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“ame graceful, and we reverenced one
the mpst, while we mosf smiled at the

other.
©Ope peculiarity had he, which the

age he had lived in and his domestic

history rendered natural eneugh, viz.
an exceeding distaste to the matrimoni-
al state :-early marriages were misery ;
imprudent marriages idiotisnt, and mar-
riage at the best, he was wont to say,
with a kindling eye, and a heightened
colour, marriage at the best—was the
devil. Yet it must not be supposed
that Sir William Devereux was an un-
gallant man. On the contrary, never
did the beau sexe have an humbler or
more devoted servant. As nothing in
his estimation was less becoming to a
wise man than matrimony, so nothing
was more ornamental than flirtation.

Ile had the old man’s weakness, gar-
rulity ; and be told the wittiest stories
in the world, without omittingany thing
in them but the point. This omission

il tocwiae Fionn e want eller of
memory or of humour ; but solely from l

a deficiency in the malice natural to all
jesters. Ile could not persuade his lips
to repeal a sarcasm hurting even the
deador the ubngrateful ; and when he
came to the drop of gall which should
have given zest 1o the story, the milk
of human kindness broke its barrier des-
pite of himself, and washed it AWaY.—
He wasa fine wreck, a little prema-
tureiy broken by dissipation, but not
perhaps the less interesting on that ac-
count ; tall, and somewhat of the jovial
old English girth, with a fice where
good nature and good living mingled
their smiles and  glow. [e wore the
garb of twenty years back, and was cu-
riously particular in the choice of his
silk stockings. DBéiween you and me,]
he was not a little vain of his leg, and a
compliment onthat score was always
sure of a gracious reception.

The solitude of my uncle’s household
was broken by an invasion of three boys
—none of the quietest ; and their mo-
ther who, the genilest and saddest of
womankind, seemed tofollow them, the
emblem of that primeval silence from
which all noise wasborn., These three
boys were my two brothers and myself.
My faiher, who 'had conceived a strong
personal attachment for Louts Quatorze,
rever quitted his service, and the great

tution of his leg; from such
spring affection !

constantly together ;

courtiers, my uncle returned the coma-

one would find enough
would but angle sufficiently long.
Nor was this all ; my uncle and my-

thrown into the one without being seen
very shortly afterward floating upon the
other. Every witticism or legend Sir
William imparted to me, (and some, to
say truth, were a little tinged with the
licentiousness ofthe times le had lived
in,) I took the first opportunity of re-
tailing, whatever might be the audience;
and few boys, at the age of thirteen,
can boast of having so often as myself
excited the laughter of the men and
e Dlashes of the womwen. "This ciy-
, cumstance, while it aggravated my own
- vanity, delighted my unele’s; and as 1
was always getting into scrapes on his
account, so he was perpetually bonnd,
by duty, to defend me from the char-
ges of which he was the cause. No man

the better for it ; and perhaps Sir Wil-

liam Devercux and his eldest nephew

were the only allies in the world who

had no jeilousy of each other.

A Family Conversation—A DPriest, and
an Kra in Lile.

** You are ruining the children, my
dear Sir William,” said my gentle mo-
ther, one day, when I had been parti-
cularly witty, * and the Abbe Montren-

-itdectares it ubsolurelys necessary that

they should go to school.”

* To school I said my uncle, who
was caressing his right leg, as it lay over
his left
you are joking. What for, pray 1"

““ Instruction, my dear Sir William,”
replied my mother,

t“ Ah, ab ! I forgot that ; true,true!™
said my uncle, despandingly, and there
wus a pause. My mother counted her
rosary ; my uncle sunk into a reverie;
my secend brother pinched my legun-
der the table, to which I replied by 2
silent kick ; and my youngest fixed his

king repaid him by orders and favours
without number ; bhe dicd of wounds re-
ceived.in battle—a Count and a Mar-
shal full of renown, and destitute of mo-
ney., He hod married twice ; his first
wilt, who died without Issug, Vasa

large, dark, speaking eyes upon a pic-
ture of the Holy Family, which hung
opposite to him., "
My uncle broke silence ; he did it

with a start.

“ Od’s fish, Madam,"—{my uncle
dressed his oaths, like himself, a little

trifles
In truth, our attach-
ment so progressed that we grew to be
and while my
childish anticipations of the world made
me love to listen to stories of courts and

pliment, by declaring of my witas the
angler declared of the River Lea, that

in it, if one

| self were exceedingly like the walers
of Alpheusand Arethusa—nothing was

defends another long without loving him |

knee—** 1o school, Madam ! |

daughter of the noble house of La Tre-
mouille—his second, our mmh:ar, was
of a younger branch of the English race
of Howard. DBrought up in her native
country, and influenced by a primitive
and retived education, she never Joved
that gay land which her husband had a-
dopted as his - own. Upon his death,
<he hastened her return to England, and
-refusing, with somewhat n:rf'h?nuura_blr::
pride, the magnificent pension which
Louis wished to settle upon  the widow

of his favourite, came 1o throw herself

and her children upon those affections
which she knew they were entitled to

after the cxample of Charles II.)—
“ od’s fish, Madam, I have thought ofa
better plan than that ; they shall have
instruction without going to school for
it.'li

“ And how, Sir William 77

¢ [ will instruct them myself, Madam,”
and Sir William slapped the calf of the
leg he was carcssing.

My mother smiled.

““ Ay, Madam, you may smile ; but I
and my Lord Dorset were the best scho-
lars of the age ; you shall read my
plily'ii

[

rible caviller at the holy
Catholicism ; and while
termed him a P rotestant,

skeptic,

rential description ofthe expected guest

railleries deserted him.

seemed to operatc upon the fierce re-

manner as the human eye is supposed
to awe into impotence the malignant in-
llﬁntiuns of the ignobler animals,

meanour of the Abbe Montreuil—no-
thing more worldly, in their wrbunity,
| than his manner and address. Iis garb
was as little clerical as possible, his con-
versation rather familiar than formal,
| and heinvariably listened 1o every sylla-
ble the good knight utiered, with a coun-
tenance and micn of the most altentive
respect.
What then was the cliarm by which
this singular man never failed 10 obtain

{ an ascendancy, in soine measure allied

with fear, over all in whose company
That was a secret|

he was thrown ?
my uncle never could solve, and which,
only in later life, I mysell was able to
discover. It was partly by the magic
of an extraordinary and powerful mind,
partly by an expression of manner, if 1
may use such a phrase, that seemed to
sneer most, when most it affected 1o re-
spect; and partly by an air Like that of a
man never exactly at his ease ; not that
he was shy, or ungraceful, oreven ta-
cituin—no ! it wasan indescribable em-
barrassment, resembling that of one
playing a part, familiar to him, indeed,
butsomewhat distasteful. This embar-
rassment, however, was sufficient to be
| contagious, and 1o confuse that dignirty
. in others, which, strangely e¢nough, ne-
ver forsook himself.

lle was of low origio, but his address
and appearavce did not betray his binth.—
P ride suited better with his mien than fa-
miliarity—and his countenance, rigid,
thoughtful and cold, even through smiles,
in expression, was strikingly commaoding.
In person, he was slightly above the wid-
dte standard ; and had not the rexture of
his frame heen remarkably hard, wirey,
and muscular, the total absence of all su-
perilous flesh, would have given the lean
gauotoess of his figure an appearanece of
almost spectral emaciation. lo reality,
his age did not exceed twenty-eight years;
but his high, broad forehead was already
so marked with line and furrow, his air
was so staid aod quiet, his figure so desti-
tute ofthe roundoess and elasticity of youth,
that his appearance always impressed the
beholder with the inveiuvntary ideaofa
man cousiderably more advanced in life.—
Abstemious to habitual penance, and
regular to mechanical exactoess in his fre-
quent and severe devotions, he was as

solves of the facetious kuight in the same

the same croed, and conseqoently we
‘were brought up in that unpopular faith.
But my incle, whose religion had been
sadly . undermined at court, was a ter-
mysteries of
his friends
his enemies
hinted, falsely enough, that he wasa
When Montreuil first follow-
ed us to Devereux Court, many and bit-
ter were the litttle jests my worthy un-
cle bad provided for his reception ; and
he would shake his head with a notable
archness whenever he heard our reve-

But, somehow or other, na sooner had
he seen the priest, than all his purposed

faith, like the ancient philosophy, infused
vitality into external nature, imparting a
portion of the Infivite Spirit, to mountain,
valley, stream, and flower, that faith that
gave discourse and reason to trees, and
stones, and running brooks. Strange that
in the progress of light, mind shouM surren-
der its dominion to matter ! that the meta-
physies of nature should yield to the physi-
cal sciences ! that the materialisin of the
mineralogist, the botanist, the geologist,
should prevail over the spirituality of the
savage ! DButso it is. 'Ijl)m sucgestion of
superstition, so universal in mauo’s natural
state ofignorance, aresilenced by the clear,
cold demonstrations of knowledge. Who
now veoturesto tell a fairy tale beyond

Wier L | Not a single | the purlieus of the nursery ! Who would
witticism came to his assistance, and the

calm, smooth face of the ecclesiastic

hope to raise a ghost above the subterrane-
anregion of the kitchen? The murdered
lie as quictly in their graves asif they had
been diswnissed to their rest ﬂﬂﬂiﬂl’.ﬂg and
annealed ; and even Love's martyrs, the
most persevering of all night-walkers, no
muore revisit the glimpses of the moon. And

i E Yet| yet there seems o be a deep foundation in |
nothing could be blander than the de-!p

ature for a belicf io mysterious visitations,
io our unknown and ineemprehensible con-
nexion with spiritual beings. 'The mighty
mind of Johuson was duped by the ghost of
Cocklane, and seized, as he himsell con-
fessvs, on every tale of the reappearance
| of the dead to support his religious faith !
i What are we 10 iu'E:r from the horoscope of
| the hero of * Guy Maannering,” what from
the * Lady of Avenel,’ and all the strange
prophecies fulfilled of Siv Walter Scott, but
that the wild and fantasiic superstitions of
his mative land, that * mect-nurse of a poe-
tic child,” s1ill control his imagination.---
Liven Napoleon, who feared uo power
cmbodied in flesh and blood, bowed like
an Oriental slave before the dark, myste-
rious despot Destiny.

We have made this lopg introduction to
a ghoust story it was once our good fortune
to hear well told, to persuade our readers |
that we have drunk deep enough of the spi-
rit of the age to laugh, when weare in the
preseoce of the honored publie, at thesu-
perstition and credulity of others, though
we may still clhierish some relic of it io our
secret soul.

Somewhere between tweoty and thirty
years ago-—there is, alas ! aperiod whean
accurate dates become # sort of momento
mori---we, or rather I---for, like a late po-
pular writer, we detest that reviewer io the
abstract, the *cold, anderitical,’ and pom-
pous we--- was on a vieit to a friend of
iy parents who residel in New York,
Mrs. Reginald Tudor. She was an En-
glishwoman by birth, bur had long been a
resident in this country, and, though.of a

bright hwes and deep shadows of magic
light.. We almost envied the twilight of
our Indian predecessors, whose quickening

acht, whith -he % Auiogup o his Jine.

e told me a-going it belonged tow gentle-
man of a very noble family, who had spout
all his fortune, and that reportsaid, he was
pear driven mad by unkindness ; but, how-
ever, some ways, he's got this yacht, and
she's like a little fairy—but what he's going
to do with her bobody can tell. Uncle says
no expense is spared, and that she will
the most completest thing in the River.
When we got on board, the steward said,
no one could go in the cabin, as the gentle-
man had given orders not to be disturbed.
“ Lord, Sir,” says I, " if you tell the zentle-
mdnit’s only a young lady—I don’t su
pose he’ll refuse;” and sure enough I was
right—for out he comes, and did so sweet-
ly apologize for his servaot’s conduct—
who, he said ought to have kaowun, that no
orders, however positive, of pot being dis-
turbed—could apply to ayoung lady like
me. Was not that the genteel way—it was
doing the thing as it ought to be done—
it was a touch above the Borough, and as
for the Minories—aye, right and left, with
every East India warehouse included, it's
my belief they couldn't have found so
beautiful ap idea in amonth. The gentle-
man did so seem to read me through—I

felt somehow so vdd—and yetso pleased—

Bur, dear me e i s alifloan i iy fiest |

I have only one ofthe sort)into m

pocket, and I allowed nuﬂ-]-uf the %ﬁ{{:ﬁ
corners to haog out as if by accident. I oe-
easionally conveyed it from my pocket to

my faee ; but, when 1 replaced i

\ it, a vellow
E:::;nenty thesame accident always hupg

At the corner of astle-street, several
porters touched their g to me; and two

maid-servants, who were standing at the
top of . their area-stair, looked after me till
I was out of sight. When I came to where
the coaches are, opposite the assernbly
rooms, three or foor men asked me if [ wan-
ted a coach ; but though the compliment

- | rather pleased me,"I declined their affers in

a dignified and gentlemanly manner... Just
as1 passed Gardner's shop, or between that
and M'Diarmid’s, an individual, rather
shabbily dressed, whispered in my ear,
““ Any old clothes to sell, sir 7" T answepr-
ed, “ no !"rather grufily ; foriny firstimpres-
sion was, that a kind of sneer was intepded
at my new coat: but oo reflection, I feel
convinced that these old-clothes-men only
address persons of gentlemanly appearapce ;
and therefore I take this opportunity of pub-
licly expressing my regret for my severity
to the individual io question, who, I am

sorry to :relpﬂat, was rather shabbily dressed.
Ilitherto I had met with little to rufile me.

Anst asd wined into . South, Hanorer-

beav—he's not near so young—nor yetso
pretty—bot then his eye issuch a piercer
—he’s pot imperint or andacious—but then
someliow, he does convince ope that he
could be both if he liked—and he does itin
so respectflul a way,that he quite bewitches
a body—I"in sure 1 could'nt refuse him any
thing in a proper way. He was so agree-
able and did seem so sorry when Uncle got
up to go—and just before we left the cabin,
he gave Uncle an invitation for any of his
family to go to Scarborough, where his
vessclis agoing next week—and then he
rave a tender soft glance at me-—which was
asmuch as to say the compliment is for
you. Ifelt my face asred as fire, but
which he dido’t pretend to see. He has
such superior ways—a gentleman's ageat,
inall he does or says. There is nothing
like a man after all—your boy-lovers are
sucha thoughtless set, (lley never know
their ovn miads two mioutes together—
I've had one boy, but I'll take better care
thao to have a second. Now, Mr. Age,
won't you be surprised, when I tell you,
Uncle answered, That could his ward—
that's me---pursuade his dame---that’s my
aunt---to take charge of me---his son should
be under orders to wait uponus. Whata
countenance the gentleman pul on—not
handsome—why he looked a Leaven-born
creature, and such expression I mever did
see hefore, when he said to Uncle, ** Then,
Sir, 1 shall consider the iuvitation accepted,
rrovided this young lady will do me the ho-
nor of joining the party—forher persuasion
I feel assured, will act with the influence of

poble family, and edacated with m'iulutr:}-
tic prejudices, she was, in all acts of kind-
ness, condescension, and bumanpity, a
Christian ; and is not Christianity the
foundation, the essence of republicanism ?

Her inatinets wang acialoareatic, or.those
principles of couduct that are so early in-
culcated and acted on tiiat they beceme as
impulsive and powerful as instincts; but
when a deed of kindness was to be done,
she obeyed the levelling law of the religion
of universal equality. As Mrs. Reginald
Tudor, the lady of polite society, she Was
versed and siriet in all artificial distinclions
and nice observances ; hut as a Chyistian,
friend, and benefactress, no ﬁer}rlif?ﬂlﬂ'
tionist ever so well illustrated the geperous
doctrine of equality ; for hers was the per-
feet standaml of rectitude, and every one
who needed the tender charitiosof life
fromn her, was her * brother and lersisier.” |

Forgive her then, gentle reader, aslight
contempt of republican manoers, and a lit-

. secrets from  you, I will write you all the

a command.” I couldn't speak for the
life of me—=--butit scemed he knew well
enough what was passing in my thoughts,
foron leading me up the steps---he gently
pressed my hand. It did wake me thrill
so---how on earth comid be have kuown be
might squeezo my hand---I do believe had
he given me akiss I couldn't have been
cross. So, Mr. Age, it's all settled---for
the only difficolty Aunt made was the ex-
pense, which I said should all be mipe---so
it should, if it was to cost a thousand
pounds. I don’t suppose we shall be long
agoiogto Scarborough, aud as I have no

newe I pick up amongst the quality, and
what more 1 find out ahout thissirange
gentleman---I'll mark his ways while on
board the yacht, and tell you truly of what-
ever happens, to dear Mr. Age, your ever

lovine friend as usual,
ovine JULIANA.

street, I rubbed against a white phaotom,
who passed on as if nothing had bappened
but who left the whole of my right arm and
shoulder covered with flour and dust. The
daring villain was a baker, and with a ruth-
less barharity worthy only of a lineal descen-
dant’of the murderer Haggart, he had at-
tempted to destroy for ever my coat and
my happiness. Fortunately, an obliging
footman, who was near me at the time,
seeing my distress lifted bis hand, and, by
a pretty violent application of it to my back
and side, succeeded inrestorioz me tv com-
parative peace of miod. I gotinto Prince’s-
atreet. 'T'he sun was shining brightly ; all
the world was abroad; but I did not meet
with one whose coat was so ncw as my
own. I felt my superiority ; I perceived
that I was an object of universal attention.
[ don't know how many black eyes glanced
sunshine into nine ; Feasuot recollect the
oumber of blue oglers that stole my heart
ateverystgp. Opposite Blackwood'sshop,
a geutleman, in a blue surtout and green
spectacles, stopped me, and addressing mo
in French, gave me to understand that he
was a Spanish refugee—very poor and very
miserable—and that, as he had been in-
formed I was celebrated for my charitable
actions, he hoped I would afford hima
little assistauee, I was rather pleased at
the stranger’s address ; but how he eame to
be informed that I was celebrated for my
charitable actions, I confess1 cannot very
well comprehend ; for, with the exception
of a penny I threw to a little boy who con-
tioued scraping on the fiddle under my
window one day afier dinner when I was
falliog asleep, 1 do not think I have given
away a farthing in charity for the last nine
montbs. The Spanish refugee, however,
in green gpectacles..had.dosa.me.tba.bgo-

our to siongle me out, probably iu conse-
quence of the air of distinetion which oy
new coat gave, and it would have been
very inhuman in me not to bave presented
him with half a crown. Hereceived it
with much gratitude, and I went oo low-
ards the Calton-hill. <
Passing the Waterloo hotel, I encounter-
ed a cloud of dust, which I did not at all
like, bet which 1 was plilosopher enough
to submit to insilence. Several evils wero
awaiting me.  After I had ascended the
hill, the day suddenly overcast; big, heavy
drops ofrain began to lall---faster and fas-
ter---1ill a thuoder-shower eame tumbling
down with irresistible wviolence. Good
heaven! rain—thunder-rain upon & pew

coal—ths very first day [ had ever putit
on! I turped back—1 ran—I flew—butin
vain! Before I counld reach the nearest
place of shelter I was completely drenched.
I could have wept. butI was in too great
agony ta think of weeping. When I got
to the east end of Prince's-street, there was
not a coach va the stand. I might have

goue iuto Barry's or Mackay's, butit would
have been of no use—I was as wetasl

could be. T walked straight home through
the splashing streets. I do not thiok 1 was
in my right reasou. , [ was to have dined

little inwardly addicted to the pleasures

and pursuits of youth, as he was externally

possessed of its freshoess and its bluos.
To be coutinued.

P. S. Uncle’s not given up the shop io

“ Do, mother,” said I, *read the Tooley-street,[but no more at present.

play. Shall I tell her some of the jests
in it, uncle 1’ .
My mother shook her head in antici-
pative horror, and raised her finger re-
provingly. My uncle said nothing, but
winked at me ; I understood the signal,
and was about 1o begin, when the decor
opened, and the Abbe Montreuil enter-
ed. My uncle released his right leg,
and my jest was cut off. Nobody ever

tle pride in her titled ancestry and poble
Euglish relatives.

Iike most old people, Mrs. Tudor talked
always of the past,and the friends of her
youth. Her grandfather, whose pet she
had been sixty years since, was her favo-
ritc topic. Her stories began with ! My
dear grandfather, Lord Moreland’---* Lord
Moreland® wasthe iovariable sequence.---
But this was an innocent vanity, and should
not cast a shade over my honored {riend’s

 memory., The only evil attending this foi-

claim, .
My uncle was unaffectedly rejoiced
to receive us.—To say nothing. of his
love for my father, and his pride at the
honours the latter had won to their an-
cient house—the good gentleman was
very well pleased with the idea of ob-
taining four new listeners, out of whom
he mightselect an  heir, and  he soon
grew as fond of us as we were of him,
At the time of our new settlement 1

FROM THE EDINBURGH LITERARY JOURNAL.
MY NEW COAT.
A Fragment.

[ never was so miserable in all my life,
as the day 1 puton my new coat. My mi-
sery was heightened by the circumstance,
that I expected to be articularly happy-
I putiton after breakfast. It fitted me
exceedingly well, and I have rather a

*

From ihe Token.
THE COUNTRY COUSIN.

& - 1
DY TIHE AUTHOR OF ' HOPE LESLIE.

He is a man, and men
Have imperfections ; it beliooves
Me pardon nature then.

: hle, so ill adapted to our country, Was, e ¢ somy tailor tells | out in my new coat, and now it would ne-
d attained the age of twelve ; my se- inspired a more dim, religious awe than | The Patient Counless. | hatit had infected lhier grandaughter, my ha:dmimfl;i uhr:gu a:é:?l?u‘;uhiign Landon's | ver look new again! I was auated in u;;a-
I:zndah:-l::her {wlegwere twins) ’waghurn the Abbe Montreuil. The priest enter- L'homme hionore la vertu, friend Tsabel Williamson. e ter. Iputmy hand in my pocket mecha-

" but the moment 1 put
found that my thoughts
wandered to Prince’s-street, and I could no
longer participate in the sorrows of her
hercine. 1 buttoned my new coat; for the
greatest matural philosophers inform us,

1 lmp |,'ﬂ‘i"i.'iﬂ.tl'i.ﬂﬂ H

ed with asmile. My mother hailed the op my new coat, 1

entrance of an ally.

« Father,” said she, rising, ‘I have
just represented to my good brother the
necessity of sending my sons to school ;

! T'o be continued.
an hour after me ; my third was about

fifteen mouths younger. I had never
been the favourite of the three. In the
first place, my brothers (my youngest
especially) were uncommonly handsome,

Dieu la recompense nically to take out my silk handkerchief---

I don’t know why ; heaven aud earthlit
was gone : my pocket had been picked ! 1
bad lost my new silk bandkerchief. The
horrible conviction flasbed upon me that the

iilw |

The dark empire of superstition has
passed away. This is the age of facts and
evidence, experience and demonstration,

From the London Age.
THE TOOLEY STREET HEIRESS.
MixoriEs, 14th Aug.

. ’ e " . ish refugee in green spectacles, who

. ! | 1d nlways wear a new coat Spanis _ : 2

' native which I the enlightened age, par excellence. EEORS 's pot all gold as | that we sbould . s d complimented me on my charitable

ezt mﬂil: e hu:i t?lﬂ o Eﬂ?ﬂa ]‘::i:"h]:;sﬂg?ﬁ :‘iei'dgisizi :;dith him.” apparilﬁlns, hﬂsﬁenf’ phiceas, nlurlcauu[;i iy HI;.‘:;";D Earl!‘f-: -‘}lgei:llrd I.:,:;jrl::I I'm sIi-uns'.l I | buttoned, that it may get a habit of sitting l;itiﬂl'lﬂm n];d to whom I had given half-
looking ; in the second place, my min are mow de- | glitters.

fairies, * good 1
parted 5{1%&[5; The fairies, the [riends of

s an -g-tellers, the patrons, cham- ! : . would
l;?:us. a:i.ids;lﬂd Eﬂniéscs uI:‘ children, no |all, I'm not to be my 0D MISLIEss : Wo

. - 'n in his will
longer keep their merny revels on the green- | you hche]ve_ 1:,&"31“;?:“ I._l-:: Elsu:; [ll} .;I:nl;l;;r-

ward b 3‘13 low-worm’s lamp ; they are tt-mt s Id like the place, it's so
Sone, exhalodlike the dews  that glittered iam, e sloes o Rng Fair, where all
o :liﬂ_f'{msur‘l::]'l;ﬂ'i lfa:ffim.f:emwﬂ;ﬂ:ﬂ the Jews lives. Bult. h;“';:“;; 5’::;“;3{;
:ﬁ: lli:m t:lﬁda on the curled clouds, to for a]’eiarf :lmi?';::l%:‘f‘was alive. b wias
put a gifille round about lhﬂhl’.::trth i:;:;ﬂij; il;ﬁ';';; ;ﬂ:&;{]ing him, for letting me have

X .. lu [ ¥
m;:::;fr.sl It:?l:: 'r.Ill:l; ]]g::]ﬁet:t'alhu PeErsiau my- | my uwnu ‘Taﬁ'suc]tffl lii:rp?::::ﬁ;:‘::
thlné?- they forfeit their immortality -,Fhen gt:l o }m;w hera iI:! my life—as great
they pass m’é bounds of their paradise— It's q; i ;: died—for ifl don't mistake,
that pargdise the poet’s imagination. as when |

I sen- | I w beau, quite the centleman
Thevgh in the full meridian of our *en | I've got @ ne : g

* e bodv. 1 buttoned my now coat,
e © i ;ﬁ!ﬂ st:lliigd fur{h. 1 passed through the
western division of George-strect. It
struck me that there wasan unusual num-
ber of ladies at the windows. I did :&u:
care : 1 was sure that my new cuntﬂha a
fashionable cut ; so I said 19 myself, ** they

may look at it ifthey please.”  Iresolved

] ere consclous
wever, notto walk as iflw
ue , 1 assumed an ea-

I wore a new coat. ' ;
;];'?Té;nud-humnureﬂ, condesesnding kind of
air : and the expression of my guunmn:uni
seemed benevolently to indicate 1 at
would have addressed a few words to an
old friend, even although he nppntalrid I_m a
coatIhad seen him io six raonthgpeiore.

¢ And whatis it 7" said Montrenil,
sliding into a chair, and patting Ce-
rald’s head with a benignant air.

“ To edncate them himself,” answe1-
ed my mother, with a sort of satirical
gravity. My uncle moved uneasily in
his seat, as if, for the first time, he saw
something ridiculous in the proposal.

The smile, immediately fading from
the thin lips of the priest, gave way to
an expression of respectful approbation.
¢ An admirable plan,” said he, slowly,
¢ hut liable to some little exceptions,
which Sir William will allow ine to in-
dicate,”

was considered as much inferior to
theirs as my body—I was idle and dull,
sullen and haughty—the only wit T ever
displayed was in sncering atmy frlends,
and the only spirit, in quarrelling with
my twin brother ; so said or so thought
all who saw us in our childhood ; and
it follows, therefore, that I was either
very unumiable or very much misunder-
stood. i |
But to the astonishment of myselfand
my relations, my fate wds now to be re-
versed, and I was no sooner settled at
. Devereux Court, than I hecame evi-
- deptly the object of Sir William’s pre-

ave thought that there wasso

'th
Eouiin & a fortune, and after

a-crown, took it from me!
much trouble in beiog

I reached home, more dead than alive.
I threw off my ccat, and sent it to the Kit-
chen to be dried. My cook is a very
good woman, but she ig- rather fat. T sat
by myself, meditatiog upon the uncertaioty
of human life. My rievere lasted a loog
while. Suddently an odour like that of &
singed sheep’s head reached me. I started
up ; in a moment the fatal truth erossed my
mind ; 1 rushed into the kitehel ; My cook
was fast asleep : and w7 coat was smnmpg
before the fire, burnt brown in a dozen dif-
feront places, with here aod there several
small holes, [ seized & carving-koife to




