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ADVERTISEMENT

BY THE EDITOR.

Arprarine as “Editor,” T will briefly explain what that word is,
and is ypot, here intended to imply. It does not imply that I ori-
ginally suggested, or have participated,jn the composition of the
following novel. It implies nothing that can detract from whatever
credit is due to the writer for originality in design or success in
execution. It implics only my cordial approbation of these volumes
~—that T incur with pleasure the pains and penalties of literary
sponsorship, and that, while the writer is pleased to remain un-
known, I am glad to perform the oftice of introduction under a
name which has already claimed the indulgence of the public se-
veral times. '

[ am permitted to state that this is a first publication, and that it
is the work of a femmale hand. Neither of these circumstances do |
mention’with a view to deprecate eriticism. 1 mention them rather
as claims upon the attention and interest of the reader; for from a
mind of which the stores are yet undivulged, originality may most
reasonably be expected; and female novelists have been so {re-
quentlysuccessful, that the fact thatthese pictures of modernlife have
proceeded solely from a female hand may be justly regarded as a
recommendation. By many, perhaps, the latter announcement
will be deemtd superfluous ; and the feminine tone and character
of the wark may produce in the rcader that same conviction which
we should entertain after the perusal of many of the writings of

Mrs. Inchbald, and Mrs. Opie, and all the novels of Miss Austen
1
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austere, romantically cruel mother. Alas! Mrs, Grey was pot this!
What is to be done, then, for a description ? Mrs. Grey was onlya
good sort of woman. She was kind-hearted— well intentioned—-
but had no superfluity of feeling. She had no sentiment—never
wept at imaghhary ills—loved her husband, as I said, because he
‘'was “Mr. Grey,” and she was *Mrs. Grey”—loved her children
because they were Mr. and Mrs. Grey’s children, and were Masters
and Misses Grey—cried when her first child cut his first tooth n
salety,*and ever after shed a few tears on all other proper occasions
of the same kind. She was not a literary woman; but she was well
read in the Whele Duty of Man, Family Lectures, and Doddridge
I amxly Expositor; gt through Boswell’s Life of Johnson once in
every year; Sir Charles Grandison, Cecilia, and the Vicar of Wake
field in the course of two, and shed the same number of tcms over
each as were shed on all other proper occasions in the l.mu'ly such
as tooth-cutting, &ec.

She made a point of reading a paper of the Spectator aloud every
day to her girls as they sat at their work; and as it was all the
Spectator, and the Spectator was written by a very good man (she
never could understand that it was not all written by the same per-
son), nothing would have made her believe that every paper was
not likely to be benelicial to her girls from the ages of ten to sixteen:
s0, much to the edification of her daughters, the Spectator took its
round, and regularly each day did Mrs. Grey open at the place
where her next paper mark was left, and as regularly did she read
through the various delinquencies of its various dramatis persom,
and duly move the mark to the end of the paper, lully impressed
with the idea of the good which her daughters must have gained
from listening to it.

Mr. and Mrs. Grey's family consisted ol two sons, and two daugh-
ters. The eldest son William was a bit of a despot. It was lucky
that he possessed a good disposition, for he was his mother's
darling, and his will and pleasure guided every other person’s in the
house, not excepting Mr. Grey’s.  Perhaps the latter would scarce-
ly have owned it: hut where is the good quiet man who will not
give up a little of his own authority to ensure peace in a house?
Henry, the second son, and the youngest of the family, was a good-
hearted, spirited boy, who loved mother, father, brother, and sisters,
and sometimes plagued all of them, cxcepting his father and brother:
the one, hecause he respected as well as loved him too sincerely;
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the othg'sr, because, though he loved him less, he saw that William
Msented too seriously any infringement of his will; and Henry, like
his father, loved peace in a house.

Sophy, the eldest girl, was pretty and lively; just tall enough to
he called tall by short people, and of a moderate height by tall ones;
just accomplished enough to give her a name for accomplishments
amongst those who had not any themselves, and sufficiently so to
keep her place with their more decided possessors; good-tempered,
good-hearted, and altogether a very nice girl, just beyond the line
of c:omm(;n-place stupid misses ; inheriting a large share of Mrs.
Grey's youthful beauty, and thinking a very little jbetter of herself
than she deserved.

Ah, wellt It is all the better when it can be so! [t saves many
ainking.hearts, and blushing faces, and tears at home; and keeps up
wonderfully the stock of family spirits; for how much more conver-
sible and agrecable will the girl be who comes out of society with a
comfortable impression of hersell! She will love her sisters, think
with twice as much respect and affection of her parents, and be very
good-natured to younger hrothers; and even so was Sophy Grey!

Anne, the second girl, was a year and two months younger than
Sophy. If Anne was pretty, she did know it. If Anne was clever,
she did not know it. Il Anne was the sweetest tempered of all hu-
man beings, she did not know it. She was little Anne Grey whom
every one loved in and out of her own family, when they had time
for it.

\Ieanwlulo Anne was a kind of family drudge. William vented
his tyranny and ill-humour upon her, laughed when he made her
bludh, or ery, and said ¢ w hat a queer little thing” Anne was ; though
he loved her, after all, and allowed, not unfrequently, that she was
the best of the set, and the best tempered little simpleton he ever
knew. Henry made her his play-fellow, and the butt of all his good
practical jokes, but'he loved her with all his heart, and could never
be happy in holiday times but when Anne ceuld be with him, and
hear of his school exploits; and always said, as he covered her little
delicate face with kisses, after every boisterous joke that had an-
noyed or frightened her, that he really believed there was not
another such a darling, good-natured girl in England, aund he de-
clared, that they might talk of Sophy heing a beauty, and * all that;’
““ but never mind Anne, vou will marrv a Lord or a Duke some of
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these days, or some fine fellow when he sees how well you can put
up with his playing you tricks.”

As Anne grew up and came out, Harry’s practical jokes dimi-
nished, though not his love for Anne, who, he declared, really looked
very pretty at times. To be sure it was a monstrous bore that she
should be going out, and dressing smart, instead of romping with
him; but the time would come when he should go out with Anne
too, and take care that those tall black-looking Miss Dashwoods did
not frighten her, or old Mrs. Morton make her sing when she was
not inclined. '

Mrs. Grey thqQught of Anne as a good quiet child who never grew
up into a woman. She thought her very shy, and very useful to go
on messages for William, or ring the bell for the whole family,
whenever it was required to be rung for the service of one or all of
them. Mr. Grey loved Anne whenever he could think much of her,
and always gave her a pat on the back or a kiss when it come in the
way to do so, and called har his good little Anne.  Sophy was fond
of her and entrusted her secrets to her, but never could hear any in
return; and Anne would never have thought of trying to force any
upon her. Sophy thought of herself as «“Miss (wey,” and of Anne
as her good little sister, who might get on very well as helonging
to her.

And now will this do for a heroine? Anne Grey, how would

you have blushed, how would you have looked at Sophy, had you
been teld that you, and not Sophy, were to be my heroine? Putting
Sophy out of the question, that yo« on any grounds were to he a
heroine! and yet, Anne Grey, so it is; [or mine is a quiet, conmon-
place story, requiring a quiet, common-place heroine; and pcrh'nps
your gentle voice, your solt blue cyes, and your slight gliding figure
—hbut Heaven defend us from voices, eyes, and gliding grace-
fulness! we will speak no more of it :—but let us listen to Lady
Dowton.
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CHAPTER 11

“ Wert, Sophy, my dear love, I am quite charmed to see you.
Ah! Anne too—I am so glad to see you both! but I really aln tired
to death. * I have had sucha day! My sweet Sophy, pity me!
First in came, just when I had settled to my wqrk, in came Mr.
Thorpe. Oh! that man. He is a great bore. 1 always thought
he was—but you know he is so kind! and though I really felt so
ill, and Dr. Bray”—in a lower voice ¢ actually told me there would
be dangm in my over-exerting myself "— (Anne Grey looked very
sorry. * Sophy forgot to do so) “ Yet1 could not help——and do
you know,” in an animated tone, quite forgetting the danger of over-
exertion which had seemed so imminent—* he told me such a piece
of news! what do you think? we are going at last to have Chat-
terton taken. A family have heen to look at it—have actually
spoken to Turner ahout it, and Mr. Thorpe saw a letter from Mr.
Aston’s daughters’ greatest [riend, saying—I forget exactly, but it
was something about places being taken after remaining long unte-
nanted, just after an allusion to the Astons, and this coming with
the account of Turner being applied to——lt really will be charming!
They do not know who the people are.’

¢ I shall be very glad,” said Sophy, *“if we have some neigh-
bouts there ; but I do not think I will let myself believe any one is
coming till they are actually settled there.”

“ Ah! very true, my dear—you are a sweet girl; but 1 am so
fatigued!” the invalid voice was come again. ¢ Could you have
believed it? the slight exertion of secing you has quite overcome
me!”

“I am very sorry,” said Aunne. ¢ Perhaps, Sophy, as mamma
intended meeting us on our way back—and 1 am afraid we are tir-
ing Lady Dowton—

“Ah, my dear, you are so kind!—but I feel better now, and I
assure you it does me good to have you here. I envy you your
health—but Sophy, have not you any thing to tell me >—No amuse-
ment for your poor sick friend?” in a very tender voice, and with a
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very sickly smile. ‘I know Mr. Grey does not love gossip, but |
hate it so much that you need not be afraid of doing any-harm by
talking to me. I never repeat things—indeed I dislike the trouble;
but cut out as I am from all pleasures, my life would be a melan-
choly thing but for the conversation of friends.”

“I wish I had anything to tell you,” said Sophy, with a smile
that was not perhaps caused by pleasure.

Lady Dowton was what is called an excellent neighbour to the
Greysy that is, she was near enough for a walk to bring them toge-
ther. She liked to have the Miss Greys come to talk to her, pro-

. fessed great friendship for all the family, and, as in the case with
all other good neighbours, never thought it necessary to do more
than profess. She always called girls “ sweet loves,” and told them
how charmingly they looked. She played at ¢t invalid”—no one
knew exactly why, except that as she was indolent, and her hus-
band, a good John Bull sort of man, was always emploved either
in hunting, shooting, or farming, and as they had no family, poor
Lady Dowton had nothing to amuse herself with but heing always
a little ill.  Nothing else would have kept her alive.  She must
have died of ennui, if she had not heen constantly saved, by Dr.
Bray telling her she was on the point of death.  When ¢ invalid”
and Dr. Bray failed, then came gossip—-and hetween playing, “in-
valid,” and gossiping in good carnest, Lady Dowton was kept alive
—we will not say as inany years as Sir John wished—for it would
be hard to tell what that period would have been. But Lady
Dowton did live a great many years, and as Sir John hunted,
shot, and farmed the same number, so did she continue to be a poor
sick friend to the Greys, and an active scandal-monger all the days
of those numerous years.

Lady Dowton loved to have some one to talk to, to hear how ill
Dr. Bray thought her. She was always tired to death with the
first few ininutes of seeing any one, and so ill that she could
scarcely bear the effort of shaking hands, and always twice as weak
and delicate, when any onc talked without retailing scandal, or did
not quite believe her own.

“ [ am afraid I have very little by way of news to tell you,” said
Sophy. ¢ The only news of any interest that | know is lh':ll Maria
Pemberton is going to he married.”

“ No, really! Is that true,” said Lady Dowton, actually hall-
raising herself from her languid position on the sofa, * Who is t
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to ? that ugly girl! It must have been a take-in! [am sure the
Tan could not like her! But who is it, my sweet Sophy? I am
dying to know.”

¢« No other than Mr. Barton—Fred. Barton—and I really believe
he is going to marry for love, and has been a long time attached to
Maria ; bift there have not been the means till his aunt died, who
has left him all her fortune ; and Mrs. Fred. Barton is to he a rich
woman.”

¢ No, you don’t say so!”

“ I am"very glad,” continued Sophy. 1 always liked her; she
is so good-humoured, though she is very plain.” ,

* Oh! as for that !”—Lady Dowton held up her hands. It is
plamness to a degree—Well, I am very glad of it! And where do
they mean to live? and what do they do with the mother? I did
hear’—but don’t r epeat it—I may trust you, you know, my dear So-
phy— did hear,” speaking almost in a whisper, * that poor Mrs.
Pemberton’s temper is so bad that Maria vowed she could not, and
would not, live with her any longer ; and this proves it!  And you
know it is said that unhappy Mr. Pemberton’s death was owing to
aviolent quarrel he had with Mrs. Pemberton.”

Sophy actually laughed. ¢ Nay, my dear Lady Dowton, do not
say that, for poor Mr. Pemberton had heen dying of gout for the
l.nst five years, and never in all that time saw '\f[b Pemberton or
his daughter for an hour together without scolding them both into
silence. T do not see how her temper could have had sueh an effect
upon his nerves : and as for Maria, she doats upon her mother,
whose only fault towards her is, if any, humouring her a little too
much.. So we will let Maria Pemberton marry Mr. Barton, with-
out finding any other reason for it than that they are attached to
one another.”

“Aye, my sweet Sophy! I love to sec you so happy and cheerful
—but my poor weak frame—I cannot always look on the bright
side of things-—1 feel now quite overcame,” sinking back with the
fatigue of not being agreed with as to badness of Mrs. Pemberton’s
temper. Lady Dowton was sent back to the resource of being an
invalid. Happy woman! to have two strings to her bow.

But a new thought struck her. Lady Dowton, though she had
no othér occupation in the world, did occupy hersell meritorionsly
in one thing—in writing letters : and will it be believed, or rather
will it not be believed, spite of her assurance that she hated gossip,
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that Lady Dowton’s letters were full of gossip—soine might say—
of scandal! and written for no other purpose than to retail the
newest bit of news with the finest possible gloss cast overit; so that
if she told of a marriage, ® was sure to be known at the same time
that « there were some unpleasant circumstances about it—that the
gentleman had been carrying on an affair elsewhere, but that a
fievce Irishman of a brother had carried the point sword in hand”
—but who would copy Lady Dowton’s letter? Suflice it to say
‘that it %as flear post time—Maria Pemberton was going to be well
married, and she was a very ugly girl—Lady Dowton'was so il
that she would not keep Sophy and Anne any longer, and she knew
they must wish to be going to dear Mrs. Grey—so *“ good bye, So-
phy! how charming you look! good hye, dear Anne,” and the
Miss Greys walked home.

That day, had the post been way-laid, there might have been
seen in one of those many letters in a fanale hand, *Maria Pem-
berton is going to marry Fred. Barton; and it seems, from what
has been said at various times, that there has been some little ma-
nauvre to bring it about; but you perhaps may not have heard the
shocking reason for the poor girl accepting a man she never could
love—which is the vile teinper of her mother, who, I have heard,
actually at times threatened to send her out of the house. 1 am
writing confidentiallv, my dear Miss Lightfoot, and I would not for

the world——" What farther Lady Dowton’s letter contained is
not known; but never mind l—we will walk home with the Miss
Greys.

They were hoth thinking on rather different suhjecis. Anne had
been shocked by Lady Dowton’s manuer of speaking of the 'em-
bertons, whom she really liked.  She also remembered Mr. Barton
with pleasure, [or he had once saved her at a hall from the honour
of dancing with a satirical-looking man, whom some one intro-
duced to her. She therefore didnot like hearing them abused—But
after all where were the people that Anne Grey would have liked
to have heard abused ?

Sophy meantime was wondering whether it was really true that
Chatterton was going to he tenanted, and what kind of people the
tenants would he. She had some little vision of anagreeahle eldest
son, who would look at Sophy Grey, and look and lo'vc, and
decide that no one was half so charming in the whole neighbour-
hood. A pleasing sister he might have, who should call her ¢ dear
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Sophy,” and dress after her, and still be a very agreeable, and
pretty girl, whom every one would like just a degree less than her-
self. The parents should be pleasant. What a charming vision
did she conjure up! Ah! that reality should ever, with its frosty
hand, blacken the brightness of day-dreams like this of eldest sons
with ten thousand a year, and declarations of love, and trousseana,
and honey-moons!

“Do you think it is true about Chatterton, Anne?” said Sophy
at last. |

. Oh yes! I had forgotten. 1 dare say it is.”

" «1 wonder whether papa will visit themn,” rejointd Sophy. It
will be so agreeable to have pleasant neighbours there. I should
like to know whether it is true.”

“ YWe shall soon know, I dare say,” said Anne; “but we have so
many peighbours already, that I cannot care about any new ones.”

“ I must say I like new people,” said Sophy.  «1 like to be seen.
I do not prefer,” added she laughing, “to blush unseen, and waste
all the beauties, Captain Herbert talks ahout, on the desert air.”

“ No—true, Sophy dear. I would not have vour beauty lelt to
bloom unseen. 1 do hope for your sake, that the house at Chat-
terton may he well filled with young and old—the gayest of the gay,
il you wish it.  There might be father and mother, one daughter
perhaps, and one, two, three, or even four sons; and all to talk
and laugh and dance with you and admire you just as much as
Captain Herbert does.”

“ There’s agood Anne! You are really the best natured sister in
the world, and there shall be one of the two, three, or four sons
left to yeur care !”

“ Thank youy, Sophy,” said Anne, in that quietest of all tones
which is used only when the subject spoken of has ceased to inte-
rest, and when voice and attention drop at once in placidity.

On reaching home they found that Mrs. Grey had been waiting
for them, had really had on her bonnet, fidgetted ahout to wonder
what they could be doing; told Mr. Grey that that tiresome Lady
Dowton always kept the girls half the morning ; had asked him to
have his dinner an hour later, because she was sure all their
morning,would be lost ; and they had to go and sce poor old Betty
Wood ; and Mr. Grey had consented with a sort of grumble to a

thing he hated, just to prevent Mrs. Grey from talking so much
when he was more than head and shoulders deep in a new book.
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Luckily for Mr. and Mrs. Grey’s temper, the servant came in with
two notes of invitation. Happy Mrs. Grey! she then had some-
thing to do, and forgot her daughters. .

¢« My dear, here is an invitation from Hadley for a few days—
¢ Ever your’s sincerely, A. H. Hadley’—what a pretty- hand she
writes ! You will go, of course. I had been hoping that Lady
Hadly would ask us. Very civil indeed ! And Sophy never looked
so well, and she has just got her new dress from town.”

“I'am glad of it,” said Mr. Grey, * we will certainly go.  This
leaving home for a night or two is a terrible affair ; but, however,
for the sake of the children, one must make a little sacrifice. Yon
take Anne, my dear—they ask her, do not they ?”

“ Oh! ldon’t know. I never thought of taking Anne—Yes -
your daughters—that certainly is an * s"——Well, we might
take her; butshe is so shy !”

“ It is better that she should go out, and get rid of the shyness,”
said Mr. Grey. ‘ Anne is growing very pretty.”

“ Yes, yes,” rejoined Mrs. Grey, in a sort of bustling, cast-ofl
manner, for Sophy was in her mind just then.

“ And Anne’s singing, when she is not too much frightened, is
the prettiest thing I ever heard,” said persevering Mr. Grey.

« Well then, 1 will write, shall 1, and say we accept their in-
vitation,” said Mrs. Grey.

“ Yes, certainly, my dear,” and Mr. Grey was deep in his book
again, aud perhaps giving one corner of his attention to the blissful
idea that Mrs. Grey was occupied for the next quarter of an hour.

The invitation to Hadley was a great pleasure to Mrs. Grey, and
she was in her heart more delighted than she quite liked saying,
for it was not dignified for old Mrs. Grey to be in a wild, girl-like
delight. It was also a satisfaction to Mr. Grey. Lord and Lady
Hadley were agreeable people, and hadan excellent house 5 but the
pleasure of an invitation to ladley was greatly enhanced by Lord
and Lady Hadley being known to he rather exclusive. Mr. Greyhada
little pride in being liked by persons who were so—perhaps it was a
weakness—but still it was natural. He was a man of refined mind,
and was not rich enough to go yearly to London—he could there-
fore only enjoy such society as a country neighbourhood afforded;
andit was natural he should prefer such houses as gave him the
opportunity of meeting with those whose manners and mind best
accorded with his own. '
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Mr. Grey had no vulgar love of rank or fashion, but he knew
fiat those in high station have it most in théir power to collect
around them all the gems of Kngland’s sons and daughters, and
fathers and mothers, and to select, as their guests, the clever, the
agreeable, the well-informed of all classes. Mr. Grey therefore
liked an invitation to Hadley ; and if the company fell short of his
expectations he could turn with enjoyment to the cheice pictures—
the extensive library—the beautilul gardens, and the rare exotics,
which the union of wealth and taste had collected together.

“ No end of invitations, my dear,” said Mrs. Grey, as poor Mr.
Girey, having just resumed the train of his reading, had forgotten
Hadley. ¢ Here we ave all asked to an archery at the Gilberts’
——this day fortnight—that is long enough off! | think we had
I)cucr go. | dare say every one will be there, and it will be plea-
sant for’the girls.”

“ Certainly, my dear,” and Mr. Grey tried to think with pleasure
of an archery, and to read again; but good Mrs. Grey would not
he satisfied with * Certainly, my dear.”

“ Well, then, Mr. Girey, do attend a little.  Shall we go or not?
I am sure | don’t know whether we ought. It’s well if the horses
are not laid up, and then there would he the expense of posters, and
William has been so extravagant this year.

“ Well, my dear,” said poor Mr. Grey, * just as you like.”

Mrs. Grey was determined, surely, that morning to be grovoking.
“Just as [ like! Mr. Grey! Why you know I am trying to think
what is for the best, and I want your opinion. It is of very little
use saying ‘just what 1like.” [ want to decide what I do like !”

“*Ah, very true,” said good, patient Mr. Grey. * I think we may
as well go, and you will write the note perhaps—and—1I am rather
busy now with this new book; so, my dear, if you have nothing very
particular to say—"

Mrs. Grey walked off muttering something about “ always the
way,” and “very difficult to know what to do.” In short she was
not in a very good humour. [ used to he told at times, when a
child, that 1 had got up on the wrong side. I do not know exactly
to this day what the nurse meant, but I knew the result ; and this
must have been the case with Mrs. Grey.

This is a conjugal dialogue between two excellent people, who
really loved one another. Does any one think it unnatural ? and
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il it is not unnatural, will it deter any young lady from entering into
the blissful state of matrimony ? I hope not.

Sophy and Anne came in—(they had no idea of not marrying
because they listened every now and then to such conjugal dia-

logues). They came just to relieve Mrs. Grey of her remaining bit
of ill-humour.

“ Well, girls, here are two invitations. 1 had been waiting half
an hour for you, and then these came, and I have had such a diffi-
cultyirf deciding how to accept them, as you were so long in coming.
What could have kept you ? One is from Hadley.”

“Hadley!” exclaimed Sophy— her eyes brightening.

{ « Aye, 1 thought you would be pleased,” said Mrs. Grey, all her
natural good humour come again ; ““and we have accepted it: and
hiere is another to an archery at the Gilberts’.”

« Hadley and an archiery !” said Sophia, jumping round with a
joylul bound. “How charming! Dear papa!” giving him a kiss on
his forehead as he read, and the patient man smiled and actually
looked pleased.

CHAPTER 1.

Is it dignified in a heroine to be pleased when she is invited to a
country house, and to an archery meeting?

Luckily Anne Grey, digaified or not, you will not incur censure
on that account! Anne tried to be glad because her sister was
glad ; but it was rather diflicult not to be sorry. Society had little
pleasure for her, she felt so shy. She lost the time for her home
pursuits—for her music—her drawing—and above all, her reading;
and she gained only a feeling of being the shyest girl in Kngland, and
of sitting in positive misery during several hours, in the fear that
some one would be so mistaken as to think she might be agreeable,
and try to talk to her.

It would not have been so bad had not she known that in such a
case her mother would have looked reproachfully at her, to make
her talk in return, or her father perhaps would have said after-
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wards, « Why did not you try to be less shy, iny little Anne, and
let us hear the sound of your voice? You should learn to think bet-
ter of yourself, and remember we go into society for the sake of
others as well as of ourselves.” If it had not been for all this,
which Anne felt to be very true, she would have relied on her own
freezing monosyllables to have ensured her peace in society.

Anne, however, soon forgot her shyness sufficiently to feel happy
in society. It would have been ungrateful had she not, and never
was there a being less chargeable with the sin of ingratitude.* She
overflowed’ with gratefulness for the smallest favour, but modesty
and timidity often forbade her from showing the extgnt of it, whilst
it dwelt unrestrained in her heart.

Had timidity not checked the excessive expression of obligation,
good taste would have done so. Anne had the most thorough good
taste thal ever heing was possessed of. It existed in every thing—
Iwas g(;’mg to say it shone forth—but that is not an applicable term.
—None of her attainments, none of her.virtues, could be said to
_shine forth—her modesty forbad it. Still a perfect taste and €.c-
gance existed in every thing, whether in her singing, her drawing,
her dancing, her dress, her choice of books, or her kindness and at-
tention to others ; all was in good taste.

No sooner had the notes been despatched, than a ring at the
door-hell announced a visitor ; no uncommon thing at the Greys’,
who were placed in what is called a good neighhourhood.

Whether a good neighbourhood may be called a good is doubt-
ful. One of its principal charms consists in the certainty of uncer-
tainly, as to whether, when you have settied to your morning
occupatipn, you are to be disturbed in it for so many half hours :
whether your drawing is to go peaceably through its number of
bright effects, and improving washes ; “or to be brought suddenly to
a sharp edge, or a scumble, by the entrance of a visitor—your
bright idea sent away—your drawing dried up into a cylinder by
the agreeableness of Mrs. or Miss ——s 3 or your book thrown
aside, and sent out of train—your work—your music—all at the
mercy of any one who makes a part of the good neighbourhood,
and who go through the most wearisome of all things, a morning
visit, you know, with the same long sufferance as yourself, and have
to appear, with yourself, quite charmed to find you at home.

Then those other days, when, the carriage ordered, the work,
the book, the drawing, laid aside; the flower-garden, gay and
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tempting in the sun, deserted; card-case in hand, best bonnet onu, a
frown in the heart, and a smile on the face, you sally forth to the
enjoyment of so many miles of dusty road, to the sight of entrance
halls, and to the sound of door bells—to the breathless hope for a
‘not at home,’ and the ¢at home’ ‘which you hear: or if ‘not at
home,” and your hope is realized (happiness beyond compare!) to
have had this sight of the outside of houses, this rumble along dusty
roads, to assure your good neighbours that you have returned their
bore, 'and mean to be civil, and are not offended!

Thus, then, the *“good,” in a good neighbourhodd, does not
mean the samecthing as other goods. Mus. Grey felt it so, as she
exclaimed in the bitterness of her heart, “How provoking! I shall
lose all my walk to-day!” and Mr. Grey felt it so, when.' for the
fourth time, he resigned his book with a sigh; then on second
thoughts seized it, and, as softly as gentlemen’s boots would ‘allow,
crept at a side door out of the room. Just in time, Mr. Grey! The
door opened, and Mrs. Dadson was announced.

It has been said that Mrs. (Grey had some vulgar relations. Mrs.
Dodson was Mrs. Grey’s first cousin. She lived not far from
Weston—had lost her hasband ahout five years back—had gone
through the proper stages of inconsolable affliction, and had entered
with vast pleasure into the enjoyment of the good things which poor
dear Mr. Dodson had left hehind him.

Mr. Dodson had been in trade. He was consequently very rich,
and a rosy, fat, bustling, snub-nosed, little man—that is what one
should say in a novel ol a man who had made his money by trade,
and who was to be the vulgar, laughable character of the book ; but
poor Mr. Dodson is dead—so he cannot be made more useful than
by having lelt to his wife the means wherewith to he rich and vul-
gar, and one son to tread in the steps of his father.

Mrs. Dodson was not only fat, but vulgar. It was vulgarity not
of person alone, though in that she was pre-eminent, but vulgarity
of mind. She thought highly of herself—highly of her son—
highly of her thousands a year—her house on which thousands had
been expended—her garden—her hot-houses, pineries, conservato-
ries,—-all the many good things which money can give—bhut she
thought still more highly ol every man, woman, or child, to whose
name was appended those pleasing little fascinating words, Lora,
Lady, Viscount, Earl, Marquis, or Duke. Highly she thought of
every one whom she could mention as a ¢ very fashionable person.”
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Great people were Mrs. Dodson’s idols, to whom she bowed—not
qn acefully—that she could not do! her figure forhad! but she did
how most profoundly in her heart, and set a value on every one,
exactly in proportion to the number of the Peerage or of the fash-
ionables whom they could count amongst their acquaintances.

Mrs. Dodson was a good mother, and had becn a good wife; and
where kindness was really called for it was always hestowed.  But
she had at the same time a large fund of envy and ill-will tqwards
those who rosc superior to herself in rank, wealth, or fashion. She
was pompous, and tried to depreciate others, in extolling herself.

" Her ouly son ¢Bob,” or ¢Mr. Robert Dodson;’ as he was called,
was exactly the person to have been expected from such parents.
He was awhward in manners and appearance; free from any re-
proach (zl' intellectnality or refinement; like his mother, not had-
hearted; but unlike her, he was troubled with manraise honte to a
distressing degree when brought into the presence of those whom
an innate sense of something wanting in"himself told him were his
superiors.  He was not so vulgar in externals as his mother.  His
pomposity did not appear so much—we hardly hnow, in fact,
whether it really existed; and in person, though he was awkward,
he might have passed very well for a stupid, untemarkable young
man.  Such wag the scion of the house of Dodson—and now will
he be accepted as my hero?  Murs. Dodson meaus to make Lim such
—and what must be done ? '

It was Mrs. Dodson’s favourite plan to marry her son {o one of
his ¢t cousin Greys.” From clildren it had been a settled thing be-
lwoen Mrs. Dodson and Mrs. Grey, that Bobby was to marry Sophy.
So w hm; Bobhy gave Sophy a kiss, as they played on the floor toge-
ther, or Sophy cried hecause cousin Bobby was going away, and
took his new toy with him, Mrs. Dodson winked at Mrs. Grey, and
Mrs. Grey winked at Mrs. Dodson, and they held up their hands
and said ‘how wonderful?’

As they grew up, Mes. Dodson saw that her son was a little
wanting in external elegance and in mental attainments; and the
aoubts, which had at times risen®in her mind, whether Bob with his
fortune might not have secured a Marquis’s or an Earl’s daughter
for his \vjfc, were sent (o rest, by sceing Bob’s blushes and hearing
als feet shuffling on the carpet, as he sat enduring a morning visit.
Still more were they set at vest by sceing the Greys growing up
pretty and accomplished, and the whole family getting into the hest



society, and counting up more Peerage-Book acquaintances thau
could be thought of without envy as separated from Bob, but vers
pleasantly as united to hin.

Mrs. Dodson, to do her justice, was really fond of the Greys. She
had little jealousies, not a few with Mrs. Grey—but still she really
iiked her. Mr. Grey was naturally kind-hearted, and so long-
suffering towards his wile’s relations and their vulgarity, that Mrs.
Dodson could always say to herself—* How very comfortable and
sociabfe Me. Grey is!” and as she respected him, so she liked him,
for being superior and not showing any airs of supeviority.  Sophy
and Anne she liked because they weve pretty, good tempered givls
~whom she had known from the cradle upwards.  Fither of them
she felt would do very well for Bob; and her mud-hc:u-t(‘dm\“
suggested what a great thing it would be for them to marry such a
tortune.

On the Grey side of the question, Mrs. Grey had heen so long
aceustomed to the Dodsons and their vulgarity, that she was not
quite aware of its extent.  Bob was very haxmlcas, and very rien,
and Mrs. Dodson always spoke *so highly of him"—a proof of his
heing a good son. Mr. Grey did not think mueh about him. e
was, as may be seen, rather an indolent man, and allowed things to
he in a great measure managed for him.  He thought Bob Dodsot
was a good sort of youth, who might make a veey good hushand,
and he felt that if one of his davghters could Like Lim, it wonid he
quite as well that she should marvy him.  So far Me. Grey went -
but Mrs. Greyand Mrs. Dodson had gone some w ay favther. They
had «/maost :,culed the wedding dress, quite the house which Bob
was to have (Bagley Hall was to remain in Mrs. Dodson’s care ull
her death ", the number of carriages, and the name of the first child.
All this time Sophy and Anune keew nothing of this plan aguinst
their peace, and all this time Mrs. Dodson and Mrs. Grey kept up o
little enlivening spirit of jealousy, which made Mrs. Dodson tall
vastly of her riches—her carriages —her hot-houses —her hundred
other ¢t ceteras,—and 3Mrs. Grey talk grandly of her tided friends
—of Lord Albert something being o smitten with Sophy—-of Lady
some other sayiug that she hoped the Grevs would consider het
house as their home-—and so on.

Now enter Mrs. Dodson! M., Grey, who had heen for the
last few seconds getting up a smile and a company lace, forgot hoth
on seeing that the visitor was no one alter all, but her cousin Mes
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Dodson; so she very heartily shook her by the hand, and told her
Thow glad she was that she was Mrs. Dodson and not any other
person—and then, Mrs. Dodson having duly kissed Sophy and
Anne, said—“ Well, 'm so glad to see you, for its an age since |
saw you all!” and having taken bhreath after the exertion of walk-
ing into the room, she and Mrs. Grey were seated, and Mrs. Grey
had begun to think how soon she could bring in the invitation to
Hadley, and Mrs. Dodson, how soon she conld speak of havinu‘
out-bid the Duke ol —— for the costly table at——; a piece of
e\lmvagance by the way that was rather weakening to Bob’s funds,
and nothing but the gratification of talking aboue it could quite
silence the risings of’ conscience aud accompt hooks in Mrs. Dod
son’s nyind.

\icaxmlnlo, Sophy and Anne considered themselves at liberty to
g0 or slay as they pleased, so Anne glided oft to her harp in the
next room, and Sophy went to look at her new dress from town,
and to think whether Captain Herbert® would be at the Archery
that day fortnight, and whether he would admire her still more in
her newdress. Anne’s havp was a solace to her, but, unlike Sophy,
she had to send Hadley and the Archervy to oblivion to render her
as happy as usual, though one little pleasant thought arose ahout
Hadley— 1 wonder whether we shall meet Mr, Temple there!”
A wrong note, Anne Grey! and Aune knew it was, and for five
minutes she thought no more about Hadley, or Mr. 'l'emple, or any
thing but overcoming a difticult passage in her musie, and the next
live minutes her whole soul was in one of the most heautiful and
touching of -—-——airs, which was played with all that expression
and.fecljng which is some reward for the gift of a whole sonl—even
such a soul as hers.

Who then is Mr. Temple, who cguld cause one wrong note, and
be so easily forgotten when he had™caused ot Mr. Temple was
a voung man whom Anne had met on her only visit to Hadley—on
almost the first visit she had ever paid after she came out. Edward
Temple was tall, rather handsome and very gentlemanlike.  To
finish his character, as Mrs. Dodson might have finished it, he
was “a prodigiously line young man, very clever, very sativical,
very fashionable, quite of the first fashion, gave himsell great airs,
and would se: arcely speak to any but his own set—but then, if any
man had a vight to be fastidious, it was certainly Edward Temple,
for he was such a remarkably genteel, clever voung man—dressed
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so waeill —and had such an aie —but very guiet—so quict in his
mannuer and deess,”—that is what Mrs. Dodson would have said.

Such as Fdward Temple was, he had been slaying at Tladley
during Anne’s first visit there, and Anne had liked him—for he had
actully spoken to her, and in a way that did not render her more
shy, hut 50 as to remove her fears for the moment, and enable her
to keep up a conversation of five minutes without any great suffer-
ing. She had never again dared to place herself within the possi-
hility of speaking-distance ; but he had once, as she could not but
ohserve with surprise and gratitude, saved her from singing, at
some liztle expense of manwuvre to himself, when her distress had
heen manifested on being called upon for such an exhibition.

This was very good-natured, and, joined to his agrecableness,
which ~le could listen to without any painful effort of holdness
when it was not addressed to hersell, gave Anne a very favourable
impression of him, and made her entertain a slight wish to hear
him talk again—not to be talked to.  No—Anne actually coloured
up with intuitive bashfulness as she thought of it; and yet he was
so thorenglily well-bred in his manner, and so gentle and qguiet,
especially to her, that, in spite of his cleverness—his turn for sative
-—amd the way in which he laughed at some people, she really felt
‘ess alvaid of him than of most otliers whon she met in society.
So Anne thought with pleasure of listening to Mr. Temple at Had-
ey,

The day aveived——>ophy in high spirits-——well-dressed, and
knowing she was so—with a most hecoming bonunet on, in which
she was quite aware that she looked very pretty.  Aune, just as
well-dressed, and looking the picture ol elegant quietnde and sim-
plicity, but not in the least aware of looking very pretty, or of any
thing hut the fluttering of her heart, as they drove through the lodge

ates at Hadley, whirled ulm; the level sweep of carriage-road,
irough the magnificent park, and stopped at last at the door under

2 impo-ing row of colminns, that all seemed turned into eyes to

agh at and abash poor Anne Grey.

Shall 1 describe the party there, or shall [ leave Hadley and its
nmates in a sort ol vague indistinctoess ?  One way of proceeding
might have a grand, romantic, and bewildering effect. The other
might subject me to recciving a pretly compliment on my truth of
description—on this or that person being ¢ so nataral "  Let nature
then have her sway-— Let the grand sublime be left to nobler minds,
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_wnd let me once more and for ever he common-place and truv--
“Let me descend to all bat to the patterns of the curtains, or the
number of cups of coflee drunk by my heroine and her companions.
Ju-t down to this, and no lower, let me descend in minuteness.

On getting into the room, and after having sat there ahont ten
minutes, Anne found that Hadley was not so much a matter of pal-
pilations at the heart as she had expected.  Lady Hadley and iiss
Trevor were the only persons in the room on their arvival. i,..':y
Hadley wi as hetween thirty and forty, tall; rather pretty, and ver
pleasiag ; posscsscd of rather a distingunished air,~—just that Lin:d u‘.
air which would reader it impossible to mistake hor for a nulhner,
williner’s apprentice, or lady’s maid, whevever she might he seei.
Amiahig, sensible, and lnl"r'lMy clever, she had ncthing wore re-
ma l\;1 sle about her, but that she was apt t) take likings aud form
luc'uls}ups which were notdoomeld to decay after the first effer-
vescente of feeling was over—-which were neither brought to an
abrupt conclusion, nor kept lingering on 1o a natural death; neither
to the slow decline, nor the galloping consun:ption of friendly feel-
ing. Lady Hadley’s likings and fiiendships lasted as long as they
were deserved, or were called for, or prized by the objects.

Lady Hadley may therefore safely he called a remarkable woman.

Miss Trevor, the other person in the room on (heir arrival, was
a lively, active old maid,-—a person who did every body’s business
for them, and whatis singular, always did it well, and never ney -
lected her own in consequence -- the most useful of all useful peo-
ple in a housg—always ready to talk ov to be talked to,—ratiier
preferving the former— always happy, always busy, always ready
to play country dances to the children, or quadrilles or waltzes for
those of a larger growth.  When ev ery one was saying with a siga
¢ Who will play for us * and all who could play trying to feel un-
selfish and good-natured, and answering, ¢ I will with great plea-
sure '—then stepped in diss Trevor, and querist and apswerer
both went to the enjoyment of the gliding quadrille or the whitling
waltz, and Miss Trevor was a ¢ dear good woman’ all the evening
after, and part of the next morning. .

Miss Trevor was a happy woman!  She had neither beauty,
talents, nor riches-—-She was a very erdinary person—Dbut she was

‘useful and she was good-natured ; and her usefulness and her
good-nature rendered her the happiest and the most generally
liked of all the people of every one’s acquaintance.  Ye unaccom-
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plished, ugly, pennyless damsels, who having answered * No,” and
been ¢ taken at your word,” have lost your last chance ol married
felicity, look at Miss Trevor and be comforted !

CHAPTER IV.

Lavf HabLey was pleased to have the Greys in her house.  She
had taken a liking to Mr. Grey, and to Anne. Sophy she thought
of as of the huadred other pretty, and accomplished, and well-
dressed Misses of social life. Mrs. Grey certainly was rather a
bore; but Lady Hadley believed her a good kind of woman, who
made an excellent housekeeper, and mére de fumille.  She did
not wonder that she should prize Sophy more hlghly than \nne for
she felt it would be impossible that such a woman as Mus. Grey
could truly appreciate Annels character; but she did wonder that all
who had discernment and taste, who saw the modest grace of Anne.
should not take as decided a liking (o her as she had done herself.

When Anne went up to dress lor dinner, it was with the convic-
tion that it would be very pleasant at Hadley, and not so alarming
as she had imagined.  Lady Hadiey was such a charming person,
and so peculiarly kind in her manner, and old Miss Trevor was so
chatly and good-humoured, that it was very comfortable to have
such a resource, for it was almost impossible to be frightened at
Miss Trevor.

Sophy, o, was in good-humour : she had heaad ol a pleasam
party expected that evening—some whom it would be worth while
should admire her; and Sophy had a fondness for admiration, and
was never in a bhetter humour than when her vanity had been gra-
tified. She let Anne have as much of their joint maid's attendance
as she required, without saying u cross word, or feeling that she
wanted her at the very moment that Aune did—dressed hersell
perfectly to her own satisfaction, and told Anne, when they were
both ready, that she neyer saw her look so well in her life.  Anne's
little vanity just brought a sowpeon of a blush on her cheek, and one
of those pretty half smiles of hers,---and they deswmlml to the
drawing-room ripe for conquest.

There assembled were Lord Hadley, whom we must just men-
tion as a well-informed, agrecable man, having a decided taste fov
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hunting, and the reputation of heing one of the ugliest men in
England.  Miss Trevor, who was always in good time, and had
never heen (oo late for breakfast, luncheon, or dinner, in her life-
Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright,—both young and hoth devoted—not to
cach other—no, though they really appeared to go on exceed-
ingly well together, and generally called one another ¢ Arthur,” and
* Kmily,” and ‘my dear,’ in society; but that to which they wera
both devoted, was, the one to heing thought pretty and a;grecablc
by all the world, as well as Mr. Cartwright; the other to heing
thought a.grceable and dangerous, to the weaker and better half of
the world, which Mrs. Cartwright was not unwilling to leave to Li-
attention.

Thep there was a good old prosy man—Sir Henry Poynton,
li.(,‘f..l}.,. who had seen much active service, and was quite ready (o
talk about it whenever he could get any one to listen—-always reads
(o Iau:;h at a goud joke, when he could understand it, or to puzzle
at it till he did, and never grudged givimg his laugh gratis five mi
nutes after the call for it had ceased, and every one had hecomy
sgrave again.

Lady Marston, the Lady Mavyand Agnes Dalton, and Mr. Artha:
Dalton, were variously distributed about the room, Lady Mary
looking the amiable and pretty to attract the attgntion of anothes
of the party, whom | have not yet named —no other than Lowd
Stoketon, one of the young men (o whom mamas ave very partial-
v other words, a good ¢ party.’

Lord Stokgton was an ovdinary kind of gentlemanlike, ralkative,
sood-hearted young man, who was not in the least attending (o
!,uJy Vary and her prettiness, but looking in a sort of vacan!
happiness round the room, standing with his back to where tir
fire should have been.  Lady Agnes Dalton was looking ugly and
--nsible in a conversation with Lord Hadley, who evideatly con
sidered her rather a hore, and felt the weight of her good sense
more heavily than he wished.  Me. Avthur Dalton was whispering
to Mrs. Cartwright, in a congenial arm-chair, sociably drawn close
w hers.

Such were the people and thenr oceupations when Mrs. Gren,
Sophy, and Annc, entered the drawing-room at Hadley. M, Ar-
thue Dalton’s glass was immediately attracted to his eye, and the
ead ol a whisper to Mes, Cartwright curtailed by their entranee.
e minute sulliced to sati=iv him that he did not know them, and
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that Sophy was a pretty looking girl, and he was again whispering
to Mrs. Cartwright, and she was again laughing affectedly, cou-’
scious she looked pretty when she did so.

Lord Stoketon’s vacant stare was stopped, and his eyes were not
again cast in vacancy towards the window, but rested for the re-
mainder of the time till dinner on Sophy.

It was evident he had already settled her to be a very pretty girl.
Sophy was quite aware of this, too, and wished to know who he
was, bt would not ask, not even Miss Trevor, who scated Lersell
by her and told her why Lady Hadley was so late for dianer, and
what it was they.had been talking about to keep her from dressing.
This was all very interesting, and it was strange that Sophy sheuld
be desivous of any other information; but she had not much time
to care, for Lady Hadley came down, and she found herself in-
troduced to Lord Stoketon, she scarcely knew why, but she thought
it was because he had desired it, and then she was introduced to
Mr. Cartwright, and the Ladies Dalton—Mrs. Cartwright spoke to
her without being introduced-—Mr. Arthur Dalton put up his glass
at her again meantime— Lord Stoketon stood by looking impatient,
and Sophy Grey was a happy girl!

In a few minutes more she found herself at dinner,seated hetween
Lord Stoketon and Lady Marston. That dinner decided Lord
Stoketon in thinking Miss Grrey one of the prettiest and most charm-
ing girls he had ever known. It decided Miss Grey in the same
opinion, and also in a few extra ones, such as that, Lord Stoketon
was very agreeable, and that the least becoming sort of coiffure
was that of Lady Mary Dalton, who sat just opposite. Anne was
happily placed between Sir Henry Poynton and Me. Acthur Dal-
ion, the latter of whom gave her her greatest chance of happiness
"y never speaking to her, and the former talked incessantly with-
out requiring much in return, and was so good-humoured, and so
evidently delighted with having found a good listener, at last, after

thirty years’ search, that Anne could not dislike his talking to her.
»0 the dinner was a pleasant one hoth for her and for Sophy.

That cvening passed as nost other evenings pass in a country
house, with a slight mixture of the dull and the agrecable. Mur.
Cartwright had found out that Anne was prettier than Miss Grey,
and made various attempts to talk to her, which Anne as regularly
repulsed by turning to her constant [riend and proser, Sir Henry
Poynton, who was quite elated by this tacit hint for a new anece -



dote, and always sct off again at the rate of a quarter of an hour a

=story ; so Anne had merely to smile, and she was safe from Mr.
Cartwright. Mr. Cartwright could only look astonished, curl his
lip, and be very particularly entertaining to Lady Mary Dalton.

That evening, alter the good nights had duly been uttered, and
all the hands which were to be shaken had heen shaken at the top
of the stairs, Mrs. Grey and her daughters found themselves alone
in the Miss Grays’ apartment; and then Sophy said, * What a
pleasant evening we have had I” and “Oh! I like Hadley of all
things I” 2and then did Mrs. Grey kiss her with a greater warmth
oi aflection than usual, for it was evident that Sophy had made a
conquest and been admired.  Mrs. Grey was such a worthy
woman ! and like all other worthy mothers she always loved
her datighters best when they were most admired, and least re-
quired .

Shevkissed Anne too, with very singular affection, so I have no
doubt that Anne had also been admired; indeed Lady Hadlex had
praised her very warmly, and Mrs. Grey had overheard Mr. Cart-
wright say to Lord Stoketon, * what a pretty creature she is!” so
Mrs. Grey gave Anne two kisses, instead of one, and Sophy had one
more for Lord Stokefon’s sake.

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Grey, to her husband when they were
alone, « what do you think of it ? It is quite certain he was very
much struck.”

¢« Not hurt, I hope, my dear,” said Mr. (crey, whose mind was
then balancing between a note from his steward concerning the pur-
chase of some®Scotch cattle, and a story that had been told of a
boy *being thrown from a donkey.

*“ Nof hurt, T hope, my dear,” said Mr. Girey, with a very com-
passionate tone.

“ My dear Mr. Grey! what are you thinking about ? why, I
certainly hope, indeed, I suppose, Lord Stoketon is a little hurt ;
for you know when men are in love, it is not always quite
agreeable to them.” .

“ Lord Stoketon in love! why, who with? Has he an attach-
ment ?”  Scotch cattle and stewards’ letters still operating.

¢ Really, Mr. Grey,” said poor Mrs. Grey, “1 wish you would
attend a fittle. 'What I want to ask you about, is, whether you do
not think Lord Stoketon is in love with Sophy ; and I am sure it is
a matter of great interest, and one 1 fcel most deeply.”
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“ Oh! now I understand,” said Mr. Grey at last, Sophy and
Lord Stoketon making a head against Scots, steward, boy and
donkey.

« Now I understand,” said he, langhing, * at lcast, as much as t
can at present; but as to Lord Stoketon being in love with Sophy,
that is what I cannot pretend to say. lle admired her, as most
men do ; I saw that ;—but he had no other person very attractive
to talk to ; so, my dear, we will not think of him for a son-in-law
|u~t yes.”

Mrs. Grey said no more. It was not the first premature scheme
she had formed,

And now let heroines and their motliers fall asleep, lor they wilt
vequire it, if they knew how much they had to go through before my
book is finished. I have brought both ray heroines out on the stage
of my book. 1 feel nervous about going on. 1 have got lh('m baotir
into a large country house, and I don’t know how they are to make
a graceful exit.  Sophy might make a bold siep and walk off, back
wards, sideways, or straight forwards; but Anne must be gently
led ; she must get away quietly, yet not in silence.  We must noi
let it be asked what did she come on lor ? which, il she says not a
word, meets with no hero, and with no adventure, will certainly be
asked.  As hervoine, she must not play Dumby, yvet it must not he
felt < what a noise Anne Grey s making !

What is to be done then P Whilst they sleep, I will muse. Fwili
set my brain on the rack, and visions of grandeur shall {lit past e
in the solemn hours of night, and the burnings of intense thought
shall eat up my soul ; and | will—I \nll—l will do wrcat thm-'s
1 will call the Miss Greys in the morning !

Poor Miss (ncys——pom' Mr. and Mrs. Grey-—--poor Lord and
Lady Hadley—all ye poor mortals assembled at Hadley - —the how
is at length come.  You must leave the comfort of your bed - vou
must get up, look ugly, and feel eross-—be cold, though it is only
the first week in September—be ashamed to ask for a firve, thongh
vou feel September frost worthy of December, stealing to vour
fingers’ ends. You must forget all your pleasant dreams-—you
must remember all the ills that hefell you the day before—you must
all get up.

Sophy woke from the dream of Lord Slok(’lou and Capfain Her-
bert. You will never decide the gquestion.  Anne woke from that
fascinating vision of a K.C.B., from those words still deunnieg n
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her ear, *¢ It was a very singular event. Another moment, and
“the tiger would have had me in his mouth. His tail was thrown
round me, and I heard”—-Anne’s agony for the safety of her K.C.B.
had become extreme.  She made a movement of eager anxiety to
listen to the next words, and in a loud and startling tone she heard,
¢« 1t is rather more than hall past nine, ma’am,” and Anne and
Sophy were both awake.

CHAPTER V.

B is rather more than half past nine, ma’am,” and Anne ana
Sophy were both awake.

We find nearly all the party assembled at breaklast—Miss Trevor
was presiding over the tea, an occupation for which she had a par-
tienlar penchant.  Lord Stoketon was ready to say good morning
to Miss Grey—to make a slight attempt at shaking hands, without
feeling certain whether the degree of acquaintanceship warranted
i, and to be rewarded for the effort by Miss Grews extended hand,
and a bright smile with her ¢ good morning.’

Sophy had the art of always looking happy, and rosy, and bright
in the morning, a superior attainment! but if the result of a free
conscience, wby is it not more common ??

Great arve the delights of a bra#kfast table! Great the charm of
conversgtion amidst the fragrance of coffee, the fumes of tea, and
the demolition of buttered rolls. Many a bright idea comes into the
hrain with a new pile of toast, or is rolled out with a fresh pat of
butter. Many a bhon mot brought to light with the first deve-
lopment of a new-laid egg, and many a scientific mystery unfa-
thomed with the sight of the farthest depth of egg shell. Breakfast
perhaps is rather the time for wise and philosophical discussion
than for the light and lively tone of dinner talk. Peovple come down
with a stock of goodness about them, which disposes them to be
sensible., The goodness wears off during the day—very early
indeed in most people, and by dinner time, though they are not
really more cheerful, they ave much more witty—much more sati-
rical— much more sparkling, and well dressed.
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But you would know what was said so very indicative of amia-
bility and wisdom at the breakfast table at Hadley? Nothing alter
all, very particular! Miss Trevor talked very good naturedly to
Lady Marston, during the intervals of pouring out tea, and Lady
Marston was the very dullest woman in the world. Sir Henry
Poynton had manceuvred to sit by Anne, but Anne escaped and was
scated between Mrs. Cartwright and Lord Hadley; so Sir lHenry
talked across the table to her, and when his neighbours would not

.listen, Yeminded her of the little anecdote he told her yesterday
evening. Mrs. Cartwright had Mr. Dalton on the other side of her,
but when she cauld spare a few minutes from talking to him, she
turned to Anne, to whom she had, as she sa‘d, taken ‘a vast [ancy’
(perhaps she had heard that Lady Hadley had done the same; and
she questioned and cross-questioned her on her likes and dislikes,
her sentiments, her weaknesses, her amusements, and her occupa-
tions; then turned to Mr. Arthur Dalton, and whispered * what
sweet simplicity !” and looked sweet for Anne, I suppose, and at
him; then turned to \nne again, paid her a great many pretty
compliments, and invited her to come to her room, and look at a
most charming bonnet, a Swiss costume, which she was quile suve
would suit her exactly.  Anne thought her very absurd, very good-
natured, but very tiresome.

Then Lady Agnes Dalton said something about the wonderf{d
velocity of steam-carriages; and some one said something in answer,
and some one said something more, and all these somethings led to
a discussion which was general. and this discussion ended in ano-
ther on first attachments, and tige propriety of men leaving their
eldest sons every thing, and their daughters nothing. How rail-
ways and steam carriages led to this I will not pretend to say! but
so it was! and very interesting discussions they were, and very
much did every one regret the conclusion of the last drop of tea,
and the last scrap of toast, which had served as an excuse for linger-
ing at the table.

Before the breaklast room was deserted, Lord Stoketon, who
sat by Miss Grey, had found out that she lived within eight miles
of Hadley, that she had two bhrothers, and that she never rode. He
had told her that she ought to ride, for she would look very well
on horseback, and that he had the quietest little horse in the world.
that he could lend her. During the remainder of the day Sophy
reccived a little more information from kim; such as ¢ that he was
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otruek with her appearance the moment she entered the room the
Preceding evening’—* that he thought her quite different from any
other person he had ever seen’ (1 wonder why this should be a com-
nliment) ? and that ¢ he had been told by his sisters that he would
never marry, but that he somehow thought he should!” What
Sophy told him in return I do not know—hut most likely she
told him slie was going to an Archery next week, and that she
thought his sisters must be very fond of him, as he was an only
brother.

However this may be, when the sisters were alone in their room
that night, Sophy asked Anne what she thought of FLord Stoketon ;
and after about five minutes’ abstraction, she began to talk of Cap-

tain Herbert, and said, for the first time, that she thought he was
rather a coxcomb, and, that she preferred people who had more
hluntne» and {rankness of manner. :

ler grave mood was soon over, and then the two sisters dis-
cussed the party at tladley, and the events of the day, and laughed
over all the variety of characters—Lady Agnes Dalton’s sense,
Lady Marston’s dulness, Lady Mary’s attempt to appear pretty and
intcresting to Lord Stoketon, Sir Henry Poynton’s prosing, dear old
Miss Trevor’s chit chat, and to praise and praise over and over
again that very dear Lady lHadley; but Anre was more warm on
that subject than Sophy. Sophy was quite 1 oty to talk of the ri-
diculous, but she was soon tired when there was nothing to be
hestowed but praise.  They both joined most heartily in decrying
Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright; and joined as heartily in laughing at Mr.
Acthur Dalton, who was a conceited simpleton, affecting exclusive-
ness,'and. a mere hanger-on of those supposed to be of any consi-
deration in the world.

The next day, when the letters came, Lady Hadley exclaimed
with great delight, as she tossed one to Lord Hadley, 1 am so
glad! Edward Temple comes to us to-day, and there is his note.
Just like himsell!  lle always has the power of making one laugh
on or off paper, more than any person I know, without making
one feel that it is foolish to doso: when I am with him and he
chooses to be entertaining, 1 am always convinced that nothing is so
wise as laughing. Do not you think the same, Lady Agnes?” said
she appealing to her, but without much idea of heing understood.

* Certainly, langhing may not be considered as a mark ol in-
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tellectual weakness on all occasions,” said Lady Agues, looking
grave and very sensible.

« Oh dear! 1 hope there is no harm in it!” said Mres. Cart-
wright, who had once been told that she never looked so beautiful
as when she laughed, addressing Lord Stoketon.

« | should not like at all not to be allowed to laugh,” said his
Lordship, ¢ for I think it excellent fun.  Miss Grey, you do not
think it very shocking, 1 hope ™™ said he to Sophy.

« I fope it is not,” said she, laughing as she spoke to confirm the
assertion, ¢ for 1 must be a very shocking person it it is P

« And so vox all believe that | think it very foolish to laugh!”
said Lady Hadley. ‘1 wish some one of you would say some very
good thing, that [ might have the opportunity of proving the con-
trary.  Lord Stoketon! do bergood-natured! Do say something
witty!”

« Don’t ask me, Lady Hadley! 1 would do any thing I could for
you; butI never said a witty thing in my life, but once, when | made
a pun. I never found it out till 1 heard them all laughing, and then
1 asked what it was about, and they told me it was my pun!  But
I never could hit on another!”

“ Very well! that will do admivably,” said Ladv Hadley, veally
laughing. .

« Miss Grey, shaill we linish that game of chess 27 said Lord
Stoketon to Sophy, and oft they went, and they did finish it, and
Miss Grey beat Lord Stoketon.

It was scttled that morning that the Greys should stay at Hadley
a whole week longer.  Mrs. Grey hardly knew how to seem not
too much delighted.  She con/d have jomped for joy, if it would
have heen decorous ! for only think! There was Hadley alone !
—that was enough! To be able to say that they had been
staying so0 long at Hadley—-still more that they had wished to go
howme very soon, but that the Hadleys would not hear ol it, and
had pressed their staying so vehemently that she and Mr. Grey
at length gave way. Then, as if this were not sufficient happiness,
there was Lord Stoketon! Even, if he had not been inclined to
fall in love with Sophy, a whole week in her society with nothing
clse to do, would make it impossible for him to avoid it! hnt as it
was, when Mrs. Grey saw him, as the Hadleys were pressing theiv
stay, actually taking the part of master of the house, and, at the ex-
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pense of good breeding, pressing too! then she felt that Sophy
“must be Lady Stoketon, and that all would he settled before the
end of the week.

Then about Anne, too! Lady Hadley had not only askeq them
all to stay, hbut she had asked that Anne might remain still longer.
or come some other time. Was there any thing so delightful ? whe
could wonder at Mrs. Grey's happiness !

“ Where is your brother, Miss Grey 2 said Lord 1H: ulle\ O |
senl a nole of invite to him; but, 1 suppo'-c, like all other® youny;
men, he islittic at home. Tosendaletterto a young man at home is.
in fact, sending to the place where you are sure it witl #ot find him”’

“ William is—at this moment I cannot tell exactly where he is;
said Sophy, laughing.

“ \h‘ I knew you could not,” rejoined Lord Hadley laughiny
too. % Mo not attempt it.  Your best way is always to ask from
others, and voumay happen tofind out in this manner. Cartwright,”
raising his voice to reach Mr. Cartwright at the other end of the
fong library; ¢ did not you say you met William Grey somewhere?
Hlere is Miss Grey wants to know where her brother is.”

Miss Grey laughed and said, * it was often very true that she
could not tell where William was, and that she had sometimes
learnt from stangers ; but that, in thisinstance, shedid know where-
abouts he was ; for he was in Yorkshire, il he was not at the lakes.
or goue into Scotland, or returned into i.ancashive, or Cheshive:
but a letter had not come very lately.”

“ Bravo, Miss Grey!  You guess that your brother is cither not
in England, or in one out of one, two, three—out ol fire counties.
('artfvri&ln, do help this unhappy sister to a little less grand and
unbounded idea of where her brother is.” .

“ All Tean tell Miss Grey, is that 1 met Me. William Grey just,
three days ago in Cheshire at the Grahams’,” said Mr. Cartwright ;
“and there hc scemed fixed—very pretty girl, Jane Graham,
Miss Grey !

*“ 1 don’t know her,” said Sophy.

Now what am 1to do with all these people for the next two or
three days? Mr. Grey was very happy with Lady Hadley, with
whom he had a great deal of conversation, in the course of which
they mull;ully discovered that they were both very superior people.
Lady Hadley’s high opinion of Mr. Grey increased to a great de-
gree; Me. Grey’s opinion ol Lady llele\, as a pleasing, well-bred,
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woman,was magnified into thinking her a remarkably amiable, sen-
sible, right-minded person, with very good abilities and judgment,
and the most engaging manners he ever knew.

Sophy was thoroughly occupied in receivi. ;¥ Lord Stoketon’s
attentiors, and Lord Stoketon in paying them. She had likewise
a little extra work in keeping down Mr. Cartwright’s civility to the
proper hounds of non-interference with Lord Stoketon. Mr. Cart-
wright thought Anne very pretty, and he wished that she should
think bim very charming; but it would not do. Anne! the shy,
timid, Miss Anne Grey snubbed him! so he saw that Sophy was
being admired, and found out that she must be prettier than Anne.
Lord Stoketon was in love with her ; Miss Grey, therefore, was
the person for his petits soins, and he gave them, and they were
received very well, escept when Lord Stoketon was in the way,
and Mr. Cartwright would not get out of the way. Then Sophy
lost her attention, and did not blush at his compliments, nor smile
at his agreeable flatteries.

So all these people were very well occupied, and as for the re-
mainder ! they occupied themselves too. But .feaven defend me
from relating the occupations of a Lady Marston, a Lady Mary, and
a Lady Agnes Dalton, a Mrs. Cartwright, and a Mr. Arthur Dalton.

Reader, courtgous, or uncourteous, that I leave to your bright
fancy! and may it be light and airy as Mr. Arthur Dalton’s smallest
s.nall-talk! gay and unencumbered with the weight of sense, as
Mrs. Cartwright’s sparkling laughter! sweet and sentimental as
Lady Mary’s last smile at Lord Stoketon!

And now, ‘see the conquering hero comes!’ ¢ Mr Temple, my
Lady,” and Mr. Temple was ushered into the room. .

¢¢ Ah, Mr. Temple! never was there such a welcome sound!” and
“ how do you do’s’ were resounding up and down the long library
at Hadley, and Mr. Temple was come.

Anne, as he entered, wondered for a moment whether he would
remember her, and she had just settled that he did not, and had
felt a little sorry; but he turned towards the part of the room
where she sat, locked for a moment, and then, as Anne raised her
head, bowed and smiled; and the smile came naturally, for he
seemed pleased to sec her there. However it went no farther, for

he did not come near her, nor take any notice of her again before
dinner.
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CHAPTER VL

" Axp now all the party at Hadley were dressed, and looked as
beautiful as they could, and came down to dinner. .

I flatter myself I am like Homer. I never miss an opportunity of
bringing in man in his carnivorous capacity. I never forget that he
eats anddrinks, and I take great pleasure in recording that he does.
I never miss bringing him to breakfast and to dinner.

Do mot suppose that I am going to set down any of the good
things said by Mr. Temple. It is always the safest way for a no-
velist when he introduces any character that he means to be very
superior—who is to be very clever, or agreeable, or sensible, or
witty, to say for him as little as possible, but make it thoroughly
understood that if you had thought fit to set down his conversation
it would have been something quite beyond all praise. But do not
pretend to talk for your first-rate characters, unless you know you
are a first-rate character yourself. I can assure you it is not safe,
unless you happen to be a Miss Austen, or a Miss Edgeworth, or
a Mr. or a Miss any other first-rate novelist.

How is it likely that you, perhaps a quiet, stupid, prosy man or
woman, can invent all the witty piquant things which your su-
premely agreeable talkers have to say ? Modestly relinquish the
hope; but give the reader to understand that he, or she, doessay all
the things which are the gems of conversation—the diamonds of
society !

I will not quote Edward Temple, but you must take it for granted
that he said a great many clever things. He did not always talk
much—sometimes scarcely at all; but all he said, was it grave or
gay, much or little, was worth hearing— and he never bored !

Any one on seeing Edward Temple must have known that he
would be agreeable, and a perfect gentleman. Women might think
himvery captivating. Men might not think of calling bhim good-
l