


1t grew dark. In a moment of un-
. governable passion, ~ Argyle's ardour
Jrighter®d me.  see page 19.
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INTERESTING MEMOIRS

And Amorous Adventures

OF

HARRIETTE WILSON.

> B

I'saary not say why and how I became, at the
age of fifteen, the mistress of the Earl of Craven.
Whether it was love, or the severity of my father,
tbe depravity of my own heart, or the winning arts of
the noble lord, which induced e to leave my pater-
nal roof, and place myself under his protection,
docs not now much signify ; or 'if it docs, I am not
in the humour to gratify curiosity in this matter. I
rcsided on the Marine Parade, at Brighton, and at
fifteen became the mistress of Lord Craven. He
was, in fact, a dead bore, and had no peculiar in-
terest for a child like mryself, in short I soon found
that I had made but a bad speculation, by going
from my fatlier to Lord Craven. I was even mote
‘afraid of the latter, than I had been of the former.
Not that there was any particular harm iri the mag,"
‘beyond his fooleries; but we never suited nor undag
stoad each other. ’ , 0

I was not depraved enough to determWe, immédi-
‘ately, on a new choice, and yet [ often thought aboyt
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it. How, indced, could I do olherwise, when the
Honorable Frederick Lamb was my constant visitor,
and talked to me of nothing else? However, in jus-
tice to myself, 1 must declare, that the idea of the
possibility of deceiving Lord Craven while I was
under his roof, never once entered into my head.
Frederick was then very handsome, and certainly

. tried with “all his soul, and with all his strength,”

to convince me that constancy to Lord Craven, was
the grcatest nonsense in the world. I firmly beliewe
that Frederick Lamb sincerely loved me, and re- .
gretted that he had no fortunc to invite me to share
with bim. Lord Melbarn, his father, was a good
man, not one of your stifi-laced moralizing fathere,
who preach chasti y and forbearance to their chil-

.dren.  Quite the contrary, he congratulated his soa

o the lucky circumstances of his friend Craven
having such a fine girl. No such thing, answered
Frederick Lamb, I am unsuccessful there. Harrietde
‘will have nothiog at tall to do with me. Nonsense !
rejoined Melburn, in great surprise, I never heard

“any thing half so ridiculous. 'l be girl must be mad?
I thonght so the other day, when I met her gallop-

ing about, with her feathers blowing, and her thick
dark bhair about her ears. I’ll speak to Harrictte
for you, added his lordship, afier a long pause, and
then continued repeating to himself, in an under
tone, not have my son indeed ! six fecthigh! a fine,

“‘stfaight, handsome, noble, young fellow ! I wonder
‘what she would have!

“In truth I scarcely knew myself; but something

't determined on ; so miserably tired was I of Craven,

and his sailing boats, and his ugly cotton nightcap.

‘Surely, 1 would say, all men do not wear those
‘shotkihg ‘cotton nightcaps; else alt women’s illusi-
. ‘ops had hgen destroyed on the first night of their
tarriage!
‘tlightcap the Prince of Wales wears? Then I west

. I wonder, thought I, what sort of a
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on to wonder, whethes the Prince of Wales would:
think me so beautiful, as Frederick Lamb did?.
Next I reflected that Frederick Lamb -was youhiger
than the Prince; but then again, a Prince of W&Eo:!'
1 was undecided: my heart began to soften. I;
thought of my dear mother, and wished I had never
left her. It was too laic, however, now. My father
would not suffer me to return, and, as to passing my
life, or any more of it, with Craven, cotton, night-
cap and all, it was as bad as death! Thus musing,
I listlessly turned over my writing book, half in,
the humour to address the Prince of Wales. A sheet
of paper covered with Lord Craven’s fooleries deci-
ded me, and | wrote the following letter.

" “Iam told that I am very beautiful, so perhaps
you would like to sec me; and I wish that, since so
many are disposed to love me, one—for in the.
humility of my heart, | should be quite satisfied with
one—would be at the pains to- make mec love him.
In the mean time, this is all very dull work, sir, and
worse cven than being at home  with my father: so,.
if you pity me, and believe you coald-make me in,
love with you, write: lo me, and direct to the pogt,
offiec here.  Yours, “Harrierte WiLsox.” .

By return of post, I received an’ answer nearly to~
this effect : 1 believe from Colonel Thomas. ¢ Miss

Wilson’s letter has been received by the noble indi-
vidual to whom it was addressed. If Miss Wilson -
will come to town, shc may have an interview, by |
directing her letter as before.” , '

I answered this note directly, addressing my -
Ietter to the Price of Wales. )

Sir,—To travel fifty-two_ mile, this bad weathe,
merely to sec a man, with only the given number of |
‘lags, arms, fingers, &c. would, you must admit.be,
madness, in a girl like myself, surrqunded by hum-
ble admircrs, who aye ever ready to travel any dis-
tance for the honor of kissing the tip of herlitle .
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fingers but if you can prove to'me, that you are one
bit better than.any man, who may be ready to at-
tend my bidding, I’il €’en start for London directly.
So if you can do any thing better, in the Way of
pleasing a lady, than ordinary men, write directpy ;
if not, adieu, Monsieur le Prince. I won’t say
Yours, by day or night, or any kind of light;
because you are too impudent.
. “HARRIETTR.”

It was necessary to put this letter into the post
office myself, as Lord Craven’s black footman would
have been somewhat surprised at its address. Cross-

“ing the Steyne, I met Lord Melburne, who joined
me immediately. Where is Craven? said his lord-
ship, shaking bands with me. Attending to his.
military duties at Lewes, my lord. And where’s
my son Fred? asked his lordship. I am not yoar
son’s keeper, my lord, said 1. No! What the
devil can you possibly have to say against my son’
Fted? Good heavens! my lord, you frighten me!
I never recollect to have said a single word against
your son; why should I? Why, indeed! said
Lord Melburne. And since there is nothing to be
said against him, what excuse can you "make for’
using him soill 7 I don’t understand you, my lord.
Why, said Lord Melburne, did you not turn the
poor boy out of your house, as soon as it was dark,
a[th’ough Craven was in town, and there was not the
shadow of an’excuse for such treatment? ) '
At this moment, and before 1 could recover from’
my surprisc at the tendernegs of seme parents, Fred--
_erick Lamb joined us. Fred, my boy, said Leowd"
Melburne, I’ll leave you two together, and I fancy
you will. find  Miss Wilson more reasonable. H:Zg B}
touched his hat to me, and laughed loud and hearti- -
1y, .at_his father’s interference.  So  did I, the
nioment he. was safely out of sigltt, and then I told
him of my answer to the Prince’s letter, 4t which he
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laughed still more. He was charméd with me, for -
refusing his Royal Highness. Not, said Frederick,
that he is not as handsome and graceful.a man as any
in England ; but I hate the weakness of & woman
who knows not _how to refuse a prince, merely:bes
cause he is a prince. ST
Frederick Lamb now began to plead hisown
eause. I must soon join my regiment in Yorkshire,
said he:—he was, at that time, Aid-de-camp to Ge-
neral Mackensie:—Geod knows when we may meet
again. I am sure you will not long continue with
Lord Craven. . I foresee what will happen, and yet,
when it does, I think I shall go mad. For my part,
I felt flattered and obliged by the affection Frederick
Lamb evinced toward me; but I was still notin
love with him. _ , .
At length, the time arrived when poor Frederick
Lamb could delay his departure from Brightonno
longer.  Qur parting scene was rather tender; for
the last ten days, Lord Craven being absent, we had
scarcely been scparated an hour during the whole
day. 1 had begun to feel the force of habit, and
Frederick. Lamb really respected me, for the perse-
verance with which 1 had resisted his urgent wishes,
when he would have bad me deceive Lord Cravem
He had ccased to torment me with his wild fits-of
passion, as had at first frightened me, and, by these
incans, he had obtained much more of my con;
fidence." o
Two days after his departure for Hull, Lord
Craven returned to Brighton, where he was inamedi-
ately informed, by some spiteful cnemy of mine, that
I had been, during the whole of his absence, openly
intriguing with Frederick Lamb. In consequenee
of this. information, one evening, when I expected
his retarn, his servant brought me the following
letter, dated Lewes : —

- n
- . N
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: “A friend of mine. as informed me of what has
been going on at Brighton. This information,ad-
* ded 0 what I have seen with my own eyes.-of you¢
intiacy. with Frederick Lamb, oblige me to declate
that we.must separate. Let me add, Harriette, that
you might have done any thing with me, with enl;
a little more conduct. ‘As it is,allow me to wish
you happy, and further, pray inform me, if in any
way, a-la distance, I can promote your welfare.
o : “CraveN?
“This letter complcted my dislike of Lord Cravex:
I answered it immediately as follows:— - == « -
‘ “ My Lord,; e
© “Had I ever wished to deceive yom, I'liave the
wit to_have done it successfully; but yeu are old
enough to be a better judge of human nature, than
to have suspected me of deception. In the pleni-
tude of your condescension, you are pleased to add.
that I ‘might have done any thing with you, with
oanly a little more conduct,” now I say, and from my
heart, the Lord defend me from ever doing any-
thing with you again!—Adieu. ‘
“Hanrrierrs.”
+ My present situation was rather melancholy and
embarrassing, and yet I felt my heart the lighter for
my lease from him, without its being my own act
and deed. It is my fate; thought I, for I never
wronged ihis man. ‘ '
The nevt morning, while I was considering what
was to. become of me, I received a very affectionate
letter from Frederick Lamb, dated Hull. He dared
not, hie said, be selfish enough to ask me te share}}:;z
pouerty, and yet he had a kind of presentiment, that
he should not lose me. My case was desperate, for
I had taken 4 vow not to remain another night
finder Lord Craven’s roof. John therefore;, the
,,fﬁomtman was desired to secure me a place in the mail
r Hull. We continued there for about three
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months, and then came to London. Fred. Lamb’s
phssion increased daily; but I discovered onour.
arrival in London, that he was a voluptuary, some-
what worldly and selfish. My cemforts were not
considered. I lived in extreme poverty, while he
contrived to enjoy all the luxuriee of life; and suf-
fered me to pass my dreary evenings alone, while he
frequented balls, masquerades, &c. Secure of my
counstancy, he was satisfied—I was not. 1 felt I de-
served better from him. :

I asked Frederick one day, if the Marquis of Lorne
was as handsome as he had been represented to me.
'The finest fellow on earth, said Frederick Lamb, all
the women adore him ; and then he went on to re-
late various anecdotes of his Lordship, which strong-
ly excited my curiosity. Soon after this, he quitted
town for a few weeks, and I was left alone in
Lordon, without money, or, at any rate, with very
little ; and Frederick Lamb, who had ‘intruded him-
£0if on me at Brighton, and thus been the cause of
my separation from Lord Craven, made himself
happy, because he believed me faithful, ghd .cared
not for my distresses.. The idea disgusted me; and.
in a fit of anger, I wroté as follows: " .

~ “ If the Marquis of Lorne will walk up to Duke’s
Row, Somer’s-town, he will meet a most lovely
cirl.”’ ' .
This was bis answer :— “If you are but balf as
‘lovely as yot think yourself, you must be well worth
knowing; but how is that to be done? nof in the .
streot; but come to No. 39, Portland-street, and ask =
for me. . o , “LoRrNE.”:
My reply was this:—“No; our first meeting,
must be on the high road, in order that' I may have,
room to run away, in case 1 don’t likeyou, = . |, .
. o . “Hanrig?TE.” |,

‘The- Marquis refeined :—* Well then, fair lady,,

to-motrow, at foyr, near the tarnpike, look for me;
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oft ' horseback, and then, you know, T can gallop
away.” - . “LorNE.”

- "We'met. T'he Duke, (he has since succeeded to
that title) did not gallop away: and for my pait, I
bad neversecn a countenance half so beautitully ex-
pressive. T was afraid to look at it, lest a closer
examination might destroy all the niew and delight-
ful sensations his first glance had inspired in my
breast.” His manner was most gracefully soft and
polished. We walked together for about two hours.

1 never saw such a suny, happy countenance as
your's in my whole life, said Argyle to me, Oh,
butI-am happier than usual, to-day, answered I, very
naturally.  Before we parted, the duke knew as
much of me, and my adventures, as I knew myself.
He was very anxious to be allowed to call on me.
And how will your particular friend, Frederick °
Lawb, like that?> enquired I. The duke laughed;
and said, do me the honor some day, to dine or sup,
~ with ‘me at Argyle House. I shall not be able to

run away, if I go there, 1 answered, laughingly, in
allusion “to my last note. Shall you want to run
away from me? said Argyle; and there was some--
thing unusually. beautiful and eloguentin his counte-
nance, which brought a deep blush into my cheek.
I thicn assented to meet him the next day,

I returned to my home, in unusual spiritss they
were alittle damped, however, by the reflection that
1 liad been deing wrong. I cannot, I reasoned with-
mysetf, T feur, become what the world calls a steady,
pradent, virtvous woman. ‘I'hat time is past, even
if T was ever fit for it.  Still I must distinguish my-
seff*from those, in the like unfortunate situations, b
strict probity and love of truth: T will always ad-.
here to goud faith, as long as any thing like kind-
ness or . hotorable priociple is.shown toward me:
and, ‘when' I ajp i1l used, T will leave my lover,.
rathér than deceive him. 1 must’ tell Fréderick to
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night, as soon as he arrives from the country, that I
have written to, and walked with Lorne. So mused
and thus rcasoned 1, till [ was interrupted by Frede-
vick Lamb’s loud koock at my door. :

He will be in a fine passion, s1id I to myself, in
excessive trepidation; and I was in such a hurry to
bave it over, that I re ated all immediately. To my
equal joy and astonishment, Frederick Lamb was
not angry. From his manner, I could not help
gucssing that his friend Lorne had often been found
a very powerful rival. I could sce through the de-
light he experienced, at the idea of possessing a
woman whow, his vanity persuaded him, Argyle
would sigh for in vain: and, attacking me on my
weak point, he kissed me, and said, I have the most
perfect estecem for my dear little wife, whom I can, I
koow, as safely trust with Argyle, as Craven trusted
her with me. , :

Areyou quite sure? asked I, merely to ease my
conscience.  Were it not wiser to advise me not to
walk about with him? No, no; said Frederick
Leantb, it is such gooil fun ; bring him up every day
to-Somer’'s Town and the Jew’s Harp house, there
to swallow cider and sentiment, -Make him walk
up here as many tiwes as you can, dear little Harry,
for-the honor'of your sex, and to punish him for de-
claring, as he always does, that no woman, who will
not fove him at once, is worth his pursuit. .

You are a ncater figure than the Marguis of
Lorne, said I to Frederick.

Lorne is growing fat; answered Lamb ; but, tg is
the most active creature possible, and appears ligl_)_tef
than any wan of his'weight, I éver saw; and 'then
he is, without any exception, the highest bred tnan
m-Bygland. o
© And you desirc and permit me to walk about the
country with him ?—Yes, do trot him often up here.
I waut to have a laugh against Lorne. And yoyare
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not jealous? Not at all, said Frederick Lamb, for
1 am seciire of your affections. I must not deceive
this man, thought I, and the idea began to make me
melancholy. My only chance, or rather my only
excuse, will be his leaving me without the means of
existence. This appeared likely; for I was too
shy, and too proud to ask for money ; and Frederick
Lamnb encouraged me in this amiable forbearance.
The next morning, my heart beating unusually
high, I' attended my appointment with Argyle. [
hogped, nay almost expected to find him there before
me. [ paraded near the turnpike five minutes, then
grew: angry; in- five more I became wretched; in
five more, downright indignant; and, in five more,
wretched again—and so returned home. This,
thonght, I, shall be a lesson to me hereafter, never to
meet 3 man ;- it is unnatural; and yet I had felt it
perfectly natural to return to the person whose
society had made me so happy. No matter, reason-
éd I, we females mpst not suffer love or pleasure to
glow-in our eyes, until we are quite sure of a return.
We must be dignified! I now began to consider
myself with feelings of the most painful humility.
Suddenly T flew to my writing desk; I will soon
convince him, thought I, that I am not accustomed
to be slighted ; and then 1 wrote to his grace, as
follows:  ° : S
© “ It was very wrong and very bold of me, to have
soaghit your acquaintance in the way 1 did, my lord ;
and'I entreat” you to forgive and forget my childish
thlly,‘ as completely as 1 have forgotten the oecasion
of it.” - T .
~_“t1have not quite, deserved this contempt from
?'oiu, and, in that cogsolatory reflection, 1 take my
eave; ‘not in anger my lord; but only with the stendy
determination, ta profit by the humiliating Jesson

L) i I

N L
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you have given me, as never to expose myselfto’ the
like contempt again.
Your most obedient gervant;- ¢ -
HarnrieTre WiLdiom®s
Having put my letter into the post, I passed a
. restless, night ; and the next morning, beard-ihe
knock of the two-penny postman, in exteme agita-
tion. He brought me, as | suspected, an answer
from Argyle, which is subjoined. :

“You are not half vain enough, dear Harriette.
You ought to have been quite cerfain that any ma
-who ‘had once met you, could fail in a second
ag)pointmént, but frem unavoidable accident—and,

if you ‘were oiily half as pleased with Thursday mer-

ning, as T was; you will meet me to-morrow, inthe

same place at four, Pray, pray, come.”
: * LomrNr”

I kissed the letter, and put it into my bosom,
ﬁrateful for the weight it bad taken off my heart.

ot that I was so far gone in love, as my readers
may imagine; but 1 had suffered severely - from
wounded pride. The sensations which Argyle had
inspired me with, were the warmest, 1 had ever
experienced. Nevertheless, I could not forgive him
quite so easily as this, either. I recollected what
Frederick Lamb bad said about his vanity. No
doubt, thought I, he thinks it was nothing, to have
paraded me up and down that open turnpike road,
in the vain hope of seeing him, It shall now be his
turn : and I gloried in the idea of revenge.

The hour of Argyle’s appointment drew uigh,
arrived, and passe(%‘ away, without my leaving my
house, To Frederick Lamb 1 related” every thing,
presented him with Argyle’s letter, and acquainted
him with ' my determination not to meet his grace,
% How gaod ! said Frederick Lamb, quite delighted.
“ We: dine together, to-day, at lady Holland’s, and
1 mean to ask him, before every body at table, whay
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- be thinks of the air about the turnpike in Sofher’s- -
town.”

The next day 1 was surprised by a letter, not, as 1
anticipated, from . Argyle, but from the late Tom
Sheridan, only son of Richard Brinsley Sheridan.
I'bad, by mere accident, become acquainted with
ibat very interesting young man, when quite a ehiid,
from the circumstance of his having paid greut
attention to one of my elder sisters. He requested e
to allow him to speak a few words to me, whencver
] pleased. - Frederick Lamb having gone to Brocheit
Rall, in Hertfordshire, I desired him to call on nm.
%I am come from my friend, Lorne,” said Tom °
Sheridan. “I would not have intruded on .yous
but he has commissioned me to acquaint you with
the. accident, which obliged him to break his
appoirtent ; because I can best vouch for thé truth
of it, having, upon my honor, heard ‘the Prince of
Wales invite Lord Lorne to Carleton house, with my
own ears, at the very moment he, was about to meet
you in Somer’s Town. Lorne,” coutinued Tom
Bheridan, ¢ desires me to say, that he is not coxcomb
enough: to imagine you cared for him ; but he wants
to stand exacily where he did, in_your opiuion, .
before he broke the appointment : I would write to
ber, said be, but that, ia ail probability, my letters
would be shown to Frederick Lamb, and be laughed
at by them both. I would call on her in spite of the
deyil; but that 1 know not where she lives.”

. %1 asked Argyle,” Tom Sheridan procecded,

“ how he had addressed his last letters to you? To
the post-oftice in Somer’s Town, was his answer, and
thence they were forwarded to Harriette. He bad
tried to bribe the old woman there, to obtain my
address, but she abused him, and turned him out of
ber shop., Itis very hard, continued Tom, repeating
the words of his noble friend, to lose the gooﬁiu of
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one of the nicest, cleverest girls, I ever met with-ini
my life, who was, I am certain, civilly, if not kind¥y
disposed. Therefore,” continued -Tom Sheridan,’
smiling, “youw’ll make it up with Lorne, won’t yeu?”’
‘There 1s nothing to forgive, said 1, if no slight was
meant. In short, you are making too much of me,
and spoiling me by all this explanation ; for, indeed
I had at first been less indignant, but that 1 fancied
his grace neglected me because and I hesita~
ted, while I could feel myself blush deeply. ¢ Be-
cause > what asked Tom Sheridan. Nothing; I
replied, looking at my shoes. What a pretty girl
you are, observed Sheridan, particularly when you
blush. Fiddlestick ! said 1, laughing, you know:
you always preferred my sister, Fanny.  Well, repli-
éd Tom, there I plead guilty. Fanny is the swcetest
girl on earth; but you are all a race of finished
coquettes, who delight in making fools of people.
Now can any thing come np to your vanity in
writing to Lorne, that you arc the most beautiful
creaturc on earth. Never mind, said-1; you set all
that to rights, 1 never was vain in your society, in
my life. 1 would give the world for a kiss at this
moiment, said I'om; because you look so humble,:
dnd so amiable ; 'but—recollecting himself, this is
not exactly the embassy I came upon. . Have you
a mind to give Lorne an agreeable surprise? T
don’t know. Upon my honor I believe he is down-
right in love with you. Well, then, come into a
hacknéy-coach with me, and we will drive down to-
the Tennis Court, in the Haymarket, rejoimed
Sheridan. Is the duke there? Yes. But, at all’
events, T will not trust myself in a hachney-coach’
with you. ‘There was-a time, said poor ‘T'om:
Sheridan, with- much drollery of exrrcssion, when
the very motion of a carriage woulc S —
but ‘now! you mmy drive with me from here ‘to’
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- perfect safety.  I'will tell you a secret, aeded he,
and he fixed his fine dark eyeggon/ iy face as he
spoke, in a tone, half merry, half desponding, I am
dying:; -but nebody knows it yet.

. -Have I not just given you a specimen, in the
shape of a handsome quotation? My good little
gicly it is in the blood, and I can’t help it; and if I
gounld it is too late now. I’'m dying, [ tell yon. I
know not if my poor father’s physician was as elo-
quent as you are; but he did his best to turn him
from drinking. Among other. things he declared
to him, -one day, that the brandy, Arqucbusade, and
Eau de Cologne, he swallowed, would burn off the
coat of his stomach. 'Then, said my father, my
stomach must digest in its waistcoat; for I cannot
help it. Indeed, I am very sorry. for you, I replied;
aud I hope he-believed me, for he pressed my hand
hastily, and I think | saw a tear glisten in his bright,
dark eye. :

Nothing more ?>—encu'red Tom. Nothing, T re-
plied, for his lordship. And what for me?. said
Tom. You!—what doyou want? AKiss! he said.
Not I, indeed. Be it so then; and yet, you and I
may never meet again on this earth, and just now I
thought you felt some interest about me; and he
was going away. So | do, decar Sheridan; said [,
detaining him, for I saw death had fixed his stam
on poor Sheridan’s handsome face -You know
have a warm and feeling heart, and taste enough to
admire and like you; Dbut, who is this. to be our last
meeting ? I must go to the Mediterranean ; poor
Sheridan coutinued, putting his hond to his chest,-
and coughing. 7To die; tTnought 1 as I looked on
kis sunk, but still very expressive, dark eyes. .

_ Bhall I tell Lorne, said poor Tom, with an effort
to recover his usual gaiety, that you will write to-
bjm, or will you come to the Tennis-court? Nei-
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ther, answered I, but you may tell his lordship,thatj
of course; I am not angry, sinee I am led to believey
ke had no intcntion to humble, nor make a fool of
me. : : .
Nothing more ?—enquired Tom. - ;

- Yes, God bless you ! said I, firsr kissing his hand,
and then, though somewhat timidly leaning my face’
toward him, Ile parted my hair, and kissed my’
forchead, my eyes, and my lips. ~He then kissed
bis-hand gracefully, and was out of sight in am
wstant. 1 never saw him a again. -

The next morning, my maid brought me a little
note from Argyle, to say that he had been waiting:
about my door, an hour, having learned my address
from poor Sheridan, and that sceing the servant in
the street, he could not help making an attempt to
induce me to go out and walk with him. I looked
oot of the window, saw Argyle, ran for my hat andi
cloak and joinee him in on instant. Am I forgiven?
said Argyle, with gentle eagerness. Obh, yes, re-
turned 1, long ago; but that will do you no geod,
for I really am treating Frederick Lamb very ill,
and, therefore must not walk with you again. Why
not? Argyle enquired. Apropos, he added, you
told Frederick that I walked about the turnpike
looking for you, and that, no doubt, to make himy
laugh at me. IFadded Argyle, it were possible yon
did love me, Frederick Lamb would be ‘forgottea ;
but, though you do not love me, you must promise:
to try.and do so. You don’t know how much k
have fixed my heart on you. . - . v

These semntimental walks continued ‘more than a
month. One evening we walked rather later thaw
usual. * Itgrew dark. Ina momentof ungovernable
passion, Argyle’s ardor frightened mc. Not that I
was insensible to it: so much the contrary, that I feke
cerain aiother meetiug must decide my:fate. Stilp:
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I wias offended at what I conceived showed such a
want of respect. The duke became humble. There
is.a;charm in the huniility of a lover who has offend-
ed, The charm is so great that we like to prolang
it. In spite of all he could say, I left him in anger.

The: next morning I received the following note:—
“ If you see me waiting about your door to-morrow
nmerning, do not fancy I am looking for you—but,
for your pretty housemaid.”

« 1 did see him from a sly corner of the window ;
but I resisted all my desires, and remained concealed.
I dare not see him again, thought 1, for I cannot be
'so profligate, feeling, as | do, how impossible it will
be to retuse him anything, if we meet again. I can-

ROYS | SaPISIq £ IOUURW ST} UT qUIRT] *PIL] JedT} Jou
gtle afraid tg tel(l1 him of it:—qhe :vloulr(}, E;)ei'%mps, kill
me. But then, poor, decar Lorne; to return his
kisses, as I did last night, and afterward to be so
¥ery severe on him, for a passion which, it seemed,
eut of his power to controul. Nevertheless we must
patt now, or never; so I'll write and take my leave
of him kindly." This was my letter:— .

- -% At the first, I was afraid 1 should love you, and,
but.for Fred. Lamb having requested me to get you
up to Somer’s Town, after 1 bad declined meeting
you, 1 had been happy; now the idea makes.me
miserable. Btill . it must be so. I am naturally
affectionate. . Habit attaches me to Fred Lamb. 1
caonot deceive him, or acquaint him with what will
daube. him to cut me, in anger, and for ever. We
may not then meet again, Lorne, as hitherto: for
now we could not be merely friends; lovers we must
be, ‘hercafter, or .nothing. I bave never loved any
man in my life before, and yet, dear Lorne, you see.
Wwe must part. I.venture to send you the inclosed
thick lock of my hair; because you have been good
ehough to admire-it. I do not care how I have dis-
figured my head, since you are not to see it again.
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“God bless you, Lorne. Dpg not quite forget last
night, directly, and believe, as in truth, I am, ’

‘ “ Most devotedly yours, B

: “ HARRIETTR.”"

This was his answer, written, I suppose in -soure
pique.

“True you have given me many sweet kisses, and
a lock of your beautiful hair. All this does not
convince me you are one bit in love with me. Iam
the last man on earth, to desire you to do violence to
l¥0ur feelings, by leaving a man, as dear to you as

rederick Lamb is; so girewell, Harriette. I shall
not intrude to offend you again.
° . A . . ¢ LORNB«”

-I am afraid my conscience has been a very. easy
one; but, certainly, 1 have followed its dictates.-
There was a want of Leart aad delicacy, I alwvays
thought, in leaving any man, without full, and very
suficient reasons for it. At the sameé time, my dear
mother’s marriage had proved to me, so forcibly,
the miseries of two people of contrary opinions and
character, torturing cach other, to the end of their
natural livés, that, Defore I was ten years old, I deci-
ded, in my own mind, to live, free as air, from any
restraint but that of my conscience,

Frederick Lamb’s love was now increasing, as all
men’s do, from gratified vanity, He sometimes
passed an hour in reading to me. Till then, I had
no idea of the gratification to be derived from beoks.
In my convent in France, 1 had read only sacred
dramas; but now, I was absolutely channed with
Shakspeare. Music, I always bad a natural talent
for. 1 played on the piano-forte; that is, wiih taste
and execution ; though almost without study. =

Now I was lodging with a comical oh{widow',
who had formerly been my sister Fanny's nurse,
when she was quite a child. This good lady, 1
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Felleve, really did like me, and had already given me
all the credit, for board and lodgiug, she could pos<
sibly afford. She ilow entered my room, and ac-

uainted me, that she actually had not another shil-
Ying éither to provide my dinnér or her own. Neoes-
sity hath no law, thought I, my cyes brightening, and
my determination being fixed in an instant. - In ten
minutes mote, the following letter was in post-office,
directed to the Marquis of Lorne.

« If you still desire my society, I.will sup with
you to-morrow evening, in your own house.

“T 7 “Your's ever affectionately,

. - "“HARRIETTE.”

T knew. {)erfecﬂy well that, on the evening I
mentjoned to his grace, Fred. Lamb would be at his
father’s country-house, Brockett Hall. The duke’s
answer was brought to me by his groom,‘as soon as
he had received my letter; it run thus: ‘

- % Are you really serious? ~ I dare not believe it.
Say by my servant, that” you will see me at the
turnpike %re‘cﬂyz for five minates, only put me out.
of suspense.. I will not believe any thing you write
on this subject. I want to look at youreyes while
I hear you say yes, ‘

“ Yorr’s most devotedly and impatiently,
’ o “LorNE.’,
I.went to our old place of rendezvous, to meet
"the duke. How different, and how much more
amijable was his reception to that of Fred. Lamb's.
in Hull. 'The latter, all wild passion ; the former,
geagle, voluptuous, fearful of $hocking or offending
me, or frightgning away my growing passion. In
short, while the dukc’s manner was almost as timid
as my own, the expression of his eycs and the very
/iqﬂ‘. tone.of his voice, troubled my 1magination, and
raade mé fancy something of bliss beyond the reality. -
. * We agreed that he should bring a carriage to the-
old turnpike, and thence canduct me to his housaj
If you should chbange your mind! said the duke
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returning a few steps after we had taken leave :—
mais tu vxcndms,'mon ange! 'Tu ne sera pas si
ovuclle !* Argyle .is the hest- Frenchman I havé
met with in England, and poor Tom bhendam vms
the-second best.

. And you, said I to Arn'vle, suppose you were to
brenk your: appointment to night?  Would you
regret it?  Argylesreplied, I he scontinued. ‘Tell
me; dear Harriette, should you be sorry ?

Yes said 1, s.)lt]}, and our ¢ycs met only for an
instant. Lorne’s- gratitude was- expressed merely
by pn,ssmv my hand. Then mounting his horse,
and waving. his'hand to me, he was soon out of sight

1 will not say in what particular year. of his life,
the Duke of Argyle succeeded with me. - Ladies
scorlt dates! Dales make ladies nervous. Be it
only known then, that it was just at the end of his
Lorne shifts, and his lawn shirts. It was just:at that
“eritica) pcnod of his life, when his wholeiand sole
possessions appeared to consisted in three dogen of
ragged lawn shirts. with embroidered - collars, well
fiinged in his service ; a thread-bare suit of snuff
caour, a little old hat, with- very liitle binding left,
a0 od horse.-and an old groom, an old carriage, and
an-old chateau.” It was 1o console himself for all
this mutiquity, L suppose, that he fixed.upon so very
youug a istress as myself, Thus, atter having
gone through all the routine of sighs, vows, and
tum{ walks, “he at, last, saw me blooming aud safe i in
his beautiful chateau, in Argyle-strect.

Joy produced & pa{patatwn which:had, well uigh
been fatnl to # & & & ®.¢ % & & Nu mauer, to
behﬂct*'#*".,

A late hour in the morning blushed to ﬁnd nlum
_the arms of each.other, but-the motning wae piele
when compuared to the.red on my check—aye ladies,

*-But you will not eome, my Angel! You will not be 50
cruel. oo it

-~ s

DAY
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ﬂm red, when I, the'very next day, acquainted Fred.
Jamb with my pretty, innocent, volatile adventure,

Fred. was absolutely dumb, from astonishment,
and half choked with rage and pride. I would not
plead my poverty; for I conceived that common
sense and common humanity ought to have made this
& subject of atterttion and enquiry to him. You told
me he was irresistible, said 1. ‘

Yes, yes, yes, muttered Fred. Lamb, between his
closed tecth ; but a woman who loves a man, is blind
W the perfections of every other. No matter, no
matter, I am glad it hashappened, I wish you joy. I---

Did I ever tell you I was in love with you? said I,
intecrupting him. Indeed, it was your vanity de-
ceived you, not I. You caused me to lose Lord
Craven’s protection, and, therefore, loving no man
at the time, having never loved any, to you I went.
¥ should have felt the affection of a sister for you,
but that you made no sacrifices, no single attempt
to contribute to my happiness I will be the mere
instrument of pleasure to no man. He must make a
. friend and companion of me, or he will lose me.

‘Fred. Lamb left me in madness and fury ; but I
knew him selfish, and that he could dine on every
imagined luxury, and drink his champaigne, without
a thought or care whether I had bread and cheese to
satisfy hunger. ‘I'hen who, with love, first love,
beating in their hearts, could think of Frederick
Lamb?

. I'immediately changed my lodging for & furnished

dbquse, at the west end of the town, better calculated

to- receive my new lover, whose passion knew no

bounds. He often told me how much more beauti-

ful I was than he ever expected to find me..

) . THE END.
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HARIETTE WILSON.
PART II. -

The next moruving I received another yisit from
Mrs. Porter, who informed me that she had just
had an interview with my new lover, and repor-
ted to him all I had desired her to say. Since
you object to meet a stranger, continued Mrs.
Porter, his grace desires me to say, he hopes you
ean keep a secret, and to inform you, thatitisthe
Duke of Welliugton, who so anxiously desirés to
make your acquaintance. 1 bave heard of bis
grace often, said I, in a tone of deep disappoint-
ment: for | bad been indulging akind of hope
about the stranger, with the New foundland dog,
with whose appearance I had been so unusually
struck, as to have sought for him every dhy, and
I thought of him every hour.

His'grace, Mrs. Porter proceeded, only entreats
to be allowed to make your acquaintance. His
situation, you know, prevents the possibility of
his getting regnlarly introduced to you. It will
never do, said I, shaking my head. Be assured,
aaid Mrs. Porter, he is a remarkably fine-looking
man, and if you are afraid of my house, promise
to receive him,io your own,at any hour, when he
may be certain to find you alone. Well, thought
I, with a sigh, I suppose he must come. 1do not
understand economy, and am-frightened to death
at debts. Argyle is going to Scotland; and I
shall want a steady sort of friend of some kind,in
ease a baliffe should get hold of me. What shall
I say to his grace? Mrs. Porter enquired, grow-
iug impatient. Well, then,, said I, since it must
me s0, tell his grace, that I will receive him: to-
morrow at three; but mind, only as common ac-
quaintance ! ‘

Away winged Wellington’s Mercury, as an old
Woman wibgs it at sixty, and most punctual to my
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appointment, at three, on the following day, Wel-
lington made his appearance. le bowed first,
then said:—How do you do? thea thanked me
for having given him permission to call on me;
and then waunted totake hold ofmy hand. Really
suid I, withdrawiog m+ haund, {or sucha renown-
hero, you have a very little to say for yourself.
Beautiful creature ! vttered Wel'inglon, where is
Lorne? Good gracious, said I, out of all pati-
enee.at his stupidity,—what come you here for
duke? Beautiivl eye, yours! reiterated Welling-
ton. Aye, man! they are greater coinqucrers
than ever Wellington shall be; but to be rerious,
1 understood you came here to try to make your-
self agreeable? What child ! do you thinz that I
have nothing better to do, thau to make speeches
to please ladies ? said Wellingtou. Apres avoir
depeuple la terre vous devez faire tout pour la re-
peupler, I replied. You should see where 1shine,
Wellington observed, laughing. Where’s that in
God’s vame? In a field of Battle, auswered the
hero. But love scenes, or even love quarrels, sel-
dom tend to amuse the reader, so to be brief, what
wus a mere man, even thought it wece the hand-
some Duke of Argyle, to a Wellington. Argyle
grew jealous of Wellington’s {requent visits, and,
hiding himself in his native woods. wrote me the
following very pathetic letier. [ am not quite
sure whether I do or de notlove you—I am afraid
I did too much; but, as long as you find pleasure
iu the society of another, and a hero too, 1 am
well contented to be a mere common mortal, a
moukey, or what you will. T too have my hero-
ines waiting for me, in all the woods about here.
Here is the wood-cutter’s daughter, and the gar-
dener’s maid, always waiting for my graciouspre-
seuce, and, to which of them I shall throw the
handkerchiefI know not. How then can I remaii
voastaut to your iucoustant charms? [ could
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have been a llittle romantic about you, it is true ;
but I always take people as 1 find them, et j’ai icl
beau jeu. Adieu. )
“Tam very fond of you still, for all this.”
“ ARGYLER.”
This was my answer. * Indeed you are »s yet,
the only man who has ever had the least infln-
ence over me, therefore, I do intreat you, do not
forget me! 1 wish I were the wood catter’s daagh=
ter, awaiting your graciovs presence, in the woodsd
for days! weeks! mounths! so that, at last, you
would reward me wiih the benevolent smile of
peace and forgiveness, or thatillumined, beautiful
expression of more ardent feeling, such as I have
often inspired, and sball remember forever, come
what may; and whether your fancy changes, or
mine. You say you take people, as you find
them; therefore you must, and you shall love me
still, with all my impe.fections on my foolish
head, and that, dearly.
. ‘ Harriette.”
Wellington was now my constant visitor :—a
most unentertaining one, Heaven knows! and, in
the evenings, when he wore his broad red ribbon,
he looked very like a rat-catcher. Do you know,
said T to him one day, do you know the world
talk about banging you?. Eh? said Wellington.
‘I'hey say you will be hanged, iu spite of all your
brother Wellesley can say in your defence. Ha?
said Wellington, very seriously, what paper do
you read ? It isthe common talk of the day, said
I Thevmustnoi work me in such another cam-
paign, Wellington said, smil'ng, or my weight
will never hang me. Why yoa look a little like
the apoihecary in Romeo, already, I said. :
In my walks Dyummel often joined me, and f
now walged ofiener then vsval—indeed, when-
ever I could make any bocy walk with me, be-
eause I wanted to meet the man with his New-.

’
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foundland dog—who was not the sort of man,
either, that genelallv strikes the fancy of a very
voung female, for he was neither young, nor at
all gaily drest. No doubthe wasvery handsome,
but it was that pale expressive beauty, which of-
tener steals upon us by degrees, after having be-
come acquainted, than strikes at first sight. 1
had, of late, frequently met him, and he always
turned his head back after he had passed me; but
whether he admired, or had, indeed, observed me,
or whether he only looked back after his large
dog, was what puzzled and tormented me. Bet-
ter to have been observed by that fine noble-look-
ing being, than adored by all the men on earth
besides, thought I, being now at the very tip-top
of my heroics.

Dean Swift mentions having seen, iv the grand
academy of Lagado, an ingenious architect, who
had contrived a new method of buiding houses,
by. beginning at the roof, and working down-
wards to the foundation; and which he justified
by the like practice of those two prudetz’t insects,
the be¢ and thespider. Theoperation ot my love
then was after the model of this architect. The
airy foundation on which I built my castles, cau-
sed them evertodescend. Oncein my life, when
1 raived my air-built fabric unusually high, it fell
with such a dead weight un my heart, that the
very vital spark of existence was nearly destroyed.
Now, however, 1 look on my past,bittersuffering,
caused by this same love, which many treat as a
play-thing, and a child, but which I believe to be.
one of the most arbitrary, ungovernable passions
in nature, as a wild dream, remembered by me,
nmerely as I recollect three days of delirium by
which. | was afflicted, after the scarlet fever, with
the. idea of rats and mice running over my head,.
and which thus kept me in a phrenzy, from the
mere working of a disordered brain.
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But to proceed—if, in my (requent walks about
Sloane-street and Hyde Park, I failed to meet the
gtranger, whose noble appearance had so affecfed
my imagination, I was sure to see George Brum-
mell, whose foolish protessions of love I could
not repeat, for | scarcely heard them. One day,
justasI was going to sit down to dinner, with

Fanny, and Amy. who was passing the eévening
with ber, I felt a kind of presentiment come over
me, that, if [ went into Hyde Park at that moment,
1 should meet this stranger. It was past six
o’clock. They both declared that I was mad,
and Lord Alvanly calling on Fanay at that mo-
ment, they retailed my folly to his lordship, I
dare say he is some dog-fancier, or whipper-in,
or something of the sort, said Alvanly. God
bless my soul! | thought you had more sense.
What does Argyle say to all this? Lord Low-
ther now entered the room. How very rude you
all are, said Fanny. [ haveyou told frequently
that this is my dinner bour, and you never attend
téit. Iis those d—m—d grocers, the Mitchells,
said Alvanly, who have taught you to dine at
these hours; who the devil dines at six? whyl
am only just out of bed !

. Lord Lowther made many civil apologies. He
wanted to have the pleasure of engaging us three
to dine with him on the following day, to meet
the Marquis of Hertford, then Lord Yarmouth;
a Mr. Graham, the son of Sir James Grahain,
Bart.; Street, the editor of the Courier newspa-

gr; and J. W, Croker, M. P. of the Admiratty.

e accepted the invitation, and Lord Lowther,
after begging us not to Fe later than half-past
seven, took hisleave. Alvanly accompanied meé .
as.far as. Hyde Park, laughing at me, and my man
aid his dog, all the way. '[‘%19 park was now en-
tirely empty—nothing like a hero, nor even a dog
to be seen. I mustnow wish youa good morning,
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said Alvanly. I am not going {o be groom, he
sdded in my ear. | shook hands with him, with-
out at all understanding what he meant, and
walked down towards that side of the river,
where I had once or twice seen the stranger
coaxing his deg to swim, by throwing stones inte
the water.

I came immediately in clese contact with the
stranger, whose person had been concealed by
two large elms, and who might have been obser-
ving me for some time. Iscarcely dared encou-
rage the flattering idea. It made me wild; and
yet, why stiould such a noble, fashionable-looking
man have pulled up his horse, between two trees,
where there was nothing else to be seen? After
all, I was only encouraging the most absurd van-
Hy contrary to common sense. Might he not
be watching his dog 2—Did he ever look at me ?--
I'know not. After passing days and days in look-
ing for him, his sudden appearauce caused such
a tremulousness to come over me, that I wanted
courage, ouce, to raise my eyes, to his face ; so
that | rather felt, than knew 1 was near him,
whom pow I passed as quickly asmy extreme agi-
tation would permit. I now ventured to tura
my head back, believing myself at a safe dis-
tance from the stranger. He had quitted his hi-
ding-place and was slowly walking his very fine
horse towards me. There, he is, thought I.
No one is near us, and vet, in another minute
or two, he will have passed me, and be, perhaps,
lost to me for ever. 1 beganto muster all the
energies of my character, generally fertile in
resources, to consider ofaremedy for this coming
evil., If any man could be bribed to follow him
slyly ! thought I, hastily looking about me. The
stranger drew nearer. Alas! he will have pass-
ad me fof ever, perhaps. in another instant.
Mre!y [ might have said" with King Richard,



31

‘“ A horse! ahlorse! my kingdom for ahorse!™
since, without one, who could follow the stran-
ger? 1 heard the sound of his horse’s feet close
behind me. I will fix my eyes upon his face,
this time, to ascertain if he looks at me, said I te
myself with a sudden effort of desperate resolu-
tien; whieh I put in practice the next moment.
I thought our eyes wmet, and that the stranger
blushed ; but his were s0 iimmediately withdrawa
from my face, thatl went home, still in doubt
whether he had, or had not, taken sufficient notice
of me, even to know me again by sight.

I related this adventure to Fanny, on my re-
turn. She gave me some dinner, and advised me,
with friendly seriousness, not to make such a
fool of myself, about a man I had never spoken
to, and who, after all, mightturn out to be vulgar,
er ill-mannered, or of bad character. True, an-
swered [, and Ishall be glad to learn that this maw
is either of those, for vulgarity will make the
me heart-whole again in an instant. Inshort, at
any rate, I look for my cure in a future know-
ledge of this man’s character. Nothing is per-
fect under the sun; and rank, talents, wit, beau-
ty, eharacter, manners, all must combine, in that
human being who shall ever make me die of a
broken heart. Therefore I am safe. 1 had not
an idea that you were such a simpleton, or half
so sentimental, retorted Fanny. I wonder if 1
should admire the man. We will try and meet
him together, 1 replied ; but enough of a subjeet,
which begins to make me melancholy---as though
he were my fate! How many fine, elegant-look-
ing young men have I not met about the streets,
aud at the opera, without their making the
slightest impression onme. And what do I know .
of this man, beyond mere beauty of countenance!
yet, I think, if I could but toueh with my hand,
the horse he rode, or the dog he seems so fond

t
.
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of. I should be hnlf wild with joy. What incre-
dible nouseuse, my dear Harrictte, said Fanoy.
But trie, upon my word, | replied, and I cannot
ltelp myself. Fanny shook her head at me, and
L left her; to dream of the stranger

By a little before eight on the following even-
ing, the party, Lhave before menticuned, all sat
doswn to dinuer, at Lord Lowther’s in Pall Mall.
l.ord Yarmcuath was at the bottom of the table,
epposite to Lord Lowther; Amy, on Lowther's
righthand, Fanoy at hisleft; Street, the editor,
was hee neighbour; and I sate next to Croker.
Poor Julia had not been invited. Lord Hertford,
who, at his own table, is always particularly en-
tertaining, was a litile out of sorts here, which
generally happened to him when he dined with
Lowtiher, who gave a very bad dinner. Leord’
Hertferd very candidly owns that he dislikes a
bad:dinner ; and [ had heard him own it so of-
tén to Lord Lowther, that 1 was surprised his
Lordslip invited him atall, unless he had thought
proper to have provided a good one. The claret,
Lowther said, he wanted Lord Hertford’s opinion
abeat, having just provided himself with a large
qeantity of it, in consequence of its quality
baving been strongzly recommended to bim.

" Our first glass kad scarcely gone round, when
Lord Hertford,said, in his usuat loud, odd voice,
addressing Lowther, you askéd me for my opin.
iotr; and [ will give it you; your eclaret is not
wiorth a d---n. Poor Lowther looked a little an-
neyed. Crokerfought ou his side 1 must differ
in‘opirion with you, Lord Hertford, said he, in his
star¢hed pragmatical manner : [ thiok the claret
excelient, With all iny heart, said Hertford, in
a'tune-and mauner of the most perfect indiffer- -
anee:

iMv. Geahaw sat on my left hand; and was as
attentive to me as possible. Graham wasa beau-
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ty ; a very Apollo in form, with handsome fes-
tures, particuiarly his teeth and eves; sensible
too, and well educated. 1brouglityou two toge-
ther, because | knew you would fall in love with
each other, said Lowther. How impossible,
thought I, as the stranger in Hyde Park, as [ last
saw him, or fanced [ saw him blush, crossed my
mind. [ was not disposed to admire any thing
else, indeed ; but [ rather think Graham was pe-
dantic. He spoke to me a good deal of Fred.
Lamb, with whom he had been travellitg on the
Continent. Fred. Lamb has often been jealous
of me, said Graham ; but be would be jealous of
any man; y~t | have always liked Fred.mueh bet-
terthan ever he liked me. His passion for women
is so very violent, I observed, that somehow or
other it disgusted me. All ladies are not so refi- -
ned, replied Graham, laughing. Perbapsnot, re-
phed 1; perhaps | may not be so refined when [
like my man better.

Street was all this time makmg hard love to
Fanny. Poor Street, though a very pleasant man,
is, as he knows, a very ugly one. Fanny's exs
treme good vature was always a refuge for the
destitute. If ever there wasalame, a deaf, a
blind, ur an ugly man in our society, Faony in+
variably made up to that man immeddately, to put
him io countenance. Nay, she wouid I believa
have made up to the Duke of Devonshire, blind,
deaf, absent and all, had he fallen in her way.

At this moment, my ear caught the word cruel,
as applied to Fanny by Street. Quite the reverse,
Fanny isall guodness, [ exclaimed. Yes, rejoin-
ed Street, as far as word go It is you Mr.
Street, who cuelly neglected me, on the cons
trary, said Fanny, laughing, Never! answered
Street, laying his hand on his heart. Then'why,
did you not call at the oilshop? Fanuy asked;
alluding to the place where she had forieriy
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been lodging for a short time, in Park Street, and
to which she had invited Street. Wounded
pride! observed Street. She would have poured
oil into yeur wounds, said Lord Hertford. [Ill
thank you fo pass me another bottle of bad claret,
squeaked out Croker; for I must be econdid
enoughto cay that ] like it much. I won’tabuse
it again, Lord Hertford observed, for iear you
should get drunk.

I now giew tired of wailing for Amy to makea
first move,and begia to tnink she was jll disposed,
in the hom'ity ot Cher Licari, to tcke upon her the
privilege of cidest sisfer: so 1 made it for her,
and we retirea to Lowther's drawing-room, i'rom
which we.fook a peep into his drewng -room,
where we found a setof vile, dirty combs, brushes,
towels, and dressing rowns. Lowther, who al-
ways besa painin his liver, and krows rot how
to taiie kindiy to his bo‘tle,entered his apartment,
just as we were loudest in our exclamations of
horror anG dismay, as these scid dirty objects of-
fered themselves i¢ our view.

For heaven’s saie, said Amy, with whom Low-
ther was certainlyin love, do tu n cway your va-
let, and burp these nusty, diriy brushes and
things. I: will be no use I believe, replied Low-
ther; for every va'et will copy his master.
What! then, e.claimed Amy, you admit the
master is dirty? Lowther feared {ie mnst plead
guilty. I am very glad I ran away ftom you,
retorted Amy, who had gone with im into the
country 2nd afferwerds cut him, becouse he did
not asx for a separate dressing room at ihe iuns
en theroad.

The otaer gentlemen soon joined us in the
drawing-room, dravk (heir coilee, and then we
were all off to the Opera. 1 had the honor of
taking Mr. Graham there in my carrfage, with
Faony. Amy went with Lord Lowiber. We
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found Julia in our box, alone, and half asleep,
dressed very elegaatly; and, iv my opinion, look-
ing verw intecesing aud well.  What, alone?
said . Wiy do noi y u make the men more ci-
vil? and Lin'r- Gueew ber to that most iresh and
juicy-looking large beaaly, young Graham.
Jalia had lately got near'y p tae botom of her
heroics with Cotton. She was as! amed to admit
the idea, cven to Lersell; she neves would own
it to me, bui the fact was, she wes lired o Cot-
ton, and Jving, and sighing for come hing new.
Youngz and beauntiful, Ler passions, iike those of
a man, were violeniand chengeabie; iu addition
to which, sbe had lalely suffered e evy possible
icdignity and iaconveaence which debts and
duns could inflict; besides, Faony and I, whe
‘kuew that Mr. Celton bud a vife and large fam-
ilyv at home, had laboured with all c.ar hearts to
disgvst Julia with Cotton, elieving that it would
be {or the good of both that they sepa.ated for
ever. Cotion had not a shilling to spare for the
support of Julia’s children: and Julta’s accouche-
ments took place regularlyonce in eleven mouths.
the had often vaiuly applied to her parents, as
well as to her unele, Lord Carysfort, who only
wrote to load ber with renroaches.

As soon as Greakam bad lelt us, Julia expressed
her admirition of iiw in very warm ierms. He
has no mouney, said Fanvy, besider.1 can see
that he is making up to Harrictte. Do, my dear
Julia, cousider all your beau:iful childiev; and
you can leave Cotton to his poor wife, and mu:
form another connexion lct it be with some o1
who can contribute to the support ¢f your youn
fam@Bly. Juiia assured us she was at that mome:
actually in expectativn of being arrested ; ar:
she entreated that I'anny or I would make an a)
plication to some of her noble relations, whic
she promised to do. This point being decidec
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she again talked of Graham’s beauty, wondered
where he was,and anxiously evqr: red whether [
was sure he had taken a fancy to me? Not a bit
sure, [ replied. I know notuiug at ail of the mat-
ter, ueither do I care. Fanny tuca related all
about my last meeting with the stranger and his
dog, to Julia, who secemed to understand my sen-
sations much better than Fanny did.

You did notlove Lord Ponsonby, retorted I.
'True, said Julia: badinage apart, Ponsouby is as
I have always been told, very near pesfection.
But what chance cau you bave? He is arried
to the loveliest creature on earth---the youngest
daughter of Lord Jersey. I knew very well,
sighed I, despoadingly, before I leard of his
marriage, thatl should never be any thing te
him. i will teil you where be lives, said Jalia.
Itis in Curzon Street, May FKair. Well, then,
thought L, at teast when he passes me, I shall not
as yesterday, fancy L.am looking at him for the
last time.” 1 resolved, now, to make no kind of
advances to become acquainted with Lord Pou-
sonby ; but, onthe very next cveuning, I indulged
myself in passing his house at least fitty times. I
saw, and examiuved the countenances of his foot-
-meil, and the colour of his window curtains: even
the knccker of his door escaped not my venera-
tion, since Lord Poonsonby has touched itsooften.
My very nature seemed now to have undergone
a change. I began'to dislike society, and consi-
dered the uufortunate situation I had fallen iato
with horror, because I fancied Lord Ponsonby
would despise me. [ often reflected whether
there might yet be some mighty viriue in my
“power, some sacrifice of self, soine exertion ¢f
euergy, by which I might one day deserve to be
respected or to have my memory respecled by
Lord Ponsouby, after I was dead. :
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