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CHAPTER L

“Po-night in Vemies we have placed our scens.™
mm-il:flﬂpihguhm
“There 18 & m love as in there in a 5
hqminilwﬁm foot; m&dﬂ Il.'m:l ard tha

dejected bead ars the i it refleste. No voicn shakes (o sur-
fece"—WarrEs Bavack: Luroon

queation = long distorbed toy mind
i bg—

Which I mast fathpm."

#In maoy waya doee the foll heart reveal
Tho presence of the love it wonld eoncesl.™
Cornnzpan.

Tueday ai length dawned, upon the evening of which
Madame d'A’s] -of and, by niggm, long-
wished-for masquerade was to take place. Fanny
and Baville, ns every ons knew, (atleast every one of
their own party,) were to figore ag the knave and
%mn of hearts, in the pack of living cards. The

owager Lady de Clifford had announced it as her
intention to go as Queen Elizabeth ; consequently her
eidest son immediately fixed upon Lord Leicester,
while the amiable Herbert resolved npon personating
the less-favoured but more intellectual Bir Walter
Raleigh, especially as he knew his exemplary pareot
rmmmi & cloak upon all occasions, he determined
to have cne ready. Major Nonplus meant to aston-
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Hiﬂwnltlm'bjr;ppurlnqlmuﬂﬂuhhucm:nd
lace digni an English parish beadle. Mrs.
monr resolved upon going as Dominechino’s
Bibyl; for, to say
resembling It, she had a very beautiful scarlet Delhl
scarf which was the very thing for the torban. Her
sposo had not yet returned from Pedua, so no one
knew what he intended to goas. Poor Mongieur Bar-
Mﬂihr,mncéle:gum‘ hiswi]],h;&nm mqmniﬂ:;
going ; 50, & some lrou a ne, &
of q mﬂalng‘e:ti‘t;tnof lutH he turned in-
to & YETY respecta somewhat overgro -
cupine. Hﬂ'hrﬂ;}hh‘lﬂdﬂ'iﬂil ewwypnmihiem
te find out what Lady de d intended go
as; for he knew that ever since his o
'Ihn.td::fshijmmr' in Mi she had reling ;hudtm.'
original design of going ae Johanna Gueen of Naples.
Even o the servants had he applied In vain—zervants
whu,:alﬁenﬂral,uthrﬂlﬂr secrets as the
reeds did when Midas’s barber whi the m;
tery of his axses’ ears to the earth—tel]l them to
mﬁmg , Ehﬁw m’iﬁw hir
A BeteT, i ive akop-
mmcﬁw’ to it, &nd 50 faciiitate
ecloircisesmient, nflﬂﬁlﬂg!un%
most dreaded ; for she feit that it would bring
that crisis which mnst separafe them for ever. That
I:mghuiﬂt,wmldnumehnummn,mm_ ight

of their heart, in it to 7 She resoived,
MWIE blue domino, and told Ber-
o put very thick to the ourtsin of her

say nothing ol'a very beauntiful face much -
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of trouble In arfanging it, ne earthly power should

gthim to tell what it was, as Mr. Mowbray wished
kept a profound secret, and let other people do what
th.e_-.l'lwuuld, be never told anything his master did not
m to have known-—when he did not know it him-

The merning wes sultry in the extreme, and every
one sesmed unable to move off the sofa except Maj
Nonplus, who was rehearsing his role for the evening

An his beadle’s dress, running about like an armadillo,

fussing and fidpeting every one.
Herbert Grimsione Mﬂﬂthﬁ rdom in dizgast, for
he bhad given Monsienr Barbouiller his pamphlet

“On the Present Administration® to read b&ggii;g
that he would make apy marginal remarks that stru
him. Now, all that did him was the extreme

arrogance and egotism of the whole affair; conse-
quenily, the only remarks he had made were, where-
ever such sentehces occurred as “This, in my opin-
ion, was the only measure to save the country, and
this the ministers carried,” or,” “ My opinion of the
Irizh appropriation clausze was expressed under an-
oiher administration, and that opinlon is now borne
out by the conduet of the minjstry, theugh
thefr opinions were decidedly adverze to it when out
of office, which proves what fhave ever asserted—
that is, that the Whigg are the wzwud, true, liber-
8], and enlightened legislators, for they Enow that
change is the quintessence of all reform ; and as far
as measures (nof men) go ﬂwir are continually act-
ing u that kﬂnwledge;’rn I the remarks, th
that Monsieur Barbouiller mede were to irradiate the
1 pronoun in every such sentence with a
round it, to the'np small amusement of Fanny an
Baville, who declared he would get up an opposition
pamp and present it to him that night at ball;
and retiring for the of writing it, Fanny was
left alone with Mowbray and her sister, who was em-
broidering the last letter of the motto on Lord Leices-
ter’s garter, and whom the former, in spite of hersel
was making die with langhter at a scema she had
op of the supposed virgin demeancur of the do r
queen, and the amatory devotion of her two coartier
gons. Fanny was in the midst of an imaginary
ch of the mimic gueen to Lord Leicester about
w‘i&d and Aoré, when Iﬁ?]rﬂ de Clifford himself en-
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tared, and hearing Mowbray's and seolng Fan-
ny in the middle of the I:lﬁ:ﬂm-hmdauulﬁkﬂ

& illustrious mother, he said, folding his arms, put-
ting hiz head back and dra in, and biting his up-
gx lip, “'T: hhﬂl‘ﬂm 'hba:ﬂe, a:lntedhmﬂ ultra

¢ An nEd iss Newvi U
s g Bl wort low At G
m' than another, and more a proof of imbecili-
y of mind, it is that turn for mimicry which yon arg
eternally indulging in"

“T must say,” 4eid Fanny, bowing to this compll-
mentary speech, “thet Feauw benile de la cowr of the
Elizabéthian age is not guite so sweet, my lord of

';HM' HIM E‘mc;nrm‘?owp.“. *said Mowhray; “1

evol m ! i
have ghserved persons who- cannot ihﬂllBﬂj'l’ﬂ
mimic, have no toleration for, but a great dread of,
thoss who can: bowever, you heve some good as-
thorities with you: is it not Percival who says, * Par-
ody is & favourite Sower both of ancient modern
literature ; its ludicrous properties devive their wit
from association, and never fail to produes admira-
tion and delight when i unites taste in gelection with
faliclty of application ; even licentious spechmens of
it move-to langhier ; for we are always inclined to be
diverted with mimicry, or ridiculons imitation, wheth-
er the original be an object of respect, or ind nee,
or even of contempt ¥ Recolleet, too, that & polish-
ad Athenlan audience heard with bursts of mirthful.
applause, aven the discourses of their favoarite Soc-
raiﬂ_”huﬂe l::;ld H Mﬂ;ﬂ ]at;é:;.l Tuhene ‘wise
A conc oW A me:; -
hnﬁw you for more ‘:lﬂdﬂﬂl innft’an:m'::;fﬁrs-
[ on."

I'm not quite sure that illL* zaid Fann
® for there was a great deal o I;:&: in Hﬂgﬂ.rﬂ]{;
answer to the young lady who said she envied him
his of caricatmring.”

% What was that 7" asked Mowbray.

“ Why, that the sense of the ridiculous had destroyed
for him the beautiful; for, that in the face of an angel
he could not help detecting something to caricature.
It is for the same reason that one never can sympa-
thize with an_habitual sneerer, however affectingly

and beautifully some of their tho may be ex-
pressed. I&e{ﬁhmumﬂﬂ.ﬁm w?ith?ﬂ-
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tnire. One cannot even be sure that be felt it, when
he wrote Zaire vous plewrez! and thiz doubt makes
ons almost check one's own tears, as rise,”

* That ia a very profound remark of yours,” re-
plied Mowbray, “ for there is a depth in all truth,
which nothing but sincerity can extract. Even dogs
can deteet real from affected sorfow or anger, and
sympathize with the former, as much as they neglect
B e S ey vy Hior Nouph

¥ ajor -

pumﬁngipimm%wﬁuaheﬂm&'immhuﬁ;

Biaff over her head, “ [ should be quite unhappy if you

were my daoghter; for they say, so young, and yet

¥ Pardon me,™ sald Mowbray, smiling, *not that [

I‘mklﬁ]::]tn mm;l:ntng.ﬂiuﬂu’x -:l:&nitgnm

3 ow the proverb he guoles
m‘hﬂn{:?ﬂlte. lmmml!:mr .
"Matord fine semex = din sener o velia,”

%00 ! if yon bepin with your classics, P'm off ™ aaid
the major, “for I never had any nuhmnﬁr the
ancienis, maleor female. Ha! be! ha! bat don’ t=ll
M=, N. this when yvousee her," addad he, with his fir-
ger al the side of his nose, az he madehis exit,

*Jan* that d——nd garter finished yet?”’ said Lord
de Clifford grofiy, as be folded a note he had been
writing doring the foregoing conversation, * Made-
lndisc Dantoville would have dope it in half the

el-

“7i ia & pity you did oot give it to her to do, then,”
said Fanny m£gmﬂf, “ ag her sigter left the room,
with tears coursing each other down her cheeks, as
she placed the piece of embroidery upon the
which her lord and master took up, and
mu “gh ancther dmﬁ:} o

hat superior beinge your sex are, are they not,
Mr. Mowbray 7 asked Iy imnlcm . &4 the door
closed on her brutal brother-in-law.

4 They are superior brutes, when set about it
certainly,” said Mowbray, 8s he and Fenny went up
gtairs to er to their respective rooms.

That night the lights flitted from room to room, and
from corridor o corridor, in Il Leone Bianco-—and

HWWithin the surface of the Besting river,
The wrinkled image of the city lay
Immoveably noquet.”
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The last gondola had rowed eway with every one
but Lord and Lady de Clifford, and Mowbray, who,
Enowing that the latter must pass through the draw-
ing-room on her way down stairs, as her bedroom
 waa within it, con himeelf behind a curtain, in
the deep recess of one of the wind that he might
nscertain what her dress was. There did not appear
fo be a soul left in the hotal ; for the master and mia-
tress of it, with all the servants, had been invitecl:li
Madame de A.'’s domestice to go and see the b
tho gailantry of Sit Walter Ralcigh, whis he Angered

antry o ; ter while
heﬁ tut::-jurnsule his dear Am}f or rather his bien
amiée, ln the school-room, before he joined the bril-
liant pageant. Poor Julia was still sitting before her
toilet, with & heavy heart and her mask on, Rstening
for the last footsteps to recede, that she mnig»t not en-
counter Mowhray, when the door wes uneeremond-
ously opened, and her husband en glittering
and sparkling in the magnificent dress of Lord Lei-

cester.

“ How kind of you,"” said Julia, springing forward,
{0 come and Jel me see I::fore you went. Your
drese iz realiy beantiful ; and how well you have
fgk'ﬂ ;hﬁ garter,” continued she, stooping down to

t. -

5 e it ™ eried with an impatient stamp of
the foot, “I can’t stand here all nighl for you to iock
at me a8 if [ was 2 poppet-show, [ want those last
books that came from Parie for Mademoizelle Dango-
ville. 1 thinlk, ]I::,::mr thing, a3 she is up there by her-
gelf, you might bave thought of offering them to her,
only you never do ah¥thing that you uught to do.”

* They are over there,” eaid Lady de Clifford, rath-
er hau%‘ily, pointing to am opposite cheffoniere, with
one of hor amall, white, delicately besutiful hands,

#D——n you, madam," said her tyrant; “ what Jdo
you mean bgi speaking to me in that fone, and as he
spoke, he inflicted & bilow upon the extended hand so
violent and apdden, the pain of which was so intense,
that poor Julia uttered a faint shriek.”

“That's right, madam, make a scene, do, and let all
the world know how ill-nsed yoa are; why dont yon
ril*#tlmbe’ll for your maid, to come and see what a
spffering angel her mistress 1s 7 1 tell you what it Is,
madam, if you don't wash your face and dry your



