-
lIy. 1 was told, that you were so partial
to the Scotch language, as you call it,
that you actnally mingked it in your
conversation; I am happy it is not true.
I had rather wy friends would be guilty
of a little exaggeration, to make ah old
woman .l.augl), than that you should be
,_ﬂ'u'llty of such an absurdity.”

This reproof eritksoned the cheek of
Alice, and she was ’ﬂl](‘nt her father
blushed also, and spake pot « word:
while Mrs. Hannah, respecting the feel-
ings of the father, and unwilling to hurt
those of the child, suddenly, and adroitly,
changed the subject.

On the return of Mr. I'ennel and his
daughter to town, he again Lud QRuen-
tin *Durward in her way.  The Teetures
of Mrs. Hannah Meredith had done her
no good; for as She procceded in thi
work, k, she found a great deal too many
of the truths of® lustorv, auu’ they took
up so'much room, though blended withe

K 2 the
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the romance, as to render it not at aii
accordant with her taste. She was not
singular in this objection: we realiy
found it so oursclves.  Write novels,
good fabricators of fiction, or write his.
tory, as you pleasc: but let your vo-
lumes contain one thing or the other.
Alice, however, dragged throug! ti
work’ to the conclusion, disappomiin!
andevexed at the coe se sketeh of sowc
weddings, whercin the author ¢ .« o
he extremely witty in his own -
hiit she gave not one s.iile. whie
scems to expecet the exciting of genes. !
langhter at his sprightly imaation.
-Ske was heartily glad, however, when
she closed the volumes at the last page
of Quentin Durward.  Oh'! breathe a
little, ye Scotch novellsts, and let - us
breathe: you will write better, and we
skall be befter pléasedswith, at present,
your too i?ld(,’/i(lig:ublc pens; we' cannot
help calling them'so, highly as we respect”
and admire your extraordinary talcnts.
CHAP-
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CHAPTER X

Vrsrrssssrsrrssarss

-1 Father's Anxiety.

Toovaic Mr. Butlar was,” like many
other purents, situated in the same way
ae himseli 2 %ther of one only son, and
tleat * son dccomphshcd handsome, and,
though gay and fashionable, untainted
with any of the glaring vices of the pre-.
sent age—though he felt for such a son
a partiality almost bordering on injus-
tice towards the merits of othcr young
men—yet there were some parts of Ro-
bert’s tonduct that gave hi§ father ¢x-
treme uneasiness; a constant obstinacy
“in refusing to listen £6 any kind of ad-
vice,, a hasty friendship, at least hg
k3 thought
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thought it hasty, that his son had form-
ed with a young and expcensive libertine,
and his refusal to consent to lend an ear
to any matrimonial propositions, how-
ever advantagcous and flattering: all
these were sources of great anxicty to

his afiectionato parent.
Alr. Buatler, with constant c¢aecerful
ness, ol equal spirits, without scarce cver
“being confined, by isdisposition, to his
chamber, which heppened but very sel-
dom for more than two days, and who
never, for a cold or common malady,
kept himsclf shut up at home, deceivad
the world into a belief of his excellent
Chealth—but he could not deccive him-
self’; as, however, he never complained,
though his old friend Femnel knew he
was ratner of a dclicate temperament
when a young man, and that his spirits
then were dlways beyond his strength,
never doubted but that in his wnaturer
and declining age, as is -often the case,
when people have passed the Rubicon of
unhealthy
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unhealthy youth, he Wwas in the full en-
Jovment of the best of all carthly bless-
ings. ) ‘

Iiem in bis principles of religious be-
fiet as his valued friend Mr. Fennel, like
that friend Iie had never been guilty but
of thosr errors and frailtics witich he
felt " anble and fervent hope would
obitain [vudon from that great and bc
net -ont Being, 'those chict attribate i3
merev; and he lo(’]\od forward to the
awful changze which we must all under-
¥o, wnthnnt serror or dlanmy. His son
bound him closely to life; but that firm
yet fine cord he would not so much
heed the being loosed, if he could but
first see him enchained by the silky ones
of happy wedlock. Ile was a great .1(1-
vocate for matrimony, and rcmul i
as the best security of a vn'.tuuus hfc.r,
when engagedein By a yqung man of
good * and honom'ablc prmuplc but
whenever he *broachdd thessubject to his
son, Robert turned a deaf ear, or scoftpd

Ix 4 at,
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at his father’s haste to deprive him of
his darling liberty ; while it he chanced
“to touch upon marriage, after Robert’s
visits to the painter, a deep blush, a
marked agitation, or a smothered sigh,
scemed convineing proofs to Mr. Butler,
that his son had somc object of concealed
affection, whom he was fearful of avow-
ing openly.  His anxious desire, there-
tores of secing him beeome the husband
of his friend’s daughter, daily increased.

—“The girli is both rich and llandsome
thought he; “ and she is so'well brought
up, as to houscho]d affairs, that though
she has taste in dress, and ‘will never
discredit my son by her outward ap-
pearance, yct, by her good management,
she will save his fortune, and be a real
treasurc 'to him. Her¢romantic non-
sense, to be sure, just now makes her
seen ridi'culp‘us; but she is very young,
and all that will go off; she never, even
now, neglccés her 'dnty for her reading;
and she is one of the most affectionate of
daughters—
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daughters—conscqueritly she will prove
a kind and teader wife. T wonden if she
likes Robert; there is no, finding _wo-
men out; but that is mot their’ f'lult
they are taught disguisc from their very
cradles, under the name of modesty.
There i some bluntness and sifcerity
too «!. ... the girl; and if onc may jullge
by ¢ qppefxrancee, she does not like him
at a'l.  As to my obstinate bow, he
seems absolutely to .hate hér; he shuns,
her as much as possible, and will go no-
where it* he thinks she will be of the
party. She is a fine young creature too;
and if he would have gone to the fancy
ball the other night with me, I am sure
he would have admired her; even her
fantastic dress became her; and she dan-
ced, if not scientifically, yet with charm-
ing spirit, and some grace.”

Mr! Butler was just in i,hls train, of
thouglit when his son entered Never
was Robert sor cheerfiil nor so amiable
since his father had crossed his scheme

K5 of
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of travelling ovér the Continent; but
Robest had a point to carry, and he
came prepared to hear with patience and
good humour all the arguments held out
by his father in favour of hymeneal hap-
piness.

Thé old gentleman, full of the subject
thén nearest his heart, was resoived, at
once, ‘to speak his wishes, and know the
worst; it being near the hour of dinner,
he said—* You dine at home, Bob, 1
‘hope ?” ,

“ Oh yes, my dear sy and T will
pass thic afternoon with you also, it you
are not better engaged.”

“ 1o,” said Mr. Butler, with affected
indifference; “ I have somnce champaign,
highly spoken of, just come in, and I
waited for your opinion’ before I would
draw a cork of it.”

“ I shall be happy to give it to you
on so cxhilarating a subject,” said Ro-
bert, ]auglf-ing; as the father thought’
within himself, as he breathed a.faint

sigh—
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sigh— I fear that cuntenance, now so
sprightly, will be clouded with serious-
ness, and perhaps displeasure, when your
opiuion is asked on, perhaps a léss'gzly,
but assuredly a happier subject.”

Indeed both father and son required
some stimulus; and ¢he chahpaign,
that " _li-known clevator of the spirits,
tvas as much desired by onc as the other;
for, as Ovid jystls says— Wine whets
the wit.”

“ lf',”. Butler asked hir.nself', “ he has
~always been*co averse to hear only the
swofd matrimony mentioned, how will
he be when T propose to him a help-
mnate who, 1 am sure, he dislikes?”

Sometinies, as that thought darted
across his mind over a good dinner, to
which the livediness and urbanity of his
son gave additional relish, he thought—
“ Wty shouldeI dcstroy'.his° mirth—
why damp those charming spirits, and
make him, perhaps, Nate hi$ home, while
I thereby deprive myself of his sensible

K 6 gnd,
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and sprightly conversation? Oh, T will
let him be at peace with me, and happy
in himself! T feel pleasure only when
heis pleased ; ‘and at this moment, I think
T could not deny him any thing.”

Robert too, on his part, felt so de-
lighted to sce his father in such excellent
spirits, that he drcaded the idea ot mak-
ing hit angry, and therefore he thought
he would not urge the request he had
before deterinined to speak. Yet the
open kindness of his father’s manner, his
cheerfulness and familiarity, madec him
hope every thing; and before he took a
second glass of the super-excellent cham-
paign, and his father was clearing his
pipes by two or three hems, to com-
mencc the subject he now felt courage
and resolution to spcal. upon, Robert
abruptly introduced his, to the displea-
sure of his father; and proved, atter a
third glass, by his obstinacy and volu-
bility, that sometimes, « When the wine
is in, the wit is out.” His friend, was

not
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not well; his friend whs sick in a foreign
dand ; would he treat is friend, Mr. Fen-
nel, so?

« it is a very diffcrent case,” said Mr.
Butler, heated, like his son, by the cham-
paign, but not rendered convivial or
good-humoured ; “ it isa very different
case, |7 py—the friendship of Mr. Fen-
ttel and myself was founded on virtue;
we were neither libertines nor gamblers.”
. “ And who, sir,? said Robert, inso-
lently, “ is a gambler, or a libertine P
. < Yodr friend, sir; and you ought to
be ashamed to call such an one friend.”

“ §ir, you arc my father,” said Ro-
bert: “ you are licensed to say what
you please; if any other man had dared
to utter but half as much against Mr.
T.ovemore, 1 would have madé him bit-
terly repent it. If the young man has
been *guilty of some *errors, he has the
best heart in the world.”

* Can youw not defend?his love of
gaming also?” said Mr. Butler.

€ .Il]
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“ In some way I can,” said Robert,
“ because he played deep, at the comr-
mencement, from the most landable mo-
tivés; his giood luck at first, .though
now the goddess of chance most bitter-
ly frowns upon him, has, unhappily. made
the love of gaming his ruling passion.”

“ Well,” said Butler, sarcastically, « I
never® heard of a laudable motive for
gaming before.” S

“ Will you then, sir, choose to hear
me, before you repeat my words, in a
manner I should not have.expected from
one of your usual politeness ?” T

“ Certainly, my good fellow,” said
Butler, © and we will put politeness out
of the question, when a father remon-
strates with a son /”

Robert felt the reproof, and bowed
his head with filial vencration, as he
tenderly pressed the hand his fathér held
out to him. .

“ Depend upon it I ill hear you,”
resumed Butler, “for I think you never

found
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tound me unjust.” And now a cork
'bounced from unother bottle of the spark-
ling champaign. Ay! thcy arc small
lmw-mw.]\cd bottles; and we do hot be-
lieve they yet had drank more than half
a pint apicce; but whatever quantity
they Zad drank is no matter—it tertain-
ly ha® Lone them no good ; for it% ef-
fbets were only tetchiness, and a disposi-
tion -xtremely querulous. It is avon-
derful what an cffest the sceond glass of
the sccond bottle produced, which M.
Butler raiscdls to his lips, with the toast
of Niss Fenncl; and Robert burst into
a very indécomus]augh, as he drank her
health, and the speedy recovery of the
poor creature’s reason. .

“ Well, come, but what have you to
say concerning the praisewofthy con-
duct of your friend, in regard to gam-
ing ?* asked Mn Buticr. )

« Sir, he was distressed for cash; his
tailor’s bill was enormous; &nd the poor
fellew had a large family of children,

and
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and was on the eve of bankruptey.
Lovemore, noble fellow! was resolved to
discharge his debt, if any means could
be found: he repaired to one of those
modern hells, where a set of sharks suf-
fered him to win morc than his tailors
bill arhounted #¢o: they pressed hiin to
let*them take their revenge; J.ove-
more vold them he could stay no longer,
but:he would devote the next night to
them, and forfeit all. he had in revcision,
if they did not find his conduct hciour-
able. He almost flew to his tailor—dis-
charged his account; returned thic next
night, and as he played well, he was a
match for his adversarics, for fortune
again befriended him; he paid all his
trifling debts, and resolving to behave
in every ‘respect like a gentleman, as he
always does, he sold the reversion of
some handsome ptopersy attached “to his
estate, (alrecady heavily mortgaged) for
half its value, and, after:giving a great
part of it to succour miscry and indi-

gence,
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genee, he repaired again to the fatal

~drena, where so many fall a sacrifice:
he lost nearly all he then, possessed—
betted desperately, sametimes won, some-
times lost, and finished by becoming
minus two thousand pounds. I)ebts of
honour'must be paid; gtnerous f;'iends,
who l.yed him, and who had been
obliged by him, lent him moncy. An,
uncle died, and l.eﬁ‘hi,xh some thousands;
he paid his friends, but he was obliged
to quit the country, and that in debt to
hts different tradespeople : he is now on
a*sickbed in a foreign land. , Oh, sir!
suffer me to go and alleviate his pain by
my society, and by assisting him as far
as I am able.” :

“ You have made out a very pretty
tale,” said Butler; laughing, « tl.xat would
serve to swell the pages of a,modern
French novel : a ybung'spendshrift going
to the gaming-table tq defray his tailor’s
bill! How did'he know he ghould win?
He had better have gone on the road at

once,
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once, been brou;;ht to exccution, as he
deserved, and been reprieved through
the, tailor’s ,petition.  This would bhave
made quite as* pathetic a story as the
other.”

“ ‘;ix ” said Robert, “ you shock me
to. hear you thus sporting with the mi-
sonos of a fellow-creature. 1 ho,};e, how-
ever, as I have been candid enough “to
tell you the whole,of his errors, you will
2o longer refuse giving your consent.to
my taking atour on the Continent, in
order to join him at Paris. I iay be
the means of saving him from the hir-
pies whereby he is surrounded; 1 may
restore him to himself, by arousing him
to a prover sense of his own iscon-
duct.”

“ 1 hope such would’be your motive,”
said Bntler, gravely; ¢ but, as T am
tiuly sorry that you should form such a
friendship, so I, by no means, wish it to
continuc. * He is not i fit companion
for you: his fortune was once large—

his
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his family one of the first in the king-
dom; but his actions ignoble: his con-
duct is that of a hardened libertiye, and
he is become a gampler almost by pro-
fession.  How different was the friend-
ship that Lisrmied in carly youth! every
virtue, every exeellent prineiple tlmt an
adorn .;m‘ dignify the human hear t, are
cone ntrated in that of the trul\'-' good
and sincere Feandi s, s.;(‘u erotis to exeess,
hut never prodigal. * 1t is in your powsts
yet stroyger to cement ghe union be-
t’wcon this warthy man and me.”

¢ "Giy 17 said Robert, with,an air of
wonder, * I cannot comprchend you.”

“ You will, T hope, before we part,”
said Butler. :

“ My dear father,” said Robert, ¢ you
speak to me in Yiddles ; « as to any one
adding strength to the mutugl friend-
ship of Mr. Fenitel and yourself; that is
impossible ; you are gJready the Achilles
and Patroclus of the prcacnf day.”

“Indced we are,” resumed Butler,

“ and
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each say with Achilles,

when he mournced over Patroclus—

. 3

¢ If in the melan
The sames of 1ric
Yet mine shall o

Burn o1 through

baly vealms helow,

.
nds wnd fovers cease o ow,
cered Lasts mane. undecay'd,

deathy aa b anivate my shde!

Yes, my dear Robert, such .15 our
Jong-tried and mutual friendship : ditfe-
renc¢e of opinidn in dme trivial points,
*%. situation in after-life, nothing could
ever destroy the sacred bond, founded
in our youth on virtue<and purc cs-
tcem; it , has been rivetted closer by
years; and you must aid me in render-

ing it yet more
bility in wour

such is the mu
myself.;'for we
more thgu'l once
you will acced
not only permi
friend, but 1 wi
present, not onl

firm, for that is a possi-
power to achieve; and
tual wish of Fenncl and
> have falked this over
; and, now I tell you, if
e 'to ofir desires, I will
t you to visit your sick
11 make you a handsome
y to bear your travelling

expencecs,
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expencees, but also sufficient to adminis-
ser to his necessities.”

¢ Sir,” said Robert, brightening up,

I value your friend, the goodl "Mr.
Fennel, almost as much as you can do:
tell me, sir, how I can serve you? Ifit
is by moncy, the half, aw, the whole of
the in .pendence my mother left me,
shall 1\0'given up to him and you”

“wof air and soft‘y,” said Butler, asthc
charms of moncy shot acrdss his mm(Liq
“ T wish _you knew the valuc of winat
you poa.svss, Ietter than you do. Fen-
nel wants nothing of any one: he can
give his danghter a portion beyond that
of m;mv a rich noble’s danghter.”

¢ Heaven kpows,” interrupted  Ro-
bert, « she has need of something to get
hey off! and sowe sordid foo! br other
will, no doubt, take her for the suke of
her fortune ; hata herg as lw would the
sight of an old rubbishing volmne le-
gendary tales, that he could not under-

stand; and use her worse than a dog.”
“ Well,
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“ Well, sir, I mean this fermale to be
your wife,” said Butler, resolutcly.

“ My wife, sir! never—never, on any
conditfons, will T be brought {o marry
Miss Fenncl I

“ Why, T am sure,” resuuned the fa-
ther, endeavouring to conciilate the rising
anger of his son, * you cannot dény but
what the girl is very handsome.”

Lo Ah, sir, in a wify, [ look for iuore
-than beauty or riches.”

“ Why, what the devil would you
have? She is an excellent manager—-
not graced, to be sure, with thosc orna-
mental modern acquirements, which
wite is quite as well without, especially
if she is, like Miss Fennel, by no means
untaught, or even unaccomplished : she
sings prettily, draws wal, and if she-is
not mistress of musie, she plays on the
piano quite, well ‘enough for a dentle-
woman ; and she isfar from a bad dan-
cer. What can you wish for more in a
wife ?” :

“ As
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“ As to her being i excellent ma-
nager, sir,” said Robert, I am not so
particularly fond of these bustling house-
wives; my fortunc is sufii lcwnt t0 dm-
pense with such a homely endowment,
even though the woman of my choice
should come to me unportioned, ¢éxcept
in thu. ~dowry I mest require—virthe,
goud sense, and ".miability ”

“emnd, I am sm'c > replied Butder,
hastily, < that Miss Femel has no vige =
—she is of a sweet temper, and is quite
sensible umurf'h for any female. But I
have found you out; you speak of the
woman of your choice; yes, yes, sir,
there 1s, I am well convinced, some
powerful reason for your refysing the
wife [ had provided for y ou—your heart
is engaged clsewhere.”

Robert’s face beeae crimsoned; but
he saved himself»from’ being detecteg,
by an equivocation. ~ I declare to you,
sir,” said he, « I"have never yet scen the
female who has gained my hecart. But

why
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why should you wish me to contract a
marriage which I should detest ? forced
into, such ap union I will not be; in
this respect, which is to mark my future
happiness or misery in life, 1 will be my
own master, and choose for mysclf.
Miss Fennel i$' my aversion; as to her
be:futy, 1 scarce know whetler she is
Jhandsome or ugly ; the volume may be
very well bound, bui it is teo fuii of
~¢id black letter rubbish ; T would soongr
take an old folio of useful lcurning to
my arms than her, for thiit I could get
rid of as soon as I pleased. 1 remémber
once looking at her, and tninking her
pretty cnough ; buat I have quite forgot
now how she looked ; for I turned from
her with so much distaste, when she be-
gan her wah, wah, linge, that T felt my-
self in fetters till T could get away from
where she .‘was; ‘and, 'now 1 tell you,
once for all, whetk ¥ you pardon me or

not, I nevef will marry Miss Fennel !
“Then, sir,” said Butler, rising, “ you
for
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tor ever forfeit my favour; and now, if
you do go to join your libertinc com-
panion on the Continent, | will ngver
suffer you to come agan into my pre-
sence.”

¢ Then, sir, you have torn off' the
visor; and frbmﬂ affecting to be one of
the m: »{ indulgent fathers, you discover
ycurs~if'to be at once cruel, arbiirary,
areai1just.”

“ Bu it so,” said Butler; dnd ringing -
the bell—* Bring coffee directly,” said
hg, to the Servant.

. I'wish you good evening, sir,” said
Robcrt and rushed out of the house,
flushed with champaign, and ripe for re-
bellion against his parent.

The strong cup of Turkey coffee dis-
sipated the fumes of the wine,"as old
Butler sipped it in solitary silente.— I
have been too rash, thought le; “*1 hope
ke will .not be so.wl was wrong to
brcathe the mandate,\ven if the idea
crossed my mind, of ¢ ncver come again

VOL. IL L into,
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wnto my presence:’  Oh, how could
support the thought of never more be-
holding my darling boy !

Ilc rose from. the tea-table, and his
foot struck against a paper; it was a
letter, crumpled up, and directed to Mr.
Robert Butler : it bore on it the Paris
posc-mark, and being open, Mr.Butler,
senior; thought himsclf fully autnorized
to rrad it.  The following were thg, e

dents of this curious, epistle :—

“ DEAR BOR,

“ What the devil areyou about ?

Arc you not, at the age of six and twen-
ty, yet out of your leading-strings?
You must come to me, or I am a lost
man. "The deuce is in these I°rench
gamesters; they beat us all hollow ; and
even 70.4geet-noir, tlnt simple concern,
they know how to turn to the complete
ruin of svch gjuhb as we KEnglishmen.
Oh, Bob, had I but a friend like your-
self!
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el such society as yours would make
me forswear play, and we would travel
over the Continent towether thereb\
eratitying your (‘\(,(‘"Ql)t tastc, " while
you would fortity me in good principles :
for it is chiefly for your virtues I love
you, thouen, T fear, 1 shall never be able
to imi e so bright an example.  Wo-
wen, cards, dress, and public amuse-
TR, are nmy d( dight; and where shall
we find them in gredter pertection than.
in Paris? they assaii e with their se-
veral fus@inatipns, and 1 am completely
thur <love, You well know that drink-
ing had never aiy charms for e ; and
the French are the most sober sinners
in the world. 1 know you will hold out
a parcel of musty stuft about your duty
to the best of fathers, and all shat. I
lost mine when oo young to $ell whe-
ther 1, loved lmn or uo; and*all my
plans, dunno‘ the 3 lole of my short
busy hlc, have .bwn&}) cheafe my guar-
dians. Now, as you have always ex-
L% pressed
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pressed yourself averse to give a mo-
ment’s pain to your old dad, I beseech,
you, by t hat friendship you have long
professed for 'so worthless a raseal as my-
self, that you will, for my sake, (and,
who knows, perhaps it may be for my
soul's sake) cordescend for once to de-
ceive old Squaretoes, and tell hinr'a good
round lie, so that I may be enabled to
put. our new scheme into executio,
~while 1 Lave three or four hundred left,
out of the thousands poor nunky be-
queathed me. Tell the old boy, your
father, that I am languishing or - sick-
bed, and at the point of death : only
once get here, no matter how, and then
you can write home, that I am so ill the
air of Italy is recommended to me, and
that you cannot leave me, in such an en-
feebled state, to travel alone; then, my
boy, hie! we arg off; and jovial travel-
lers we will be. Give me credit now
for this scheme, énd aid it all in your
power. In about a year and a half I

shall
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shall be master of my cstate, which,
sFleaven knows, I have rendered in a
fine shattered condition. | Deuce  take
the old hunks, my fatker, for not mak-
ing me of age till twenty-five! because
he remarks in his will, T shall then cer-
tainly have attained the ‘years ot discre-
tion. \Vhat do you think of me, Bbb?
I must be d—n—1ly altered, if I become
Mrsezget in so shert o time.  But come
along, give the old .one thé go-by, if be
docs not choose to let you come to me,
after ym:r pigiable tale about my health,
whicl acver was better; and lets you
and 1, if lic belicves you, laugh in our
sleves to think how nicely we’'ve done
him. Now, Bob, I expect no scruples
of conscience; by my honour, you are
dojng an actiony the most meritorious!
for if any thing can save me, ind make
me a worthy man, it is you: (od bless
you, my dear futue, Mentor!
“\/ours,a‘
“ GEORGE LOVEMORE.”
L3 “ And
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“ And yvou, my son,” thought Bt
as tears involuntarily tlled s cyes,
“ yvou have consented thuv -, deeed
father, who has- been vouer dfiead and
companion, and never deined vou  n
his whole life, one request that was rea-
sonablé,  Oh, Robert, because v ontd
snatch you from the fatdd vortex into
which'improper connexions willl soon
or later, plunge the - msuspocting - At
amwary, you' can offoud yonr Mak by
a falschood, brave a parent’s anger,  ud
forfeit for ever, on convistion of youy
duplicity, his good opinion!  He .o pain.
ful to the feclings of a fond finher is the
proof that a son, whom he always thought
sincere and candid, almost to a fault,
should aid the deceptions of a wicked
profligate, and tell a lie, with an unblush-
ing countenance, to him to whom his
heart ought at all times to be- most
open!” o,

Full of ttese ankious reficetions, But-
ler sought, in vain, repose: he desired

the
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avt o his son'to sit up for him;
wotelf ocdeam of hope that Robert
siguit fis home, i in the lmj)ul\e
L s b never gravelled without

o .
chinl et

1. % CHAP-
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CHAPTER XL

es0srrsrssrTrrIn

George Lovemore, 1isq.

Grorer Lovemore, the friend of Ho-
bert Butler, was the son of a ucntk
man of very libertine and depraved con-
duct, and amongst his vices, in his latter
years, drunkenness stood pre-cminent;
to which stupifying vice, having thercby
alimost loss the use of his limbs, he fell
a martyr, at the time that his only son
had attained his ninth year.

The mother of the present (:xcowc
Lovemo.e was a beauty—a womran of
good family, but swall fortune: her
manners were most attractive; her wit
poignant, and she scemed to unite all

the
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the udvantages of  variety in onc;” but
she wie 2old-hearted, and a miser. She,
howe: =, was the best wife in the wprld
lor -id Lovemore, who was of a very
expeusive turn, where only self-gratifi-
catior: was copcerned ; for he gave no-
thing aw ay, though he squandered much
on his plumu es. This hidcous fault’of
cotctourness she encouraged ; but she
iy sed his estata; and, after her lnus-
band’s -i: *in, JudICIODSly selected for her
son or - .f the best of tutors, in the per-
sow oi a liber#leminded and truly pious
clergvinan. He it was who instilled
into the heart of his pupil those good
principles, and virtuous feelings which,
in spite of the disadvantages of his birth,
in having such parents, often burst forth
amidst his wildes§ excesses, and "gained
him the unshaken friendship of the ex-

cellentaminded Rabert Butlet. )
Unfortunately Mws, Lovemore, who
had always kept the youngeheir very
scanty in funds, died before he had at-
L5 tained
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tained the age of twentv-one. At her

1

instigation, the father bad made a wilk

signifving that his son should not he put
in poss:cssiun of the fumily estate till be
had attained the disercet age of twenty-
five.  Alas! his fathor was very indis-
creet at that ade. L\ twenty-one, how-
Cver. many restrictions on Cecorge Love-
Jmore’s wajority were taken off, and be
had. by the ndvir-'v_ o s nruders~To-
ther, who was, ceneraliy, his besotted
fathe:s oracle, two exeellent guardians
appointed to wateh over*him—men of
tried integrity, as were the trostecs, wha
carcefuliv attended to the coneerns of a
fine estute, that, however, the heir found
means to foad with mortgages, while he
sold all the reversions he could—for there
are always unprineipled men to be found
ready to” oblige a young heir of good
e\:po('t:'x'timis, to-lenddhim money at ex-
orbitant interest, ig id 1o buy up rever-
sions for a*nere S()lli.',.
The most serious and important loss
that
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that yeung 3 .ovemord sustained, indeed
murch realer than that of cither of his
parc:: -~ was that of his wvorcnd Jen-
tor Just as the bll‘ll)hll" enter- 1 his
seveneen' year. e was then judeed
too 14 1 have another governor :
and  Meeo Lovemore tiought, too, it
wie an’ expenee that might well® be

spovoas e was about twcnl)"\\hvn

Neoeav Tis nm.th-\r: nxious cncs.lmt

">

astop oy by the Lid of *death. \hv
E:M ©ed him, as mmh as a heart
s, i war med by an\' of the social
alviioow, could love.  Her marriage
with his father had been one of in-
terest solely ¢ she et him have as much
wine and brandy as he chose to drink ,
happy when he had discontinued to give
her the most glaring proofs of s infide-
lity, and not sorry, when she found her-
self a eich widow, with. a hardsdine joi.n-
ture, oyer and abowg immense sums she
had saved and, hoard®d, and which she
had destined to her poor relations.

L0 George
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George was inclined to love his pretty
mother; but she kept lim so bare, and-
SO rcstl;ainod him in his litth requisite
expences, that he took a rooted hatred
against stinginess ; and, with all the ar-
dour of youth, and a disposition natural-
ly generous, he'rushed into the contrary
extreme, and became a confirmed spend-
thrift. His mother’s name was hated
throagh the village ; <hic gave awasp s
we recorded above, nothing.

Resolving to act directly opposite to
his parents, George gave irdiscriminate-
ly to all; he found his father and mo:
ther were disliked—he endeavoured all
he could to be loved.  The pleasure of
secing his gencrosity appreciated, the
sweet sounds from the blessings of the
poor, that followed him, whercver he
went, the consciousness that he deser-
ved their praises, wereyqat first, sufiicient
rewards, and encour#ged him in the con-
tinuance ofsthe glorious ‘ask he had set
himsclf to perform. At length, he found

vanitye
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vanity makiny such bold inroads into his
mind, {hat he fert ashamed of himself,
as he was one day perusing g letter, from
his ...»rcasad tutor, in, which one passage
struck him forcibly—“ Never do good
for the zke of man’s applanse let your
act~ of beneficence be tor” the approba-
tion of Vour own heart: seck out humble
amil medest poverty, and heed not the,
p?iii’nc, +oi the ml,nltitu_('ie, who will forget
all vou- former benefits, ‘when their
own 1...conduct may render it prudent
fe. vou to withklraw your bounty. Ne-
ver be invlarge arrcars with the trades-
man who has a numerous famlly for
the time that may elapse before you can
defray your debt, may, perhaps, reduce
him and that family to the verge of beg-
gary.”

Lovemore pressed the lettet to his
lips, and dropped a tear over it? it was
like a ferewell warntng; the good cler-
wyman had wsitten %t wheh he was
obliged, from severe indisposition, to

seek
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seek change of air, and his pupil never
beheld him more.

George now penetrated into the dwell
ings of concealed misery, and hie soon
began to do good for its own sake alone.
he felt the applause of iy own heart;
the drunken and the idle, trom whom
only he withdrew his former’ Lounty,
till they shoutd vetorn thewr wavs, failed
noteto sav he wasa c‘*»’sp 0i’ the o dehlmx,
,m[d nothing ¢ise conld ! w expected from
the son of a seltish profligate and an eva
ricious mother.  [Te hjud  suttorcd S0
much himselt” from  the bradality  of
drunkenness, when he was a little boy,
at which time his father. when in o state
of senscless intoxication, would pull his,
hair, pinch, kick. and otherwise mal-

treat him, that young George took :
rooted aversion to the degrading vice.
To this'contluct in hig father, orsto the
avarice of' his motier, however, the
young ma% never reverted. even to his
dearest friend; and though he felt no
parﬁcular



SCOTCII NOVEL READING. 231

particular reverence for the ties of pa-
eentage, yet hedield their ashes sacred,
and spared their memeory.

But it is not to be crapected that the
seion from such a stoc.. should be per-
feet:  George owed all his good quali-
ties to his excellent tutm?and pufch also
to the eonstant contemplation of vice
uader its hideous form, which gave him
Mutaste and hzltre(Lt( vards it; but mortr
perhaps beeause hewas o sufferer from,
those viees, wiicel served t') render thom
still mor¢ odisgis in his cves.

. 'Theresare, however, other vicees that
wear a more chgaging wspeef.  Love-
more could casily avoid those monsters,
CAvariee and Drunkenness; t!lcy there-
fore could find no place in his bosom;
bug when his m(.mrning for hig mother
was over, he beeame the vietin to all
the attacks of prqdigality : m Mer most
seductive forms, smerctricious beauty
-spread her snyres to® enticg; public a-
musements presented not only a scene
to
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to inflame the passions, but rivalled all
the enchantments heshad read of i
Fairyland ; and his warm temperament
and love of pleasure, rendered him i
of the most notorious of libertines in the
world of fashion.

It was wnong the haunts of her vota-
ries that Jlobert Butler first becime ac-
quainted with him. Robert was charns.
ed with his good breeding, his gimerd
information, constant cheerfulne: . vnd
always gentleman-like conduct, when
in clegant society ; but Lovemore, amoug:
his fellow-rakes, could break windows
knock down watchmen, and conclud:
many of his cvenings at the finishing
houses. Amongst all this dissipation,
however, a thousand instances of good-
ness of Heart, of unbounded beneficenge,
would burst forth. Robert and he were
impelled towards. each. other, by.much
similarity of disposition in this respect;
but then Robert, chough.gay and lively,
was always correct; he often checked

the
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i . exrherant sallies of his new acquaint-
aiee. adooften gdmonished, while he
rould 2ot forbear sometimes laughmg at
his fidlis, Never u)u]d Lovemore be
otfendod with any thing Butler said;
A this uceidental  acquaintance  was
or. tipened into the tirmdt friendship.

We gave a briel account in our last
chapter, Of the ciibarrassments of George
SBvemgre, “lnch \cnt'lum on the Cen-
vnent. and the hlst cause bt his ﬁrst
uqmutmn the guming- tablo till he im-

Sibed 2 futal lewe of play. "Llis father’s
vanger Wrother had acquired a small
fortune in hidia, and, dying a bachelor,
hic bequeathed it to his nephew.  George
had found all his sammer fricnds forsake
him in the hour of adversity, except
Robert Butler; thc} now came around
him like sharks; but he gave them, as
he called it, the slp, .md told Mo cne
but Robgrt where he was going. One
old faithful servant, Wwho hgd grown
grey in his father's establishment, was
the
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the constant companion of his fortunes.
and swore never to leswve him, living ¢
dying.

Timothy Rawlins was one of thosc
rare beings often to be met with, un-
learncd, simple, and eredulous, but po-.
sessea of a heart of the moest sterling va-
lue; he had loved the young heir, whoa
he had scen born, from his carlicst .in-
fancy—almost wept. for the privations
he often saw him endure, and could not
help wishing for his emancipation. e
Judged better of his young master than
he deserved; but yvet he remained faith-
fully attached to hLim; thbugh, simyl
and educated in the country, he could
never have believed there had been such
scenes in the whole world as those to
which his :naster led him in this mgtro-
polis; s#nd he was on his knees, every
morning and night, in fervent, prayers
for poor Mr. lLovemore’s reformation,
who, theugh inf another guess way, he

would
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wouj Fen say to himself, was as wicked
as hi. . master.

“ T+ 1 want a French segvant,” spid
Lov- -are to him, as he put an hundred
pound note into his hand—*“so, God bless
you, “'d boy! I am sorry to part with
you:; but yon are too old to’accom’pany
me in my’ travels.”

% Please, sir, to take back your Bit of
paper,” eaid Timothy; * I want nothing
of you; 1 have twelvg pounds a- -year of
my own to live on, and I want nothma
moye; suffer me; only to live with you,
.fmd do foreyou, and be all the sarvice I
can to you, as long as I live.”

“ Tinothy,” said Lovemore, <1 am
almost as poor as yourselt.”

« Ah, but that will all be put to rights
in a ycar-and-a-hall; or the like o’ that'n.”

“ You mistake, Tim; my cstaje will
be scarce worth a rgsh te me,+ 1 Have so
loaded it with mortgages; and whatso-
ever I could, I Lupve soM the weversions

of.  Where the devil, then, amn I to get
money
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money to buy off these heavy de-
mands ?”

“ Why, to be sure, not at the cursed
gaming-table, sir, begging your pard 2,
with which you are so *fatecalcd.”

“Well,” said Lovemore, with a shrug
of aftected indifference, © so it is, Tim;
aind I must look to the board of areen
cloth to save me from poverty.”

« I am main sorry.” said Timathy, not
comprehending the wit of his master,
“ to hear George Lovemore, esquire, ot
T.ovemore Ilall, make mention o the
word poverty ; but you know best whei
the board o’ green cloth can do for you;
you shouldw’t then, sir, T think, if 1
might be so bold as to advise, leave
Lunnon till you know; for that board
sits, ddesn’t it, sir, at Spring-gardens, or
there awvay ?”

Lovemere burst into a hearty laugh
at honest Tin:othy’s simplicity.—-*“ Why,
Tim, my,old lad,” said he, « the board

of
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ofgre , cloth that I mican, is that where-
on w. ‘favat cardg and dice.”

“ Goi! forgive you, sir, for Jestmo‘ on
such ~ vlace of destructioy ! that is” the
way to bring any one to poverty, instead
of kerning un from it. However, sir,
that makes no odds to me.””Oh, str! I
wolld wofk for you, while T Zas arms
and, strerigth left; and I'll take upon
me to sgy, that, through my cgsurtiogs
you sha'l never want e

“ Oh, I hope,” sald IL.ovemore, “ ho-
nest Tim, that we shall nevet be reduced
to that.”

“ Ah, sir, forgive me,” said Timothy,
“ but if you will go on to nail yourself
every night to that cursed gaming-
table—" d

“You are impertinent, sir !” said Love-
morc; « I shall do what T plegge; so
begone, and let me know, what is owing
to you for wages.”

“ Nothmg sir,” said ¢he faighful ser-

vant;
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vant; “ you owe mec nothing but your
love.”

Lovemore was affected.—« Timothy,”
said 'he, you know well that I regard
you, for your constant fidclity towards
me; but my income is now very limited,
and I canitut afford to keep two men-
servants; I must have a Frerich valét.”

“.Ah, sir, and so you would turn. me
away for a French parl Yy woo, that may-
hap will rob and c’ncat you? while T—
Oh, sir! let me follow you through the
world! I never will beqany ‘expence to
you.” . ’,

“ Pack up my clothes,” said L.ove-
more, wiping the back of his hand across
his eyes, “ and let us be off as soon as
we can.”

“ I may go with you then ?”

“ OJ.\ yes, yes—I will not part with
you ; ‘e as quick as you can.”
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