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CHAP. L

¢¢ Beware !
From the chat’d tyger rend the prey,
Rush on the lion when at bay,

Bar the fell dragon’s blighted way ;—
But shun that lovely snare!”

The Bridal :;f Triarmain.

Tue moment arrived ! — The whole
house assumed another aspect. It
seemed the Temple of Pleasure, and of
Taste. The splendour—the perfume—
the form of the ornanents—the con-
trast, and the harmony of the coipur,
rendered it worthy of the divinity who
had presided at its erection, and who
now maved through its fairy apartments,
with the bloom of a Hebe, and the
lightness of a Sylph!’
VOL. II. PARTII. B
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g h‘aﬂ‘bomplimented"t‘he taste of
W by the e‘:pensweness
fibkirireds and had consulted her own,

in its snm'pllcnty

The eye of the connoisseur could ap-
preciate the fineness of the materials of
which it was composed, while to that of
the more common observer, the cflect
only,i_lﬂgeared Here was no competi-
tion between splendour and beauty ;
and Rhoda, in bearing away the palm
of superior charms, seemed to owe the
triumph only to the beneficent hand of
Nature.

Sir James Osbourne found her irre-
sistible;; but was still willing to impute
her power qver him, more to the graces
of her mind, than to the attractions of
ker person.

=% After all my caution—after all my
deliberatidn, I cannot be séch a fool, as
.to be caught wholly by" beauty, even
such as her’s |—The countenance is but
the mirror of the mind ;—it" is that
which I love. I have long seen her
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above the meanness of design :--'who,
indeed, that looks upon her open brow,
codld believe her gapable of it ?- I now
behold, in the plainness of her dress,
even on this night of gala, that dignity
of feeling, which disdains to enter into
a frivolous compctition of -ornament with
superiority of fortune: and does mot
cvery lineament in her face, and-=x<fy
movement of her form, give sign of this
dignity, which thus she proves ? Where
the ¢ mind so truly keeps the promise of
the face,” of what should I *be afraid—
of what should 1 doubt ?”

Such were the cogitations of Sir
James, as he followed with his cye
every movement of Rhoda. Mrs. Strict-
land saw the happy moment. ¢ Now,”
thought she, * a little adroitness on my
" part, and the thing is dene.” She was,
however, tod able a general, to put her
enemy on hi§ defence, by giving him,
any intienation of his danger. Apparently
without *design, and as busied with
every one, and any one but himself, she

B2
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never lost sight of him—never was a
moment from his side.

Rhoda was dancmg. with all the spirit
and gaiety that youth, and a conscious-
ness of universal admiration could in-
spire, when Sir James exclaimed,

“ What unaflected gaiety i — What
graceful vivacity!”

Tt Tha npportunity was auspncnous. Mrs.
Strictland did not neglect it.

¢ She is, indeed, the very goddess
Thalia herself,”” said she, resting her
hand gently®on Sir James’s arm. “ I can
look at no other object; and vet this is
only the cheerfulness of good spirits,
and good humour. If you would see
the gaiety of the heart, you must see
her in our domesti¢ circle ;—see her
when she makes for Mr. Strictland and
myself, a perpetual feast. I might add,
a feast for- herself too, for ‘home is her
.natural element ; and much as she seems
to enjoy herself in these public exhi-
bitions; you cannot guess what difﬁculty
I sometimes have, to induce her to take
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a share in them. She does so beg and
intreat for a day to ourselves, that we
may be happy, as she expresses it; ina
crowd, she says, at best, we canonly be
amused.”

The movement of the dance, at this
instant, brought Rhoda near enough to
enable her ear to catch a few words of
this machinating language. She dls-
dained the purpose for which sheL:ufEw
that it was uttered; and her flexible and
intelligent countenance shewed the dis-
pleasure that it gave her. The change
did not escape Mrs, Strictland.—

¢ See,”” said this able politician, “ a
proof of what I say. See how the heart
prevails over the spirits! That passing
cloud, I know as well as if I heard her
speak, was caused by seeing some one
dess happy than hersclf; or by thinking
that some of her companions wished for
what she possessed. Yes, yes—See how
perfectly I am in the right ! —That beau-,
tiful camellia Japonica, which only this
morning was sent her by a friecnd, and-
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whlch she thought of wearing this even-
ing, wnth so much delight—the only or-
nament mdeed that I could prevall with
her to wear ; for, she®says, ¢ you know,
that I havé noright to ornaments:>—That
beautiful camellia Japonica, you sce, she
has just given to Lady Harriet Dela-
maine, whose eye I have seen fixed
upon it for the last five minutes ;—and
no®- +hat angelic countenance has re-
sumed all its gaiety. It must, indeed,
be allowed, that she may well dispense
with extraneous ornaments : the senti-
ment that makes her resign it, contri-
butes more to her adornment, than a
thousand camellia Juponicas.”

“ Miss Strictland is too dangerously
perfect,” said Sir James, with a sigh,
¢ unless she will add to all her other
perfections, the attribute of mercy.”

As he said this, he approached Rhoda
for the purpose of securmg ter hand for
the next two dances, with a determina-
tion to retain it through life, if he could
- discover that the heart, which he was
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convinced was superior to every met-
cenary feeling, could be secured his
own, by the honourable tie of affection.
Mirs. Strictland, aware that her work
was done, mingled with her company
with more than her usual meekness,
suavity, and complacence ; for thesa
qualities extended on this evening, even
to Lady Belmont. She said to her, as
she passed, ¢ How lovely is Lady Fas-
riet to-night !—She is the brightest star
bere!” With the same subdued modesty,
she received the compliments poured.
from every mouth on the charms of
Rhoda, and at the same time, with an
acknowledgment of sentimental par-
tiality for the object of them. ** How
well you know the way to my heart,”
said she to one; ‘* How sweetly you
s flatter me !”—To another, “ It would be
in vain to deny that I love her to
folly.”—Tb a third, < Ah, I see that you
rally me!”’—To a fourth, ¢ But if, indeed,
her soul could shine through her eyes,
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you would acknowledge that you are
not guilty of exaggeration.”

Rhéda,” wholly unconscious of all
these prettinesses to which she gave oc-
casion, was this night more than usually
disengaged from every serious thought—
from every retrospective restraint—from
every future calculation. Her fancy—
her heart—her soul were in the present
momeent; her eyes swam in joy, or
sparkled with intelligence : she trod on
air, and appeared like a being of another
world, descended, with all the pleasures
in her train, to bless the inhabitants of
this.

Fascinating, and gracious in her man-
ners to all, her quick eye rested not on
any individual for a moment. Not even
Lord William St. Quintin could for an
instant retain her notice ; and when Sir*
James Osbourne solicited the honour of
her hand, she had almost forgotten that
there was such a person in existence.

But her returning recollection was
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strong and oppressive.—As he poured
-upon her awakened attention theé feel-
ings of his soul—as he painted- kis ad-
miration, his lé.ve, his devotion,—as
he laid at her feet his rank, his fortune,
and himself; Rhoda’s gaiety fled.---The
past and the future rushed upon her
mind---the brightness of distinction—
and the shadows of obscurity were be-
fore her.—Her choice was now te ¥e
made—and while her heart declared for
Mr. Ponsonby, her vanity clung to Sir
James.

But how was it possibde to give ut-
terance to one single thought of the
many that now crowded on Rhoda’s feel-
ings, and confounded her understanding!

Composcd—-silent—-unknowing what
she did, she arpse, and was walking
yaway, inattentive to and unconscious
of the impression that a manner, so
strange anfd embarrasse.d, - must have
upon Sir Jdmes.

He. retamed her for a moment by the
hand.

BS
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“ Propitious be your silence, my dear
Miss Strictland !”” said he: “ you will
give me ieave to-morrow to repeat to
Mr. and. Mrs. Strictlard, all that 1 have
presumed to say to you to-night ?”’

¢ Oh, no, no!”” said Rhoda, hastily.
¢ I must have time, I must think! --Is
this a place---is this a moment ?**

“ T acknowledge that I deserve the
repraach,” said Sir James; ¢ but my
destiny seemed to hang upon an in-
stant. I dreaded anticipation from every
one who approached you.---If I am so
happy as ndt to have been anticipated ;
if I may hope that the heart to which 1
now address my pleadings is not ano-
ther’s; you shall determine my every
future step.---You have nothing of pre-
cipitation to dread from me.”

“ I cannot hear you farther,” said
Rhoda; ¢« 1 must not,”—and darting
from him, she mingled with the thick-
est of the crowd, seeming to implore
protection from all around her.



11

Sir James knew not whether to augur
good or evil from what had passed ;—if
the gravity, the silence,* the: blashes,
with which he had been heard, were
grounds on which to found his most
anxious hopes, the words,— I, can-
not hear you farther—I must not’—
sounded in his ears like the knell of all
that he had dared to aspire to. The
scene, which had taken place on the
last night of his residence at Overleigh
Park, returned to his recollection; he
thought that he saw, in the favoured
acquaintance which had there appeared,
the object of the dreaded prepossession.

The eager and earnest no! no!—to
his intention of applying to Mr. and
Mrs. Strictland, seemned to speak the
fcar of a controul on their part, from
,which the heart of Rhoda shrunk ; and,
if the qualifying terms, ‘¢ I must think,”
—“ I must have time;’—seemed to
imply that, she might ultimately be
prevailed upon to listen to him, what
love was ever satisfied with a complia
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ance, that was yielded to any persua-
sion but his own?

Sir. James -had passed the rubicon,
and success was now not less essen-
tial to the gratiﬁcat'ion of his pride,
than to the softer feelings of his heart.
He, therefore, followed Rhoda; and
gently reminding her that she had ful-
filled but half her engagement, led her,
Without any signs of reluctance on her
part; again into the dance.

But Rhoda was no longer the vivi-
fying principle of the surrounding mul-
titude.~8ilent— al:sorbed — but gentle
and complacent, Sir James had at least
the satisfaction of observing that what
he had said to her, engaged her wholly,
and that it could not mortally have
offended her.—lle wished not to in-
crease her embarrassment, which was
already more obvious to those around'
them than he would have chpsen. He,
therefore, talked upon any, subject but
that which was uppermost in his own
and Rhoda’s mind ; and by these means,
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though he could not restore her gaiety
to Rhoda, he did in part recal her atten-
tion to the scene by whaich she was
surrounded. Mrs, Strictland did this
still more cffectually, a few moments
afterwards.  She had observed every
motion, cvery change in Sir Jamnes’s
countenance, and wanted not the evi-.
dence of her ears to be assured that the
irrevocable words had been uttered ;
but she was amazed and confounded by
the effect they had had upon Rhoda.—
She could not have believed it possible,
that any girl, who had beeu in the
world, cven as short a time as Miss
Strictland, should not have been suffi-
ciently mistress of hersclf better to have
concealed her feelings.—She was abso-
lutely shocked with such a mark of
Justicity and nature ; and felt the tri-
umphs of the evening faded by the
manner in which they had been received
by Rhoda.—Nor did she quite under-
stand the feelings that had been be-
trayed.. Something of the real truth
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struck- upon her mind, but as she could
not ‘suffer herself to doubt the final
result,. her pfesent care was to remedy,
to the best of her power, the awkward.-
ness of which Rheda had been guilty.,

Gliding towards her, she said,—* I
know, my dear, every word that has
passed—but don’t let every individual
know it.”
~ ¢« Madam !”’ said Rhoda.

“ Don’t let it be supposed, that you
are so surprised and so delighted with
Sir James’s proposals, as to be incapable
of thinking on any thing else.”

* Whoever thinks that delight is the
causc of my abstraction,” replied Rhoda,
* js very much mistaken.”

But the very supposition that such a
mistake could be made, roused her
pride; and she recove'rcd, if not wholly
to what she had been during the eurlier
part of the evening, yet to.so much of
her usual sclf, as to make the change,
to all who were not aware of the scene
which had passed with Sir James, im-
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putable only to the exhaustion of spirits
too vigorously exerted. Lord William
St. Quintin was not, however, of this
number—he had too lively an interest
in thegame that was playing, not scrati-
nizingly to watch all the turns of it.

Approaching Rhoda with an air of
kindness and interest :

* ] am not going,” said he,  to repeat
what you must have heard so often tc-
night, as to be wearied with it, but let
me take the privilege of a real friend,
to be one of the first to congratulate you
on such a tribute to your charms, as
although very inadequate to their value,
will stamp a carrency upon them, which
will secure their acknowledgment when-
ever they appear,”

Rhoda blushed from pride, rather
than from gratified vanity—but the
state of irresolution and uncertainty, in
which her mind then was, prevented her
from making any answer.

“ I know this is not the language of
flattery,” resumed Lord William, with
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the tone of the utmost simplicity and
sincerity ; “ but it is the tone of friend-
ship and ofrcason.—The richest jewel in
the eve of the vulga~ often owes half its
merit to its setting—and what, my dear
Miss Strictland, is the human race in
general, high and low, but the vulgar ?—
You must allow me to rcjoice that there
can be no eye mow, that will dispute
*the brilliancy of the gem.”

Mortified and cmbarrassed, Rhoda had
no power to rally Lord Williamon the
unusual tone of sentiment and reason
which he had assumed; and neither
willing to deny nor to affirm that there
were grounds for his congratulations,
she abruptly said,

“ You don’t dance to night, Lord
William ?”

“ You know I never dance but with
you,” replied .he in a tone of the
most partial affection; ¢ and I could
not presume, on this night of gala and
‘triumph, to offer you the hand of a per-
son, SO sans consequence as myself.””
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“ 1 wish you would dance with me
now,”” said Rhoda; not 9dverting at
the moment to how fully such a réquest
established the factto which Lord Wil-
liam had been alluding, and thinking
only how she should escape from the
restraint of any further intercourse with
Sir James. :

¢ Now and ever!” said Lord William,
taking the fair hand that was held out-
to him, while there was * a laughing
devil in his eye,”” that would have
spoken volumes to Rhoda, had she been
sufficiently disengaged from her own
thoughts to have taken notice of it.

As Lord William led Rhoda to her
place, they passed Sir James.

“ You sce, Sir James,” said Lord
William, with a shrug of his shoulders ;
‘¢ what I am come to—a kind of chape-
roning grand-papa, whom young ladies
invite to dance with them, just to fill up
the interval, that they may not give to
their real favourite.”

Sir James smiled :—Rhoda blushed .
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the deepest crimson, for she felt all the
consequences of what she had done.

« Upon my word, Lord William,” said
she very gravely, © you put the strongest
and most unfounded constructions upon
the actions of your acquaintance I ever
met with—and I assure you,” added she,
with warmth, ¢ you are this time mis-
taken n loto.”

¢ Oh,yes! IsceI am,” replied Lord
William ; ¢ and what so easy as to per-
suade my vanity that you asked me to
dance with you, because you preferred
my conversation to that of every other
man in the room ?*’

Rhoda vexed, yet half inclined to
laugh at the scrape which she now saw
she was in, said only,

““You are very provoking—but with-
out admitting your first conclusion, your
vanity need net plume itself upon a
distinction, which after all,'may be only
the avoidance of one, rather than the
“preference of another. _

“ Sir James,” replied Lord “William,
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drily ; ¢ looks like a rejected and
avoided lover.” ‘

Rhoda, finding that all her attempts
to extricate herself, only served to
involve her deeper, seemed not to hear
the last words, but called Lord Wil-
liam’s attention to the dance, and put
an end to the conversation.

¢ Now,” said Lord William, when
the second dance was over, * you ought
to make me your best courtesy, and
thank me—but here comes Sir James
to claim you, and he will do it for you.”

“ I assure you,” said Rhoda, ¢ Sir
James has no authority to pay my debts
—nor any allowed claim upon 'me what-
ever—you are perfectly mistaken in all
you think and say.”

“ 1 am peculiarly unfortunate,” said
Lord William, with a careless air and
languid tone ; “ but I'am the man in
the world the most apt to be mistaken
—Every body knows that.”

Sir James at this moment joined them,
and asked Rhoda to dance.
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“ You must excuse me—I beg you
will excuse me,”’ said Rhoda.

“ Oh pray don’t excusc her, Sir
James,” said Lord William. ¢ Itis
quite in rule, I assure you,’’ said he to
Rhoda: ¢ nobody will think it the least
strange or any way wrong, take my word
forit.” And so saying, he sauntered
from them, with an air of the most per-
fect indifference.

¢ I wonder,”’ said Rhoda, “ what it
is that makes Lord William, with so
much cool impertinence, so universal
a favourite ?”

I did not know that he was an uni-
versal favourite,”’ said Sir James.

‘““J am told he is,” said Rhoda, as
she turned to go away.

“ You will not leave me?’’ said Sir
James, ¢ you will dance with me?”

* 1If you will-draw no consequences
from my doing so,” replied Rhoda,
blushing, ¢ I have no objection.”

“ 1 will do nothing but what you
direct,” said Sir James, retaining her
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hand ; and Rhoda, unknowing what she
wished, and much less what she de-
signed, suffered him to lead her into the
dance. ’

“ Not always perfectly mistaken in
all I think and say!” said Lord Wil.
liam with a saucy smile, as she passed
near him.

“ Lord William is quite intolerable
to-night,” said Rhoda. ¢ 1 shall cer-
tainly hate him if he goes on so.”

*“ He is not worthy of your bhatred,”
said Sir James; ¢ it would give him
too much consequence.” _

¢ I am sure that he is of none to me,”
said Rhoda; and the calm manner, in
which she uttered these words, gave the
most sincere pleasure to the heart of Sir

James.

From this moment, Sir James never
quitted the.side of Rhoda for the re-
mainder of the evening ; and though she
suffered him not, even by allusion, to
renew the subject next his heart, the
gentleness and complacency, with which
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she- listened to him upon every other,
justified his hope that her objection was
more to the time than the matter.

‘“ 1 desire,”” she had said, ¢ that my
mind may be left free enough to attend
to the calls around me.”

Sir James lingered, one of the last in
the thinning apartments ; and when fi-
nally the moment came that he too
must go, his very adieus were madc
even to Mrs. Strictland in so pointed a
manner, as to bespeak his expectation,
that it would not be long before he
should be regarded as a member of the
family.— Mrs. Strictland scarcely waited
for the disappearance of the shadow of
the last departing guest, before she
threw her arms around Rhoda.

“ Now, my dcar, you will believg
me when I prophesy.—Did 1 not always
tell you, thev you might be whatever
you wished to be ?*

¢ I fear,” replied Rhoda, ¢ that 1
shall be nothing that I wish to be.”

“ My dear!” said Mrs, Strictland,
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with a feeling of astonishment that made
her doubt her senses.

“ Oh, my dear ‘Mrs. Stnctland do
pray indulge me,” said Rhoda, the tears
filling her eyes.—¢ T cannot talk to-
night. I am so wearied—so exhausted
—s0 depressed ;”’ and she covered her

*face with her handkerchief to hide the
emotion which she could not controul.

‘“ Allthis is so wonderful—so extra-
ordinary !"* said Mrs. Strictland. ¢ Only
answer me one question, has not Sir
James offcred you his hand ?”

¢ Oh, yes!—1 believe so,” said

Rhoda; ¢ but I cannot think—I cannot
talk, —I would not go through such
another night for the universe, and half
its mischiefs are yet to come !”’
. * This is quite unintelligible [ said
Mrs. Strictland ; ¢ but L will plague you
no more to-night—you will see things
quite in a different light in the morning.
—But remember, Rhoda,

¢« This is the day,
Makes you, or mars you, for ever and aye.”
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¢ Too true!” thought Rhoda; and
with the full weight of discomposed
thought, which thls reflection brought
with it, she retired to her chamber.
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CHAP. 1I.

¢ Thou would'st be great,
Art not without ambition, but without what shounld
attend it.”

¢ Woulds't not play false, and yet would wrongly
win.”

Shakespeare.

HErE, wearied as she was both in
body and mind, she thought of nothing
so little as rest. Except indeed by the:
sensation of wretchedness, she was
scarcely conscious of existence—nor is
the expression too strong for the fact.—
Rhoda was at this moment as miserable,
with all that is supposed to constitute
the happiness ,of life within her grasp,
as she could have been under the depri-
vation of. its meanest and most indis-
pensable comforts.

VOL .II. PARTII. ¢
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Could she once have said,  get thee
behind me, Satan! I will adhere to the
dictates of my integrity, and the vows
of my heart”—the spell would have been
dissolved '—she would at once have
been reconciled to herself, and been
happy !—But the effort was too pow-
erful for a mind, which she had suffered
to be weakened by the underminings of
vanity, and a growing taste for the effe-
minacies of life.

The thoughts which floated in her
mind, and which she neither dared to
embody in words, nor even to dwell
upen sufficiently to comprehend dis-
tipctly what they meant, were com-
pesed of views of triumph—of splendor
—of ease—of luxury—of beauty adorn-
ed and adorning—of talents praised and
envied-—of a name—a rank—a distinc-
tign in,society, which she owed to her
personal, qualities alone: — all these
pressed upon her feelings and bewildered
her, imagination.---She strove to drive

“them from her. “All this is nqthing 1”---
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she would have said, but she could only
faintly articulate, ° all thnis ougkt to
be nothing !—yet ‘jt is something to be
able to make others happy---to do good
to hundreds—to be virtuous and to be
useful—to be loved and praised as is
Lady Randolf ’—thought she, with a
somewhat lessening of the weight which
had before oppressed her. < And how
can I do all this in poverty —in ob-
scurity ?~1 am, too, so unfitted for the
station that was designed !—1 should be
unjust, injurious to give Aim, who de-
serves the best of wives, the worst—the
worst in act, although not in intention.
—For his own sake, I ought not to be his
—1 ought even to sacrifice my own hap-
piness to this consnderatlon-—and per-
baps I do!—I am’ not such a baby—I
do not so little know the nothingness of
all that the world can offer, to believe
that this all ¢an give happiness to its
possessor—but it can communicate hap-
piness to others, and can open so widea
field for the exercise of every virtue,
c2
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that surely those, who can possess them-

selves of such.means, ought not lightly
—for a fancy—perhaps a fleeting fancy
—toreject them.” ‘

Rhoda would have been glad to have
believed that she had enlisted virtue on
the side of her wishes — but the deep
'sadness, the sense of self-degradation,
which accompanied a conclusion she
had meant not only to be consoling
but exhilarating, might too feelingly
have persuaded her, that there was some
weak link in the chain of her reasoning.
—She had indeed omitted the first prin-
ciple—she had forgotten that evil was
not an allowed foundation for good !---
yet with all her forgetfulness and all her
sophistry, so powerfully did the clear
voice of simple justice speak within, that
she did not dare to ask herself, what her'
Frances would, think—what Mr. Wy.
burg would say—or what the silence of
Lady Randolf would infer. But the most
fatal symptom of the morbid state, in
which the mind of Rhoda was at this in-



29

sfant, was the dread that she felt, lest a
few hours should bring her information
that Lady Randolf would be ir town
immediately. This event, which she
had, not many days past, so ardently
wished for, which she had so earnestly
solicited, now appeared to be the thing
in the world the least to be desired—
yet she veiled so carefully from herself,
the motive of this reluctance to meet
her monitor, that she lost all the bene-
fit which might have been derived from
the conviction that those, who fear an
assisting hand, are willing to fall.

“ 1 ought,” thought she, “ to deter-
mine this matter for myself---the de-
cision is for life--—and if it were to
be made from any motive that does
not spring from the knowledge 1 have
of my own tastes and inclinations, it
most infallibly drewrafter it repentance.
I will think for myself~-I will determine
for myself—the praise or the blame of
the decision ought to be all my own; .
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as, most assuredly will be the success,
or the disappointment.”

But .Rhodd could not think—much
less could she determine.

There were moments when the recol-
lection of the friends of her youth and
the delights of the days passed in their
society ; when the conviction that she
felt of the truth and intenseness of M.
Ponsonby’s affection, and the taste
which she had for his talents and his
manners, bore down all before themn ;=
when title—fortune—distinction---when
the joy of being flattered, and the joy
of being envied, shrunk to their true
size, and appeared to be too contemp-
tible for her notice---but the next in-
stant they swelled again to a magnitude
and importance which,commanded all
her reverence ; and she felt that it was -
impossible to forego them.

In an alternation of these opposite
thoughts and feelings, which confound-
ed her reason and weakened her powers
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of action, Rhoda passed those hours,.
which Mrs. Strictland had hoped would
have been given to rest, aid to such a
renovation of animal spirits and taste
for the pleasures of life, as would have
left no hesitation in the mind of Rhoda
as to the acceptance of the hand of Sir
James Osbourne. Her dismay was pro-
portionate to her disappointment, on
the sight of the dejected und spiritless
figure that Rhoda presented to her eyes
when they met at a late breakfast. Anap-
pearance, so little consonant to the plea-
sure and triumph with which she had
believed that the explicit declaration of
Sir James must have filled the mind of
her young friend, left Mrs. Strictland
no doubt of the truth of what she had sus-
pected thenight Lefore to be the real state
'of the case, and such aconviction immedi-
ately suggested to her politic mind, the
best method to counteract the evil which
she dreaded? Shesaw that this was no
moment for explanation—much less for
expostulation or reproach. An open at-
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tack she was aware must be unsuccess-
ful ; but in the dejection and conscious-
ness: which the countenance and eye
of Rhoda betrayed; she discovered
she had an ally within, that by a little
management might be led to deliver up
the fortress at discretion.

¢* My dear Rhoda,” said she, « I see
that a few hours have not been suffi-
cient to restore you quite to yourself.—
1 do not wonder at it; for, really, my
love, you were gay to folly last night,
but such folly as enchanted all behold-
ers. Now you must pay the penalty—to-
day you shall be still as a mouse—no
talking—no thinking—no, my dear, nor
any tea, if you please ;”’—displacing the
teacup from before Rhoda, * itisnot good
for such shaken nerves,”’---Then speak-
ing to the footman—** Pray bring some
very strong coffee for Miss Strictland
immediately.---A cup of coffee, my love,
will restore you, and we 'will take a
drive into the country—-the air, the
quiet, will make you quite well, and you
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will be as gay and as blooming at Lady
Belmont’s this evening, ag you were in
the midst of our festivity last mght i

« Thank you, Madam,” was "all that
Rhoda could utter, as she wiped the
starting tear from her eye.

“ Nothing could answer better, I
think, than did all our arrangements,”
said Mrs. Strictland, endeavouring to
engage Rhoda’s attention—*‘I never saw
rooms better decorated —I never saw
attendance better arranged — refresh-
ments more profuse nor more excellent.
—1 am sure I take no praise to myself
for all this—forall that was to be referred
to taste, I owe to you, my dear—indeed
your spirit seemed to pervade the whole.
—Qur guests were collectively and indi-
vidually, 1 thought, more than usually
well dressed and well looking—all in
honour of you, my 'dear; for it was
fully understood that the féte was yours.
Well, it must be acknowledged that
there is a real and a moral pleasure in

cs
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making so many people happy, and in
being the object of love and admiration
to such’a circle.”

Rhoda sighed:—¢' If we drive out
this morning,” said she, ¢ may we stop
for a moment at Hopkinson’s? I wish
to have his bill.”

“ We will do exactly what you like,
my love,” said Mrs. Strictland ; * but
this morning, I wish you to be as quiet
as possible, and to give your mind to
nothing but agreeable images.”

« I shall feel more at ease,” said
Rhoda, ¢ when I have Hopkinson’s
bill.”

¢ Then, my dear, we will call, and
order him to send it immediately.—I
dare say you have a very good reason for
wishing to have itso suddenly.”

Rhoda made no answer, but swal-®
lowed a cup of"coffee, as if she had
thought, that all the ‘misery, which she
felt, was the fault of unstrung nerves.

“ 1 shall be quite ready to attend
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you,” said she, rising from the table,
“ whenever you chuse to order the car-
riage.

¢ It shall come to the door directly,”
said Mrs. Strictland. .

Rhoda was immpatient to be gone. She
dreaded every moment the appearance
of Sir James. She hoped for relicf from
change of place, and variety of objects.
She had a vague notion, that her final
resolves might have some dependance
on the amount of the haberdasher’s bill,
She wanted, in a word, to run away
from herself; and she felt as if she should
have been thankful to any body who
would have run away with her from
London, never more to have returned.

Mrs. Strictland was a close and acute
observer of all that was passing in
«Rhoda’s mind. She saw that she could
only hope, finally, to secure her prize,
by giving at the present ‘moment suffi-
cient line. 8he burned with an eager
curiosity, to know the real terms upon
which Rhoda was with Sir Jamés; nor
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was she without a fear that there might
be an absolute hostility towards him, in
Rhoda’s witlidrawing herself from any
visit intended on his part. She could
have suppressed her curiosity, but she
could not conquer her fear, and she ven-
tured to say,

I conclude, my dear, that you have
no reason to expeci Sir James Os-
bourne will call here this morning? If
you have, we should give orders accord-
ingly.” _

¢ Sir James Osbourne,” replied Rhoda,
¢ has no reason to expect that I should
stay at home to receive his visit.”

Mrs. Strictland felt her heart sink :
but with well-dissembled ease, she re-
plied,

¢ Oh, I dare say you understand each
other. His love, and your good sense,.
my dear, must bring all things to a right
issue.” -

Rhoda was silent; and Mrs. Strictland
not daring to push her farther, and ob-
liged to quit guard herself, found a mo-
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ment in which to say apart to Mr, Strict-
land, '

“ It Sir James Osbourne calls ‘this
morning, pray be se kind as to see him,
if possible; and just drop, as by acci-~
dent, that Rhoda was obliged to go into
the air this morning, but that we shall
meet certainly at Lady Belmont’s to-

" night.”

“ What does this mean?” said Mr.
Strictland, peevishly. ¢ What need of
manceuvring, when the point is gained?
Did you not tell me that Sir James had
proposed to Rhoda last night? Why
cannot we all go straight forwards to the
marriage ?”’

“ My dear Mr. Strictland,” said Mrs.
Strictland, in the most gracious tone
imaginable, ¢ we are going straight for-
eward ; but” you must allow me to know
which is the straight road. Rhoda is so
nervous, and so fluttered, that she really
would not be produceable to Sir James
this morning. We must consider how
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new she is to the world, and how for-
midable matrimony generally appears to
country young ladies, who have not
heard all the possibilities and chances of
engaging“every man, whether of their
acquaintance or not, discussed and can-
vassed ; but though they have not quite
so much self-possession as those who are
better trained to the habits of society,
they understand their own interest quite
as well, and can pursue it as pertinaci-
ously.”

¢« There is but one thing for Rhoda to
do,” said Mr. Strictland ; ‘¢ and that is
to marry Sir James Osbourne directly.
Could I believe that she was such a fool
as to hesitate, I would send her into the
country to-morrow.*’

¢ .My dear Mr. _Strictland, why
should you suppose that she is such ae
fool 2 returned Mrs. Strictland. ¢ Make
yourself perfeétly easy: Rhoda will be
Lady Osbourne; but really we must al-
low her to take her own methods of be-
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coming so. Now, therefore, pray do
see Sir James, if he calls, and tell him
how matters really are.”’

* You rather mean, how matters are
not, T suppose,” said Mr. Strfetland ;
‘*“ but I’ll do my best.”

Mrs. Strictland, having secured this
out-work as well as she could, re-
turned to Rhoda, and they went out in
the carriage together,
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CHAP. IIIL

s¢ Still she delayed, unable to decide
Which was the master-passion, love, or pride.”
Crabbe.

Ruopa endeavoured to busy herself
with the passing objects, and attempted
something like conversation.— Mrs.
Strictland gently followed her lead:—
yet said, every now and then; ¢ don’t
exhaust yourself, my dear,”—*¢ don’t
say a word more than you like to say
—1 dispense with your being an agree-
able companion this morning.”

When they stopt at Hopkinson’s,
Rhoda seemed still more to rouse herself;
and she said to the man, who came to
receive her orders at the coach-door,
with a steady voice; ¢ pray, Sir, let my
bill be written out immediately, — I
beg it may be sent this evening.”
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‘The man bowed, and wondered. The
carriage drove away, and Rhoda again
fell into a reverie: Mrs. Strictland Was
on thorns.

¢ My dearest Rhoda,” said she, ¢ you
must forgive a little spice of our mother
Eve : 1 have really a great desire to
know your motive for thus suddenly,
and peremptorily calling in your bill,
Poor Hopkinson will think that you are
offended, and design to pay him off, and
employ him no more: but you do not
mean that, I am sure.” :

“If1 knew what 1 did mean,” said
Rhoda, with much sadness of tone ; ¢ 1
would tell you, my dear Mrs. Strictland :
—but indeed I do not.”

Mrs. Strictland was afrald that, by
pressing her closer, she might furnish her
Wwith a meaning not at all to her wishes ;
she therefore made no farther attempt to
come at the truth and contented herself
with saying, .

“ Well, my dear, I dare say what-
ever you do will be right, and to your
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own advantage, which is the only object
of my solicitude.” :

Another melancholy ¢ thank you,
madam,” was .all that poor Rhoda hud
spirits to utter.

Having, however, passed the stones,
the wider horizon, which opened to her
vision, and the quieter sceunes, with
which she was surrounded, soothed the
feelings, and raised the spirits of Rhoda.
She began to regulate her ideas, to ana-
1y2G ber wishes, and to form resolutions;
until, in the course of a long drive, if
she had not recovered her peace of mind,
she had, at least, resumed her compo-
sure. ‘1 will think of it no more to-
day,”’ said she to herself. ¢ To-night I
will be gay, if I cannot be happy ;—
to-morrow 1 will take my resolution.”

As this thought passed through her
mind, the carriage stopped for a moment
at the door of a shop in Pall-Mall; and
the eyes of Rhoda met those of Mr.
Ponsonhy !

With the eager step of assured wel»



43

come, he was instantly at the door of
the carriage :(— -

“ I have left my card two hours ago,
in Grosvenor-square,* said he. * How
fortunate to meet you, when I had lost
all hopes of seeing you to-day !” |,

¢ Heavens and earth I’ said Rhoda ;
and covering her face with her hands,
she threw herself, with a sudden motion,
behind Mrs. Strictland, who was at this
moment bending forward to the side of
the carriage at which Nr. Ponsonby

atnned

LT VEVEVY |

Mrs. Strictland, with her usual adroit-
ness, aided her escape, by immediately
filling the place w'iich she had quitted.

¢« Miss Strictland is very unwell, my
dcar sir,” said she to Mr. Ponsonby.
¢ ] am sure you will excuse us,.—Drive
on”

¢ Oh, thank you! thank you!” said
Rhoda, throwing her arms round Mrs.
Strictland’s neck. ¢ Another glance
would have killed me !”

“ Compose yourself, my dear love,”
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said Mrs. Strictland. * You have mo
cause for these flutters. All you think
—all that you intend to do, is right.”

* Right!” said’ Rhoda, with the tone
of deep despair.

 Pray, my dear, keep yourself quiet,”
said Mrs. Strictland. * I had not a con-
ception that you had such weak nerves.
1 shall not give another ball in a hurry,
if these are to be the effects.”

A deep-drawn sigh was the only an-
swer that Rhoda could return; and Mrs.
Strictland thought it prudent not to in-
terrupt the unbroken silence which she
seemed resolved to maintain, during the
short remainder of their drive.

'Rhoda went immediately to her own
room, in a state of mind little short of
derangement of intellect. She felt that
the die was cast; and that her fate was
determined, without having been sub-
mitted to a calm deliberation. Without
choice, she had decided the question on
which depended the happiness of her
life, and the integrity of her character.
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She was worthless, in her own cyes ;-
she felt that she must be wosthless in
the estimation of Mr. Ponsonby.

« He would reject e!” cried she,
in an agony, * could he know all that
has passed in this fluctuating heart,
during the last twenty-four hours '—and
hg does know it. I have told him. He
«could not misunderstand me; — and
could I even settle my thoughts, as they
ought to be settled, how should I redeem
his good opinion ?—~He will hate, he
will despise me—and I deserve that he
should hate and despise me !—Oh, un-
done, degraded Rhoda !—But could 1
recover his love—could 1 re.establish
myself in his esteem, should I then
have a plain path before me >—Should 1
then know what I would do ?>—Would
his®love, his esteem, indemnify me
for » ’ )

Rhoda was ashamed to say for what /
She durst think ‘nofarther; and she re-
mained still, and almost stupefied, with.
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out the power of reflection, or motion.—
She was roused from this state, by a
summons to dinner,

¢ I cannot come to dinner,” said she.
¢« ] cannot eat, Wilson. 1 know-Mrs.
Strictland will excuse me.”

Wilson looked very inquisitive.—
¢ Dear ma’am ** she began.

“ Pray, give my love to Mrs. Strict-
land,”’ said Rhoda, ‘¢ and say that 1
could not eat a morsel, if I were to go
down stairs. I will lie down—perhapl
¥ shall be better presently.”

“ Let me assist you, madam,” said
the officiously-civil Wilson.

“ No, no,” said Rhoda, impatiently.
“ Give my message to Mrs. Stnctland
it is all I want.” ;

Rhoda’s message brought up Mrs:
Strictland.

“ My degr love,” said she, “ I am
quite alarmed, Wilson tells me that
you are very ill.”’ ‘

1 am ot wel,” said Rhoda, faintly.
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¢ Perhaps laying down my head will
still these beatings,”” pressing her hand
to her forehead. e

¢« All mercly ncrvolus, my love,” said
Mrs. Strictland.  ““ 1 will send Wilson
with some camphor-julep : drink a large
glass-full. Lie down ;—I dare say you
will drop asleep ; and when you awake,
. I have no doubt but you will be able to
dress for Lady Belmont’s. You must,
if possible, shew yourself there to-
night.”

“ It will be émpossible !’ said Rhoda.
“ You must excuse me: indeed 'you
must excuse me. Such an exhibition
would madden me quite!”

*“ Well, my dear, keep yourself still :
that is all I require. You shall not.do
any thing that you dou’t like.”

'Away went Mrs. Strictland; and the
assiduous Wilson attending with the
camphor-julep, Rhoda drank the quan-
tity prescribed, and having bound her
head tightly up, she threw herself upon
her bed, and abandoned herself to that
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vicissitude of conflicting thoughts,
which the honesty of her feelings, and
the power of her ill-governed fancy,
exposed her to.

Mrs. Strictland, téte-d-téte with Mr.
Strictland, eagerly enquired whether he
had seen Sir James Osbourne ; and had
the satisfaction to hear, that they had
passed an hour together.

* Well ?** said Mrs. Strictland.

*“ Well ! repeated Mr. Strictland,
contemptuously ; ¢ there is nothing ex-
traordinarv to tell—nothing but what
you know. Sir James wants to marry
Rhoda ; and does not seem to fear a re-
fusal.”

“ Well, but my dear Mr. Strictland,
was Sir James chagrined not to find
Rhoda at home ? Did he seem to think
it strange? Was he disappointed ?”

* Oh, disappointed, of course; but
I did not sce that he thought any thing
strange. He talked of Rhoda’s deli-
cacy—of the dignity of her mind—of

_the high value which she ought to set
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upon herself—of its be;ng presumptuous
to hope to win her without wooing, and
such like sentimental verbiage.—And
this I suppose to be the game that you
and Rhoda are playing; but I tell you
plainly, Mrs. Strictland, that if the whole
matter is not settled in a week, I shall
‘think you a fool, and Rhoda shall be
off to her country parson’s for life.”

Mrs. Strictland smiled contemptuously,
for no meaning, that asmile can convey,
can be contrary to the laws of good
breeding.

‘“ Was, not Sir James alarmed, when
he heard that Rhoda was not well ?”
said she. '

-¢ Not in the least, that I perceived,”
said Mr. Strictland. ¢ His fears of any
kind did not appear to go beyond his
lips ; he went away smiling, and repeat-
ing again and again, that we should all
meet at Lady Belmont’s.”

*“So I hope we shall,” replied Mrs.
Strictland ; *¢ though I assure you that
Rhoda is very seriously indisposed ;

VOL,IT. PART II. D
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but she is so good and so reasonable,
that I know she will go, if she is able
to move.”

“ What should make her unable to
move ?” said Mr. Strictland. ¢ There is
something in all this that I do not un-
derstand. You can hardly think me such
a novice as to believe that the offer of a
title and fifteen thousand pounds a year
to a girl without a sixpence, can take
from her the power of her limbs !|—It is
more likely to make her jump with
Jjoy.”

¢ Great events,” said Mrs. Strictland,
with much solemnity, ¢ produce dif-
ferent effects on different tempera-
ments.”’

¢¢ Mrs. Strictland,” said Mr. Stricts
land, with the voice of authority which
he never assumed but upon important
occasions, * don’t tr;eat“me like a fool ;
You will not find me one.—If I don’t
understand all the tricks that you and
Rhodaare about, it is because there is
no understanding the various forms of
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female folly; but, perhaps, it may con-
duce to Rhoda’s recovery if you tell her
from me, that if she is strong enough to
appear at Lady Belmont’s to-night, she
may draw on my banker for five hun-
dred’ pounds for wedding cloaths ; but
if on the contrary she continues sick,
she had best take a place in the mail for
Byrhley, without delay.”

. Your orders shall be obeyed, Sir,”
said Mrs. Strictland, with an air of the
most provoking mock submission, ¢ and
1 hope, that even a feminine intellect
will be able to appreciate the two sides
of your alternative.”

It was, in fact, the very alternative
that Mrs. Strictland herself meant to
press upon Rhoda, although not quite in
the terms in which it was put by Mr.
Strictland ; and it was the very alter-
native, which was at that same moment,
tearing the heart and distracting the
head of poor Rhoda!

D2
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CHAP. IV.

¢¢ Hast thou left him, the youth whose eye,
For ever glancing on thee, spoke so well affection®s
tale !”
Southey.

Mgrs. Strictland had this evening an
earlier engagement, than the important
one at Lady Belmont’s; and she hoped,
by excusing Rhoda from her attend-
ance upon the one, that she should
give her time so to recover the powers
of her mind, as to secure her appearance
at the other. With the intention of see-
ing what prospect there was of these
hopes being realised, she went direct-
ly from the dining-room to Rhoda’s
garret ; butshe found herin such a state,
as carried conviction even to her mind,
of the impossibility that Rhoda could



$8

that night make one in any numerous
assembly. .

Rhoda had found it intolerable to re-
main on the bed : she was up, and walk-
ing about her room with the air of a
person who scarcely was conscious of
what she was doing. Her cheeks glow-
«ed :—her eye was inflamed :—and while
her hand communicated a burning heat
to Mrs. Strictland’s, she shivered with
cold.

¢ Don’t ask me to go to Lady Bel-
‘mont’s,” said she, with almost the tone
of distraction, the moment that she saw
‘Mrs. Strictland. I really cannot go:
‘1 would rather die.”

Mrs. Strictland, terrified out of all her
plans of management by the appearance
of so much disorder, thought of nothing,
‘but how best to calm Rhoda.

“ My dearest love,” saidshe, “I do
not think of any such thing—I see that
you are quite unfit—you will be better
to-morrow, L have no doubt—but, my
love, this is an uncomfortable place—
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how unfortunate thot you can have no
fire—but ¢an you creep down to my
boudoir >~There you may lie upon the
sopha ; and I will have a bed put up in
the little drawing-room, and there you
may have all your comforts about yon.
Lean upon me, my dear, and when [ have
established you under my own eye, I
have no doubt but that I shall make you
better.”’

* How goad you are to me!” said
Rhoda; and from mere weakness of
spirits, she burst into tears.

““ Who would not be good to vou, my
Rhoda ?”’ said Mrs. Strictland. ¢ I un-
derstand all you feel ; and I love youn
more than ever.”

Rhoda’s tears flowed faster. * Oh that
1 could deserve your love !” said she.

“ My dear, you deserve every body's
love ; and you possess it. Cold as per-
haps you may have thought Mr. Strict-
Jand, you will not find him so; he has
just given me a proof, thit he considers
you as his child; but we will talk of
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these things to-morrow. Now, my
dear, lie down : you seem better already,”
added she, disposing the sopha ¢cush-
ions in the best mafioer for her accom-
modation. ‘* And now keep yourself
quite still : I will send for the apothe-
.cary, who will order something that will
.compose you: I must now dress; forat
whatever sacrifice, | must appear at Lady
Belinont’s; but I will arrange every
thing for your sleeping in the drawing-
room, and then you will bave no fresh
chill ; no fatigue in going up stairs: to-
morrow you will be all alacrity again,”

Rhoda could only kiss Mrs. Strict-
land’s hand, and weep : but as she wept
she became more calm ; and her powers
of recasoning seemed to return. She
spid to herself, ¢¢ surely to-morrow, I
shall be a more rational creatuge !**

Mrs. Strictland, by flattery and ea-
resses, contributed all in her power to
retaining Rhoda in the wrong path. She -
assured her that she entered into all her
feelmgs, that thcy were such as did -
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her honour; that-they would be ap-
proved by .the judicious and the wise;
“that ‘she was the object of universal
love, and dearer t6 herself than ever;
and, finally, that a little rest would make
her quite well.

With these words she left her, and
hurried to the task of the toilette, and to
set agoing the arrangements for the esta-
blishment of Rhoda in the little draw-
ing-room.

Before the business of adornment was
compleated, the apothéecary arrived;
and Rhoda, not knowing of what to
complain, sent to intreat that Mis.
Strictland would come to her assistance.
This she did with a promptness that
both surprised and pleased Rhoda, who
had never before seen any other care su-
persede that of the dressing hour.
~ % My love, do you want me ? What
is it that I shall do for. you ?** said
“Mirs. Strictland, entering. s
- ¢ Only tell me,’” said she in a low
‘voice, ‘‘ what I must say ails me.” -
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A nod of intelligence showed Rhoda
that she was understood ; .while : Mrs
Strictland with her usual volublhty,
turning to the apothecary, said, .

“ Pray, Sir, be so kind as to feel Miss .
Strictland’s pulse: she is fatigued, ner-
vous, but no fever I apprehend. An ano-
dyne draught, something that will
soothe, and compose, will probably be
what you will order.” H

¢« Certainly, Madam ! nothing can be
more proper—no real fever—a little irri-
tation, perhaps—very soon taken off—I
will send—1 will order.”

* Very obliging, Sir : pray do, as soon
as you can! Good night, Sir! Miss
Strictland, I think you say, will be
well in the morning.” 3

¢ No doubt, Madam; no doubt, la4
dxes ;” said the acquiescing apotheca;'y, .
as he bowed. out of the rom;m.l il

¢« My degr. Mrs. Strictland,” gaid
Rhoda, ‘¢ what ‘v)mq.,the meaning:af tbhis-
visit? You prescribed for me, and not
the man.” '

DS



58

« My dear,” said, Mrs. Strictland ;
¢ when first ‘I saw you, you terrified me ;
and in my fright, I sent in all haste for
this wise person: but you are already
another creature; and I was resolved,
that you should not be punished with
the real evil of medicine, for my folly, in
giving you fifty imaginary disorders. I
see that you will be quite well in the
morning if you continue quiet: I will
finish my dress : and pray take the gen-
tleman’s anodyne; and pleasant dreams
‘attend you.” So saying, she kissced
Rhoda’s cheek, and left her to her me-
ditations. She certainly could not have

"left her in worse company.

Every moment, which passed without
being able to decide as virtue and reason
dictated, strengthencd the party of ali
that was adverse to either. Satisfac-
tion of heart and thought attended not
the choice, on either side<of the alterna-
tive. She .had not strength of mind to
chuse between the different degrees of
the kind of good that was offered to her
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acceptance; the union of all that was’
desirable—that wish of the weak and
vain—could alone, at once* satisfy her
wishes, and silence the remonstrances
of her conscience and her reason. For-
tune and rank, without Mr. Ponsonby,
conveyed no sense of happiness to her
heart ; and Mr. Ponsonby, without rank
and fortune, seemcd to shut her out
from all that the world estee..ed, or that
could give her the esteem of the world.
¢ What shall I do ?** were the words
that she involuntarily repeated every.
moment ; and as she uttered them, al-
most for the fiftieth time, Mrs. Wilson
presented to her a little billet, for an
answer to which, she said, a servant
waited.
* Leave me, Wilson!” said Rhoda,
~ofor as she cast her eye on the superscrip-
tion, she knew the hand- writing of Mr.
Ponsonby. She tore open.the paper
with the imlpatience of distraction,; and
read, with a feeling, almost of horror,
these words,



60

-4 I intreat you to tell me, with the
strictest truth, whetker you are really
ill;- or whether you are more to be
pitied than if you were.”

¢« Jt is done !” said Rhoda: ¢ already
he despises me. I can never be the
wife of a man who despises me !” and
snatching up a pen, she wrote,

¢« Think of me no more. I am un-
worthy of you ; but, oh! do not hate
me !”

Under the same delirium of feeling
with which she wrote these lines, she
sealed the paper, rung the bell, and deli- -
vered the letter to Wilson ; then sinking
back upon the sopha, she remained mo-
tionless, and stupefied; unconscious
and careless of existence.

From this state of insensibility, she
was roused by a sudden pang of repen-
tance, a sensation of having undone
herself for ever—a burning ‘desire to:
recal what she had done-—an agonizing-
wish to have her destiny once again in:
her hands. SR '
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‘¢ It is not perhaps-too' late!” ex-
claimed she, as she rang the bell vio-
lently ; I may not yet be quite ‘un-
done! Bring me baek that letter,” cried
she to Wilsen; who, terrificd by the
hastiness of the summous, instantly ap-
peared-—‘¢ bring me back that letter—it
must not go.”

“ 1t is already gone!” replied Wil-
son; *‘ but here is another, which that
stupid Richard ought to have dclivered
some hours ago.”

“ Oh give it me!” said Rhoda, in-
dulging a momentary hope, that this too
was from Mr. Ponsonby ; but seeing it
directed in the hand-writing of a trades-
man, she dropt it languidly on the table,
and covering her face with her hands,
burst into tears.

* ¢« My dear Ma’am!” said Wilson,
¢« you will make yourself gquite ill with
all these flurries—indeed, indeed you
must compose yourself—I am sure my
lady would never forgive me i »

¢ Are you quite sure that my letter is -
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gone—irrevocably gone?” interrupted

Rhoda. .
¢« Yes, indeed, ma’am !” but now
pf'ay i .

¢t Leave me,” said Rhoda-—¢ 1 must,
I will be alone.—~—Qh!” added she, as
Wilson closed the door—*¢ that 1 could
fly from myselt too !*’

A moment of sad and silent medita-
tion ensued; when the recollection of
that counection which she had esta-
blished in her mind, between the
amount of her haberdasher’s bill, and
the decision which was to determine the
destiny of her life, crossing her thoughts,
¢ perhaps,” said she, “ | could not have
done otherwise than I have done; per-
haps this paper bears such -marks of my
folly and extravagance, as no considera-
tion whatever would have induced nfe
.to have exposed to the eyes,of Mr.
Ponsonby.”
. The thought was the offspring of
.pride : Rhoda mistook it for the voice
_of dignity : it soothed her. ne

-
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‘* Talone ought to suffer by ‘my own -
faults—and I shall suffer!”  added she,
as she cast her eye on the sum total of
the bill which she held in her hand.
“ How should I presume to counnect
with all that is upright, just, and reasone
able in human nature, that frivolous
, creature, who has dissipated in a few
months, and, in vanities, which she
desl)isc;s, more than balt of that all, from
which she could alone hope for inde-
pendence through her future life! F
cannot be thus unjust; and if [ could,
what must support me under the morti-
fying confession of my folly ? There is
but one thing that 1 can do: the tumult
of decision 1s past; I resign myself to
my fate !”’ ‘
. Nor was it extraordinary that the’
‘sadness, with which Rhoda élt this re-
signation to be accompanied, should
deceive her into the beliet that she was
really about to sacrifice herself to a prin-
cnple of justice, and that she was rather



64.

the, victim of pxrcumstances, than the
) "I“'o forego the glxgter of life she found
to be impossible : yet, even in the mo-
ment when it seemed to be secured,
she felt all its nothingness; and hated
and despised herself for the power that
it had over her. The struggle, however,
seemed to be past. She remained
still and dejected ; and without any at-
tention to the care of her health, or the
accommodation that Mrs, Strictland had
provided for her, she continued upon
the sopha, in the little boudoir, without
life sufficient to think or move. Tears of
silent anguish, atintervals, ran down her
cheek ; they fell unheeded on her hands,
or bosom ; yet she could not have said
distinctly why she wept; and still less
could she' think of any alternative that
would have dried her tears. In vaindid
Wilson press her to take some refresh-’
,ment, or to go to bed.

“ Icannot.eat—I must see Mrs. .Stnct-'
~_land—pray leave me—1I. would be,
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alone :” was all that she returned to the’
waiting woman’s remonstrances, and
they were, indeed, all the words that she

seemed to have powér to utter.

It was in this state of self-abandon-
ment that Mrs. Strictland found her at
a late, or rather an early hour.

. She was astonished to find her up, and
dressed. ‘

* My dearest Rhoda, what indiscre-
tion is this ?” exclaimed she: I could
not have expected this.” :

¢« Oh! pray do not scold me !’ said.
Rhoda, ¢ I cannot bear to be chidden
Just now. I am very wretched; and I
thought that I should be happier if I
were to see you before I went to bed.”

*“ And you perhaps thought right, my
Igve ;”’ returned Mrs. Strictland: ¢ [ am
sure the interest that I have heard hun-
dreds this night express for.your health,
must make yqu better ; it must be a
panacea for every ill of body and mind. .
But poor Sir James is absolutely misera-
ble. I could'scarcely préevent him from .’
coming, personally to inquire after you :
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withheld him, but my promise that he
should see you to-morrow.”

¢+ | cannot see SirJames to-morrow,”
said Rhoda, ¢‘ I must have a few days,
a few hours s .

Mrs. Strictland was satisfied. She
saw that the decision was made, and
made as she wished it to be.

¢« I have told you again and again, my
dear, that you shall do nothing but what
you chuse to do; and I have a little
plan for you, that will secure you a few
days quiet, in which you may re-plume
all your drooping feathers, and set your
features as well as your mind in order
for the change of situation which awaits
you.—But we will not talk of any thing
to-night :—you must go to bed:—you

_must take the anodyne draught; and I
pledge all my skill in physics that you
will arise to-morrow quit¢ a new crea.
-ture.”’ .

“ Did you hear any thing of Lady

"Randolf to-night?*’ said Rhoda.
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“ Yes!—Something I heard—I pro-
test I forgot what.—Oh, I believe it was
that she was not commg to town imme.
diately.” -

¢ Thank God !”’ said Rhoda, ¢ now I
will go to bed;” and with the alacrity
consequent to the removal of a heavy

‘burthen, Rhoda arose, and withdrew to
her newly prepared apartment.
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CHAP. V.

*¢ L’art des jouer avec la morale, en mettant, autant de
delicatesse par Iiinpression, que l'indecence dans lel
principes.”

Staél,

THE increased consequence, which
Rhoda could not but be aware that her
new prospects had given her in the eyes
of Mrs. Strictland, certainly did not
lessen their value in her own estima-
tion.

““If we must live in the world,”
thought she, it is certainly wise to
secure as many of its advantages, as in-
nocently we can.”

The word innocently .destroyed all
-the healing balm, which this worldly
maxim was wont to administer,

‘ But to be above these advantages,’
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continued Rhoda ;, ¢ to live to reason
here, and to the hopes of eternal hap-
piness hereafter !—Such, my dear Mr.
Wyburg has told . ;ne, might be my
destiny !—Have I made this option ?"

The honest monitor within, replied,
¢ No /” and Rhoda s'ought to lose the
-sense. of self-reproach, which followed
the reply, amidst a number of vague and
confused intentions of ¢ the good that
she would do;’---*“ the happiness she
would impart ;*’ and ¢ the example that
she would exhibit.”

Languid, and dissatisfied with herself,
Rhoda met Mrs. Strictland in her bou-
doir, at a late hour the next morning.
Mrs. Strictland saw that a different kind
of cordial than what the apothecary’s
shop afforded was necessary ; and with
her usual skill, she lost no time in ad-
ministering it. .

¢ How few, my dear Rhoda,” said
she,.* in this milk and water age, this:
age of reason and calculation, are loved
with: such: @ passion &s you bave in-.

»
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spired.~I really did not think that Sir
James had been capable of so much
ardor.—I1is personal servant was here by
nine o'clock this morning, to inquire
after your health, from Wilson. I be-
lieve he roused her from her downy
couch.—Here is a notc that was brought
to me before 1 was dressed, breathing
the very spirit of passionate inquity, and
1 expect every moment that he will be
here himself.” )

“You have promised me, my dear
madam,” said Rhoda, earnestly, “ that
I shall not see him.”

¢ And 1 shall keep my word,’’ replied
Mrs. Strictland, ¢ I have prepared him
for the disappointment. But now, my
dear, let me explain what I hinted yes-
terday as to Mr. Strictland’s paternal
care for you.—He takes so truly. a
fatherly part® in the happy lot that you
have drawn, that he sends you this draft
of five hundred pounds for wedding
cloaths: which may shew you, my love,
what a true prophetess I am, and may
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set your excellent heart at rest as to
any thing that you may have-considered
as extravagant ; nor will you have any
thing to tear as to t;ompromising your
dignity, by making your husband pay
for your wedding cloaths:—a hint of
which, I remember, put you into a very
pretty little pet with me, some few wecks
ago—needlessly you now see.—I told
you then, that you might do and be
what vou pleased, and my words are
verified.”

A cold chill struck to the heart of
Rhoda. The preparations for her funeral
would have communicated as joyful a
sensation as what she now felt. “ I am
extremely obliged to Mr. Strictland,”
said she, with a deep sigh, * and his
bounty will enable me to discharge the
debts which I have already contracted,
without obliging me to reveal,”—she
checked herscit ;— ¢ and I am resolved,’
resumed she, * that these shall be dis-
eharged before I contract more.” .

‘1 do not wish to combat your deli--
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cacy., on .this heed,, my dear,” sdplied
')4,(.-,. S;m;.‘uqnd, ‘. but it is really quite
nlmecessary.t-—pWh.y should you . not let
all be paid at onee?-—Sir James, I am
gure, will never think of taking a six-
pence of your paltry pittance; but, per-
haps, he may not think of fully supply-
ing you with cash immediately on yous
marriage—It is not every man who is
aware how much his wife really wants
to do credit to the station in which she
is placed.---1f I might advise, you will
keep a few hundreds untouched for e¢bn.-:
tingencies, which it is impossible to fore-
see.—~Your bills may be peid at any’
time,——Once the wife of Sir James'
Osbourne, and you cannot fearbeing up-’
just to any one; but you may wish,to
give a ball—or a breakfast—aor to pr‘o-,
mote the pleasure of your friends in’
some other way, when Sir James maynot
exactly see the necessity of such gra-
ciousness ; and what apretty returnitwill
be for his generosity to you, to expend
the money which he has left in your
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dispasal, in’' an entu‘timment “for his
friends!—It will really be a mont delight.’
ful conjugal gallangry {—But suppose
there should be no accasion for you thus
to come forward, a little private hoard is
not amiss in any case: and let my expe-
rience suggest, that it is not wise to let
go the means of having such, which are
Bow in your power.”

Mrs. Strictland’s sophistry had nos
thing in it flattering to the vanity of
Rhoda—it was rather revolting to her
pride—~it was lost upen her. =~

‘“ Are you aware,” said she, * that
with the addition of my milliner’s and
shoemaker’s bills, Hopkinson’s account
will do more than swallow up the half of
all that I am worth in the world ¥’

¢ And, what then ?” said Mrs. Strict-
land ; “ What is the use of money but to
spend it?” ’

“* But until I am one-and-twenty,”
said Rhoda, ** I do not know that I can
spend the principal of my fortune; and
I should die with shame were I W%ﬁ‘

VOL, 1X, PART II. R
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fots to Mr. Wyburg that I had contracted
debts, whi¢h had made me a beggar.”

" ¢ How misplaced are all these reflec-
tions,’’ said Mrs. Strictland; ¢ the time
for them, if ever there were a time, is
quite passed.—But what you say of not
having a present power over your for-
tune, if fortune it may be called, sug-
gests to me that it will be wise not to
pay your bills now.-—-These five hundred
pounds will furnish all the ready cash
that will be necessary for the preseut;
and by degrees you may pay the bills
about which you make such a fuss, out
of your pin-money, or from presents that
no doubt Sir James will make you; and
when you are one.and-twenty, you
will have a snug little sum of your own,
with which you may do a thousand
pretty things, and oblige a thousand
people.” <

- ¢ And then,” replieq Rhoda, * Sir
James will in fact pay for my wedding
eloaths !—No, no, my dear Mrs. Strict-
land, youmust forgive me—my resolution
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on - this point ig irrevocable.—With
part of the five hundred pounds, I will
immediately discharge the debts which
I now have, and with the remainder I
will provide all that will be necessary
for my » marriage, she would
have said, but she found it lmposmble to
«atter the word.

“ Why. my dear,” replied Mrs Stnct-
land, ¢ I am astonished to find you still
so unknowing.—Has not your experi-
ence convinced you that what you pro-
pose is impossible? With the remainder
provide all thut is necessary for.the bride
of Sir James Osbourne !—How can you
be so mistaken in your calculation ?
The difficulty will be to make it answer
all the calls that will be upon it.—Be-
sides,”” added she, in a grave tone, * I
must take the liberty to tell yow, that it
will be an affront to Mr. Strictland, and
a very ungrateful return for his kindness,
i every shilling of the five hundred
pounds is not expended in the manner
he desngned I do assure you, that I .

23 -
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cantfot connive at any such false appro-
prietion of ‘money given so generoiisly,
and for so legitimate a purpose.”

* I cannot contrdct any more debts,
till I have paid those which 1 already
owe,” said Rhoda; and she said the words
with a tone of decision and authority
which showed Mrs. Strictland that,
every opposition she could make to so
-virtuous a resolution, would be in vain.
She was too adroit to push on to a cer-
tain defeat ; she therefore contented her-
self with saying,

¢ Well, my dear, the matter is not
worth talking about.—All will be right
in the long run, either on your plan or
mine.—The consideration, which presses
at present, is to restore the roses to your
_ Gheeks, and gaiety to your spirits. A
“few days of perfect quiet will be your
‘hest physician..—Have you any objection
to passing the remainder of the’ week.’
. with Mrs, Orme, at her ‘beaatiful villa,
.at Chiswick ? I know that she will re-
. joice to see you, for the time ‘passes,
heavily 'with her til} she can afford to
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come.. to-town; and this js.a season
when nobody, who can help it, will gq
out of it.”’

To this proposal Rhoda most Jayf'ully
assented. 3
¢¢ I shall not, then, see Sir James tﬂl
my return,’ said she. : ot
- “* Why, yes!—You must, I'm afraldy”
returned Mrs. Strictland. ¢ What will
he think of such a continued reluctance
to see him ? I have hitherto put it upon
your being really ill; on your unwilling-
ness to shew him your haggard looks ;
but we must remember love will make
him quick-sighted; and to refuse to
see a man whom you have accepted as a
husband —

“ I have mnot accepted hlm," said
Rhoda.
® ¢« My dear love,” said Mrs. Strlctland
“ such an answer is unworthy of you.
You know that you intend to marry Sir
James ; pray let us have no coquetry,
I am sure Sir James deserves very dif-
ferent treatment.”
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'*I 'am o “oquette,” said ‘Rhoda
warmly, “ but if you were to know alf
_ that passes in iny heart —*

" « I know, my dear, what has passed
in the face of the world, which is much
more to the purpose. 1 know what has
passed between Mr. Strictland and Sir
James, and between Sir James and my-
self; and I -know that if you dé not in-
tend to marry Sir James Osbourne, your
conduct has been indefensible.”

Rhoda sighed deeply. ¢ Well,
Madam,” said she, * I put myself under
your conduct. If the thing must be
done, it signifies little when it is done.”

¢ That’s my good Rhoda,”* said Mrs,
Strictland, and was proceeding in a strain
of panegyric, when a knocking at the
door interrupted her eloquence,

« There is Sir James, I have no
doubt!” said she. ¢ Now, my dear, if
you could command yourself tosee him,
it would be such an act of graciousness !
—He would see that your illness is
‘perfectly genuine. 1ie would be so
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dehghted with such an unexpected
favor.”

The footman at this momentannoun‘cea
Sir James Osbourney and said, ¢ that he
had, according to Mrs. Strictland"s or-
ders, shewn him into the drawing-room. »

* Now, my dear Rhoda, if you will be
80 obliging ?”’ :

Rhoda bowed her head. She could
not speak. ¢ Show Sir James Oshourne
into this room,” said the triumphant
Mrs. Strictland; but turning to Rhoda,
she saw her so pale, so trembling, sq
totally without self-command, that she
half repented the order.

¢« Smell to this vinegar, my dear.—TIt
is but a moment’s embarrassment, and
all will go on smoothly.”

Sir James entcred.

* ¢ Can you excuse the liberty we take
with you, Sir James »** suid Mrs. Strict-
land, “ thus to receive yon en famille?
But every little movement so much ine
disposes Miss Strictland, and she was
unwilling not to see you.” -
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“ You honour-—you delight me}”
said Sir James; “ but, my dear’ Mlss
. Strictland, I hope I see you better F-I
was flattered this mprning with an assu-
‘'rance that you were so.”’

41 am better, thank you,” said
Rhoda, in a voice scarcely audible.

‘ Very much so, I assure you,” said
Mrs. Strictland. *“ I would not frighfen
you last night by telling you how much
I was terrified myself—but I really ex-
pected a fever—and when I wrote my
note this morning, I thought it would
have been impossible that Miss Strict-
land could have seen you to-day — but
after all, it is only a little flutter of
nerves. A few days quiet, out of
town, will set every thing to rights.”

“ You are not going to leave town ?”
said Sir James Osbourne in a vo;ce ox
alarm. .

¢ I am not,” repiied Mrs. ‘%tnctland 3
*“ and Rhoda will be absent only a wery
few days. She isgoing’ to iy friend Mrs.
Ornie, merely to be out lof'the sound of

\
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London. 1 shall visit her every day:
and if you are- not belter engaged; 1 shall
be always glad of your company. - I have
no doubt but that we shall bring her
back in health and bloowmn within the
week.”’

“ Will my dear Miss Strictland tell
me that I shall be a welcome visitor !’
said Sir James, looking earnestly and
anxiously on the pale and motionless
statue that sat opposite to him,

‘ If I am able to see any body, I shall
be glad to see you,” said Rhoda, faintly.
" “"And you will be very able to see us,
or any body,” said Mrs. Strictland,* and
Sir James need not look so terrified.—
My dear friend, did you never see the
effects of fatigue before ?~—All this mis-
ghief isimputable tomy abominsble ball :
and Rhoda was so determined to maka
it dehghtful to every body; that she did
not spare herself a single moment—but
the gvxl ‘is transitory~—the pleasures of-
that evening will. be an epoch in alt-our
lives.”

ES
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“ Of the happiest kind!” cried Sir
James fervently. “ My dear Miss Strict-
land will, hope, permlt me to say
that ?”

Rhoda gracefully bowed— I am
really ashamed to be so stupid,” said
she, “ but to-morrow——"

“ Yes, to-morrow you will be quite
another creature, and now let us turn
Sir James out—he sees that you are
alive, which is bliss enough for to-day,
and the sooner you are in the repose of
the country the better.

Sir James arose—“ I would not in-
terfere with your arrangements for the
world,” said he. ¢ I cannot beisuﬂicj-
ently grateful for the favour I have
received. To-morrow perhaps, I may be
permitted to tell you how highly 1 ap-
preciate it,”

Rhoda again bowed

¢ Good morning, my dear Sir James,”
-eaid Mrs, Strictland, shaking hands with

him.
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¢ And will not you do me the same
favour ?” said Sir James to Rhoda.

Rhoda put forth her hand, which the
happy lover pressed to his heart and to
his lips, and then departed, more in
love and more self-satisfied than he had
ever been in his life before.

The last half hour had indeed re.
“moved from his mind a load of most un-
pleasant apprehensions. — He had en.
tered Mr. Strictland’s house-a prey to
very uneasy suspicions —He had began
to believe that the sudden and violent
illness, with which Rhoda was said to
have been attacked, was merely a pre-
tence to veil from him her reluctance to
accept his proposals, and that he was
not to be admitted to her sight until the
remonstrances of her friends had induced
per so far to conquer this reluctance,
as to be able to conceal it from himn.——
These suspicions had alyeady made him
repent of thg frankness, with which be
bad explained himself; and had. tilled
his mind with indistinct projeets, iow
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he might best withdraw kimself from the
snare into which he-had run. -But to
have been so promptly admitted into the
presence of Rhoda, to be told, not-
withstanding an indisposition which he
could not but see was unfeigned, thatshe
was unwilling not to see him:—to be-
hold aconfusion and agitation which bore
more the marks of delicate conscious-
ness, than of dislike or repugnance :—«
to hear thednly words that she seemed
to be able to utter, words of kindness
and conciliation, had dissipated at once
all his fears and suspicions; and -had
replaced them with impressions the most
flattering to his self-love, and hopes the
most favourable to his future happiness.
Rhoda herself felt relieved by what
had passed.—Her imagination had re-
presented the interview more formidable
than she had. found it.—The first step
was made—all the rest she hoped would
be easy in comparison, '
“ You are right, my dear Mrs. Strict-
kand,” said she; * it was much better
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to sée Sir James this morning, than to
delay iteven till td-morrow.”; '

« J know this to be the case, ‘my
dear,” said Mrs. Strictland, * and for
your sake I ‘should from the beginning
have insisted that'it should be so, but I
could not bear to impose upon your
good nature; and indeed 1 always find,

"that give you a moment for considera-
tion, and I may safely trust to your
good sense and excellent taste.”

These praises were grateful to Rhoda,
sutik as she was at this moment in her
own estimation, and dreading as she did,
the' representations and remonstrances
of those, of whose principles and judg-
ment she had a bétter opinion than her
own. From this feeling, Rhoda started
with disniay on seeing a letter ffom Lady
Randolf,” amongst those which the ser-
vant now brought into the roém.

¢ Lady Randolf is commg to town, 1
am sure!” etclaimed she, before shé.
broke the seal. ¢ What, what shall I
do now ?” s e
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¢ What can make you so much afraid

“of Lady Randolf?’ szid Mrs. Strictland,
¢ [ am sure, if she is as much your friend .
as she pretends tq be, she will be de-
lighted with your prospeets.”
- ¢ What a relief!”” cried Rhoda, inat-
tentive to Mrs. Strictland’s remark.
¢ She is. ot coming to town!—She
does not know when she shall eome to
town !—Oh, how glad, how thankful I
am!”

“ What strange moralizing fancy
kerps her in the country ?** asked Mrs.
Strictland.

¢ | don’t know.—1I have only read the
first lines.—Oh, how 1 am grieved !—
What a selfish heart | have !---It is mis-
fortune, it is sorrow that prevents her
from coming!—She who, of all people
in the warld, ought most to be exempted
from misfortune and sorrow ! A friend—
a very dear friend—to whom she says
that she owes all her meaps of happiness.

i this world, and all her hopes of bliss
in the next, a something, even deares
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than a mother—this dear, this excel-
lent person is ill—is stretched on the
bed of pain and death, and Lady Ran-
dolf is gone to her:—and I could rejoice
that by such means I am spared--
what ?-~The knowledge of myself !-—-Ah,
there needs nobody to tell me what a
foolish, vain, and selfish creature [ am !”
" Mrs. Strictland suffered the furor of
self-reproach to spend itself, without
any contradietion on her part, and then
said, very quietly,

*“ My dear Rhoda, you quite forget
that the carriage is coming to the door
to carry us to Chiswick, and you have
given no orders to Wilson, as to what
you will take with you.”

¢ Indeed I have never thought about
the matter,” said Rhoda. '

*« No, my love—but I have thought
for you. I have ordered Wilson to send
for her niece. You cannot go withoutan
attendant, and I told Wilson to put up
what I thought you would want—but
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if I have omitted any thing, you may
have it tormorrow.’
** Thank you, madam,’” said Rhoda.

‘* By the bye, my dear, if you should
like this young woman’s attendance,
you may as well engage her—it is com-
fortable to have somebody about one,
whe is not quite a stranger.”’

Rhboda’s heart sunk at the thoughts
of such preparation.

¢ Dear madam, it is time enough to
thiuk of such things !'—Who knows what
may happen ?”

Mrs. Strictland secretly gave an eja-
culation of thanksgiving, that Lady
Randolf was in misfortune, and in sor-
row, by the side of the death-bed of her
dearest friend ;—but she only said,

¢ Oh, my dear, I don’t pretend to
any very extended prescience, but here
comes the carriage, and as far as I can
judge of a Limited future, if we do not
make haste, we shall be ‘out of all time
for Mrs. Orme, and perhaps not be able
to negociate your visit to her,”,
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These fears were, however, vain :—
the drive to Chiswick was happily ac-
complistieds ' Mrs. Orme was found at
bome and ready, antl well pleased to
receive ‘Rhoda, whose approaching
exaltation Mrs. - Strictland found an
opportunity of whispering to her friend,
with a hint how:admirable a chaperon
Lady Osbourne would prove to the
Misses Orme, durmg ‘the ensuing Lon-
don season.



CHAP. VL

¢¢ The heart demands a heart, nor will be paid
With less than what it gives.”
More.

Ruopa soon felt the advantage of
being obliged to conceal her feelings—
and it was this very advantage, rather
than any that Mrs. Strictland hoped
from the quiet of the situation, which
had induced her to remove Rhoda from
her own immediate observation. From
being compélled by geod-breeding to
appear cheerful and at ease, she doubted
not but that Rhoda would attain the
habit of appearing so, even when under
no such restraint.—Appearance was all
that Mrs. Strictland looked to,— She
well knew that Rhoda did not love Sir
James Osbourne, and that she did love
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Mr. Ponsonby ; but while she durst
trust to her vanity for her marriage with
the one, and for her rejection of the
other, she had no farther concern, than
that this should be done with such ap-
parent satisfaction on the part of Rhoda,
as would deceive Sir Jumes, and make
the world believe her to be as happy as
titles, jewels, and fortune can make any
one. Mrs, Strictland z2lso knew that
every new person, to whom Rhoda’s in-
tended marriage was intimated, and
eveiy hour in which she suffered un.
checked this intimation to remain in
force, was strengthening the chain, which
she was now resolved, should never
be broken, and which, by such means,
she had no doubt, would become suffi-
ciently strong to resist all the opposition
which ske could not but expect to arise’
from Rhoda’s friends at Byrhldy,- and
the pleadings of Mr. Ponsonby."

Thus, without appearing to eontroul
the will of Rhoda, or to throw any ob-
stacles in the way of a fair discussion of
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that question which involved the happi-
ness, or misery of her future life, Mrs.
Strictland stifled, at its birth, every vir-
tuous tendency which arose in the heart
of the young and inexperienced creature
whom she professed so ardently to love;
and wove around the poer victim of
vanity and miscalculation, so artful a
web of consequences, that it seemed
impossible for Rbhoda to take any
part but one.—Let mothers, who act
the same part, pause for a moment be-
fore the unholy sacrifice is completed,
and reflect on the awful responsibility
which they incur!

Rhoda looked with mueh more ap-
prehension to what ‘would arise from
Byrhley, than Mrs. Strictland did. Nat
that she, any more than Mrs. Strictland,
couceived it would have any effect’ on
the great event then depending: this
she considered as being irrevocably fixed;;
but she dreaded the voice of her. own
conscience, re-echoed in the tremendous
sounds of Mr. Wyburg’s rectitude—or
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the melting strains of the tenderness of
her Frances. Of Mr. Ponsenby she
dared uot to think. The injustice, which
she did him, was so ihonstrous, that if
she had viewed it in its true form, she
must have fled from it, as she would
have fled from the most deadly destroyer;
but she spread a false medium before her
eyes, and by its distorting form, enabled
herself to see things rather as she wished
them to be, than as they were. She
persuaded herself, from the tenor’ of
Mr. Ponsonby’s last application to her,
that the lover, who was so ready to sup-
pose the possibility of her unworthiness,
would not be much hurt by the con-
firmation of it. “ Had he pleaded his
rights,”’ said she to herself, ¢ I should
not have dared to deny him—but that
which-he was so willing to resign, it
did not:behove me sedulously to re-
gard 17«80 she said; but she felt the
wrgument false, and :the eoncluslon 80T~
rowdul 1.



b4

‘But all these uneasy thoughts, as well
as those which arose from the fluctuation
of her own wishes, she was now obliged
to varnish over by the smoothness of her
countenance ; and this enforced com-
mand over lerself, with the relief which
she felt ou being secure from the scruti-
nizing, and as she expected, the reprov-
ing eye of Lady Randolf, with the feel-
ing safe, at least, for a few hours, at
once from the drcaded letter from Byrh-
ley, and the presence of Sir Jamnes, com-
municated more quiet to the mind, and
restored more power to the Teasoning
faculties of Rhoda, than she had pos-
sessed since the eventful evening of
Tuesday. '

The next morning, and the next three
succeeding days, brought her regularly
a visit from Mrs, Strictland, and Sir
James. Mps, Strictland saw with much
satisfaction, the recovered compasure,
and returning bloom of Rhoda; and the
more was she satisfied, as she was aware
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that the complacency and graciousness,
with which she received Sir James, and
the freedom -with which she conversed
with him, could leave him nothing farther
to wish.

But the heart of a lover, and of a lover
that numbers more than double the years
of his mistress, is not so easily satisfied.
Sir James felt that there was nothing of
which he could complain ; but he equally
felt that there was nothing in Rhoda’s
manners towards him which could pos-
sibly gratify his self-love, or lead him to
hope that she returned the passion which
he felt for fitr. Her natural gaiety seenied
to be extinct: and while she was too”
calm and indifferent to suffer.him to
flatter himself that her gravity arose
from the absorbing nature of real love,
hé looked in vain for any symptoms of
pleasure, even in those external advar.
tages, which an union with him would
secure to her. If, therefore, he acquitted
her. of baving been,determined, in her
acceptance of him, by vain or mercenary
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motives, it was equally out of his power
to flatter. himself that her choice. had
been determined by a personal preferen,ce
in his favour. - -

These observations occasioned Sir
James to make many reflections ; and to
ground upon these reflections certain
resolutions, that belonged rather to the
prudent and wary character which he
had hitherto maintained iu his inter-
course with the female sex, than such as
might have been expected from a man ss
sincerely and ardently in love as he
really was,

Rhoda was too much occupied wnth
her own thoughts, to penetrate those of
Sir James, and too incapable of design,
to have attempted to have obviated the
consequences, had they been foreseen,
She was scarcely conscious that she was .
less gay than usual ; and as it was more
that she could not forego the spiendours
of life, than any very distinct notion of
the happiness which they could convey,
that had decided her mode of action, she
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at this time felt neither actual nor an-
" ticipated joy, in the expected possession
of those toys, for which she had saqriﬁéed
the real inclinations of her heart, and the
delicacy and integrity of her mind.
Seeing Sir James every day, and treat-
ing him with obligingness and freedom,
eeemed to her, now to be as matters of
course, because she accustomed herself
to the thought—** I am going to be mar-
‘ried to him ;” but she would have been
content to have remained at Chiswick,
for any time, however indefinite ; and
she felt even something like a fear of
returning to town, where she was con-
scious that the present calm of her mind
would be broken in upon from many
.quarters. Sir James, from different mo-
tiyes, was as little inclined as herself to
precipitate matters; and it requlred the
exertions of a third person, «vho was, in
fact, no ways ipterested in the event, to
bring together two people—one of whom
had sacnﬁced his prudence, and the
VOL.Ti. PART II. F
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other her principles, that they might
become man and wife.

Mrs. Strictland, however, was not of
a disposition to fall asleep over her work.
Every hour spent at Chiswick, beyond
that which had restored to Rhoda her
self-command, she considered as lost
time; and she found means delicately
to insinuate to Sir James, on his re-
turn from his third visit thither, that
Rhoda now considered herself as quite
well, and that she wished to return to
town.

“ I will therefore go myself to fetch
her to-morrow morning, my dear Sir
James. You must dine with us. We
shall only be ourselves ; for really I
think it has already bcen sufficiently
hard upon Rhoda and you, thus always
to meet in company.”’

“ Perhaps,” thought Sir James, and
his happiest hopes revived as the thought
occufred—*¢ perhaps the restraint,which
that circumstance threw over her, has
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occasioned the gravnty, that I have found
so painful.”

¢ If I could hope,” replied Sir James,
¢ that Miss Strictland would see ‘me
with pleasure any where, 1 should be too
happy.”

These words betrayed to Mrs, Strict-
land more than Sir James meant to have
discovered. They shocked and alarmed
her; but they did not throw her off her
guard. She counterfeited, with admi-
rable adroitness, the laugh of conscious
superiority.

¢“ Oh man! man!” said she, ‘ with
all thy boasted wisdom, how little
dost thou know of the female heart!
And pray, do mot expect -any sacri-
fice to your vanity from me. I am

«bound to keep Rhoda’s secrets ; and he,
who cannot discover her sentiments, is
not worthy of them.”

“ Ah, my dear madam,” cried Sir
James, * if you have one word of com-
fort to give, for mercy’s sake, let me

' F2
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have it. Is it unpardonable to fear that
Miss Strictland is too grave to be happy
in her prospects "

*“ You made me laugh a moment ago,’
returned Mrs. Strictland; ¢ and now
you will really make me angry. Can it
be any thing but the most puerile vanity
that makes you press me upon a subject
on which I ought to be silent, and what
you cannot doubt ?”

« Pray pardon me,” said Sir James.
¢« Diffidence, grounded upon a consci-
ousness of demerit, ought not to be stig-
matized as vanity.”

« Well, then, my dear, good, humble
creature, it shall not be vanity : it shall
be diffidence—it shall be modesty, or
any of the out-of-date virtues that
vou please ;—but pray, don’t suffer e
doubt of your own merit to lead you to
suspect that of others. Let Rhoda be
allowed integrity enough mwot to be sus-
pected of giving her band without her
-heart ; and discernment sufficient to ap-
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preciate talents and accomplishments,
for which so many have, I suspect,
sighed in vain.’

Sir James, althouo'h not much in the
habit of giving implicit credit to Mvs.
Strictland, was extremely inclined to
believe her at this moment.

“ You are too flattering, my dear Mrs.
Strictland. You will, indeed, make me
vain.”

“ Your unreasonable doubtings really
force such strange things from one!”
replied Mrs, Strictland; ¢ but I cannot
do much mischief, when I only antici-
pate what you must soon so fully know.
Only of this be assured, that you would
have found it impossible to have drawn
such an insinuation from me a week
ago, notwithstanding the. frights and

*flutters that some of us were in.”

Sir James, although he langed to pur-
sue the subject, felt it to be unhandsome,
and indelicate to Rhoda, se to da; and
he therefore contented himself with

replying,
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“ My dear Mrs. Strictland, what de-
lightful glimpses do you give me into the
only female heart that I can now ever
wish to know !—But sacred be the con-
fidence reposed in you: the rest of my
discoveries I will owe to myself.”

Sir James, thus re-assured, parted
gaily with Mrs. Strictland, expecting
that the dinner of the next day would
‘confirm all that she had intimated ; while
Mrs. Strictland returned to her house,
with her thoughts wholly occupied how
she should best lead Rhoda to obviate
the suspicions which she now saw that
Sir James entertained, without betraying
to Rhoda that any such existed.

This was the purpose of the artful
conversation which she held with her,
as they returned together the next morn-
ing from Chiswick ; but she found the
point difficult to manage. It had been
her business hitherto to persuade Rhoda
that she was happy, and t6 be herself
blind to ewery possibility that she could
be otherwise; and how could she re-
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prove her gravity, without betraying’
that she suspectedr a cause for it? Nei-
ther durst she attempt to alarm her by
the fear that she might blast her pros-
pects, by the little pleasure which she
appeared to take in them. She knew
that Rhoda disdained all disguise ; and
that if she smiled, she must smile from
* gaiety, and not from design. She had
recourse to the old expedient of assuming
indisposition. -

*“ My dear,” saidshe, ¢ notwithstand-
ing all your kind attempts to conceal it,’
I see that you are still extremely un-
well. I shall send to Doctor C
the moment we get to town, for really
we must not go on in the dark any
longer.” _

*“ Indeed,” replied ‘Rhoda, “ I am
*quite well ; and if you sendifor Doctor
C——, 1 shall be at as gyeat a loss
what to say to him, as I was to say to
the apothecary.” .

¢ Oh, but Doctor C—— will find
out what js the matter, without being




103

told; and I can no longer be easy with-
out some good advice.”

«‘What can make you think that I am
il ?” said Rhoda.

¢« Because, my dear, you who are
naturally gaiety itself, merely from a
happy flow of animal spirits, are less:
gay than usual, when you have so many
substantial reasons for gladness and
gaieté de ceur.”

Rhoda breathed a deep sigh. ‘¢ Yet
T am not ill!** replied she.

‘I should be sorry to urge the alter-
native,”’ said Mrs. Strictland ; ¢ but re-
ally, my dear, if you are notill, you are
ungrateful.”

“ To whom, my dear madam ?” said
Rhoda, with quickness.

¢ To Providence, in the first place,
my love, which offers to your acceptance
all that can give happiness to yourself,
or enable you to communicate it to
others. To Sir James, in the next place,
whose ardent and delicate affection is
.tremblingly alive to every shade that
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passes over your beautiful countenance,.
and whom you sent home yeste;day,,‘
perfegtly wretched from the persuasion
that you were ill. Indeed his fehrs
awakened.mine ; for, until he made the
observation, I had seen nothing to be
remarked beyond a thoughtfulness easy
to be understood in circumstances so
new, and which certainly involve very
serious considerations.”

*“ There is nothing beyond this,” re-
plied Rhoda.

¢« So I told Sir James; but there was
no laying his tender fears to sleep: so
that if you have a generous care for his
ease’ of mind, you must really rouse
yourself, and shake off this * sickly cast
of thought,”” which is so liable to be mis-
taken ;—and indeed I may add, that you
oyve this exertion—not to me, my dear ;
I will not say that, for I am most grati-
fied, when you are most at your ease ;—
but to Mr. Sirictland. You have not
seeu him since the very fatherly present .
that he made _you. If he sees you w1th

FJS
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this grave face, he will think his money
has been thrown away; and you know
ke is not one who loves a bad bargain.”

Rhoda smiled.

¢ Now that’s my dear Rhoda!” said
Mrs. Strictland. 1 am sure, if Mr.
Strictland thought as I do, that one
smile was worth the whole five hundred
pounds.” ‘

¢ I cannot tell,” said Rhoda, *“ why,
when I am doing that which I have
chosen to do, my heart should feel so
heavy.””

¢« Merely the newness of the circum-
stance, take my word for it; but really,
you must get the better of this trick of
looking all you feel. If we were all to
do as you do, we should be a mournful
party. You cannot look grave without
making us all sad; and if we look sn,
those that see us will think that we are
preparing for a funeral, rather than a
‘wedding.”

* Why should any body think about
us ?*’ said Rhoda.
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¢ Because people will think about
what does not concern them ;—and one
hint I must give you: If you‘carry that
countenance into public, you will give
malicious persons reason to say, that you
dispose of your hand from other motives
than such as ought to determine a wo-
man ol delicacy and honour.”

* Rhoda coloured ‘¢ celestial rosy red.”
““ Oh, madam !” said she.

“ 1 know how unfounded such an in-
sinuation would be, my dear love; but
that is not the question. If you would
not be mistaken for what you are not,
you must a little veil what you at this
moment are. The time is at hand,
when the appearance and the feeling iwll
agree.”’

““In the mean time,” said Rhoda,
pensively, I must, I see, for my credit’s
sake, a little ¢ beguile the thing I am, by
seeming what 1 am not.” ”* .

“ You are quite right, my dear,” re-
turned Mrs. Strictland; “ and now let-
me see you at dinner, with all the loves
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and graces in your train,—but let them
be loves and graces of your own! Bor-
row none from Melpomene, I beg.”

“¢ The letters were not delivered when
you left town ?’ said Rhoda, as they
stopped at Mr. Strictland’s door.:

¢ 1 believe not.”

¢« Are there any letters ?”” said Rhoda
‘to the footman, as they passed into the
house.

¢ No, madam,* replied the man.

And Rhoda, relieved from an almost
insupportable apprehension, ran up stairs
with a lightness and gaiety, which con-
vinced Mrs. Strictland that her lecture
had not been wholly thrown away.
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CHAP. VIIL

s Oh that I had more sense of virtue left ;

Or were of that which yet remains bereft !

I've just enough to know how I offend,

And to my shame, have not enough to mend.”

Dryden.

“] Am safe for twenty-four hours
more !” said Rhoda to herself. * Let me
lose the future in th® present. It will
be time enough to-morrow to grieve that
I and my dearest friends cannot think
alike 1"

Rhoda, having thus softened the tone

.of self-reproach, sought Mr. Strictland,
and made him her acknowledgments
with equal grace and cheerfulness; nor
was the latter diminished by observing a
marked change which had taken place
in bhis manners towards her. She read
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in it the increase of her own relative im-
portance; and she was not unapt to
adopt . his opinion most graciously ex-
pressed, * that she would now be a real
honour to the family.”

“1 shall write this evening to Sir
William,”” said he. 1 long to give
him and Lady Elizabeth their share in
the pleasure which we all feel in your
good luck.”

The last words grated disagreeably on
Rhoda’s feelings; and her heart died
within her, when she thought of the
vicinity of Strictland Hall to Byrhley
Parsonage. But this day she had resolved
not to think; and therefore willingly
followed Mrs. Strictland’s lead in all the
flow of eloquence with which she dis-
coursed for a full hour, on that mass of
nothings which made up with her the.
sum of life. The cares of the toilette
succeeded ; and Rhoda might be sup-
posed, by the happy effect which they
had produced, not to_be indifferent to
the impression which she should make
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upon Sir James on her first emerging’
from the eclipse, which had lately ob-
scured her brightness.

He was, indeed, at once dazzled and
enraptured ; and could scarcely believe
that the animated and glowing creature
which stood before him, could be the
same cold, sad, and pensive nun from
*whom he had parted the day before.

« I sec you perfectly well, I hope, my
dear Miss Strictland,” said he. ¢ But
why do I ask ?—Can my heart doubt of
what is so evident to my eye ?”

¢ Oh! my dear Sir James,” said Mrs.
Strictland, ¢ you and I are wretched
physicians. With our fears and alarms,
Rhoda is wiser than us both. We had
actually over-doscd our poor patient
with quiet and stillness, and such sopo-
sifics.—She ¢ would have forgotten her-
self to stone,” it she had stayed at Chis-
wick longer. The very trampling of the
horses’ feet upon the pavement of Lon-
don wrought the cure, and now you see
bow perfect.it is.” ’
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.Rboda blushed: and Sir.James. be-
lieved all that Mrs. Strictland had en-
deavoured 'to insinuate the day before.

Rhoda, dehghted with the pleasure
which she communicated, resumed some-
thing of her happiest self ; and as through
the whole course of the evening engage-
ments she found herself courted by
the voice of congratulation, or heard the
tone of ill-concealed envy, she began to
persuade herself that she was really as
happy as the felicitations, or the malice
of her acquaintance proclaimed her to
be. Willing to deceive herself, she
checked each thought that might have
dissolved the charm—she listened to Sir
James, and smiled :—she heard the laugh
of her companions, and laughed too.—
She mistook eontagion for gaiety, and
gaiety for happiness; and returned. tn
Grosvenor-square, convinced that she
had chosen the means of securmg her
happiness for life,

Mrs. Strictland closely watched the
moyements of Rhoda’s mind, and saw
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that if she could keep her always in that
succession of frivolous engagements
which precludes the possibility - of
thought, she might alike set at defiance
the regret of predilection, and the re-
monstrance of principle.

In the furtherance of this design, she
was resolved to leave her scarcely a mo-
ment alone. — Her inexhaustible volu-
bility furnished her with never-ending
means of retaining the attention of
Rhoda on the scenes in which she had
been engaged, even when those scenes
were passed.—She would repeat or in-
vent so many flatteries, that Rhoda had
received—so many strokes of satire that
her good fortune had excited, that she
kept her vanity or her pride always
awake.—She knew how to make the
hafighty indignation of Lady Belmont,
or the mean envy of Lady Renkin so
ridiculous, and at the same time so gall-
ing, that while Rhoda believed she
was only amused by what she so heartily
despised, she was stimulated more than
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evér to retain an elevation,'from which
she could look dowt with so much dig-
nity on her detractors and enviers.

It seemed impossible that Mrs. Strict-
land could separate herself from Rhoda
for a moment. “ Now, my dear, that
we are 8o soon to part,” would she say,
“ you must forgive me if I am a little
importuning.—The moments are so pre-
cious, and they fly so fast!” And then
there was still an unfinished narrative to
conclude, or an untold bon mot to re-
peat,—or there was some arrangement to.
be made,—or some article of dress to be
chosen, which so fully and variedly filled
the moments of the evening retirement,
or the morning seclusion, that without
any appearance of design on the part of
Mrs. Strictland, Rhoda was never left a
moment to herself. !

Thus passed the two days and nights
immediately succeeding Rhoda’s return
from Chiswick ; and shé had begun .al-
most to' hope that nothing from Byrhley
would arise, which would: oblige. her - to:
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turn her eyes once more within. The
hope, however, was ot unmixed with
pain. © L
«“ Am I so soon forgotten ?—Am I
not worth the trial of one effort toretain
me ?” were the thoughts that would at
times glance through her mind ; but she
drove them from her. ¢ Be it so!”
wouldshe say. ¢ All but the more con-
vinces me that I have chosen wisely.”
But did she so think, did she so feel,
when on the third day, she received the
following letter from Miss Wyburg ?—

¢ Awake! my dearest Rhoda, awake!
Rouse yourself from the dream of ima-
gination !—Shake off the torpor of
luxury !—Listen to the voice of friend.
ship, und of reason. The interests of
your mortal existence, perhaps of meore
than your mortal existence, hang upon
the decision of the moment! Yoir*_hap.'
piness and your’ integrity are .in. the
balance: what shall outweigh them 2
Dearest creature, ask yourself what it
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is that you reject, and what it is that
you pursue. Do you seek for talents to
:guide — virtue to stimulate—affection
to engage you >—Where shall you find
the object of your search more pow-
erful, more pure, more ardent, than in
the form which was once so pleasant to
your eyes?—Have those talents, thls
virtue, this affection, suffered any de-
terioration? Have they lost any part of
their value in your eyes?—And will
rank, will fortune, will distinction in-
demnify you for the loss of them ?—
Pause—reflect. Your heart will not
adopt such a choice: it will rebel agamst
your will, and the consequence will be
wretchedness ! —Is it for myself that I
thus plead? Is it for him whose happi-
ness ought to be your care, that I sup-
plicate >—~No, my dearest friend, it is
for an interest dearer than either: it is
for yourself, it is for your honour,
your integrity, your happiness, that I
thus wrestle with you—that T would,
if possible, subdue you, though at the
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be less than ‘t‘ﬁat' which your aég'r"é}dlaﬁ;ilt_‘l.
must extort from me.  Forgive me, my’
dearest friend ; I do not believe that this
sacrifice will ever be exacted. I know
your difficulties. I know that you t'hin‘li
them greater than they are; but the ir-
rewocable word cannot have been spoken.
The chains that bind you may yet be
broken. One vigorous struggle, and
they fall, like the adamantine walls of an
enchanted castle, when touched with -
the spear of true knighthood. Your
heart and your principles are untainted.-
Those fatal lines, which have made us
all so miserable, assure me that they are.
Your imagination only is led astray ;—
your point of view is false: your safety
lies in change of position. The marriage
which _lg?dé you to destruction; will
gpPégt in a!llﬂits barrenness, when' ¥iewed
through the edjum of truth. ‘Return
‘tlg‘ ?yrhiéy,’. .‘fh'y. dearest’ friend :"' there
w(ﬂl every illusion’ vapish ;—there “will
you see “ail ‘t’hilxi‘g‘s\ as they dre ;—tHere
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your judgment will ‘be unshackled,—
,your fancy unseduced ;—there you may
"really determine as reason and inclinaticn
dictate: and be that decision what it
will, there you will find no selfish feel-
ings—no false views of the duties or the
blessings of life, opposed to your de-
cision :—it will be submitted to even by
him whom it may destroy. We ask but
that you should see your way clearly—
that you should not, blindfold, sign your
destruction. If, indeed, ¢ your heart
has followed your eyes,’—if purple and
fine linen are necessary to your happi-
ness, we have no more to say. You
must act accordingly. The tremendous
consequences must be incurred! But,
be assured, beyond the possibility of a
doubt, that this is really the case; and
decide not, in the delirium of a fever,
that act, .on which your felicity, tem-
poral and eternal, may depend. Return,
my beloved, return, and all will be
well !
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What a tumult did the perusal of this
paper occasion in the mind of Rhoda!
It seemed for a moment to annihilate all
her resolutions, to overturn all her
plans, to recal her, with an authority
which she could not resist, to the paths
of rectitude—truth and honour!

. “ But, where, miserable as I am,”
cried she, ¢ can 1 now find them ? Evil
I must do—false and injurious I must
be, whether I break my first or second
engagement. It cannot be circumstances
alone, that have placed me in this most
unfortunate of all situations. The cause
has been in myself—in my own mis-
guided imagination—my own:ill-regu-
lated heart.—And can such an’imagina-
tion, can such a heart, be a present
worthy of him, who never aélts, who
never thinks, but as the organjof truth
and virtue? Were I to yield at this
moment to their voice, what yéou‘ld se-
cure me from a second dereliction? -
My justice, my self-love, forbid me to
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form an union so unequal. I should be
too much humbled in such a connec-
tion.— Already he feels his superiority ;
even Frances does not disguise it.—No-!
—I must abide by the resolution that I
have taken ; and must leave Aim to bet-
ter hopes and better prospects, than any
which I could ever have realised.—The
sooner I tell him so the better, the more
honourable.” '

Rhoda took up her pen, and wrote as
follows:

“ 'The irrevocabie word is spoken :w,
but,oh, my Frances, do not therefore
shrink from your friend. Say not that
she is degraded ; say not.that she js uwna
just—to none but herself.is she; u;mmt{
=-sheis not even changed, The fault.has
been the not knowing soamer:,mhatl
was—I hage attained this.. knowledge
too,late perhaps, for. my hongur, hut nok;
for my iptegrity., -1 have,at. lengthseint
amined—[ was going t0. spy ; PN, hescborn:
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but T know not that the scrutiny has
been carried so far.—My fancy; however,
my taste, my habits I have examined,
anJ I find there is so much to them indis-
pensable, which it will not be in the
power of Mr. Ponsonby to give, that I
should wrong him cruelly, were I to
prefer my engagements to my sincerity.
Of the truth of this he must be as fully
persuaded as I am myself; and howeyer
he may lament that the virtues and
the qualities, which I owed wholly
to his imagination, had no solid foun-
dation, he cannot regret the loss of a
creature, despoiled of all that gave:her
value in his eyes. Would he recog-
nise Ais Rhoda in the vain, the world-
loving, the extravagant being, who esti-
mates herself by the opinion ef those
whom she despises—who cannot forego
what yet does not make her happy—
snd who, in compliances, which her
beart condemie, bae dimipated in a few
months what might have made her in-
VOL. 11. PARTII, &
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dependent and respectable for [ife *—
This last truth, I thought that nothing
could have induced me to have disclosed
—I meant not to have disclosed it—but
I can do all, except conceal myself from
you !—I cannot deceive you, my Fran-
ces, even to retain your love-—--and if the
truth can lessen the regrets of him, whom
I once whom 1 shall always wish
happy, why should 1 grudge it him ?---
But yet---you must not-—you must not
either of you hate me---yet I hate, I
despise myself. But do not you hate,
do not you despise me. Without your
love, my Frances, without something
of your good opinion, I shall be reckless
what I do, or what T am. Oh, that I
were more, or less what 1 ought to. be---
that I less saw the nothingness of what
1 love, or loved it less !---But 1 have last
the right to complain to you--forgive
me the anguish I occasien you. - Forget
me---think of me no more!---Oh, no!
—you must not forget me, you must
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think of me—pray for me!—But .you
will believe that I rave—I will have done
—my destiny is fixed—it is irrevocable
as that love with which, in spite of my
worthlessness, I shall ever be your

“ Ruopa.”

The agitation, which the writing of
this letter produced, made Rhoda unfit
to see Mrs. Strictland for some hours.
She closed the door against all intru-
ders, and firmly refused to open it to
any one. Mrs. Strictland was in agonies.
—She waited the issue of so extraor-
dinary a seclusion in a state of misery,
that would have been indeed pitiable,
had it arisen from a more worthy cause,
~-but her fears were unfounded.—
Rhoda meditated not a return to the
path of rectitude; she sought only to
conceal the effects of her dereliction, and
she was no sooner able ‘to still the
beatings of her heart, and the trem«
bling of her limbs, and to efface from

G2
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her countenance the straces: of her late
emation; than she was ready once more
toentér.into the world, and there to lose
all sense of the truth of things, in the
flattering falsehoods with which she
was surrounded.—QOne thing, however,
in the torrent of passion which hurried
her pen along, she had left undone;
and when in a calmer moment she ad-
verted to the omission, she felt as if she
would rather die than supply it.—Yet
it must be done—the still unfolded
Paper was as a basilisk to her sight—she
dreaded to turn her eye upon it—she
shrupk from the touch. How then could
she add the few lines which must some-
time be written, and which if not now
written, she felt that she should never
have courage to write! She averted her
head, and almost without Jooking at the
Paper, wrote these words:

“ 1 know nothing of my rights: I
think nothing of them ; but if the good-
ness of Mr, Wyburg could, without
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any hazard to himpself, put me into pos-
session of the whole of what I inherit
from my uncle, I should be enabled the
sooner to limit to myself the eﬁ'ects
of my folly.”



CHAP. VIII.

¢« This is my lady’s wedding day;
And therefore we keep holiday,
And come for to be merry.”

CId Ballad.

Ruopa having thus made her decision,
was at least wise enough not to indulge
in regret for the blessings that she had
rejected. Of the past she was resolved
not to think : she looked straight onward,
and was able, by a great deal of imagina-
tion, and some false reasoning,  to per~
suade herself that no thorn of selt-re~
proach lurked beneath the flowers, with
which her future path appeared to be
strewn. If something of doubt as to
the accuracy of her conclusions ob-
truded itself, when she received, under
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a blank cover from Mr. Wyburg, the
whole of the property left her by her
uncle, she re-established herself"in all
the comforts of a self-acquitting faith,
by the haste with which she appropri-
ated the largest part of the money to the
discharging the debts already contracted ;
and by the resolution that l:enceforward
she would incur none beyond what her
regular income would enable her to pay.
Ilaving found that to be true, which Mrs.
Strictland had asserted, that ¢ Sir James
would not touch a farthing of her paltry
hundreds,” she willingly, and cheer-
fully committed the whole of the five
hundred pounds,given by Mr. Strictland,
to be laid out according to the unerring
taste of Mrs. Strictland, in bridal finery ;
reserving the small remnant of her own
property, for a purpose more grateful to
the heart than any personal ornament
could be, even in this hour of vanity
and ostentation. -

This early specimen of Sir James s
generosity gave her a foretaste of the
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pleasures arising from affluence, and
made her afresh congratulate herself, on
thé:wisdom of her choice: nor were
any doubts of his future controul in such
partlculars awakened, by being inform-
ed, that in consequence of being taken,
thus wholly portionless, Sir James bad
declined making any settlement on her-
self, although he had secured to every
individual of possible progeny, all and
more than all that Mrs. Strictland
could ask or wish. Rhoda was now
in the habit of taxing the future for the
expenses of the present; and she con-
soled herself for any unwilling consci-
ousiess of what might be wrong in the
setting out, by the resolution that all
should be right in the progress: she,
therefore attended but little to all the
explanations and discussions with which’
Mrs. Strictland endeavoured to make"
her understand ¢ the rights of her
thirds” — ¢‘ the opportunities that she,
might have of attending to her own
interests ;" ¢ the influence, that anv



199

woman of common sense, must have’
over g husbard ;”, = with many other
divisions and subdwnsnons of that code‘
of domestic wisdom, which is so kindly
dealt by Nature to the weaker sex, as a
counterbalance to the power of the
stronger.

Rhoda, "incapable of any mercenary
.calculation, even at the very moment
when the destiny of her life was decided
by a love of the indulgencies that money
can procure, was indifferent to all such
suggestlons

She could trust all to the love of Sir
James, and to the effect of her own good
behaviour! She would be the best of
wives —She knew that Sir James
would always provide for her happl.
ness !

" Alags! She had forgotten, in her chmce
of securmes for this happmess‘ the.only
one, on which she mlcrht have relied
Wlth safety — her own 1ove for Sir
i ames 1—She took jt for granted that this
was ‘proved by 'her consent to bgconia'

G5
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‘his wife's'and having once got over the
agitation that the settling this point had
©6éasioned ‘her, she avoided all retro-

-gpect as to the motives that had deter-
mined her cheice.

Ifthe vanity of Sir James asked some-

"thing more appropriate, and exclusive
in the affection which Rhoda professed,
his reason could not but be satisfied by
her manners towards him. Gay and
affectionate, easy and equable, if his
absence had not been regretted, his com-
pany appeared always to be acceptable.
The little importance, which she seemed
to attach to all the circumstances of her

- marriage, and which kept Mrs. Strictland

-in the fever of occupation from morning
until night, flattered Sir Jawes into the
bekef, that if he bhad not been akle: to
kiudle in the breast of Rhoda: a passion
equal to' his own, he yet did not ewe
‘ber preférence to any thing that wae

‘apart from: himself. = Thus equully

-‘hoodwinked, - they: mutvally walked
blindly on towards that matrimonial
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gulph, which was to swallow up the
happiness of each.

At length the settlements, the dress,
tho jewels, -the equipage, were com-
plete! The day, the hour was arrived,
when Sir James was to be the happiest
of his sex, and Miss Strictland the most
enviable of her’s!

At the morning hour of five, post
meridien, 1n the presence of a few se-
lect friends, consisting of above fifty
persons, whoscarcely knew each others’
names, but from their visiting tickets:
—in the inost private maunner—sur-
rounded by every ostent of vanity and
show, Rhoda gave her hand, and vowed
love, honour, and obedience to Sir
James Osbourne, and received his in-
demnifying vow of undeviating con-
stancy, love, honour, and support!—
-Congratulations from every mouth suc-
ceeded the irrevocable ceremony. The
whispers of ,applause and envy went
sound ; and Sir James led his bride frém



132

her crowd of admiring friends, to his
elegant travelling equipage, which stood
ready to convey the happy pair to the
enchanting solitudes of his villa at
Twickenham ! '
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CHAP. 1X,

¢ Many a withering thought lies hid
In smiles that least befit who wear them most.”

Byron.

Here, if no motive occurred to call
forth regret, there was leisure sufficient
to awaken reflection. '

Amongst the essential ceremonies that
attend the matrimonial engagements of
the great, and the distinguished, there is
none more indispensable than that of
letter writing, and receiving letters,
.Sir James complained, in the most ani-
mated terms, of the precious moments
that were ravished from him by so im-
perious a duty,; and which was the more
provoking, as his beloved Rhoda did not:
appear to have any similar demands upon
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‘her time, which might have rendered
his leisure, could he have had it, fruit-
less. .
Rhoda also felt that she had indeed
no such occupation : but she lamented
rather than enjoyed her freedom. She
felt alon~ in the world ! Her marriage had
cut her off from the only human beings,
who had ever truly loved her; who had
been disinterestedly concerned for her
welfare !—Now, indeed, it was that she
felt all the depressing chill of Mr, Wy-
burg’s blank cover ! — What would
she not have given for one word of
kindness—of remonstrance — of admo-
nition—even of reproach!— But no
such word came: and the silence was
as the silence of death. Had she then
ceased to live in the hearts and the
memory of those whom she best loved,
and most highly valued; and had
they, in ceasing to esteem her, lost all
care for her happiness, all solicitude for:
her conduct! She did not dare to put the
doubt to an issue; she did net dase W
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anaounce that the irrevocable word had'
been followed by ,the irrevocable deed.:
She could add nothing exculpatory, be-
yond what she had already urged ; she
could make no stronger appeal to the
affections than her last letter contained.
Was a difference of opinion, a difference
of feeling, to be followed by a total dere-
Jiction >—She thought it hard :—~yet she
knew mnot how to call it unjust. The
silence which pained her, she felt, could
not be the silence of indifference: she
wus aware that it was impossible, that
the pleasures of acquaintance could
succeed to- the confidences of friendship ;
and on what could now rest shat confi-
dence, - that inwardness - of -intercourse,
without which friendship is but a name ?
There wuas -now nothing in, common
.amongst them :—it was, perhdps, easier
for each side, that all intercourse should
eéase, than: that the former should be
preserved, when the spirit was fled.—
So Rhoda reasoned.~But this reasoning,.
whicl. might have satisfied the under-
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'standmg left the heqrt fortorn, From

wgaf source lad arisen that dlﬂ‘erence of'
plﬁ:on, and of feeh,ng, ‘whence such

pawfui cop_sequenceq had ensued o

Rhoda sought to persuade herself that
tlns cause did not lie in any defect in
her 'moral sense, in any deviation, on her
part, from the straight line of rectitude.
She tried to say something of ¢ igno-
rance of the world”—of * judging by
parts”’-—of ‘¢ not seeing the whole :”—
but she could not fashion her argument,
even so as to convince herself; nor could
she find courage to utter any form of
words, in which to condemn her friends.
—Their kindness, their sanction, were
essential to her self-acquittal ; and while
their silence so panfully spoke the sus-
pension of both, she felt herself a cri-
minal.

« And am T also to forfeit the friend-
ship of Lady Randolt?” thought she.
. “How comcs it, that those, who have
lmherto been wmest vartial to- me, are the’
réadiest to give up our mtercoumi
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Have they, indeed 10Ved only a creature
of their imagination; and now that they
know me, do they love me no more?”.

Thus murmured, thus repined the self-
love of poor Rhoda, at the very moment,
when to all who looked not within, the
triumph of her vanity seemed to be
complete : but it was not alone the re-
pinings of her own heart, which clouded
the bridal days of Lady Osbourne. Her
uneasiness was aggravated by the re-
peated enquiries of Sir James, “ whether
she had heard from her friend, Miss Wy-
burg’’ — ¢ whether she wished to invite
her to town’ — ¢ or whether she would
like to pay her a flying visit before they
returned, thither ?’—To all such ques-
tions Rhoda could only reply in nega-
tives, varied and modified as ingeniously
as'her natyral love of truth, and the ne-
cessity for concealment would admit;
and she found, that through’all her eva-
sipps, Sir James might see something,
wh;ch he could mot understand, and
suspect that which he could not like:
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nor were her appreliensions unfounded.
The apparition, which had alarmed him
at: Overleigh Park, recurred to his re-
collection ; and the suspicion of a real
passion,sacrificed to an ambitious feeling,
arose to disturb the happiness even of
these first and most glowing doys of his
happiness.

“ Have you not even heard from ynn’r
friend Lady Randolf ?”’ said he, one day
abruptly, as the servant brought in
a packet of letters. Rhoda felt re-
lieved from all the pain of an accusation,
as she cried out, * oh, here is a letter
from Lady Randolf ?—I knew that not
even the painful scene, in which she is
engaged, could make her forget those
whom she had once honoured with her
love.”” So saying, she broke open the
seal, and read aloud what, had she
once read it to herself, would not have
reached Sir James’s ear.---

.. * My dear Lady Osbourne, ;
: # The papers of to-day, in announcing
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your marriage, inform me of an event
which is very truly interesting to we.
\ beg vou to accept the sincere wishés
or the consummation of every happiness,
1e expectation of which has decided
e destiny of vour life. Lord Randolf
begs leave to offer you his very cordial
congratulations. Do us the favour to
make our compliments acceptable to
Sir James: and believe me, my deat
Lady Osbourne,
Yours, very sincerely,
¢« C. R

The pang of mortification and disap-
pointment, with which the heart of
Rhoda was burning at this moment;
painted itself but too visibly on her
variable and expressive countenance ;
yef had she .dared to have speken her
feelings, upon what could she have
grounded them ? The words “how coM!’
were about to .escape her; but- consci-
ence, and the candour which so cénspis
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cuously marked her character, changed
them into, ¢ how true !”

. ¢ What is true ?* asked Sir James,

** The expression to the feeling,” re-
plied Rhoda, with tears starting to her
eyes.

 The feeling is of no very ardent
kind,” returned Sir James. ¢ Lady Ran-
dolf, with all her excellencies, always
did appear to me to want heart more
than any body I ever saw.”

“ Oh, no!”” cried Rhoda, * she does
not, indeed she does not want heart.” .

“ And yet she had persuaded you
that ghe really and partially loved you!
Is that.a letter from the heart, and to the
heart, on such an occasion as the pre-
sent M

hee Yes 1 said Rhoda ; “it has been fell:
b s0, allke by the writer, and (hg\
retider ™

\Bir Jameg was silent,
“W"ﬂady Randolf,” resumed Rhoda-.
en&éh?odn g ”e"ven tq berself to lessem
th’é (%ﬂ‘e w ic the let;er bhad praduc;pd,

LA NiPe N \th, L

AR
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¢ Lady Randolf never says mo;é than
she means ; generally less. Aggravated
professions of kindness and sympathy
are so common, and so disgusting, that,
I am sure her good taste and the truth
of her feeling would alike reject them.”
“ I would rather think,” said Sir
James, ¢ that she felt too little, than I
would suppose that this letter expressed
ell her feeling.” .
Rhoda well knew that it did not:
but if it did not express, it included,
to the apprehension of Rhoda, all she
cotld have desired that Lady Randolf
should not have felt—grief for the choice:
that she had made—condemnation of the;
motives which had determined the ehoice
~—the destruction of the attractipn and
ntérest that they had found in epch,
othet ¥-~Not a word upon her owa sjtu.
ation—not a hope expressed that they
might soon megt — nor a lamentation
tat ¥iich ‘an' event was impossible,
Could she doubt but that the charm,,
whiichUhad ‘béund hér to Lady Randoff,
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was dissolved? The letter was dated
from the house of the friend, whose death.
scene Lady Randolf had been called
upon to attend ; and hence it might have
been concluded that the scene was not
yet closed ; but the seal and paper shewed
that the writer was in mourning ; and
Rhoda therefore thought it probable
that Lady Randolf was in town. The
post-mark on the letter confirmed the
probability ; and yect no allusion to their
meeting.

Rhoda would again have been glad to
have called that unjust, which she feit
to be hard. Here, however, she was
not restrained from an attempt towards
lessening her mortification, by in -part
expressing it. She wrote to Lady Ran-
-dolf—she ‘said little, but that little wis
sufficient to shew that she wished Lady
Randolf would say more; that she wouid
tell her whether she was in town ;—or
whether she was coming to town ;—
‘whether'she might hope still to benefit
by lLier - counsel ;<-or' to'continue to be
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honoured by her friendship ?>—All this
she endeavoured to express with as little
betraying as possible of her conscious-
ness that she had lost a degree of her
good opinion, or perhaps of her good
will—but she was aware that ~Lady
Randolf would discover that she had
been hurt by the tone of her letter, and
she was not unwilling that she should
be sensible of this.—She had concluded
her epistle with these words, ¢ I shall
be in town in less than a week, and
your porter mnust be very sturdy, if he
can prevent me finding my way to
your dressing-room ;'* but she felt this
was a boast that she should not have
courage.to realize.—She crossed the last
sentence, and substituted in its place
this siniple and unfamiliar phrase, ¢ and
my first inquiry will be whether yon
are there also.” '
.To be in town was indeed the only
wish that Rhoda could.be said to feel;
for on her return to town depended the
accomplishment of a project, which oc=
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cupied all her thqughts, and which’
seemed to offer the only mitigation to
that pain with which the remembrance
of Byrhley and its inhabitants was now
accompanied.

Her debts and her bridal decoration
had consumed the whole of her.own
property, and of Mr. Strictland’s pre-
sent, within two hundred pounds.—To
convert this sum into such a form as
would secure its acceptance by Miss
Wyburg, without any offence to her
delicacy, was the subject of Rhoda’s
constant reflection.—Her own attention
had lately been turned so much to or.
nament, that her first thought was to find
trinkets in which to lay out the money,
sufficiently modest for the taste and si-
tuation of her friend ~——but the thought.
had been checked as soon as conceived,.’
by the humiliating recollection that
Frances’s pleasures did pot lie in such
- poesessions. “ 1 will endeavour to find
something . that will be -only useful,*.
" wae Rhoda’s next thought — but it
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seemed to her that Frances had always
appeared to possess every thing - she
wanted; nor could she call to mind
even the expression of a wish for what
she had not. And yet we have some-.
times, thought she, desired that Mr.
Wyburg’s library had included -more
books of amusement—if Frances %as a
passion, kas a wish beyond her means of
gratifying, it is for books. She surely
will not refuse to accept, even from my
hand, what will in itself be so agreeable
to her, and what cannot remind her of
those parts of my character of which
she is ashamed.

It was then resolved that the two
hundred pounds should be laid out in
books ; and to be in town, to chuse, to
arrange, and dispatch these books, now
became the first desire of Rhoda’s heart,
She communicated her wislies and’ de-
signs to Sir James, and she percelved._
that the commumcatlon gave him plea-
sure. - ‘- | -

;.4 You have tiot then"forgotten your

VYOL, II. PARTII. H
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friend, my dear Rhoda,” said he,.
« though she secms to have forgotten.

2

you.
¢ We can neither of us ever forget!”

said Rhoda, with a tone that was not
lost on the sensitive Sir James.

“ I must become acquainted with
Miss Wyburg,” said he ; ¢ she does not
seem to be a common character.”

Rhoda made no reply, for she did not
dare to encourage a wish, that she knew
it was probable would end in disap-

pointment.
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CHAP. X.
g

¢ All greatness is in virtue understood,

*Tis only necessary to be good.”
Dryden.

THE immediate morning after her
arrival in town, Rhoda went, accome-
panied by Sir James, to his bookseller ;
and while she was seated in the parlour
behind the shop, occupied in examining
catalogues, and comparing editions, the
voice of Lord Randolf struck her ear.

The confusion, into which she was
thrown by the sound, surprised her:—
she was abashed by a sudden feeling of
degradation, and wished for nothing so
much as to remain unobserved. The
wish was fruitless. ‘

A catalogue, Which she held in her
hand, was the very one that Lord Ran-
dolf happened to want; and the book-
seller observing that he should have it
: H2
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the moment that lady had done with it,
directed Lord Randolf’s attention fully
to Rhoda.

A feeling, adverse to joyful recognition,
seemed for a moment to arrest Lord
Randolf's approach.—Rhoda had time
to say to herself, ¢ will he not speak ?”
before he moved towards her, and theie
was a gravity even to concern in his
countenance when he addressed her,
that pained her heart, and the more so,
as she was aware that it did not pass
unnoticed by Sir James.

¢ I sincerely wish you joy,” said he
to the latter, while to Rhoda, he only
said, looking at her earnestly,

“ I hope I see you well ?”

« Is Lady Randolf in town ?’ asked
Rhoda.

¢ She is,” replied he.

¢ May 1,” said she, timidly, may 1
go to her directly ?”

* She will always be haypy to see
you,” replied Lord Randolf,’ ~ 1

¢ Will she indeed ?”’—cried Rhoda,
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with a tone of delighted surprise ; ¢ then
I will go-to her imthediately.”. ... . _

¢ And leave undone the business you
were so eager about ten minutes ago 2"
said Sir James. .

“ I have doneall I can do now,”
replied Rhoda: “ I am to have these
catalogucs and those copies sent to me.
»—I must take more leisure to determine
what I shall finally chuse.”

¢ Are you going directly to Lady
Randolf?”

‘¢ Yes, immediately ; unless I can set
you down any where ?”

¢ Oh no!”’ returned Sir James, with

. a degree of chagrin in his tone ; * only
recollect how soon you are engaged to
call upon Mrs. Strictland.”

“ 1 will endeavour not te forget,”
said Rhoda, as she gave her hand:to
Lord Randolf. ¢ 1fyou are going heme,?
said she to him, as he put-her into her
carriage, ‘I swish. you would let.me

»,carry you.” . L s

“ I was not going :home—but, it is
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impossible to resist such an effer,” re-
plied Lord Randolf, and he followed her
into the carriage.

Rhoda in this invitation sought a
protection from a téte a téte with Lady
Randolf; but no sooner did she find
herself alone with Lord Randolf, than
she rcpented what she had done. Mer
mind was so full of all she must no:
express, that not one thing occurred to
her to say that she might utter.—Lord
Randolf, for a moment, seemed to be
as much absorbed as herself.—How dif-
ferent this from any former interview —
What had destroyed that frank volubi-
lity which had used to be between
them ?

Rhoda would have been for ever
silent; but Lord Randolf recollecting
bimself almost instantly, said with a
cheerful accent,

“ What wise purpose could carry you,
my dear Lady Osbourne, to a book-
‘seller’s shop ?—I hope you don’t mean
to be blue 2"
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* «“ Ohno!’ said Rhoda; ¢ and yet,”
added she, speakihg as usual from the
impulse of the moment, *‘ I am susé, if
you would speak truth, you .think that
a little additional wisdom would not be
thrown away upon me.”’
“ I do think, and I have always
thought,” returned Lord Randolf, * that
' though you may, even now, have al Ithe
wisdom necessary to you, there can be
no harm in increasing the stock.”
¢ I did not go there in pursuit of
‘wisdom,” said Rhoda, with a sigh ;
¢ yet I would satisfy a want, which,
but for lack of wisdom, perhaps, I
should never have felt; and if you will
be so kind, you can assist me in grati-
fying it. Pray tell me what books you
would principally recommend, as likely
to be acceptable to a female mind, al-
ready well informed, and naturally
acute ?*°
‘¢ Are you’going to futnish your own
dressing room ?”
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¢ No; indeed !”’——said “Rhoda, blush-
ing ; - if 1 were, 1 must begin with
primers and grammar—but Miss Wy-
burg can dispense with the milk of
knowledge — she can digest stronger
food.”

‘ Are you chusing books for Miss
‘Wyburg ?”

“ I wish to do so—1 would connect:
my idea with all that she likes or loves.”

Again Rhoda sighed ; and again Lord
Randolf was silent ; but he resumed his
colloquy only as if it had been inter-
rupted by a moment’s thought how
best he could comply with the desire
that Rhoda had expressed.

He pointed out several authors, which
he said that no female library ought to
be without; he enquired what books
Miss Wyburg already possessed; he:
entered so naturally and with so much
kindness into the discussion, that Rhoda
felt herself relieved from all her embar-
rassment, and reinstated in her own
good opinion. Her consciousness and
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her fears, however, returned, when the
carriage stopt at Lord Randolf’s door.

“ Don’t leave me !”’ said she. ¢ I dare
uot see Lady Randolf without you.”

Lord Randolf’s look of sudden surprise
called Rhoda’s attention to all which
these words implied ; but the affection-
ate smile, with which he replied, and
the words of kindness which he uttered,
convinced her that she had not betrayed
herself to an enemy.

¢ My dear Lady Randolf!” said
Rhoda, throwing her arms round Lady
Randolf's neck the moment that she
saw her; * dosay you love me still |”’—

« Still, still, and for ever!” said Lady
Randolf, pressing her to her heart. My
dear Rhoda, let this be the last moment
of retrospection—let us look forward.
~~The first step does not cost all. There
is a straight path before you ; pursue it
steadily, and all will be well.””

“ 8o kindy and yet so sincere!”
said Rhoda, as she returned the embrace

RUPEE | S .
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of her friend. “Oh! be you my guide,
and I cannot err!”

‘Be true to yourself, my dear Lady
Osbourne,” returned Lady Randolf,
¢ and you will need no other coun-
sellor.”

¢ T amresolved to make you my polar
star,”’ replied Rhoda. ¢ You are ecome,
I hope, to be resident in town ; and you
will, I flatter myself, permit me to be
with you all day, and every day.”

* The more you are with me, the
more I shall be gratified,” replied Lady
Randolf; ¢ but, I fear that you will
have demands upon your time, which
will too often, for my wishes, deprive me
of the pleasure of your company.”
~ ¢« Tt will be my own fault if 1 have,”
retirned Rhoda. “ You know I have
my course to begin; and except you tell
me it is impossible to live a vational life
in London, ' I am resolved that such
shall be my life. And-is it not essential
%o such a life, that our time should not_
be at the disposal of. others "
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* Undoubtedly !” replied Lady Ran.
doif. ¢ But this first step is, I do assure
you, much more difficult than you .will
easily believe.—It may, however, be
made, or I would not live in London,
even for the few weeks that I usually
do — but it can only be done by mak-
ing sacrifices ;—and that, not only of
things agreeable, but also of such as
have a higher claim to ourregret.”

¢ Probably you may find this to be
the case,” returned Rhoda, ‘ with the
multiplied connections that you have,
and the contradictory claims that may
be made upon you—but you know, I
am an unallied, unknown personage.—
I'make, take, or reject, the acquaintance
that [ like.—I may say, 1 will, and I
will not.—I may establish that suck is
my way—and who shall hawve a right
to put me out of it ?—In these respects,
perhaps, I shall be able to.manage even
better than my, dear Lady Randolf—but
when I bave made myself mistress of my
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time, it is she who must tell me how
best to ui. *°

¢ But what will Sir James say to such

entire subjection of yourself to Lady
Randolf?” said Lord Randolf. ¢ In your
boasts of independence, you seem to
have forgotten at least one alliance that
you have made.”

¢ It will be Sir James's best wisdom,”
replied Rhoda, “ to suffer me to be di-
rected by Lady Randolf.”

% My dear Rhoda,’’ said Lady Ran-
dolf, * once for all, I must put an end to
such flattery.—1f I am worthy of imita-
tion, I am still but a copy ; and alas!”’
said she, with a sigh, which spoke how
feelingly she acknowledged the truth of
what she said ; ¢ a most imperfect copy.
The original is in your hands, as in mine
—Jet us strive who can catch its spirit
most.”

* My ambition dare not yet,”” return-
ed Rhoda, * soar higher than to excels
lencelike your’s.-—~That I might be some-



157

thing like you has been a motive—a
reason.—Well, you say that we must
have no retrospect; we must look for-
ward—and forward I must look this
moment, for [ now must be gone. Mrs,
Strictland will be impatient ; but I am
resolved that this shall be the last engage-
ment that I will make without consider-
ing how mueh better a something it may
interfere with.”

Lady Randolf smiled, and shook her
head ; and Lord Randolftaking Rhoda’s
hand, said,

““ As you carricd me here, you shall
if you please, carry me away, for I con-
fess that, for thie last bour, I have been
so irrational as to be at your disposal
rather than my own—now I must re-
sume my sovereignty.’’

« * Why should not you beth dine
with us ?”” said Rhoda.—* But—oh no
—it cannot be. We dine in Grosvenor-
square ; and this evening, Mrs. Strict.
land says, must be given to some arrange-.-
ments for the future—and so it may be
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—Dbut from this evening, I will have the
disposal of my time.”

So Rhoda thought, and so Rhoda
purposed, but she thought and purposed
in vain. Mrs. Strictland soon convinced
her of the thousand and one indispensable
duties of society which she had to per-
form, within a period of time insuffi-
cient to have discharged half of them.
Rhoda exclaimed in despair, * When,
oh when shall I have any time to my-
selt'?”” to which Mrs, Strictland gravely
replied,

« My dear Lady Osbourne, would
you live to yourself >—Recollect what
claims the world has upon you—what
your friends must expect.—Would you
be so selfish as to confine such happi-
ness as has fallen to your lot, to your
own gratification ?~~We receive that we
may communicate.—As the poet says,
€ to enjoy is to obey!—and can we
enjoy alone? — Oh no, my dear; you
-must diffuse yourself—you are no longes
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in a situation to think only of pleasing
yourself.”’

¢ Of pleasing myself only, I hope I
should never think,” said Rhoda, ¢ but
if I am never to have a moment that I
can call my oewn, 1 do not see how I
shall please myself at all.””

“ Do you call it not having a moment
of your own, when you give your time
to your friends? As well might you
say that you had not the disposal of
your money, when you have laid it out
in what pleases you best;—and what
better use can you make of your time,
than to pass it in the society, where
you really receive and communicate
pleasure ? —There is, I think, nothing
very exigent in the dienseances of societé,
when they call upon us to do nothing
but what we like to do.*”

“ But, my dearest madam,” said
Rhoda, * we must not play all day—
-and every day.~—There are duties—there
are rationalities.”

¢ To be sure there are,”” replied Mrs.
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Strictland, who always adwitted truth
in the abstract, and never practised
it. in detail; ¢ it is the moral of a
London life so to economize time, as to
make it answer all the various calls that
are made upon it—and 1 dare say, my
dear, that you will be exemplary in this
respect.”

¢« ] must then,” said Rhoda, re-
peating the lesson which she had so
lately learnt, ¢ 1 must then make some
sacrifices.”

*“ Point de tout,” replied Mrs. Stricte
land, ‘¢ nothing can be easier, with good
arrangement.—Method, my dear, is all.”

¢ And carly rising and late sitting
up,” said Rhoda.

¢ The latter is undoubtedly una.
voidable,” said Mrs. Strictland: ¢ the
former must give way to some consi.
deration for health. We must not
.wholly forget these poor mortal bodies,
worthless as good people tell us they
-are.” .

¢ The danger of forgetfulness is pere
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haps, ontheother side,” said Rhoda; * but
we are not talking of such grave matters
just now—we are rather endeavouring
to crowd into the short space of twenty-
four hours the greatest succession of
pleasures that this world can give, than
thinking of what may contribute to
those of the next—but how is even this
to be done, if we are always to live in
such a hurry of time and thought, as at
once destroys the sense of pleasure, and
consciousness of rationality 2

¢ Can there be any thing more ra-
tional than the pleasures of society ?—Is
it not the distinction of man, that he is
a social animal ?”’ asked Mrs. Strictland.

““ Well, but I do not see how, accord-
ing to our present arrangements, I can
find one day to pass with Lady Ran-
dolf at her own house; or ask her to
mine, unless with so many others, that I
shall have no_enjoyment of her com-
pany.” :

¢ I don’t see how this can be helped;
and reallyLady Randolf makes so little of
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herself in society, that I do not think it
much to be lamented.—She is admirable
amidst all her duties at Temple Har-
court, but London is not her element.”

*¢ This day fortnight, however,” said
Rhoda, ¢ we will have wholly to our-
selves,”—writing down at the same
moment these words,

* Lady Randolf’s day !
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CHAP. XI.

¢ Now the full town to joy invites,
Distracted wilh its own delights ;
Now Pleasure pours from her full urn
Fach tiresome transport in its turn:
When Dissipation’s altars blaze,

Aod men run mad a thousand ways.”

More.

Bur Lady Randolf’s day never came.
The adverse reasonings of Lady Ran-
dolf and Mrs. Strictland, if they did
not hold Rhoda’s judgment one moment
in suspense, had very unequal influence
over her conduct. She gave her wishes
and her resolves to Lady Randolf’s sys-
tem ;—her time and her regrets to Mrs.
Strictland’s. Long before tife expiration
of the fortnight, Rhoda found herself
involved in so inextricable'a labyrinth of
engagements, that she might, with the
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strictest accuracy, have said, she had
not an hour that she could call her
own. It appeared to her that these en-
gagements had arisen wuncontroulably
one out of the other; and she believed
she was not accountable for a thraldom,
which she did not fail to lament in very
pathetic terms, to Lady Randolf, when-
ever her knowledge of her friend’s sta-
tionary habits enabled her to pass with
her those few and fleeting moments
which intervened between those indis-
pensable duties of society in which she
fancied herself to be engaged.

She was always sure to find Lady Ran-
dolf affectionate and indulgent; and
when sometimes the gravity of her coun-
tenance forced reflection on Rhoda, and
led her to mingle with her regrets that
they could be so little together, some-
thing of self-reproach, she endeavoured
to satisfy herself, and to persuade Lady
Randolf, that the evil was a passing oune,

“the unavoidable consequence of the new-
“mess of her situation ; and that wheii the
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novelty was over, she should be able to
regulate her time and her life, as her
reason and her wishes directed. Lady
Randolf reminded her how recently she
had reasoned differently ; and to all her
sophistry and self-delusion, replied with
these impressive words—

. « Now, or never!”

‘“ It cannot be now ; it will be some
time,” Rhoda would reply. ¢ You will
never persuade me that I shall continue
a course of life which wearies me, and.
disgusts me, that keeps me for ever in
the lassitude, or the delirium of a fever.
No, my dear Lady Randolf, what I do
now is only what is imposed .upon me
by the duties of society ; they will cease.
with the occasion. 1 shall then be able
*to live with those whom I best love,
and to do what. I best like; and then,
-how few will be the days when we shall
ot be together §”

. % Now, or aever!” rephed Lady ‘Ran=
dolé;' and Rhoda . thought hesithe most
unpersuadable of rdtional creatures.
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But from lamenting ~the necessity
which occupied her own time, she pro-
ceeded to quarrel with the choice that
disposed of Lady Randolf’s.

* Do you not think, my dear Lady
Randolf,” would she say, ¢ that there
are certain considerations, which for the
short time that you are in town, might
be allowed to supersede your rules of
life, though they are in general so excel-
lent, and make you so unlike, and so
superior to those around you? If you
would suffer your light to shine a little
more generally, who knows how many
might be induced to illuminate too? 1
am sure you know: better than I can
tell you, that you ought not to hide
your talent in a napkin.”

““ Psha!” said Lady Randolf, with a
smile. .

“ Well, if your modesty will not al-
low any strength in this plea, christian
charity should bring you more into pub-
lic. How many people would delight
to see you, and to converse with you,
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to whom it is quit¢ impossible to find
time to give to you individually! How
many moments, and even hours, might
we be together, which we now pass
apart, if you would but a little more
diffuse yourself! The regularity of your
hours—the limitation of your engage-
ments—the irrevocableness of your de-
cisions, do really place such barriers be-
tween you and those who cannot do as
you do, as straighten, I am sure, your
means of doing good, and rob those who
love you, of a large portion of happiness,
which you might bestow upon them if
you would.”

“ Might I not make a similar com-
plaint of those who will not come whcre
they are sure to find me "’ replied Lady
Randolf. *But, my dcarRhoda, havel not
always told you that it is not the easiest
thing in the world to have time at our
own disposal in London——that to attain
it, many sacnﬁces must be made, not
only of things merely agreeable, but of
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such as have a high claim to our regret?
Perbaps, amongst such sacrifices, I do
not always make the best selection: bat
as [ think more of the end than the
means, provided I can secure the com-
mand of my time, without doing evil to
any one, I believe I must be content
without lighting up any emulative fires;
nor should I be reproached with burying
my talent, while, such as itis, my family,
my friends, my children, and my hus-
band, bave the full use of it.”

“ No, not your friends !’ said Rhoda,
eagerly.

“ Yes, my friends ! replied Lady
Randolf. ¢ Allthose who think it worth
while to seek it, where they know it s
to be found, and know too-that.it is al-
ways at their service.” -

Rheda, abashed, said, * But how is
this to be done »’

‘ By giving up the vain hope of recon-
ciling inconsistencies ;—by submitting to
the law of Nature, which fosbids our
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being in two places at the same time ;—
by being content with a part ;—by keep-
ing the end of life in view ;—and by not
running after every glittering bauble that
crosses our path.”

“ But I do not know,” said Rhoda,
¢t that I could bear to live so much alone
as you do.”

*“ Alone, my dear Rhoda!—No, not
alone. Do not accuse me of so suspici-
ous a singularity, as to suppose, that in
this mart of all that is good, and wise,
and agreeable, I am so much enamoured
of self as to prefer solitude to com-
pany.”.

“ Why, where are you ?~You go no
where.”

* Not esery where, I confess; but not
¢ every where,” is not ¢ no where’ We
met last night, you know.”

‘ For a moment—an instant,” replied
Rhboda. .

“ Whose fault was that, my dear? T
was at Ledy W——'s a whole hour.”

VOL.IX. PARTII, I
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¢ | ‘'was not ‘there ten minutes,” said
Rhoda. ‘I had so many other places to
go to; and if you would have gone with
me——"

“I could not have been at Lady
W——5," replied Lady Randolf; *and
I was there by appointment to meet some
mutual friends, whom we have seldom
the pleasure of seeing.”

““ It seems to me that there is no en-
joyment of friends in London,”” said
Rhoda; “ but there is plenty ot amuse-
ment: and I wish, my dear Lady Ran-
dolf, you would share it with me, and
then I should have all I wish.”

“ When shall I cure you of that una-
vailing desire, my dear Lady Osbourne?"
said Lady Randolf, laughing. ‘Al
we wish is what we none of us can
have. Selection is the -great art of
‘happinéss.; and when you have learned
to select, you will find that there may
be an ‘enjoymert -of - friends, even in
London.” ’
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RRhoda sighed,~smoralized,~resolved,
and went on in the same course.

Yet as this course was but the same
which was pursued by all around her—as
she saw herself the object of envy, of
admiration, and of imitation—as Mrs.
Strictland applauded, and Sir James
smiled—as in, seeking her own amuse-
ment she promoted the pleasures of
others—as her heart was sensible to pity,
and her hand open to relieve distress,
Rhoda endeavoured to persuade herself
that all was well ; that there was hothing
to be reproved in her way of life; and
that the vacuity of her heart and mind,
to which, in the momentary intervals of
enjoyment, she was conscious, was the
fault of her friends, rather than herself.

. ¢ How happy should I be, if Lady
Randolt was more like the rest of the
world !”  thought she. ¢ My heart
could not be so blank, so heavy, if
Frances would write to me ,--and why
will she not ?”
) 3



172
It was a fearful .question ; and in
avoiding to solve it, she trembled, lest
the silence of her friend should not be
the least equivocal proof that she had

lost at once her good opinion, and her
love.



CHAP. XII.

¢ Sjave to fame,
Vain and aspiring on the world she came."

Crabbe.

Tue books were chosen, and ready to
be sent off; but Rhoda had not cou-
rage to give the orders for their de-
parture.

“ If they should be returned!” was

the theught which haunted her night
and day.
« ¢ Could I have one word to assure me
that I was not forgotten, 1 should not
fear but that I might regain my place in
her affections.’:

But this word came not; and it was
not until the moment when expectation
was extinct, and hope was almost gone,
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that Rhoda received the following letter
from Miss Wyburg :—

“ If I have not writien to you during
the last two months, it is not that I
have not thought of you; and. if you
have not ceased to think of me, youn wil}
not be at a loss to understand how the
heart may be too full for utterance.

¢« But let the past be, as if it had
never been, my dcar Rhoda! 'The pre-
sent moment is a new era in our friend-
ship. This friendship hasreccived ashock,
but: it is not overthrown-;—the original
foundation remains unimpaired—but let
us take care, that the new superstruc-
ture, which is now to be raised, may be
formed of more durable materials than
was the last. Imagination must have no
part‘in this. What I am, you know;
for I am unchanged. What you are, I
am to learn; but it is to you alone that
‘1 ghall look for information. No one,
but yourself, can ever induce me to
doubt of the warmth, the sincerity of
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your love for virtue—your determination,
to re-enter her paths—and your steadi-
ness of perseverance in the right way.
That way, my dear friend, is now plain
before you. You have paid a high price
for the elevated station that you have
obtained : in the use of this station may
be found the apology for the undue value
Wwhich it has had in your eyes.

« Rhoda Strictland is no more ;—let
not her Frances blush for Lady Os-
bourne. The prayers, the kindness of.
my father are your's. Oh, be not un-
worthy of the one—nor render vain the.
other!—and then the peace and confi-
dence of friendship may be again be-
tween us.” ' .

“«F, W.”

* Humiliated, and even stung as Rhoda
was, by parts of this letter, the im-
pression of pleasure was thé paramount
feeling from the perusal of it.
« T am not forgotten !—I am still be-"
“Joved 1-=I shall regain the good opinion
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_of my Fratices '-=1' shall ré-conquer the
" edteéim of Mr.:Wyburg !” were 'the joy-
- otis' thoughts,' that from the buoyancy of
‘self-16vé, ~were uppermost in her mind.
Nor was it wonderful that she, who
heard of her excellencies and her
~charms, from the rising dawn to the
"getting sun, should believe that she
"could command the good opinion of two
‘people whom she knew had once par-
tially loved her, and who professed ‘to
love her still. "

She had a way of estimating her own
merit, which she flattered herself might
be adopted by her friends. The past,
she was ready to acknowledge, had been
faulty ; but the future was to be merito-
rious, and she accepted as proofs of be-
.ing already right, her reiterated deter-
minations that she would be so. Al-
ready she took credit for the pleasure
that would redound to her friends, from
the fair fame which she was resolved to
‘establish for herself in the course whieh
lay before her.- Naw she no longer he-
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sitated to dispatch the present of books.
She was even impatient thas they should
arrive at Byrhley ; and it was with a
rapid pen that she thus traced the lively
feelings of her mind :—

‘¢ Rhoda Strictland is not extinet j=—
the proof that she exists unchanged and
upimpaired, is established by all that
the silence of her Frances has inflicted
on Lady Osbourne,—a silenee that has
imposed self-reproach and heaviness of
keart on a period which ought to have
been distinguished by eomplacency of
mind, and lightness of spirit; but you
were silent, my dearest friend, and your
Rhoda was unhappy.

. ¢ Will you then say that yeur Rhoda.
is no more ?—Ah, no!—she lives—lives
in hes regrets that you and she gannot see
every object in the same point of view ;—
lives in the affections of her earliest
days, unchatiged and unadulterated ;—
.lives in. the loxe of all that you and your
respected father ever taught her to love;
£S5
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—lives in the ardent desire to excel ;—
and lives, alas! in the weakness of her
powers to fulfil that desire! Do you
not recognise your own, vour unaltered,
vour inconsequent Rhoda, in these
lines ?—And if you could leve so im-
perfect a creature in the.days that are
gone, why should you not love her still
through the days that are to come—
days that will bring with them extended
power to become more worthy of your
love-—circumstances that will better se-
cure her against herself !---motives
and encouragements that will make her
will more operative to good than it has
ever yet bcen.  Judge not of the future
by the turmoils in which I am just now
obliged to live: yes, my dear, obliged
to live. I know all that can be objected
to the term, if the turmoil include any
thing that 1 ought not to do, or if it
cause me to omit that which I ought to
do. I am not aware that either s the
case; but if it were, in some small de-
gree, 1 really could not at this mement




179

stop short in my career. The impulse is
given; and given by motives by no
means selfish. In fact, I sacrifice my
wishes twenty times in a day; but the
expectations of others---the necessity of
not being singular, which to me, would,
in so young a person, have the stamp of
presumption---the duty of communi-
cating, when 1 have received so largely,
make it impossible, in these first days of
making myself known to the world, to
live wholly to my own heart, or to dis~
pose of my time as my understanding
directs. 1-had no notion how impossible
all this was before I tried. Lady Ran-
dolf warned me of the difliculty; but
nothing short of expericnce could havg
convinced me of the impossibility. Per~
haps vou will ask, whether Lady Ran-
“dolf finds this impossibility 2 Certainly
she does not; but Lady Randolf is al
ready known to the world ::she has
made her selection of friends, and has
formed around her a society reciprocally’
pleaging: to. all its members. ' This is
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what -1 skall do, my dearest Frances ;-
but that I may do it, I mustjeok around.
me, and know welt the individuals from.
whom my selectien is to be made. I
must establish myself in the eopinion of
the world ; and-it must feel my influence, .
or my withdrawing from it ‘may be mis-
taken for chagrin, instead of being im-
puted to e¢hoice: and who then would
follow me ?---Perhaps you may call this
vanity ; but 1 rather believe it to be a
laudable desire of being exemplary.
That my example may have weight, I
must be known to be above the vanities
‘that I could at will adern. Perhaps I
do not make myself well understood ;
and I feel shackled in the expression of
my meaning, lest | should seem to take
too much consequence to myself, or to-
set too high a value on accidents, .of the
nothingness and evanescence of which,-
nobody can be more sensible than | am, .
But, my dear friend, you know not the
strange materials which make up this
.world, on which [ have been so strangely
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thrown. You know not how much we
must appear pliant to the will of all, that
we ‘mray obtain an influence over any.
I really propose to myself little short of
perfecting a revolution in the fashion of
morals. Lady Randoelf, with all her ex-
cellencies, (and who is more sensible of
their multitude than I am?) is a little
feo rigid to accomplish all the good that
she might otherwise effect; and having
advanced far in this path, eannot grace-
fully, or to good purpose, take another
course. Without half her talents, with
not a hundredth part of her excellencies,
I may, il will, exceed her in influence
over the silly world with which I am
surrounded. She withdraws from it,&
and is forgotten ;---I mean to live in it,
and rule it. One vevolution I have al-
ready accomplished : I have taught Lord
William St. Quintin to talk sense!--.
Since my marriage he has been much
with me. His manners are these of &
very partial friend; but now he sees’
that 1 dislike both- flattery and freedom,
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I bhave not to complain of either. A
tone may be given to society, if once
we really appear to be in earnest ; and as
I am persuaded that it is more from
heedlessness, than mischief, that three
parts of the London human race live in
a succession of frivolities, by which the
very malerial for virtue is destroyed, I-
shall have nothing to do in my attempt
to place society upon a better footing,
than to give a new taste in the dispo-.
sition of time: all the rest will follow,
of course. You shall not (beyond the
present season) hear of the numerous as-
semblies of Lady Osbourne; but you
shall hear of our select parties, where I
"inean to assemble so many of the good
and the wise, and the agreeable, that
every body will beecome good, wise, and-
agreeable, that they may be admitted to
so choice a society. 1 take more plea-
sure already‘in anticipating the rational
_pleasures of the time to come, than in
all thte flutter, flattery and distinction of
‘the preseat hour.: 1 ¢kink 1 should ab~
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jure them instantly, did I not feel that I
must establish my” influence, before I
ean use it. ’
“ My dear Mr. Wyburg once told me
that 1 was born to be an example, or a
warning. 1 hope that he will approve
my determination to be the former, and
1he mecans which I take to beso. If I
dtd desire to withdraw wholly from this
gay scene, which, however, I do not
pretend to say s the case, I could not,
just now, do it. Sir James wishes me
to be scen. We are always seen to-
sether; and to be seen as the conspicu-
ous figure in every group of which I
make one. [ am in public often more
to comply with his wishes, than my own: «
at least I think so; but really I ean
hardly distinguish the one from the
other. }Heseems to like every thing that
1 like. Speaking of you, my dearest
Frances, though of your merits he knows
nothing but from the taste that I have
for them, he says that he must know .
you. He was jealous of your long si-
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lence, and began tn think, that you did
not leve me enough. Could | dare to
hope that, in these early days of our
new friendship, you would confer such
a favour upon me, 1 am sure that youn
could not flutter, or please Sir James so
much, as by condescending to- visit us.
Oh my Frances, what an act of kind-
ness and oblivion would that be! Is it
possible >—You say that you have to.
learn what [ am '—Come and see: and
as a proof that you will, accept, I in-
treat of you, the mark of my remem-
brance: which 1 presume to send you..
You will receive a box of books, chosen.
with every attention. to. your taste and
‘ryour studies, that my intimate know-
ledge of both has enabled we to.excrt.——
Again- I intreat that you will accept of
this outward show of my love. Wound
.not my feelings so deeply, as to give me
peason to believe that what 1 know. js
ian itself so aeeeptable to- you, becomes
" distasteful, when offered by my hand.
They hava:long heen. preparast to be.sent
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you:; but your'poer, self-humbled, con-
science-mottified Rhoda durst noti pre-
sume to offer you any proof of her. te-
collection, while she believed herself
forgoteen by you. '

To this letter Rhoda recewed the
foHowmg answer :— o .

. ¢« T told you, my dearest Rhoda, that
I would look alone to yourself for the
knowledge of what you were become.
Your letter has given me this informa<
tion. I recognise there all that I ever
loved—all that I ever feared—all that I
ever deprecated, in the heart and mind
of my Rhoda Nor cau } love, nor
fear, nor deprecate dess than I have done;
Neither ean 1 love more: but!may not
iny fear be increased ' May I not see
more cause for deprecation + Ghnce, this
once, cast i retrospective glance en the
events of the last seven months, and
tell me, if I have eause for steadier con~"
fidence—for lessened apprehemsion ?—
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The power of doing good to others
may be enlarged ; but' are not the temp-
tations to do evil to yourself multi-
plied ? —Must 1 not tremble at the am-
bitious design of regulating the world,
when your solicitude for yourself should
be doubled?

‘ May I not be allowed to doubt,
that, until you can controul your own*
will, you are not competent to lead that
of your companions *—-and what am I
to think of your self-possession, when
you tell me that you are the subject of
an impulse, which you could not resist,
though it were to impel you to evil?
Ah, my dear Rhoda, is not this akin to

..the boast of Archimedes? No doubt
but you too could move a world, had
you a spot whereon to fix your foot;
but where is this spot ?---Is it to be found”
in your principles---in your reason---or
even in your-inclination? Against them
all you acknowledge is that you areat the
‘disposal of the very persons whom you
design to govern !--Is the versatile so~
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phistry, which has, in the course of the

eventful period that has passed since we

parted, so often” been called upon, to

reconcile the fluctuating wishes and

varying plans of my friend, any guaran-

tee that the future shall not resemble

the past ?---1s a continuance in the path

of error the road to truth? Your own

example may be pleaded against your

precepts ; and to establish your reform,

vou will have, not only the habits of

others to break through, but yonir own,

Ah, be content, my dearest, to forego

the doubtful honours'of a leader in the

dangerous path which -you are now

trecading, Follow her who will conduct

yon safely to your end: become one ofs
Lady Randolf’s society ; leave to others

the task of tcaching Lord William St.

QQuintin to speak sense, and think only

how you may best establish your own.

* ¢« You will, perhaps, tell me thatl

know:not the strange materials of which
the world that you inhabit is formed.
You will be deubtful that you have-
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not made yourself understood. Ah,
my poor friend, I understand you but
too well! 1 see but too plainly the
materials of which your world is com-
posed. Did you see them as plainly,
my father’s prophecy would rather ap-
pal, than allure you. ¢ When your
friend,’ says he, ¢ can regulate her own
time, I will believe that she may teach
others to regulate their's.” Does this
sound harsh? Oh, my friend, there is
nothing harsh in the feelings that dictate
such words. If I speak to you at all, it
must be with the voice of truth: so
have I always spoken; and to speak
otherwise, will consist neither with the
—old nor the mew ties that are between
us. My dearest Rhoda, I tremble for
you !~-Tremble for yourself, and all'may
yet be well. By the frequency of your
letters, and by the freedom of your com..
munications;, 1 shall judge, my dear,
whether my presence would add to yousr
‘happiness. When I am persuaded. that
. it will do so, Sir'James shall have no
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reason to ° doubt,whether I love you
enough.’ , .

You have pained and gratified me by
your magnificent present of books. I
accept them with a mingled emotion,
that I would not, if I could, explain to
you; but gratitude, love, admiration,
and regret, are some of its constituent
parts. Your former bed-chamber is my
library : there 1 can still meet my Rhoda!
On herself it must depend whether we
are'again to meet elsewhere !

¢ Farewell! F. W.?
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CHAP. XIIIL

¢ A soul immortal spending all her fires,
Wasting her strength in strenuous idlencss.”

Young.

Ruopa, having thus resumed her in-
tercourse with her }}yrhley friends, and
made a kind of hollow peace with her
self-love, felt no check in running the

. race of pleasure that lay before her,—
1The remonstrances of Frances she hc-
cepted as well meant, and uneglected as
coming from one, who did not under-
stand the subject that she had treated—
from no one else did she hear a doubt
that she was less than perfect—or a sus-
picion that she was fallible. — Mr=.
" Strictland applauded all that was done,
and led the way in every scheme
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of pleasure and dissipation, while Sir
James accompanied her.—Thus sanc-
tioned, and thus companioned, she forgot
the disapprobation with which she had
originally viewed Mrs. Strictland’s levity
of mind, and she stopt not to consider
the motives that could have produced
.50 great a change in the habits of Sir
James.

* How gay you have made Sir James!"’
said her new friend, Lady Williams.

* He likes every thing that I like,”
said Rheda.

Yet had she taken her opinion rather
from the countenance than the action,
ghte would probably have been led to
Bnother conclusion.— She could not
thep have mistaken indulgence for

. approbation ; compliance for choice.o
Sir James’s vanity had at first concurred
with her own in the constant éxhibition
‘of her lovely formn, in'‘every place where

“distinguished beauty is best displayed:
—To hear his -wife -admired and ‘himself

envied, had been the indemnification to '
" \



192

which he had flown, for the loss of thase
home-born pleasures which alone belong
to the union of hearts as well as hands;
and of the absence of which he never
failed to be reminded, by the overcast
and pensive countenance of Rhoda,
whenever they were alone together.—
In society he saw her gay, and he endea-
voured to persuade himself that she was
happy—By being one of her society, he
flattered himself that he made a part of
that happiness, or at least, that his in-
dulgence and complacency would in
time secure him so desirable a distinc-
tion.

“ She is young,” thought he, %
world is new to her—were I to with
draw her from it now, she would fancy
it more attractive, than she will find it.
—When she knows how little it can
give, she will be soon weary of it.—Next
winter it will be quite another thing.”—
.Yet be left_ ber not without some inti-
mation of bis real wishes.
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“ Do you not wish, my dear Rhoda,
that we could live more to ourselves 2’

¢ Oh yes, to be sure I do—but just
now it is impossible.”

« Why impossible >~Why should we
defer to do that which we like best ?**

¢ Qh, I can’t tell—but this season—
this year—I am sure, Sir James, I al-
;vays understood that you thought it
best that we should be a little mad. 1
have so many things to see—and every
body expects so much from me—and.
gives me so much.—We shall have more
merit in giving up all this, when we have
shewn how well we can enjoy it—and
Mrs. Strictland, you know, would be_
mortified, if I were not to shew myself’
every where this first season.’

s I think it best, my dear *Rhoda,
that you should do what you prefer—and
if you do prefera little more quiet, there
is no reason to gratify Mrs. Strictland’s"
imelination at the expense of your own.**’

It is not that I prefer any thing,”
said Rhoda; ““I only do what I must

~WOIa II. PARTII. K
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do—what Mrs. Strictland tells me all
new married ladies, who are to live in
the world, ought to do the first year;
and when we go into the country, it
will be time enough to be quiet.”

“ The world has not yet wearied ber,”
thought Sir James, and they kept on
their course. )
. The repetition of the same round of
amusement began a little, however, to
pall upon the appetite of Rhoda.

““ Another ball!*’ said she: * how
tircsome !”

“ Let it be the last,” said Sir James,

““ § wish it might—but while there are
balls I must go. { have laid Lady Wil-
liams ten guineas that I can command
more balls where there is no waltzing,
than she can, where there is ; and I amn
but one ball a-head.” , '

“ It is a worthy competition!”’ said
Sir James, with a severity of tone and
countenance that Rhoda had never ob-
served before.

¢ There would be no competition at
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all, my dear Sir James, if you did not so
much dislike walfzing. Then we should
go hand in hand---share our triumph—
and all would be pecace and gaiety.”

“ I do not particularly wish that
you should share any thing with Lady
Williams, but the commonest civility,”
said Sir James.

* ¢ Why ?---Is there any harm in her ?**

- ¢t None that I know, beyond what is
apparent. She is one of the most dissi-
pated women in town.”

* Andone, 1 do think, of the most in-
nocent,” said Rhoda. ¢ I do not know
a better creature. She has no disguise ;
her heart is always on her lips, and if
sometimes a little folly runs over, thei®
is never any thing really wrong.”

«*Is that Lady Randolf’s opmlon pr
casked Sir James.

Rhboda coloured---¢¢ T don’t recollect
that I ever heard Lady. Randolf mention
Lady Williams. 1 suppose they  don’t,
know each other-.-but I see Lady Ran-
dolf so seldom.”

K 2
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¢¢ Very seldom indeed !”’ said Sir James.

¢ There is nothing that I lament so
much,” returned Rhoda. ¢ I wonder
how it happens—but her life and mine
are the most incompatible possible, and
she does not scem inclined to make any
sacrifices to enable us to be more toge-
ther.”

« My dear Rhoda, do you make any
to obtain more of her society ?*’

« T would,”” said Rhoda, ¢“if I knew
what would be effectual—and I w2/, be-
fore she leaves town ; for it quite grieves
me to think how little we have been
togeth®w”’

¢ Home is her natural element!”

- thought Sir James, recalling to his mind
Mrs. Strictland’s eulogium of Rhoda.
¢ Oh no! not at least the home that I
have provided for her.”

Of home it is certain that Rhoda did
pot think with pleasure. It was there
that she filt most a stranger, There.
was no domesti§face which custom had
made pleasant to her; there were no
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duties that gave time a value im her eyes,
There was no friend with whom to
exchange the rising thought, or to share
the counsel of the mind: all around had
originated without her agency ; all pro-
cceded without her interference.—Her
existence seemed not to date beyond her
marriage—time before that period ap-
peared not only to be gone, but to be
annihilated.—There was nothing that
connected the present with the past.—
This newness extended itself, and was
most painfully felt when applied to Sir
James.---No gradations had shaded the
acquaintance into the friend. When lLe
was as a stranger to her, she had by a
few, magical words, exa]tedz him into
the controller of her fate, and the arbi-
ter of her will ;---but she had, yet to
become acquainted with the qualities
that might make him the -friend she
*could love; and had tmd:scover the ta-
lents that would render him the com-

pa&l.on she could like. Beyond. the
ag” .
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occurrences of the day they had little
communication. The social meal, it is
true, they still shared together; but un-
accompanied by others, they met not
at the domestic dinner, nor interchanged
the morning salutations over the break-
fast table. The protracted hour of the
evening amusemcnt detained Rhoda in
bed till Sir James had breakfasted, and
often till he was gone out for the morn-
ing.—When they met it was with kind-
ness ; but they met only for short
intervals ; they met only to say when
they should meet next, to reconcile
family engagements, to arrange dinner
parties, and on Sir James’s part, to
lament that they lived so little together.

Rhoda felt the vapidness of this course
of existence; but she found a present
cure in the hurry, the excitation, the
business of a life. of unceasing distrac-
.tion ; and it was often rather to fly frop
the deso_l&l%ness of home, than from a
.hope to find amusement abroad, that

O e
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she thus squandered her time, and be-
trayed her principles.

The object of adulation and of envy,
wherever she appeared in public, while
she charmed others, shewas at peace with
herself—each want was supplied, and
every wish gratified—but on re-entering
Jher doors, her spirits sunk—her self-
complacency fled—her heart grew heavy,
and she attributed to fatigue and lan-
guor what was in fact the soft voice of
conscience, which she had not yet
ceased to hear, though she refused to
understand.

““ Why am I not happy, and for
what do I reproach myself ?”—were
questions, which, if not breathed in
words, were perpetually recurring to
the thought of Rhoda. ¢ Sir James is
kindness itself—I ought to love him. 1
suppose I do love him. ,I should be
very ungrateful if 1 ‘did not. I have
*fiches, splen or, rank and consequence.’_
—1I usc them but as every body.else uses
them.—I do nothing that is wr%w---'

4/'
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nothing but what those do, who are
wiser and better than myself.---Why
then is my heart so cold ?---Why am I
thus dissatisfied ?---It is only being tired
---yet I am never tired while I am amus-
ed---while I think of others rather than
myself.-—Pcrhaps I do live too much in
public.—All shall be remecdied next
winter.---My home will not then, I trust,
be a blank to me!”

Such were the reflections of the even-
ing---the morning brought other feelings,
and with the power of again flying from
her own thoughts, she lost the wish of

.making them her best companions,
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CHAP. XIV.

¢ What spectre can the charnel send,
So dreadful as an injur'd friend 2”

Scott.

Taus passed the days, the weeks,
when one morning as she was driving
through the streets in pursuit of some of
her usual dissipations, she suddenly
recollected a billet, which she had re-
ceived a few days before from Lady
Randolf. -

“ Drive to Lady Randolf’s,” said
Rhoda. ¢ Surely she will not be gone !
thought she. ¢ She said that she was
leaving town almost immediately ---
that she had called ‘in, vain*at my house
~that she must sce me.---What could,
put all this out of my head?. Drive, *
drive fast, to Lady Randolf’s,”’ repeated,

K S
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Rhoda to her coachman.—-The man did
as he was ordered; but no speed could
avail—-the family was gone---the house
was shutup!

¢ How unfortunate I am!” cried
Rhoda ; ¢ how heartless rather !>’ added
she, bursting into tears.

The footman stood waiting for orders,
“ where, my lady ?”

“ I care not—any where—no where
—to the auction in Pall-Mall.-—-I was
to meet Lady Williams there.”

To the auction she went---at the auc-
tion she met Lady Williams; but nei-
ther the one nor the other could now
engage the attention of Rhoda. She
gozed around the room without seeing
one object that was there; or she
sat absorbed in thought, unconscious to
any thing, but the mild image of Lady
Randolf, which seemed to stand before
her, and gently to reproach her for
throwing away her own happiness.
"« Who is that gentleman,” said Lady
Williams,, stooping down, and whisper-
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ing Rhoda, “ who has been contem-
plating you for the last five minutes with
the most earnest attention ?” .

Rhoda looked up—her eye met that
of Mr. Ponsonby---she felt that she be-
came instantly scarlet; and the effort,
with which she suppressed the almost
uttered exclamation, nearly choked her.

¢ That glance has killed him,” said
Lady Williams, ¢ whoever he is---or
has made him fly the field. He is off
like an arrow out of a how.”

“ Nonsense !”” said Rhoda.

¢ Ah, my dear Lady Osbourne, and
8o the secret is out at last!.-.It is the
friend in the corner who makes you so
cold and so indifferent to all the fine
things that are said to you .--that
throws Lord Domville into despair---and
makes even Lord William St. Quintin_
circumspect.”’ '

¢ I should rather thmk it isthat I am
2 wife,”” said lthoda with a grave and
' dlspleased tone. ' —
Lady Williams laughed--proﬂlgatcly
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laughed. ¢ Come, come, my dear; it
is a little too late to play the novice—
at least to me.—You know as well as I
do, that it is being a wife which makes
half your attraction — or at least, that
removes the obstruction of your ad-
mirers yielding to it.—W ith all this cau-
tion, Lord William is a very altered man
in his attentions to you, since you were
married.”

¢ As you pique yourself on saying
all you think,” said Rhoda, in the same
repulsive accent, ¢ I wish that, upon
some subjects, you would endeavour to
think more laudably.”

¢« Poor love !|—Come, don’t be peev-
ish—yet 1 know how to allow for the
irritation of the moment.—How could
he be so indiscreet as to shew himself,
,and so unexpectedly >—But be easy—-
your secret is safe.”’

¢ I have no secret,” said Rhoda.

¢ No, no!—We have none of us se-
crets—why should we, when we never
do any thing that is wrong ? But where
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is the wrong to pity the sorrows which
you have refused no doubt to cure.”

¢« Is your carriage here ?*’ said Rhoda,
¢ or shall I set you down »—Or if you
like to stay longer, I will send my car-
riage again after it has taken me home.”

¢ Oh no, we will go together.—1I am
as tired of this place as you can be—it is
.no place for confidential chat—but I
am sure,”” said she, in a coaxing tone,
‘¢ that when we are alone, you will tell
me all.” '

¢“ T have nothing to tell,”” said
Rhoda.

“ Then I will tell you,” replied Lady
Williams. ¢ Thisis the country lover,
who put to flight all that host of slaves
which surrounded you at Overleigh Park
last.winter—who so long held the ba-
lance between love and ambition ; and
who, though he lost the hand; still re-
tains the heart. Now, is .not this the
veritable history of the whole matter ?
Depy it if you can—and what is there in -
it that need distress you, make you
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angry with me, or blush for your-
self? — Trust me, my dear Lady Os-
bourne, it is an every day story—what
every body would do in the same cir-
cumstances---and what half, yes, the
third part of the happy and discreet
wives, in this gay town have done.”

Rhoda was now dissolved in tears,
and bowed down with a sense of shame,
that would not suffer her to utter a
word.

“ My dear, sweet, lovely friend
said Lady Williams, wrapping her arms
round her,  this is really too childish.
What can all this mean ?---This is not the
way in ‘which we wmanage these matters
in London.---We know our own minds
better, and never cry for shed milk.”

¢ I do not cry for shed milk,” said
Rhoda, indignantly; * but you know,
Lady Williams, this is a manner of talk-
ing that I don’t like ; and 1 will not bear
it,”

“ Well then, it shan’t have it,” said
Lady Williams; ¢ it shall be a good

|l)
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child, and make all this naughty world
good too, by shewing the way.---But
come, wipe away your tears, or these
. red eyes may tell a tale that Sir James
had better not hear.” ‘

“ Good morning,” said Rhoda;
¢ pray inake what use of my carriage
you please.--I shan’t want it again
sto-day.”

“ We meet at night, I hope ?” said
Lady Williams.

¢ I think not.---Good morning.”

¢¢ Stanhope-street,” said Lady Wil-
liams to the footman, re-settling herself
in the carriage, and returning to hum-
ming an opera air.

Rhoda, went directly to her drawing-
room, and throwing herself into a chair,
remained in such profound and sad me-
«ditation, that she heard not the step of
Sir James, until his voice; in an alarmed
and tender accent, reached her ear.

“ My dearest Rhoda, what can be
" amiss 2
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Rhoda raised her eyes, swimming
in tears, and said with a tremulous
voice, _ :

-« Lady Randolf has left town, and I
have not seen her.”

¢« Is that all?®” replied Sir James.
« My dear Rhoda, is it not a little
childish, so deeply to lament what you
seemed so little to prize ?*’

¢« It is my fate !” said Rhoda, with
a barst of grief that shocked and asto-
nished Sir James.

“ 'What can all this mean? How can
such a trifle discompose you ?”’

¢r It is ingratitude—it is heartlessness
---it is folly in every varied form that I
lament,” said Rhoda; ¢ and do you
call these trifles ?” . -
= « You consider the matter too seri-
ously,” said Sir James; ¢ I do not
acquit you of a little inconsequence—a
little heedlessness---a little inattention.
---But you are incapable of ingratitude---
“you are not heartless.---Write to Ledy
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Randolf. I will engage that she will
acquit you of all such offences : but
perhaps she may add a little.of her mind,
and recommend the past as a lesson for
the future.”

“ The past is irreparable !” said
Rhoda.
., “No, no,” cried Sir James, with
great good humour: ¢ this season, you
know, was to be our Saturnalia : the
next, every thing will be in order.”

“] care not how soon this season
ends,” said Rhoda.

«“ Nor I either,” said Sir James.
¢ Shall we leave town immediately ?”

« With all my heart,” replicd Rhoda.

¢« And we will go,” said Sir James,
with,a smile, as if he were sure of the
Pleasure that the proposal would give—
*“ we will go to Byrhley.”

“ Not for the world !’ cried Rhoda.

“ Not for the world!” repeated Sir
‘Yames. :

I would much rather go to Temple
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Harcourt,” said Rhogda. ¢ Until 1 have
made my peace with Lady Randolf, I
really can have none with myself.”

Sir James looked as if he could not
understand all this; and as if he feared
that it could mean nothing good.—

* From whence can arise your repug-
nance to visiting your best friends ?** said
Sir James.

“ No, not repugnance,’’ replied Rhoda ;
‘* but at this moment I would rather see
Lady Randolf, than any person in the
world.”

¢ Well, then, write to her,” said Sir
James; ¢ and say that if she will give
us leave, we will be with her in a few
days, and stay with her—how long shall
we stay with her?” .

¢ Let circumstances determine,’” re-
turned Rhoda. ¢ Perhaps 1 have: lost
all credit with her ; perhaps she loves
me no longer.”

¢ Then,” said Sir James, with a scri-
tmlzmv look, from which Rhoda always
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shrunk abashed, ¢ then your offences
must be of a much deeper dye than I
am aware of.” '

Mrs. Strictland, at this moment, en-
tered the room. She heard with aston-
ishment and chagrin, of the sudden an-
nihilation of all her plans for the occu-
pation of the lengthened period which
she had designed to retain Rhoda in
town. She wondered—she questioned—
she conjured—she flattcred: but from
Sir James, she could only get, * Rhoda
is tired of town;’”’ and from Rhoda,
“ My dear madam, I do so want to see
Lady Randolf!”

“ And care little how soon you lose

sight of me?” said Mrs, Strictland, 1n
the most sentimental tone.
o * Oh, no, no!'—You know that is no¢
the case,” said Rhoda; * but I shall
see you again very soon. We shall re-
turn to town. Shall we not, Sir James,
on gur road to the sea ?”

« If you persist in your resolution,
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not to go into Staffordshire,” said Sir
James. ‘

“ [ have made no such resolution,”
said Rhoda, colouring. ¢ We will talk
of that hercafter: but as we shall not re-
main all together till Mr. Strictlund lcaves
town, as we once proposed to have done,
I should like to return hither from Tem.
ple Harcourt, and have another look at
my kind friend here; and who knows
but that we may persuade Mr. Strictland
to be of our party to the sea?”

¢¢ That’s wmy dear Rhoda!" said Mrs.
Strictland, kissing her cheek; ¢ that’s
like your own dear self.”

Sir James did not look quite so well
pleased with the proposition, and only
said, :
“ Upon these terms, then, 1 hopc
Mrs. Strictland will not reproach us any
more, for leaving this noisy town.”

“ Upon these terms,” replied Mrs.
-Strictland, “ I will not reproach yon for
"any thing,” with one little condition an-
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nexed, however,-——that we make the
best of the time which remains to us,
while you are in it.”
*“ We _cannot be too much together,”
said Rhoda; ¢ but let it be at home. I
am really so tired of the bustle I live in,
that I do not intend to go out any more
rinto public.”’ )

* ¢« The .resolution is very sudden,”
said Sir James, again examining Rhoda’s
countenance, until her eye sunk under
his.

¢ More sudden than irrevocable,” said
Mrs. Strictland ; ¢ as this evening will
shew. My business here is to know at
what hour you will call for me : it must
not be early. There will be nobody af
Lady Morris’s before twelve.”

¢ I have said that I shall ngt want
my carriage any more to-day,” ‘replied
Rhoda.

‘ No matter,”” returned Mrs. Strict-
langl : ¢ then I will call upon you. at a
quarter before twelve ; but have you no
earlier engagements ?”’
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¢« If Rhoda is really tired,”* said Sir

James, ¢ she had better not go at all.”

e Pray, my dear Sir James, don’t en-
courage her to be so absurd,” said Mrs.
Strictland. ‘¢ Nothing gives a young
lady worse ton, than breaking her en-
gagements — nobody knows why : there
is always some ill-natured cause or other
assigned. I am sure that Rhoda would
not like to be talked of in that manner.”

*“ Oh, certainly not,” said Rhoda,
terrified with the thoughts of what
Lady Williams might say. <1 had
better go ;—1 would rather go.”

*“ Always reasonable — always per-
suadable ! said Mrs. Strictland, tapping
Rhboda’s cheek. < 1f 1 did not know
that you hate what you call flattery, I
would say that you have no equal.—
& Well, shall 1 call upon you; or will
you call upon me ?”

“ 1 will call upon you,” said Rhoda,
languidly. ¢ If I must go out at all, I
have more engagements than Lady Mor-
ris’s, that I must not break ;—and then
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we have a thousand people to dinner ! —
Oh, what a life is this!—I will write
my letter to Lady Randolf, and escape
from it all.”

Rhoda found a moment in which to
do this, in the following terms :—

“ Your worthless Rhoda throws her-
self again upon . your mercy. Your
heart can never feel the pang which rent
mine, when [ drove to your door this
morning, and found that you were
gone!

¢ T should be more miserable than I
am, if I did not know that your gentle
nature can never hate me, as I hate my-
self: there is nothing that L. dctest more,
except this vile town. I can breathe in it
no longer; and Sir James, always in-
dulgent to my wishes, consents to quit
it immediately. May we come to Tem-
ple Harcourt? There,.if arly where, I
caa be reconciled to myself ;—there only,
can 4 receive absolution for the past, or ©
be taught wisdom for the future. Yet..
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I feel how presumptuous, how selfish it
is, to break in upon your domestic pleas
sures—your domestic duties, at the very
first moment of their removal : but you
know how to enlarge their circle ; and
vou think yourself most at home, when
you can communicate most happiness,
and teach most virtue. Admit me,
then, as one of your family, for a week
—a few days. I will not intrude a mo-
ment beyond your wish. Take me once
more under your tuition ; and if I a se-
cond time fail to answer to your care,
cast me off for ever as incorrigible.
“Your’s ever, RHoDA.”



217

CHAP. XV,

— < e

“ Dost thou think in time she’ll let instruction enter
where folly now possesses 2
: Shakespeare.

RHop A, having by this act of contri-
tion and ackhowledgment eased her
mind of part of the load that oppressed
xt and having, as usual, drawn upon
the future to supply the wants of the
present hour, soon lost the acuteness of
her morning feelings in the occupation
of the dinner hour, and the dissipation
of the evening.

. With Lady Randolf she alregdy felt
herself at peace; but the apparition of
the auction room still haunted her ima=
gination, and terrified her conscience.—
Om her entrance into every success‘ive.
assembly,she cast-a fearful glance around”
sp search of “him, whom had she seen -
VOL.II. PARTII. L
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the sight would have driven her from
the place ;—but these were scenes where
the object of her terror was not likely to
appear ; and the conviction that he was
not, by degrees restored”her self-posses-
sion ; and with this command she suc-
cceded in persuading herself, that the
emotion which she had felt, was nothing
more than surprise at so unexpected an
appearance.—She repeated to herself
every moment, * that she had nothing
to wish,”-—that ¢ Sir James was the
Kindest of husbands,”’—that * if she
was not happy, it was her own fault,”—
that ¢ she was a happy woman ;”—and
she reiterated the assertion with a sigh;
~yet she was conscious that the ab-
sence of Sir James ncver gave her pain;
that it might be protracted until she for- _
got him ; that his conversation neither
amused nor instructed her ; that she had
no void in her pléasures although he did
- nof share them with her;—no want ‘of
communion with him ;—no wish for an
interchapgement of thought :—in a
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word, she was conscious that the elec-
tric spark of love was wanting, which
annihilates all individual interests, and
makes of two distinct beings one.
- ¢ But this is the case with every body,
I am told”—thought she;—* it need
not have been the case with me, how-
ever—Well, I have taken what I
*believed I preferred—let me enjoy it
then.” And again she plunged into
what she called pleasure;—* but the
period will be short,”” thought she, as
her heart reproached her for the means
which she took to indemnify herself for
the mistake she had made;—* better
feelings, wiser nostrums will arise from
the conversation of Lady Randolf.—Hap-
py Lady Randolf, who has all that the
heart can love, or the fancy can desire !"
But it did not appear that thjs conver-
sation was likely to be soon in her
power—the first possible day that she
aould have had an answer to her. !ater.
was gone.— Well, it was not llkely
that Lady Randolf would write the very
L2



. £20

first possible hour: she did not deserve
such attention ; — but the next day
passed, and no letter arrived.—* Lady
Randolf might be from home.”—On the
third day she could only repeat the
same supposition ; for unkindness or re-
sentment, on the part of Lady Randolf,
- she could not suppose. How then
could she account for the blank of the
fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, and eighth
days that came and went, and brought
her no letter from Lady Randolf?~—Her
very soul was fretted.—She could see no
supposable cause, to exclude that which
she could not bear to admit.
¢ It was impossible,”’ she said, ¢ that
it could be displeasure; and yet she
could not see. what else it could be.”
Sir James, who had no self-reproach
to make, could see things in a more ra-
tional view.-—He could suggest many
reasons for the delay of an answer to
:Rh(';'(ia"-s lIetters but nonc that did not
scem to. put an end to this project of a
visit to Temple Harcourt.—The silence
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of Lady Randolf declared her absence
from the usual place of her residence;
and again Sir James mentioned Byrhiey
as a substitute.

*“ I must see Lady Randolf, if possi-
ble,”” said Rhoda; ¢ we will think of"
Byrhley later in the ycar.”’—For Rhoda
shrunk with a dread that she could not

' overcome, from re-visiting scenes and
renewing impressions, that she feared it
would be so inimical to her peace to
remember.

But to sce Lady Randolf at this time,
proved to be impossible :—at length the
much wished for Jetter came.—It was
written with a kindness, a warmth of
affection, and a sincerity of regret, tHat
charmed and melted the heart of Rhoda;
but”it was written from Edinburgh,

*where Lady Randolf said that she was
with her whole family on theu' way to
pass their entire summer at an estate of
Iord Randolf’s, in the north of S¢otfnd,
which had long wanted the attention
and saperintending care of its proprie
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tor.—Whenthey should be again at Ten-
ple Harcourt, Lady Kandolf had it not
i her power even to conjecture with
any probability, as they had some
thoughts of passing the early part of the
winter in Edinburgh, where both she,
and Lord Randolf had many connec-
tions and friends; and where they were
led to believe that they should find a
society very much to their mutual
taste.”

Rhoda, . accustomed to look to
others for that strength, which she
ought to have sought within herself,
when she thus found Lady Randoif’s
supporting arm withdrawn, felt as though
she were undone—as though her reso-
lutions—herprinciples—her very wishes,
were at the disposal of any body, fathct:
than herself.”

“ My dearest Rhoda,” said Sir James,
« do not Jook so like a despairing Niobe,
-~—Ydu.see how vain were your fears vf
Lady Randolf’s displeasure, or her cold-
-ness.—Never did I read a letter- that
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breathed more the very soul of friend-
ship. I scarcely thought that Lady
Randolf could so have felt. Your heart
must be at ease on that point; and sure-
ly a visit to Byrhley would be no bad
indemnification for the loss of Temple.
Harcourt.”

“1 cannot go to Byrhley yet”—said
Rhoda, ¢ with the extremest earnest-
ness”’—and her whole soul was at the
moment upon her lips ;—* and what
shall I do without the guiding wisdom
of my dear Lady Randolf ‘

*“ You astonish me !”—said Sir James.
¢ How can Lady Randolf’'s wisdom,
which you suffered to remain so inac-
tive while sht was in town, be so neces-
sary to you now "

“ Don’t reproach me !"’—said Rhoda,
bursting into tears,—* I cannot bear to
be reproached—by you.” !

¢« Reproach you, my,dearést love ?” said
Sir James caressing her ;—¢ myJbeart
is¥ncapable of reproaching you,—but m -
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thus mistrusting your own powers
you reproach yourself.”
« 1 have but too much cause!” said
Rhoda. ‘
¢ Trust me with the cause then,—
said Sir James. * Have you no reliance,”
added he smiling, * upon my wisdom
upon my counsel
¢ Oh the greatest,” replied Rhoda;
and the coldness, that came over her heart
at-the moment, did more towards stilling
the tumult within, than ecither her rea-
son or prudence had been able to effect.
« Well, what, then, is this mighty bu-
siness ?”’ said Sir James.
‘¢ Oh, nothing ! nothing!”’ said Rhoda,
‘‘ po specific thing—but I am a baby, and
Lady Randolf manages me better than
any body,-—-and to have her so distant—
and distant for so long a time !”” .
¢ Don’t let Lady Williams supply her
place, and I arh satigfied,’” said SirJames.
¢¢ Tady Williams !”—said Rhoda,—
- Lady Williams is a wicked womaa.
Our intimacy is at an end.”
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¢ What am I to think of so many
sudden revolutigns of opinion ?** said
Sir James. .

‘ That you were right and I wrong,”
replied Rboda. ¢ She is what you called
her, a dissipated woman, and I think an,
unprincipled one—I am sure she is an
invidious observer.”

““ You may despise her malice, I am
sure”’---said Sir James, with one of his
formidable looks.

‘I would rather be beyond its pow-
er,”---replied Rhoda.---*¢ L'wonder how
I could ever like her for a moment.---I
never thought her wise---but she pre-
tended to be so fond of me, and was so
profuse of obligingness. She is, however,
not worth talking of.---I have done with
her, unless as the most common acquaint-
ance. And now that we canpot go to
Temple Harcourt, ‘what shall we do ?---
Shall we remain in town, as Mius. Strict-
Iand desires---or go directly to the
seg >’
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Sir James was silent ; he continued to
consider Rhoda with so peculiar an
air that she felt herself blush.

¢ My dear Sir James, what are you
thinking of »* said she.

¢ I am thinking, Rhoda,” replied he,
¢ that I do not understand you.”

Rhoda blushed a deeper tinge :

* Yet you might know,”’ returned she,
¢ that I am a creature governed by the
impulse of the moment;-—-that my im-
pressions are more vivid than lasting,---
When I found that I had suffered Lady
Randolf toleave town without seeing her,
I really felt as if I deserved to be burnt ;
but you see that she thinks I may be
purified without fire, and I begin to
think so too.---Then the disappointment
of notgoing to Temple Harcourt struck
me to the heart:---hut you say truly,
‘while I preserve Lady Randolt’s affec-
tion, this ought to,be a slight grievance.
Alkthis has changed my desire to leave
town in such a hurry ; but neverthelgss,
it has no delights that it would pain me
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to forego; and whether you prefer to
stay, or go, I am sure I shall like that
best, which you do.-~Do you now un-
derstand me ?”’ added she, laying her
hand affectionately on Sir James’s, and
smiling as she looked up to him.

“Ido! Ido!” cried the enraptured
husband, and clasped her in his arms,
The result was, that they should give
another fortnight in town to the wishes
of Mrs. Strictland, and that they should
then go to the sea.

The sea was the object, which at this
moment had seized upon the imagina-
tion of Rhoda.-~She had never seen this
element on a greater scale than that
which the river of her almost native
Staffordshire exhibited.---Of the subli-
mjty of the ocean, she had formed an
idea which she could compare to nothing
but eternity,---as unknown, as bound-
less !---She conceived that it must itseif
offer a succession df pleasure and inter-’
&st, that would make all otheg remmces
fur amusement superfluous;: if not mwz
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" pertinent.—She heard with 4 kind of con-
temptuous wonder, of the balls and
parties that formed the ‘delights of a sea-
bathing residence.

¢ I shall want nothing but the sea,”
said she.---* I am tired of balls and par-
ties ; I fly from, rather than seek them.”

“ We will go,” said Sir James,
¢ whenever you like best. With you
I shall have all the world.”

Rhoda could not define the feeling
that these words excited :---she wished
not for gaiety—~-she wished not for ex-
hibiting, nor its attendant flattery,-—-she
was satiated with all.—Quiet freedom,
and the sea, bounded the inclination
of the moment :—but there was a damp
in the thought of a téte-a-téte with Sir
James, that chilled all her ardour to
enjoy them,---she felt as though she
were to be delivered into the power of a
stranger.-—She had in vain tried all her
rhetoric, aided by the more energetic re-
.monstrenges of Mrs. Strictland, to pre-
'vail upon Mr. Strictland to be of the
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party.-—He had positively and lnﬂem-
bly refused.

The expenswe part of the London
season was over—but he felt that
Mrs. Strictland had made it much
more so than customary---and to eco-
nomise was now his main point.—No'
where could he exist so cheaply as in
his own house in town, until the
period when the approach of winter
would again open to him the country re-
sidences of his acquaintances. In Lon-
don, therefore, he was determined to
remain, should nothing. advantageous
offer to tempt him from thence ; but in
no case would he incur the ever reviv-
ing expences of a sea-bathing place.—
Sir James had seen Mr. Strictland’s im-
movability with much satisfaction ; and
he heard Rhoda’s declaration that she
was tired of balls and parties, with still
more.—Had her ideas of the fullness of
society accofded with his, he had been
*the happiest of men ;—but the. ¢iRnce,
with which she received the:testimony’
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of her allsufficiency, shewed that it
had not awakened in her heart any cor-
respondent feeling. —Sir James felt the
disappointment; but he might have felt
also that he-had no right to be disap-
pointed ;—he had purchased the consent
of Rhoda, but he had not won her heart :
and of this he was not unconscious ;—
all thathe dared to hope was, that no one
had any influence there, and that time
might establish his own. The experi-
ence of his marricd days had hitherto
tended to confirm this hope:—he had
seen her surrounded by adulators—dis-
tinguished by the most pointed gallantry
---assailed by the most insidious atten-
tion---but he had seen her pass through
the fiery ordeal, unscorched-.-he had
seen her repress even the hitherto unre-
pressible audacity and unshapable self-
possession of Lord William St. Quin-
tin-—so that with her his manners were
always respectful---and his conversation,
though gay and familiar, untinctured by'
impertineace and tnmarked by partxcu-
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larity ;---yet, on her part, there was no-
thing affected, or that spoke a consci-
ousness of the admiration which she
attracted.---Gay, open, ‘frank, discri-
minating, and impartial, she rather re-
pressed all hope by her indifference. than
discountenanced it by her disapproba-~
tion.-.-Never, until the fatal morning of
the auction, had Sir James had the
slightest shadow of suspicion that the
heart of Rhoda was not as open to him
as her countenance:---if he had not
found his own image there, he was as-
sured that no other usurped his place ;
while in the complacency and gratitude
of Rhoda, he believed that he beheld
the symptams of a growing affection,
which leisure and a moré domestic in-
tercourse, would ripen into love.-.-In
Rhoda’s enthusiasm for the grandeur of
the sea, in her weariness of more busy
scenes, he thought that he beheld the
means of attaining his end; he had
douched the chordon which akt Rishgpes
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of happiness hung :—it had returned no
healthful music. ,

“ The time is not yet come,”---
thought he; ¢ will it ever come ?”’---
was an alarhing question.-—* What was
the object of Lady Williams’s invidious
remark > was still more so:---but as it
occurred, Sir James cast his eyes on the
innocent and ingenuous countenance of
Rhoda, and every doubt and suspicion
vanished like the thin ice before a meri-
dian sun.

* There will be variety effough in the
sea itself,” said Rhoda---¢ let us go
where we can enjoy all its beauties.”

“ They will be heightened by an
union with those whieh Lelong to the
land,” said Sir James.---* Thebarren and
treeless coast of Sussex would disgust
you.”

“ Be the choice yours, my decar Sir-
James—I have no doubt but that I shall
be satisfied.”

. Sir' James would have preferred the’
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word happy ;-—but the choice in this
case was not his.-~-It was, however, as to
the place where Rhoda was to enjoy her
new-born taste for the pleasures of the
ocean, and Sir James decided for the
Isle of Wight,
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CHAP. XVI.

¢¢ But pleasures are like poppies spread ;
You seize the flower,—the bloom is shed 3
Or like the snow falls in the river,

- A moment white—then melts for ever."

Burns.

Herg, in a little fancifully formed
habitation called a cottage, *“ a cot-
tage of gentility,”’—on the southern side
of the island,---for less than a bound-
less sea prospect would have cheated the
hopes of Rhoda, Lady Oshourne, after
a four months’ matrimony, found herself
in the novel situation of dependanmce
upon her husband Yor the pleasures of
companionship. Sir James also found
dependant upen his own resources for
the means to supply those pleasures,

He was _surprised to find them so
scanty.
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Sir James had the erudition of a gen-
tleman without the ihclination to com-
municate what he knew, or the taste,
beyond the publications of, the day, to
increase his own fund of knowledge.
His life had been spent between he so--
ciety of London, and the attentions ne-
cessary to his place in the country;
and this he rather respected as a posses-
sion which had passed to him through a
long line of ancestors, than loved as the
scene, either of his own yputhful plea-
sures, or as the creature of his own cre-
ation. It was necessary to plant, to
improve, to alter, because every body
élse planted, improved, and altered :—
but he had ot that native taste which
told him what was best ; nor any further
pleasure from what was done, than be-
cause' he had done it. In London he
was more at home: its habits and its
amusements were * more congenial to -

'hls liking ; and in the choice of*cempa-
ny which is there to be found; Sir thnes -
had no difficulty in selecting those,. by..
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whom he was looked up to with esteem
and respect. Although he was defieient
in Jiveliness of talent, he had good sense
and cheerful spirits; and in society he
joined the laugh which was raised by
) oghef§, and was not conscious that he
contributed nothing to the amusement
himself. In the varying superfluity of
topics which the vicissitudes of a Lon-
don life affords; or in talking over the
arrangements, improvements, reforma-
tions, and novelties, that the p'ossession
of a large fortune gives birth to, Sir
James had never found himself at a loss
how to bear his part well in general so-
ciety ; and when not in general society,
he was occupied in the dttail of such
daily business. as falls to the lat of
every man who has any number of per-
sons under him; but in a tétc-a-téte
with a young and lively female, to whom
he was not an’object of either hope or
fear ; who was not flattered™ by his ad-
mii'ation;cgnd who considered his loveas
athing of course and as her right ; where
fchgreiwas no new call upon his kindgess,
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and no room for the displaying the su-
periority of his fdrtune, he felt that he
must be uninteresting ; and the consei-
ousness that he was so, only, inereased
his inability to be otherwise. He was
incapable of participating in the epthu~
siasm that the scepes, by which she was
surrounded, excited in Rhoda.—To her
*all was new, even life itself ;—novelty
with him was dead ;—and while she
poured out her admiration in superla-
tives, Sir James dealt more in compara-
tives, ‘ .

“ If we were in Dorsetshire,” said
Sir James, ‘I could shew you more
beautiful spots than any that are here.”’

« But coufd you shew me the sea?”
said Rhoda. ¢ Yes,” said ‘he, * from
,an etinence in the park it may be seen
' very plainly.”

““ And mistaken, perhaps,” sald Rhoda
laughing, * for a cloud. ‘To tread its
shores—to touch it—to hear, #-ato
wafch every shadow that pasges ovet
Jts surface—to watch every change. in\
ils eyer-varing countenance—theseare '
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the delights that the seacan give. How
much I wish that OsBourne Park was
washed by its waves !”

This wag a wish that Sir James could
notgratify ; and he felt mortified that what
Rhoda deemed essential to the beauties
of a place, should be wanting in the home
which she had received from his hand.

“<J hope we shall at least find indem-
nifications for this desideratum,” said
Sir James. = “ I flatter myself that it is
not a sine qua non.”’

¢ Oh no!” said Rhoda: ¢¢the mind
itself makes its own place you know.”

¢ But,” thought Rhoda, ¢ if the sea
is not a sine qua non, there is something
else that is. I wonder #hat itis? I
have nothing to wish for, yet my heart
is dissatisfied. I have tried the splendor
and gaiety of life:—I am here- amidst
the solitude and sublimity of Nature :—
while I can forget. myself I am happy :—
reflection brings heaviness of spirits.- -
This pretty cottage, the stillness that

{gurrounds me, the command of time, the
sweetness and charms of natare, all re
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there I was gay ‘as'the birds that sung
around me. Here I am sad: there I
had a companion—a complnion that
gave wings of delight to every hour.
Here I have what have I ?—~The béSt
of friends, I am sure; one who even
lives upon my smiles ! Why should
" I be sad ?” <
Pursuing this thought, Rhoda .con-
tinued to pace the pebbly shores of
her favourite element, until.it suddenly
struck her that the conversation ef
Miss Wyburg was the sine qua nonm,
without which every thing else was flat
and without relish. :
¢ Here, 1 should not fear to encoun-
ter the recollection of time.past: my
. Frances would exhilarate the present,
and wodld guard the future.”
Then turning suddenly to-Sir James,
who was walking silefitly by her side,
*« Would it not be delightful, my dear
Sir James, if Miss Wyburg could come,
~to us here ! ’:
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¢ I see that it would be delightful,”—-
said Sir James; ‘* the very thought has
already lighted up your eyes with the
beam of pKkasure ;-—but how does such
an ardent desire for the company of
your friend consist with your refusal to
visit her ?”

““1 want her to enjoy the sea with
me,"said Rhoda :---¢ she has never
seen it, its wonders and its beauties;
and her’s is a mind and imagination that
can relish bcth.””

- ¢] am not the whole world to Zer
thought Sir James. .

¢ Write to her, then, my dear Rho-
da,” said Sir James; ‘¢ and entreat that
shé will do us the favour to visit us;---
but do we not ask a great deal?---The
distance is great---ltow can Miss Wy-
burg make the journey alone—or even
only with a female servant ?---Is there
any thing that we can do to. facilitate

_the’jouraey?” "
. "4 Oh, how T hate all this cold calGu-
’,’l':rtic_m,”---said Rhoda;--- 1 would h'.wc_:,
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her fly through,the air to us, as my
‘thoughts fly to her.” ‘

¢ But on this solid earth,” sald Sir
James, ¢ we must condes(end to use
less aerial means for our removal frgm
place to place. Post-chaises and’horses
are, I confess, very mundane consi-
derations ; but your friend will, find
them very necessary, and even conveni-
ent. We ought to send for her; this
we cannot do from hence, but she
must allow us to do all we can. We
must make the carriage and lorses
that -she uses, our own. I will, my-
self, meet her either at Portsmouth, or
Southampton,, as she may. appoint,—
and thus have myself the pleasure of
presenting to you this favoured friend,
»with my own hand.”

Tears stood in the eyes of Rhoda.

“ How very good you. are to me!"
said she. * Your calculations are not
cold they all tend to my happi'ness.

@ They will, I hope, ‘in tithe, makq
«it,” said SnrJames.

ver.II. PAa.ru. M
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%O}, cried Rh‘oda, ‘es: how sevefe 'a
reproach 1”” ' ‘ o

“ It was pot ‘meant as such,” said
Sir James : '* but no more of this. Try
yous powers witli‘your friend ; and may
she find them, as 1 have done—irre-
sistible !’

Rhlioda endeavoured to make them
s0 ;—thus she wrote to Miss Wyburg :—

“If I dare not appeal to the fre-
quency of my lettérs, nor to the freedom
of my commrunication, as the. criterion
which is to decide whether the presence
of my Frances would add to the happi-
ness-of her Rhoda, I dare,~at least, ap-
peal to her own heart. She will find
there an apology for any apparent failure
on my part; ;—she will, ffom thence be
mstructed that it is the shortness of
power, and not of affection, which has
made me wanting, when brought to the
test that she had appointed. You mdst
%ve seen, by ‘the’ hastylmes which from
iume to time Icould sénd yow: how im-.
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posslble it was,that I could write more;’
and you would see that though I had
not time for detail, all I did say way
frank and open. You wil then, I bope,
acknowledge that I have come.up to
the spirit, if not to the letter’of your
rule; and you will fecl that without
you, my happiness cannot be J)erfect.
You will not refuse to make it so.—
Have you not said, that it depends upon
ine when we shall meet? If it does,
indeed, depend upon me; let our meet-
ing be in the Isle of Wight—on this
very spot from whence 1 write. I long
to shew you the beauties, the grandeurs
that .are sprezad before my gyes ,——bcau-
ties and grandeurs which you will so well
upderstand and which our beloved Staf-
fordshlre, with all its claims to pre-cmi-
.nencg, does not possess.-

. # 1 bave anticipated .all” your objec-
t,lons-—l have obviatgd, ‘them all Mr.\
Wyburg loves you too tru];-, to sy ffer
hls own w1shes to mterfere with _youyp's¢
Ifyqq'uwlqh to cpme 1 to e, he wﬂl sp{

Mg
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you on your way. I would myself fetch
‘You, but that would be loss of time: it
must, howeyer, in every other respect,
be the same as if | had made the journey.
There i is nothing in it that need appear
formidable to you. Let my old friend
Susan attend you. I enclose your route,
with &be choice whether you will em-
bark for this little island from Ports.
motth, - or Southampton: On which
ever you may decide, you will find Sir
James and myself ready to receive you,
and to conduct you to.a mgsf beauti-
ful miniature of a house, on the southern
side of this fairy ground. I am perfectly
enchanted with its scenesy, and when 1
can ramble through them, your arm
locked in mine, will there be any thing
more to be desired for your Rhoda ?—
Our stay here will not, I fear, be so long
as I could desire; for Sir James, I per-
-ceive, wishes to- ‘instal me at Osbourne
“Pack. .- I°shall not, therefore, encroagh
ary. unreasonably on Mr. Wyburg's
.Xoodaess. A montb dt this place, and
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-4 fortnight ‘at O8bourne Patk, is alf that
I will stipufite for: if more may bé
granted, how delightedly shall T receive
the fivour! Whenever you must retarn;
I will' myself condict you to Ryrhiey,
and receive the benediction of my dear
Mr. Wyburg. Oh my Frances, disap-
point not this scheme of pleasurc? It is
the only one, of all in which I have been
engaged since we parted, in which my
heart has had amy share. Could you
comprchend how much may depend
upon yoa.-compliance, you would not
hesitate to oblige me.” But why should
I suppose that you will do so?—I am
persuaded of the contrary. ‘Comé then,
my dearest friend, and cenfound Sir '
Jumes with such a proof of the power
that I have over you. ‘

‘ s Ever your s, Rnom\ "o

Rhoda again counted the hours which
mist pass befote she could have a reply
to her Ietter, but not with apprehenslof '
"of a second disappomtmem Stig’ knew ‘
M3
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:that Miss Wybusg had "no, other -bome
‘than Byrhley ;—~that within its narrow
:precinots lay, all her duties, and all her
‘pleasures. Her flights from its shelter-
‘infProgf were those of the parent bird,
who keeps her offspring in her eye, while
she ventures abroad to seek their food.
She Tbuld calculate almost the very
hour at which her letter would be re-
ceived : nor could she doubt the feelings
it would excite, or the wishes that it
would give birth to.
“ I know my Frances longst® see me,”
said she; ¢ and what she wishes Mr.
- Wyburgwill grant. Objections, fears,dif-
ficuflties—all will give way tb indulgence.
Already 1 seem to embrace my friend.
Shake not your head, Sir James sthis
day week I shall be walking on- tdie mar-
.gin of the ocean with my friend.”
“ If you mdulge such very sanguine
:vexpécmupns,” said- Sir James, * how
‘will you:bear a dlsappomtment, if* it
oes come " 5
-«'It will not cordie,” sfid Rhoda®
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4. Fradees ‘will ot disappoint me :’ she
never did.—Did I riot tell you'se ¥ saild
Rhoda, receivihg at thevery momen:
which she had foretold, - the expected
letter, and holding it up in tn'.mpn to
Sir James. co
* ¢ Read it,” said Sir James.

Rhoda did so, until the colour fled
from her cheek and lips, and the paper
fell from her hands.

“No misfortune, my dearest Rhoda,
I hope ?* said Sir James. >

¢« Oh'yes, yes!—she cannct come !””

# Cannot !” repeated Sir James.

"¢« Cannot :=—if it were will not, it'
would kill me quite.” :

+ ¢ Some other time, perhaps said
‘Sir Jameés. .

¢« }veéad,” said Rhoda, fmhtly, ¢ and
read aloud ; for I scarcely know whatI
"have read.” - “ F

" Sir James comphed and read ‘thege:
'Words p—
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e

e Even in thxs hour of gnef ahd
a1arm, my dearest Rhoda, the kindness
of your letter, and your wish to have
me with you, is gratlfymg to my heart.
Whaat T could have done, even in cir-
cumstances different from the present, I
am not now at leisure to think; ‘but all
-within my power I would have done
to have complied with your wishes, and
to have satisfied a longing, which two
days ago, I thought was the most fer-
vert, I could ever feel. Now, the dread
of a severer deprivation than cven that
of your society, my dearest fricad, con-
centrates all my wishes, all my hopcs,
the breathings of my spirit, to one
point, and leaves no thought, no con-
sciousness of any lesser blessing.—How
severed—how apart do I fecl that we
are become, when in answer to a letter
summoning me to come to you at a
-momenv’s warning, I have to tell you
that 1wy beloved parent, he in whem
‘¢loné 1 can be said to live, is prostrate
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on the bed of sickness—cast there by
a seizure so formidable, and labouring
under symptoms~ s0 ternﬁc, as tell me
too plainly what I mustssoon be!—I
am not, however, alone in my sorsows.
—I am not left without suppcrt not
even without human support.—A friend
is with me, whose grief and solicitude
for the dear object of our cares is only
second to my own; and whose zeal to
guard me from every evil far exceeds
what I can feel for myself.—Dismiss,
then, all personal solicitude for me,—All
that can mitigate, the goodness of God
already affords me.—What will not ad- -
mit of mitigation, T presume tohopz
he will enable me to bear. While you
do pot hear from me, believe that 1 am
not quite, bereaved df hope—lf this hope
should brighten, it will be my first care
to make you a sharer ofit.

«“ F, W'YBUR’G ”

' s -

& Oh, let me be gone !" saf& Rhoda
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“ et mefly to my F Trances, assist her
cares, and sooth herserrows!” . . .

“ You do not mf'lly think of domg

so " said Sir.James. ;
- %% Why.not ’-—-What dearer duty can
I‘paya--What more imperative debt can
1 discharge -<-Oh, the holy wisdom of
my dear Mr. Wybusg---his dyigg bene-
diction would sanctify my whole life
to come !”

““ But you know not the danger that
the nature of his complaint might ex-
pose you to,” urged Sir James; ¢ and
you see that Miss Wyburg 'does not, in
fact, want your assistance, She has a
friend, whdse kindness, (it seems, even
your’s could not exceed, .nor be more
acceptable.”

_ ¢« A friend!” said Rhoda, thh -4
sudden recollection, which restored..to
her pullid cheek all jts bloom. ¢ My
place, perhaps, is indeed supplied ;”
. added ‘she.impressively. g
K -Yoﬂmust .be .able to judge vhe-
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ther it is' suffitiently so,” said Sir James.
“ So dear a friend to Miss ‘Wyburg,
* must be a friend of our’s too,”

« I have no frignd :at Byrhley, but
my Frances!” said Rhoda, and hurst
into tears, '

Sir James knew not what to think.---
Again the scene at Overleigh---again the
emotion of the auction morning, recur-
red to his memory.

“ I will at least wait for another
letter,” said Rhoda; “ 1 wbuld not be
unweicone.”

“ That, my dear Rhoda, you can
never be,” said Sir James; ¢ speak
not so despondingly--- think not so de-
jectedly.---Mr. Wyburg will recover.---
We must allow for the too-easily alarm-

" ¢d fears of bis daughter. Yourlpleasure
in her company is but delayedi-—-Smile
upon me once again, and tell ‘me%Hhat
you think so.” )

Rhoda was too much overpowered .
with'more thar, the iliness of Mr.’ Wy- 4
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"bntg," prormptly to comply witn Sir
Jawes’s wishes, .

“ It is' not now ir the power »f my
favpurite element to g ve me pleasure,”
said she,

“ Tuen let me know your pain,” said
Sir James, kindly,

“ Thank you ; but you must let me
deal with it alone 1 believe---it is of too
complicated a sort to be understood by
any body but myself.”

“ Why ? thought Sir James, but
he dreaded being thought importunate,
and was silent.

. END OF VOL. II. PART II,

W. Plint,” Printér, 014 Bailey, London,
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