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LITERATURE.

GENEALOGY OF THE NOBILITY OF THE UNITED
KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND ;

SHEWING THEIR ORIGIN AND THE CAUSES OF TIIEIR ELE-
VATION.

LVI I.——(&nglishh Earls.

VILLIERS, EARL OP JERSEY.

_ The ancestor of this noble family was Sir Edward Villiers,
President of Munster, in Ireland. He was eldest brother of
the famous George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham ; of John
Villiers, Viscount Purbeck ; and of Christopher Villiers,
Earl of Anglesea. This Sir Edward Villiers married Bar-
bara, eldest daughter of Sir John St. John, of Lydi and

regoze, in Wiltshire. She was niece to Oliver St. John,
Viscount Grandison, Lord Deputy of Ireland, so created
January 3, 1620 ; with remainder to the issue of Sir Ed-
ward Villiers, by Barbara St. John.

Sir Edward died on the 26th of September, 1626, and his
remains lie interred in the Earl of Cork’s chapel, at Youghall,
in the county of Cork. Sir Edward left issue, four sons.
From the third, George, succeeded the Viscounts Grandison ;
the fourth son, Edward, was ancestor to the Earls of Jersey.

William Villiers, the eldest son of Sir Edward Villiers,
succeeded to the title of Viscount Grandison, on the death
of his great uncle, Oliver St. John, Viscount Grandison, of
the name of Villiers. This nobleman had espoused the
cause of his king, Charles 1., against the republican parlia-
ment, and died of a wound he had received at the siege of
Bristol, in 1643. He was a nobleman of the greatest in-
tegrity, and the most accomplished manners.

His lordship married Mary, third daughter of Paul, Vis-
count Bayning, and had issue by her, an only child, Barbara
Villiers, created Duchess of Cleveland, in her own right,
August 3, 1670, by her royal lover, Charles II., who almost
idolized her, and to whom his fickle heart was more firmly
and longer attached than to any other of his mistresses.
She was remarkably beautiful ; but she was something like
to Madame de” Montespan, the favourite of Louis XIV.;
they both ruled over the hearts they had enslaved, with a
rod of iron, and when the subjugated monarchs wished to
divest themselves of those fetters, they found it out of their
power, from the fascination of their fair tyrants, entirely to
break.

Barbara, Duchess of Cleveland, was married at the time
of the king forming this reprehensible attachment, to Roger
Palmer, Esq., afterwards created Earl of Castlemaine. The
countess had issue by the king, three natural sons and two
daughters. The first was Charles Fitzroy, Duke of Cleve-
land, to which title he succeeded at his mother’s death.
Henry Fitzroy, the second, was created Duke of Grafton ;
and the third, George Fitzroy, Duke of Northumberland.
Th&D (il‘dest daughter married Thomas Lennard, Earl of

. V1. .

Essex; and the youngest, Edward Henry Lee, Earl of
Litchfield.

After this short account of the female ancestor of so
many great men, through the favour of an infatuated
monarch, we return to William, Viscount Grandison ; who,
dying without issue male, was succeeded by his next bro-
ther, John,

THE sEcoND ViscounT.—He also died without issue, and
was succeeded by his brother, George,

THE THIRD ViscounT.—He married Mary, daughter and
co-heiress of Francis Leigh, Earl of Chichester; and by her
had issue, two sons. Edward, the eldest son, was a briga-
dier-general in the army, and died in his father’s lifetime,
in 1693. He married, in March 1676, Catherine, daughter
and sole heir of John Fitzgerald, of Dromana, in the county
of Waterford. This lady obtained a patent from King Wil-
liam III., on January 6th, 1679, granting her the precedence
of Viscountess Grandison, in as full a manner as if her hus-
band had lived to enjoy that honour.

Edward had issue by this lady, two sons and two
daughters. Harriet, the youngest daughter, married a Mr.
Pitt, of Boconnoe, in Cornwall, and was the mother of the
celebrated EARL oF CHATHAM, and grandmother to his no
less illustrious son, the late WiLLiamM PiTT, the ablest of
statesmen, the grand support of a throne, founded on the
love of a free people. John Villiers, the eldset son, suc-
ceeded his grandfather, as

_ FourTH ViscounT, AND FIRST EARL OF GRANDISON.—His

lordship died May 14, 1766, when the estates devolved on his
daughter Elizabeth, created Viscountess of Dromona ; but
the title of Earl of Grandison, of Limerick, became ex-
tinct, and that of Viscount Grandison of Limerick devolved
on William Villiers, Earl of Jersey, descended from Sir
Edward Villiers, fourth and youngest son of Sir Edward
Villiers, President of Munster, by Barbara St. John, niece
of Oliver St. Johu, Viscount Grandison, Lord Deputy of
Ireland ; which Sir Edward was a colonel in the army of
King Charles I. He married Lady Frances, daughter of
Theophilus Howard, second Earl of Suffolk ; by her he had
issue, two sons and six daughters, His eldest son, Edward
Villiers, was

FirsT EARL oF JERSEY.—In 1702, he was created Baron
Villiers, of Hoo, and Viscount Villiers, of Dartford, in Kent;
and on” the 13th of October, Earl of Jersey. .He married
Barbara, daughter of William Chiffinch, Esq., by whom he
had issue, two sons and two daughters. The Earl died on
the 26th of August, 1711, the same day he was to have
been appointed Lord Privy Seal, and was succeeded by his
eldest son, William,

THE sEcoND EarL.—His lordship married Judith, only
daughter of Frederick Hearne, of the city of London, Esq.,
and by her had issue, two sons and a daughter. The Earl
died on the 13th of July, 1721, and was succeeded by his
son, William,

Tne THIRD EArL.—This nobleman, on the decease ofJohn
Villiers, Earl of Grandison, in 1766, succeeded him, as
Viscount Grandison, of Limerick, as the fifth Viscount in
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succession. He married, in June 1733, Anne Egerton,
daughter of Scroop, first Duke of Bridgwater, and relict of
Wriottesley, third Duke of Bedford. By her the Earl had
issue, two sons; the eldest, William, dying young, George
Bassy, the second, succeeded his father, and was

FourTti EArRL.—His lordship was born on the 9th of June,
1755. On the 6th of March, 1770, he married Frances, sole
daughter and heir of Dr. Philip Twisden, Bishop of Raphoe,
in Ireland; by whom the Earl had issue, three sons and
six daughters.

The mother of this numerous family was, in her youth,
one of the most resplendent beauties at the Court of
George 11 ; it was easy to see, even in her decline of life,
what she must have been, for she retained much beauty to
the last. Her daughters evineed a great resemblance to
her, and were possessed of much of her outward attrac-
tions, partieularly the present Duchess of Argyll.

His lordship dying on the 22d of August, 1805, was suc-
ceeded by his eldest son, George,

THE PRESENT, AND FiFTHl EARL.—His lordship was born
on the 19th of August, 1773, and succeeded his father
August 22, 1805. On the 23d of May, 1804, he married
Lady Sarah Sophia Child, eldest daughter of John, Earl of
Westmoreland, and has issue, Lord Villiers, born April 4,
1808, and other children.

The motto of this noble family is—Fidei coticula erux.
“« The cross is the test of truth.”

MOUNTEAGLE CASTLE.
A TALE OF TIIE THIRTY YEARS' WAR.
(Contiuued from page 16,

A thrilling qualm, she never felt before, erept over
Adelaide’s breast. She arose, and was proceeding to her
apartments, when—O horror! a gust of wind had shut to
the door leading to the inhabited part of the castle. Invain
she exerted her utmost strength to push it open. In vain
she knocked and called upon Francis, the sound echoing
through the cloistered passage, were beyond the reach of
her distant household. In this dilemma, she had nothing
left but to return to the ehapel and try to find some other
outlet. She took up the altar-lamp, and, going through
the opposite corridor, it gave to her view a sunken door-
way, through which the starlight was faintly shining. The
rubbish was easily removed, and she was certainly not much
pleased to find herself, at that hour, in the dreary court,
formed by the buildings of the questionable wing, and
through, them only it was now possible to arrive at her
own apartments. Silence, dread and drear as the grave,
prevailed on every side. Passing by the mouth of the
cellar, whence, according to Francis, the speetre was wont
to emerge, she diffidently looked down the slanting abyss,
from which a hollow growling seemed to ascend towards
her. Her courage had nearly failed her, but, depreeating her
weakness, she pushed on through brambles and briars,
towards an open porch, and actually ascended a staircase,
leading, as she conjectured, to that part of the building
where she had observed the light on the preceding evening.
Before her lay a narrow slip of a corridor, intersected by
another similar one, in which several doors, loosely swing-
ing on single hinges, displayed a suite of dismal and dila-
pidated apartments. In the strong current of wind prevailing
there, her lamp afforded but an occasional light, and in
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one of its lucid fits, the shadowy figure of a man, in a grey
cloak, suddenly brushing by the wall, and as suddenly dis-
appearing again.—Thke ghost of her grandsire, met her eye !—
Her blood curdled in her veins, her knees refused their
office ;. the door, against which she leaned, burst open,
and she staggered into a spacious Gothic hall! ¢ Merey,

good Lord ! there she is again !”’ exclaimed a voice, and the

apparition in the grey cloak shot past her, and plunged into
an adjoining room.

““'Then it is a human being still,”” thought she, breathing
again freely. A door of a side-room, standing ajar, tempted
her to enter it. What a sight burst upon her view there !
The grey spectre, cowering in a corner, again set up a dole-
ful shriek at her appearance, while a handsome pale-vizaged
man was rising from a mean pallet. His noble features,
though stamped with the languor of illaess, still retained
their native dignity ; clusters of dark-brown curls shaded
his fine forehead, and his grave black eyes shot looks more
of enquiry than surprise, at the sudden visitor, who kept
her station in the doorway, like a piece of sculpture, evi-
dently more terrified herself, than intending to terrify
others. g

¢ What brings thee within these melancholy walls, lovely
vision?”’ asked the unknown, while supporting Adelaide,
whom this unexpected encounter had thrown into a state of
stupor, bordering on a swoon.

¢ Speak not to her, for God’s sake!’’ cried he in the
corner. *“ Nor touch her, she is stooping to throttle you.
Keep off, keep off—Merciful God! blue flamds, are rising
out of the earth ! now, it is all over with us,”—and down
went the panic-struck creature with his face flat on the
ground, while Adelaide’s lamp rolled along on the stone
pavement, the inflamed fluid meandring in a fearful blaze.

After some minutes she regained her conseiousness, and
shrunk back with shame and confusion, on finding her head

reclining on the bosom of a stranger, who asked her, in gen-_

tle accents, if she were quite recovered, and how she got
into that abode ? ¢

‘ Not through inquisitiveness only,” replied she, blush-
ing as she disengaged herself from his arm.——* Iam the
owner of this castle.” g

“Do you hear, that, sir? She is the granddam, sure
enough,”” muttered the servant, frightened afresh.

<“Compelled by accident to regain my apartments through
this deserted wing,” continued she, ‘‘to my surprise I
met. 77

¢ With no ghost, but with an invalid soldier, cut off from
his corps, and detained here by his wounds,” said the
stranger, with a graceful bow. ¢ Probably the peculiar
reputation of this pile has been the means of saving me
from being eaptured by the Austrians, who marched past
us yesterday.”

¢ Sure, you are not a Swede?”’ asked Adelaide, in a hesi-
tating tone, which indicated surprise not of an agreeable
nature.—*‘ But be you who you may,” added she, after a
pause, with her wonted suavity, as his right arm in a sling,
and his blanched countenance ecaught her eye—*‘Be you
whom you may, you are wounded, and, therefore, welcome
within these walls, which are also my protection from the
ravaging tide of contending armies.”

¢ Do you reside constantly in this castle ?*’

¢“I/have for the last four days.”

“Little was I aware of being in the vicinity of an
angel.”

¢ Have you been here longer than that ?*’ asked Adelaide,

’
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merely for the sake of saying something in order to hide
the perplexity she was in. '

‘It is three weeks, now, since my servant brought me
hither on his back, senseless, from the field of battle, where
I had to defend myself, at the head of a small band, against
a whole regiment of Austrians. My wounds are not closed
yet, and the proximity of the enemy, whose encounter I
am incapaciated from, has doomed me to this monotonous
existence, which, until the present moment ——’

 Allow your man to see me to my‘own apartments,”
said the blushing maiden, stopping him short. ¢ To mor-
row, perhaps, you will be able to exchange this gloomy
abode for one more commodious.”

‘“ Then I shall be permitted to be in your presence again,
lovely messenger from hcaven ?”’ exclaimed the stranger,
a crimson flush of joy tinging his palid cheeks. ¢ Now
this rock will no longer be confinement to me.”

Mecanwhile, Cutberth, still incredulous, had put Adelaide’s
lamp to rights again, and walked before her hastily, looking
round, however, every now and then, to see whether her
substance had not evaporated into nothingness, as suddenly
as it appeared to him, at first, to emerge out of the ground ;
while his master, sinking into reveries, more and more
rapturous, scanned every circumstance of her appearance,
lest he should have to set it down as a mere illusion, and
the effects of his excited imagination, rendering her the
deaw ideal that had been long the divinity enshrined in
his soul !

Adelaide, too, reached her apartment, exhausted with the
rapid succession of conflicting emotions, and her mind
strongly agitated. To her, too, the whole transaction
seemed a dream. The stranger only was present to her
soul, in the exuberance of manly beauty and innate noble-
ness ; and when surprised in deep abstraction by Dame
Alice, in the morning, she almost wanted countenance to
broach to her the discovery she had made, and. her inten-
tion to accommodate the wounded officer with more com-
fortable lodgings in the tenable part of the castle. Silent,
and with a dissentientshake of the head, old Francis received
her orders to that effect, which were not quite delivered
when Alice came in to announce the stranger himself.

He entered, dressed in the uniform of the Swedish Cui-
rassiers, presenting a figure still nobler than the night
before, although obliged to walk with the assistance of his
servant. Adelaide received him with that bewitching em-
barrassment which embellishes the female countenance the
more, the more intellect predominates in it. *“ Pardon my
premature visit, my lady !’ said he, I could not rest until
I had convinged myself, that the sight T had of you yester-
day, was not merely a delightful vision.” With this, he
availed himself of Adelaide’s invitation to take a seat by the
side of her at a bow window ; and, however frequent the
pauses to which the dialogue was subject, until the recapi-
tulation of their late singular meeting, and the situation of
political affairs in general, gave it greater fluency, _still
the conversation seemed to them the most agreeable, the
most interesting, the most harmonizing with their heart’s
feelings and sentiments, they had ever been engaged in.
Every sentence uttered in the mild and silvery voice of
Colonel Nordenskiold (for so the stranger was called)
seemed to have lain slumbering in her heart. Every idea
of his, though ever so novel, was near akin to her own.
She listened to him with strained attention, and a crimson
glow spread on her face, when Nordenskiold, entranced by
her beauty, involuntarily hesitated at times, when his eyes
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met her’s, which then would quickly hide themselves be-
neath their long dark silken lashes.

The day passed on with winged feet ; another and still
more agrceable one succeeded to it. The frequent kind
offices which the invalid state of the interesting gucst ren-
dered necessary,—the privacy of the dreary abode where
they had so unexpectedly met, as if on a summons of fate,
and, above all, a certain something by which kindred hearts
so often recognise each -other at first sight, matured their
casual acquaintance to that exalted degree of confideuce,
which forms the basis of love, soonet than would have been
the case under different circumstances.  Still their commu-
nications, as yet embraccd general topics, rather than
individual concerns and feelings. All Nordenskiold, there-
fore, knew of Adelaide was, her being an orphan and the
mistress of thd.castle. At the same time that his delicate
demeanour and honourable principles lulled Adelaide’s timi-
dity, and habitual strict sense of propriety, into such
sccurity, she thought it odd to find herself, too, at
at the castle, alone, in the company of a hostile officer,
and that, too, with such a weak and defenceless house-
hold.

The continual marching of troops through the valley,
now no longer disquieted Adelaide ; Nordenskiold’s pre-
sence was to her a sufficient protection against every danger.
But when she reflected on his own predicament in case of a
surprisal, a cloud of anxiety would overcast her counte-
nance, and in such moments she forgot to withdraw the
hand which the Colonel had seized in the vivacity of con-
versation.

One eveningafter the Colonel had accompanied Adelaide,
for the first time, on a walk in the garden, he sat fatigucd,
and in mute eloquence by her side in the saloon, when Cut-
berth appeared at the door with a candle in his hand, to
light his master to his apartment. A frowning look of the
Colonel’s betrayed his vexation at the interruption. Ade-
laide rose with a transient smile, meant as a corrective to
an involuntary sigh, she let her glove fall; they both
stooped for it. Nordenskiold, though not without exertion,.
picked it up. When all at once, he became quite a different
being. His face turned white as marble. His eye, as if
crossed by some horrid spectre, scowlingly fixed on the
astonished maiden, who felt her whole frame shake, as after
heavily breathing, he muttered in accents scarcely audible :
¢ So much then for this fairy dream !” and with a formal
bow, left the room. =

¢ What could have flurried thc Colonel so ? What could
have torn him away so abruptly from her, in whose com-
pany he seemed to have forgotten the whole world but a
few minutes ago ?”’ thought she ; a scalding tear started in
her eye ; struggling with her emotions, she forcibly presscd
both her hands to her bosom, as if to stun the grief raging
there, when she felt her finger painfully cut, and discovered
that she had fractured the glass of the locket usually
hidden beneath her scarf, and that her blood had stained
the ivory, bearing Ernest’s traits.

¢ This, then drove him away !”’ said she, ¢ Well, if it
be nothing else, what menths of constant intercourse with
Nordenskiold would not have effected, this single moment
did. It wrung from her the self-avowal that she had never
felt any love for her betrothed, and that Nordenskiold was
the only man, separated from whom, her existence would
not be worth having. But, on the other hand, her own
voluntary pledge ; her mother’s dying sanction; the Count’s
violent temper occurred to her, and a shugder came over
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her mind at the thought, that the latter might be still alive,
and forthcoming to assert his right.

The morning-dawn found her bathed in tears. She rose
and derived some solace from devotion ; but that too Nor-
denskiold’s nori-appearance soon changed to the irritation
of impatience. One leaden hour after the other wore away
and he came not. The dinner bell rang, and no tinkling of
spurs gave notice of his approach. It was then that she
could no longer master her feelings, she sent to’®enquire
after his health, and received word that he thought him-
self sufficiently recovered to pay his respects to her in the
evening. ik

With her eyes fixed on the door, her heart beating quick,
she counted minutes, and perceived ncither the large
volumes of black smoke rising anew from the valley, nor
heard Dame Alice, who with a portentousmien, was obsgrv-
ing, that the presence of a Swedish officer just now, might
prove disastrous to them on more than one account. HER
soul was taken up by one thought only. Since yesterday,
she had only oNE calamity to fear.

At length the large folding doors opened, and presented
Nordenskiold paler still than when she saw him first. He
stammered out some excuse for not having waited on her
in the morning, and went on to say, that he had made up
his mind to leave the castle at all risks, as his residence in
it, might not only impair her fame, but even involve her
in political difficulties.

The suddenness of the communication had a stunning
effect on Adelaide. ‘“And so regardless are you of our help-
less condition, of your own life 2’ was all she could utter.

“My life, Countess? what does that import? A field
stripped of blossom and fruit, at once, by.one deadly
northern blast ! and as for your safety, how dare I presume
to hope you would prefer this crippled arm to the powerful
protection of Count Traunitz?’’

_ “Traunitz! How came you to mention this name 2”’—
do you know the Count 2

* ¢Po 1know lim? ay; and recognising him, yesterday,
in the locket at. your bosom, I can guess how dear he must
be to this amiable heart. But why withhold from you what
you must'learn ere long? About six months ago we came
in contact with each other in the field, and it was his fate to
become my prisoner.”

““Then he is alive still ?*’ said Adelaide, with almost an
air of indifference.”

¢ He is. He was exchanged by the last Cartel, and 1s
now with a corps that has been cut off by us from the main
army, and'is most likely on the march hither.”

* ¢““Good'God! if it be so. If he should come—""

‘““And find me here ?”” Nordenskiold, rather piqued,
interrupted her. ¢ Be not alarmed, this very day I will rid
you of my presence.”’

¢ For God's sake, consider what you are doing. Unless
you wish my death, do not desert me; not now, in this
dreadful anxicty about you. Remain here; you must not
go hence.” With those words she clung to his arm, and
seemed to wait in fearful suspense for his answer.

““Then your affection for the Count is not ardent enough
to make you fear his jeaiousy ?”’ cried the Colonel, his
t}:)oluntenan’ce brightening up. ¢ Were there yet a possi-

ility——""

‘“None. Iam his betrothed,” replied Adelaide, with a
deep groan, pressing her tearflooded eyes on the back of the
chair before her, »while Nordenskiold, seizing both her
hands; asked her, in a penetrating tone, ¢ Whom do you
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love? the Count, or——2? My lifc depends on your an-

swer.”’

““ You only !”’—her quivering lips were about to stammer
out, when the door was abruptly pushed open, and Alice,
with a face white as snow, rushed in, shrieking ‘‘ They are
a coming ! we are all lost!”’

““Who is coming?” cried Nordenskiold, throwing his
wounded arm round Adelaide, and drawing his sabre with
the other. ¢ Let come who will, I shall protect yon or
perish.””  With this he advanced towards the door, at which
Francis and Cutberth entered, the former all in a tremble,
the latter with eyes flashing fire, holding in his hand an
ancient spear, which he had just snatched from off the wall,
and hastily stating to the Colonel, that a party of straggling
Austrians had appeared before the castle, some of whom had
been already attempting to cross the drawbridge.

““Look to the females—hide them in the cellars of the
Castle’’—cried the Colonel to Francis, and gently seating
the terror-stunned Adelaide on a chair, rushed, unmindful
of his wounds, down into the court.

No sooner had Nordenskiold retired, but Adelaide’s self-
command returned, and along with it a distinct notion of
the danger to which he was exposing himself ; and, but for
the .preventing efforts of her apprehensive servants, she
would have followed him. Savage shouts, and the clatter
of arms, rung in her ear. A hollow and violent erush fol-
lowed, and then all was profoundedly silent again. Now
there was no holding her any longer. With the vigour of
youth she tore herself away from her feeble servants, and
precipitately entered the court, where she beheld Norden-
skiold, leaning in a faint state against the wall, while
Cutberth was hard at work rolling large blocks of stone
against the closed gates, the forcible shutting of which caused
the tremendous crush before.

‘“You are alive; heaven be thanked! You are alive!”’
cried Adelaide, and what with the sudden transition from
unutterable anguish to transcendant joy, and her fervent
gratitude to Providence, dropped down on her knees. Her
disshevelled tresses fluttered uncontrouled about her heav-
ing bosom, and cheeks highly crimsoned with the most
violent mental agitation, while big tears gushed from eyes
fired with the double enthusiasm of love and devotion. So
lovely she had never appeared to the Colonel before. He
gazed on her for some moments with silent rapture. Her
look met his with the concentrated rays of affection,
and suddenly generated a bold thought in his mind. Who
of all her relations that had left her there alonc and unpro-
tected, should prevent him to fly with her, and take her to
his own country as his wife? Revelling for some moments
on the ecstatic dream, he was going to approach her, clasp
her in his arms, and persuade her to consent to his pro-
posal, when he was seized by a sudden vertigo; his former
wound, hardly closed yet, had burst open again, through
the exertion of fighting, and he dropped down senscless at
her feet.

* * * * *

Adelaide sat in mute anxiety by the side of the sopha on
which Colonel Nordenskiold was reposing in a state of ex-
treme debility, arising more from mental than from bodily
suffering. In vain did Cutherth, who ascribed his uneasi-
ness to the fear of the soldiery, exert his rhetoric to make
her comprehend, that the new wound, which his master
had received, was but a slight one; that the Marauders,
suspecting the castle to be occupied by a much stronger
Swedish garrison, had taken to flight after a short resis-
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tance, and that the gate was well barricadoed—she paid no
attention to him. Her eyes were immoveably fixed on the
invalid, who had not, as yet, uttered a syllable, and even
seemed to avoid her gaze. However, on the attendant
withdrawing to the further end of the room, he took her
by the hand, and, pressing it to his throbbing heart, said
in a faint voice, ‘“The happiest and hardest hour of my
existence is gone through. My heart has experienced, for
a few minutes, the bliss of heaven, for which I shall have to
atone with an endless night of resignation. The struggle is
over—honour and duty dictate my leaving you. Nor iIs
there any safety for you here any longer,” continued he,
after a short pause; ‘I know, from good hands, that your
aunt has been residing, of late, at Schweidnitz. Cutberth
shall set out ina peasant’s garb this very night, to inform her
gf your situation, and ask her for horses and an escort
or you.”

‘¢ And what do you yourself intend to do, Colonel Nor-
denskiold ?*

¢“Be not concerned about me ; I too shall find some way
out; no matter which, as they all remove me alike from
this spot.”

On the following day, as evening was setting in, Cutberth
returned from his mission, and along with him the Coun-
tess’s equipage had arrived at the foot of the hill, and the
lovers were sitting on the balcony, hand in hand, and mute,
when Alice came to announce, that every thing was ready
for departing. A death-pang seemed to seize Adelaide’s
heart ; she tendered her hand to the Colonel, who assisted
her down the hill. Twilight waned apace, and the moon,
obscured by heavy clouds, faintly gleamed in the heavens,
when theglare of torches, indicating the carriage in waiting,
suddenly burst upon their sight. With a shriek of anguish
Adelaide sunk on Nordenkiold’s breast, who clasped her in
his arms for a long while, as if he would defy fate to bereave
him of her, and imprinted the first and last kiss of love on
her quivering lips. But with a deep sigh he dropped her
arm, and led her to the carriage, which drove away at a
rapid pace. ‘It is over,” muttered he, ‘‘to me the sun
has set for ever!” v

* * *

(To be continued.)

PEEPS AT PANTOMIMES,
OR, ONCE A, CHILD, ALWAYS A CHILD,

¢¢They bring to mind a day gone by,

Our fathers and their chivalry ;

They speak of courtly knight and squire,

Of lady’s love, and dame, and friar

Of times (perchance not better now)

When care had less of wrinkled brow ;

When she, with hydra-headed mien,

Our greatest enemy, the spleen,

‘Was seldom, or was never seen.”’

. EpwarD MoxonN.
The trite observation, ¢ Once a child always a child,”

discovers more insight into human nature than many are
prone to imagine or inclined to believe; although the
authority of a keen observer, to the ecffect that ¢ men are
but children of a larger growth,” ought to go a good way
towards the substantiation of its truth. But, independent
of this, our leading actions, our most prominent pro-

.

| pensities, attest It also.
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In dress, the vanity of the ciild
clings (after years has privileged the title) to the man.
From our first being put in trowsers to our drawing on
court apparel, or full dress costumes, we are childishly fond
of display ; again, we cry in babyhood, if our rocking horse
or paper kite equal not those of our playmates; in after
years, we are peevish if our steed pace not as well, and
possess not as generous qualities as that of oir friend Sir
Harry’s ; "and we grow quite out of humour with ourselves
should Lady Jennet Jessemy’s carriage and liveries make
those which we sport appear but foils in the comparison.
But,, after all (I am sure that it is natural it should be so),
your CaRrISTMAS PANTOMIME is the fashion of the day which
recreates us children ; even though grey hairs shadow our
brows, we wear, when such is being represented, a laughing
eye beneath them ; we rejoice unatfectedly with those that
laugh heartily ; and viewing, in the dimpling smiles of our
little ones, a reflexion, aftermany years, of such which were
wont to mantle in our cheeks, we give a loose to mer-
riment, and cease to remember that there are such things
as the national debt, or banking-houses that may stop pay-
ment. What, in fact, has ‘¢ breaking up’’ time and the
‘“ holidays”’—dear periods of youth!—to look for but
laughter holding both his sides, as old JoE GRIMALDI
manufactures a man, murders a Pantaloon, or pockets a
dumpling ?

0ld JoE GriMALDI, did we say? A-lack and alas-a-day!
Age and the yellow leaf have seared his faculties, and silent
is the chuckle of the SHAksPEARE of clowns, absent the
broad grin of the matchless of fools! His flashes of merri- .
ment no more set the side-boxes in a roar, his pilfering
propensities have ceased to cause the gods to make ‘“‘a
pother o’er our heads;”” his rich red mouth, his Inscious
eye, as it recognizes some welcome object, and his capacious
trowsers, arc not exercised or stuffe@d for the merriment of
the close-wedged or giggling pittites. The person who
failed to look upon GRIMALDI as a man picked out of ten
thousand, a genius which springs up once in two or threé
centuries, would be very likely to despise SHAKSPEARE be-
canse he was a roysterer in his youth, and to think nothing
of BYroN because he halted in his gait. 3

Then, I should like to know, what there is in our modern
stage translations, or adaptations from the French, our °
German dramas, or even the greater part of our recent
comedies, at all comparable to the wonders worked by
Harlequin’s wand, the merriments caused by Pantaloon’s
mishaps, the astonishment elicited by the Clown’s untiring
tricksies, or the satisfaction emanating from the ultimate
triumph of Columbine? The very action of the scene which
elicits these, is redolent of the joys of our early days. To
tumble about, to cuff and riot with each other, to ‘‘ play
at bowls”’ as it were, and to find we ‘¢ catch rubbers,”’ to
love minced pies, and the produce of bakers’ baskets and
butchers’ trays, even as the Clown loves them, and to play
jokes upon those who enter upon our school confines—to
do all this, is as natural to youngsters as to dislike a task,
and to dread the rod. They understand it, and they rejoice
in it, and consequently we have a theatre full of ¢¢ Adam
Brocks” (instead of one LisToN) in miniature, and it is
laugh, laugk, laugh, from the first appearance of Harlequin
and Co. to the final fall of the envious and splendour-
eclipsing green curtain. Show me the man who will not
become a child again, an ‘‘ Adam Brock” too, under such
seasonable cxcitements, and I will take care not to sit
within half a dozen boxes of his congealing influences ; the
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Upas tree, or the Condor snake, were about as pleasant com-
panions.

Of course then, fair, gentle, or distinguished reader, we
have been these ‘¢ holidays,” also, with a pretty large and
very merry bevy of sons and daughters, nephews and
nieces, cousins and friends, to witness the CHRI1STMAS PAN-
ToMIME. It is possible that we old fellows may be fasti-
dious, and over-rate the days that are gone. Be this so or
not, we are uite convinced, from tolerably keen glances
cast from time to time upon our juvenile party, that the
‘¢ march of intellect”’ has not, at all events, advaneed the
humour and risible character of our favourite annual enter-
tainment, however Messrs. FARLEY, BARRYMORE, MONCRIEF
and other dumb-show manufacturers, might have striven to
refine a jump or restrain a transformation. In labouring to
be gaundy, they have become obscure ; and in endeavouring
to restrain the action of the scene, like a carpenter, by
¢ line and rule,”” they have put fetters upon merriments
and hung up genius in chains. Little Red Ridinghood is
not our old sweetheart, and the gentleman wolf is no more
like the large-eyed, big-voiced, wide-mouthed acquaintance of
those happy times, when we read fairy tales and laid awake
to ¢ tell stories,”” than a modern footman to my grand-
father’s man of all work, or farmer Broadcast’s daughters,
who speak French and play on the piano, to ‘goodman
Giles’s girls of fifty years back, who rose in the morning to
milk the cows or churn the butter.

So also with the ¢ Bees’’ of DRURY LANE ; they are very
fine in coat, and very active in the use of their arms and
legs, but we don’t understand them as old friends, we can’t
be familiar with them, they are not essentially pantomimic.
Mother Goose and Cinderella were worth hives full of such
‘¢ butterfly counterfeits,”” with ‘¢ gaudy wings.”

It is pretty much the same at the lesser houses, though
Jack the Giant-killer, and Taffy, that noted Welchman and
Thief, are, even as a real Cachmere shawl to a cotton hand-
kerchief, better subjects on which to let loose upon us in
laughingglory, dancingactivity, lithsome perseverance, Har-
lequin and his suite ; but then you run the risk of suffoca-
tion to enjoy the Cambrian wonders of the latter, or you
keep bad company to get a glance at the former.

Still, though fallen from its high estate, though shorn of
GRiMALD! and broad grins, Borogna and perilous sitna-
tions; still live PANTOMIME say we ; for when that fails, we
shall lose the cheering sight of beholding smiles upon the
undeceptive cheek of youth; and the consoling thought.
that we have assisted in making, in our day, scores of littlé
commendable masters and mistresses uncommonly happy.

MATERNAL AFFECTION.

One of the richest merchants in Dunkirk
shall distinguish by the fictitious name <;f v%};(;rge;née
seemed one on whom fortune delights in bestowing’
the choicest of her favours. United to a most estimable
female, and the father of a son endowed with the most
excellent disposition, nothing was wanting to render him
completely happ}'r. Every day his commerce became more
and more extensive ; he had several skips at sea, and cor-
respondents in many commercial towns. FEvery thing
appeared to smile upon him, when, by an accident
which no human wisdomn can foresee, he found himself
suddenly reduced to a state of misery. His ships were
taken by corsairs; one of his correspondents became abank-

-against her wishes.
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rupt, by which M. Vanberg found himself very considerably
involved, and he was obliged to stop payment. This chain
of misfortunes made such an impression ‘on the unhappy
merchant, that he fell sick. He was seized with a raging
fever ; in vain his wife and his young son Charles lavished
on him their tenderest cares, the wretched man expired in
their arms; and scarcely had he breathed his last sigh, when
a host of creditors beset the house. The officers of justice
joined them, and very soon the unhappy widow was re-
duced to a state of indigence. Shehad some rich relatives,
whose assistance she implored ; they pitied her sorrows,
bnt afforded her very little help.

Accustomed to live in affluence, surrounded from child-
hood by all that luxury which wealth can procure, Madame
Vanberg knew not how to support the disdain and the galling
consolations of those relatives to whom she had addressed
her complaints. She retired to one apartment with her son
and an old servant, who insisted on sharing her misfor-
tunes. There she worked day and night to support her
wretched existence, and that of her dear Charles. Some-
times this tender mother would sit up whole nights in order
to procure for her child some of those superfluities to which
luxury had habitnated him. She was his instructress
she sought, above all things, to form his heart aright ; and
she often spoke to him of his father ; sometimes of his mis-
fortunes, but seldom of his former opulence, fearing to
excite his regret. In the mean time she could not help
often wishing for some of that wealth which she had lost ;
not for herseif, but for her son. Charles increased in sta-
ture ; he had now attained his eighteenth year. M. Hervé,
formerly captain of a ship, and the friend of his father,
took upon himself the charge of finishing his edncation.
Madame Vanberg was very desirous of her son entering
some commercial house; but the state of her finances was
Should she go, she thought, and
address those relations who had disdained her ? Should
she go to claim some support, some succour from them
who had already refused it her so hastily ? Yes, she was a
mother, it was for her son, her only son ; she silenced the
pleadings of wounded pride ; maternal love triumphed over
that of self, and gave her strength to hazard a second refu-
sal. The unhappy mother was preparing to take some steps
for this purpose, when Charles entered her chamber, with
pleasure marked on his countenance ; he threw his arms
round the neck of his mother, crying out, *¢ Oh! my
mother, be comforted, our misfortnnes are now about to
end ! heaven has put a term to them ; you shall soon again
filt the place that you ought ever to hold in society ; from
henceforth you shallnothave to put up with the pride of those
beings who know not how to honour virtue under the gar-
ment of poverty, my dear mother; I can now defray the =
debt of gratitude I owe you.” 3

‘¢ What can you mean, Charles, replied Madame Van-
berg ; ¢ explain yourself’— ‘

¢ The worthy M. Hervé has charged me with the office F

d
4
.

of going to liquidate a possession, which has just fallen to
him at Martinique ; the produce is destined to set up a
banking-house here, of which we shall share the profits.—

‘¢ How, Charles ! could you think of leaving me 2”’— 2

‘ Only for one year; perhaps not more than for six
months ; and after that interval, I shall return, never to
quit you again. Then, what a charming and brilliant pros-
pect presents itself for you and your son!”

Madame Vanberg again made objeetions :—‘¢ Unhappy
youth,”” said she, ¢ do you reflect on the element to which
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yon are about to confide yonrself? ‘Under what a dertruc-
tive climate you will have to breathe ? should I lose you,
1 shall become alone on the earth, without support.
What are riches to me? it is you alone, who constitute
my happiness.” ;

Charles tried every means of comforting his mother, and
intreated her to hope every thing; M. Hervé united his
persuasions with those of the young man, observing to her
at the same time, ¢‘ that she was dooming her son to a
‘state of eternal indigence. Maternal love again gave way,
and she consented. The day of departure was fixed, Charles
was dragged from the arms of his mother ; and already the
vessel was far from the shores of France.

Four months passed away without Madame Vanberg
having received any tidings of her son. How long
seemed that interval ! What anxiety, what terror, what
uneasiness assailed this tender parent! an involuntary
shunddering took possession of her senses when she thought
of the dangers which threatened her Charles; she re-
proached herself with having suffered him to leave her;
every day she went to the harbour to learn the arrivals of
the different ships. If a brigappeared, carrying American
colours, her heart leaped within her bosom; and the first
question she asked the Captain, was, if he brought
any news from her son? At length, at the end of five
months, she received a letter from Charles: he com-
forted his excellent mother, he besought hei to be trangnil.
The possession belonging to his friend was in a good way

his title to it was confirmed, and, indeed, the property had.

been placed in his hands, hut some time must elapse before
the effects could all be sold, and these were very consider-
able. In a short time after, . Charles informed his mother
in a second letter, that the succession was entirely liqui-
dated. That nothing would detain him longer in a foreign
land, and that, in less than two months, he wouic press her
to his bosom. He transmitted by this letter a large sum of
moncy. He added that he had become the possesssor of a
fortune of above eight hundred thousand franks. This
letter was read by Madamec Vanherg, in presence of M.
Hervé, to her good servant Mary, and rendered this little
society truly happy. Every one began to form projects for
the future. Mary’s were all for the happiness of her mis-
tress and her son, and Madame Vanberg thought only of
Charles : he, she reflected, would again fill his former rank
in society, umited, perhaps, to a wife, both amiable and
virtnous ; while I, said the tender mother, will live near
them, and often witness their felicity. Every day M.
Hervé and Madame Vanberg went to the pier, accompanied
by Mary, to whom the joyful idea of soon seeing her young
master, imparted a delight which made her forget the bur-
then of age. Their eyes looked over the wide expanse of
waters ; and a black speck seemed to appear at the extre-
mity of the horizon; they mutually remarked it to each
other ; by degrees, masts and sails were discovered. An
exclamation of gladness escaped them ; their eyes followed
every movement of the vessel, of which they wished to add
to the speed. It soon crossed the sand-bank, and entered
the road ; with what eagerness did they hasten to see all
those who came on shore! With what avidity did the eyes
of Madame Vanberg seek to behold the features of lier son !
Atlength, they announced to them, that one day they had
spoken at sca with the brig Fortunate, (this was the vessel
wherein Charles was on board,) and the following morn-
_ ing this brig appeared in theroads. We leave to the imagi-
‘nation of our reader, the joyful emotions by which the two
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were agitated, when, in spite of the distance, they distin-
guished Charles himself on the deck, who recognised his
mother, and waved his handkerchief. Madame Vanberg
replied by the same signal. But impatient to press her sou
to her heart, she was desirous of immediately crossing the
space which then separated her from him ; she got into a
boat, which some able rowers caused almost to fly to the
brig. Charles, who guessed the intentions of his mother ;
descended himself into a barge, which immediately put to
sea, and advanced before Madame Vanberg. Already they
had spoken, the two boats drew near each other ; and an
interval of only a few feet now parted them. The impa-
tient Charles gave a leap, and a terrific shriek was then
heard. The unfortunate yeung man had not foresight suf-
ficient to measure the distance, and he fell between the two
boats ; the billows opened, he disappeared, and soon again
floated on their surface, but a swell of the sea carried him
away, and heagaindisappeared. Madame Vanberg uttered
the most picrcing cries; she endeavoured to escape from
the arms of the men who continued to hold her fast.

‘¢ Oh ! save my son,” cried she in accents of despair.

Several sailors leapt into the water, one of them caught
hold of the unfortunate Charles, but too feeble to support
him, he felt him sink again beneath the waves. The intre-
pid sailor plunged in again, again he caught hold of Charles,
teached one of the boats, and placed him in it. Madame
Vanberg threw herself on the body of her son, she pressed

‘him in her arms, but all her efforts were in vain! Charles

gave a deep groan, opened his eyes, and saw Madame Van-
berg. The last words he pronounced were ¢ My mother ! .
and immediately after, he breathed his last sigh. We shall
not attempt to paint the despair of Madame Vanberg. She
was rowed back, sorely against her will, to the shore ; but
she rcfused all nourishment, and died in a few days after
her son!

VALENTINE’S DAY.

Seynte Valentine.—Of custome yeere by yeere,
Men have an usaunce, in this regioun,
To loke and serche Cupides kalendere,
And chose they’re choyse, by grete affeccioun ;
Such @s ben move with Cupides mocioun,
Takyng theyre choyse as theyre sort doth falle ;
But I love oon whiche excellith alle.
DaN Joun LYDGATE, 1440.
———————— The day Saint Valentine,
When maids are brisk, and at the break of day,
Start up and turn their pillows, curions all
To know what happy swain the fates provide,
A mate for life. Then follows thick discharge
Of true love knots, and sonnets neatly penned.
Hurpis.

Hail to thee great Bishop Valentine! Priest, bishop,
saint, or whate’er thou art, welcome once more thy joyous
festival, so impatiently looked for by all the young ladies in
this land of beauty and of love. Welcome thy train of
billet doux, thy universal sacrifice, and massacre of hearts ;
thy smiles, thy leers, darts, smarts, true lovers’ knots,
posies, poetry, and song. Hail to thee, once more, imperial
priest of Hymen, immortal go-between of blushing maidens,
and spell-bound sighing younths! FHail to thy reverend
person, and all the train of smiling Cupids which attend
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thee ! Supreme benefactor of mankind, and care-dispeller~
general to all ¢ we of the youthful vein,”” how Ilove thee,—
doat on thy returning festival, and hold thy name as sacred
and as holy as any of the multitude of wishing damsels,
who count the hours of thy coming! ¢¢ Valentine’s Day !”’
what a world of sweetness is there in the two little words !
a magic spell which, like Urganda’s wand, can change the
sad and drooping aspect of the mourner, into merriment
and mad festivity,—can tear the veil of sorrow from the
despairing heart, and plant the rose of gladness there—
lighting up each beauteous face with smiles and joyfulness,
and rendering our ‘‘ earth’s angels’ lovely and as blissful as
the ¢ Hourii” of the prophet’s rest.

¢ Valentine’s Day!” Now are gay Cupid’s messengers
flying round the town, bearing, in holy trust, the hopes of
thousands, nay of tens of thousands * of our youthful
lovers, burning with all the fervour of passionate anxiety,
till the returning post bears back acceptance or refusal of
the proffercd love. People may talk, and cynics may rail,
but there is not—cannot be a more momentous period in
life ; every feeling is excited, every passion roused, and
merged into the one grand object, the attainment or theloss
of which tends more than people think it does, to the
formation of the future character of the individual. But it
is not, however, our present intention to discuss this inter-
esting subject ; our business is with the merry saint, the
jovial arch-flamen, the gladsome Bishop Valentine !

¢ Good morrow to my Valentine,”” sings the poor
Ophelia.—

Good morrow ! ’tis St. Valentine's day,
All in the morning betime,

And I a maid at your window—
To be your Valentine !

Rude as these lines may be, they are sacred—for they
are Shakspeare’s, one of the wild and beautiful snatches of
song, which are drawn from the heart of the love torn,
riven-hearted maid of Denmark ! It, moreover, celebrates
a custom in the olden time, of looking for a Valentine
through your bed-room window, which has partially de-
scended to us, by the first person we see, of the opposite
sex, on this festive morning, being Our Valentine.

Our fair readers will perhaps be gratified with a few
reminiscences of the practices in former periods, on this
day, from which originated our Valentines. It was the
practice in ancient Rome, during a great part of the month
of February, to celcbrate the Lupercalia, which were feasts
in honour of the deities Pan and Juno. On this occasion,
among a variety of other festive ceremonies, the names of
all the young females were put into a box, from which they
were drawn by the men, as chance directed. The pastors
of the early Christian church, who by every possible means
endeavoured to eradicate the vestiges of pagan superstitions,
substituted the names of saints for those of women ; and, as
the feast of the Lupercalia had commenced about the middle
of February, they chose a saint’s day for the purpose of
celebrating it. As it was, however, impossible to extirpate
altogether any ceremony to which the people had been so
long accustomed, especially one which was so consonant to
their feelings, as the original Lupercalia, the practice of

* Two hundred thousand letters, beyond the usual daily
average, annually pass through the two-penny post-office in
LOI\dOI'l alone, bn St. Valentine’s day. What a #nide of

overs !
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choosing partners or sweethearts, was kept up, and, from
the day upon which it was celebrated, all persons so chosen
were called Valentines.

And now we will record some of our own customs
peculiar to Saint Valentine. In many parts of England and
Scotlend, an equal number of maidens and bachelors as-
semble together, and each write their name upon separate
scraps of paper, which are all rolled up and put into bags 3
the papers are then drawn, and each young man lights upon
a female who is to be his Valentine. The company being
thus divided into so many happy, laughing couples, the
gentlemen give balls and other amusements to their mis-
tresses, and wear the paper with the lady’s name subscribed
on it, upon their bosom or sleeve. The festival is kept up
several days, and we need scarcely add that this little
amusement generally ends—in love !

In some parts of Kent they have a curious kind of sport
on Valentine’s Day. Theyoung girls of the different villages
construct a figure, which they call an ivy girl, while the
young men make up another figure, which is denominated
a holly boy, and after amusing themselves therewith, the
girls steal the Aolly boy and burn him, and the men run
away with the ivy girl, and serve her in a similar manner.
The origin, or the meaning of this amusement, we confess
ourselves at a loss to guess.

Who would not wish to receive a Valentine? Who is
there so dead to all the fascinations of beauty, all the
endearments and allurements of life, as to refuse paying
two-pence or three-pence, or whatever it may be, for one
of those neat folded, tale telling, blissful billets, even though
it should contain nothing more than two hearts transfixed
with a dart, or a true lover’s knot, and a pocsy from the
song—

“ If you loves I as I loves you,
No knife shall cut our loves in two."”
Or a bleeding heart burning on Cupid’s shrine,—or a land-
scape, with a little Love leading two happy creatures in a
silken band, to an inviting church,—or a garland of flowers
entwined round some verses beginning—
¢ My love, my dove, I feel the smart,
Of Cupid’s arrow in my heart.”
Or even if it should be a lady asleep, and a Cupid bearing a
letter, or aiming at her heart with his sure and never-
failing darts,—or the inside of a church, with a rosy-faced
parson joining ¢ two hands and hearts,”” and a little Love
crying ‘“amen.” Nay, though it should be nothing more
than a simple— ; ;
¢ If you’re well, why I'm well,
Pay the post, and all’s well.”
Or nothing prettier than—
¢ The rose is red, the violet’s blue,
Carnation’s sweet, and so are you,”

Who, I enquire, is there that would not fecl delighted by
any of these tender morceaus ? Does it not plainly evidence
that there arc persons who feel a warm and ardent interest
in your welfare, and, humble as the scrap may be, is it not
a Valentine ? and ought you not to be thankful 2
L If such simple prettynesses then are to be esteemed, what
are we to say of the bright and gorgeous emanations of the
artist’s pencil, the glittering and highly wrought &ijouferie ?
which adorn the windows of our fancy stationers, and are
more sp,leéndid than the beautiful annual pocket-books which

we should never touch but with new gloves on our hands,

ol W
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for fear of sullying their brilllancy. Roses, which unfold-
ing, discover gorgeous temples, sparkling in gold and
glitter, surmounted with bands of little cherubs that seem
starting into life, and quaint devices, which speak more
foreibly to the heart than the finest poctry of Byron or of
Moore. Wreaths and bouquets of flowers, with Cupids
springing from the leaves, painted in the finest style of art,
the symbolical flowers arranged in an expressive manner;
honeysuekle and jasmine twining fondly round the lilies,
roses, and other beauty blossoms, with the little meek and
blue-eyed ¢ Forget Me Not,” peering from between its
more splendid compeers, but rivalling all in beautiful
allusion. 'What a present for a lover ! —how dearly does his
Tady esteem it !—how fondly does she press the bright gem |
to her heart, and willingly believe its silent eloquence, the
tender avowal of this pledge of love! What is the world ?
What are the world’s delights to those who, confident of
the affection of the one dear object, live, breathe, and
hope for nothing, save that being >—dream but of truth
and rapture,—the only object of days-waking thoughts,—
the only object in the visions of the night. Holding in their
hands the beautiful ijou, they look, and wish, and hope,—
are confident of the admirer’s constancy and truth,—they
have his Valentine,—they have kis heart ! Amiable beings!
may none of your bright hopes be blighted, nor the heart
which now bounds in all the fulness of gaiety and joy,
experience the chilling frost of disappointment and regret,
but ever reposing in the warm sunshine of affection and
love, feel not the agonizing thrill of winter’s cold and de-
vastating hand! May you sail gladly o’er this sea of life,
no storms to intercept, nor darkling clouds pass o’er your
sun of happiness ; fondly reposing in the constant arms of
your adorer, pass at length into a purer and more holy
state, ‘‘ there to dwell among trees and flowers, which
yourselves have planted in the realms of eternal bliss !”’

Valentines are the most interesting objeets incidental to
courtship ; they serve to remove every obstaele which
prevents an avowal of the passion which is inspired in our
breast, and in a few words reveals it. Lovers are curious
creatures, and often go a round-about way to work, when
the direet road is so much casier.—Louisa was an heiress,
and, of eourse, had many suitors—

‘¢ Among the rest, young William bowed,
But never talked of love.”

Louisa perceived his passion, which, however, he could
not summon confidence or courage enough to reveal ; and,
as it would have been highly indecorous for a lady to speak
first, they both continued to ‘¢ look and sigh, and look and
sigh again.””” At length chanee gave the lovers an oppor-
tunity,—they were alone, ¢‘ walking in the cold and pale
moonlight,’’ by the sea shore,—that moonlight is a precious
time for lovers :—William advanced,—took her hand,—oh,
extatic moment! It was but a word, his countenance
spoke the rest—*¢ Louisa !"”~——he was understood, and an
equally laconic expression erowned his hopes; ‘“ Go and
ask my father I’ It was done, and Lounisa is now Mrs.
William ——. Heaven bless them both ! 2

‘“ Last Friday was Valentine’s Day,’’ says a damsel in the
‘¢ Connoisseur,” ¢ and the night before I got five bay
leaves, and pinned four of them to the four eorners of my
pillow, and the fifth to the middle; and then, if 1 dreamt
of my sweetheart, Betty said we should be married before
the year was out ; but to make it more sure, I boiled an

egg hard, and took out the yolk, and filled it with salt, and °
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when I went to bed ate it, shell and all, without cither
speaking or drinking after it. We also wrote our lovers’
names upon bits of paper, and rolled them up in clay, and
put them into water, and the first that rose up was to be
our Valentine. Would you think it, Mr. Blossom was my
man ? Ilay a-bed and shut my eyes all the morning, till he
ecame to our house, for I would not have seen another man
before him for all the world.”

And now, lest any of my fair readers should suspect me
of ungallantry, I will subjoin the following poetical effusion,
which any lady may take to herself as she thinks proper.

VALENTINE.

Whilst others twine their flowers of verse,
Each blissful thought revealing ;

And fond affection’s tale rehearse,
To beauty’s heart appealing :

I’ve only this—a little flower,
For thy fair bosom got ;

*Twas cull’d in hope’s gay fairy bower,
'Tis call’d—*¢ Forget-Me-Not I”’

And when, 'mid pleasure’s festive scenes,
The light-winged moments fly,

And every thought with rapture teems,
And bliss breathes in each sigh ;

And flashing mirth has wove her spell,
Her wild-rose chain around thee :

And sparkling eyes enraptured tell
The snare in which she’s bound thee ;

Oh! then the flower will also spread
It’s incense round the spot,

And raising high it’s little head,
"Twill say—*¢ Forget-Me-Not !’

And in the ealm and stilly night,
Of Contemplation holy,
When every thought of wild delight,
Is fraught with melancholy ;
And in the cold and pale moonlight,
Thou wanderest sad and lonely ;
And fled is every vision bright,
One Hope wreath left thee only 3

Then like the warbling of a bird,
Around the hallowed spot ;

The light breathed whisp’rings will be heard
To sigh—*¢ Forget-Me-Not I’

Then place the flower upon thy heart,
*Twill never leave it’s shrine

For where its fond stem once hath press’d,
"Twill constant ever twine !

The practice of sending Valentines is not confined to one
class or body of persons, for the same disposition is found
in every rank of life ; and every juvenile, as soon'as he is
old enough to fancy himself in love, thinks it very necessary
to write Valentines. Nay, every village clodhopper must
also have one for his charming Moggy Dumpling, or Betsy
Blossom, and ‘‘ comes up to town i’th’ waggon,’’ on purpose
to buy the prettiest, and have a ** real Lonnon one.”” With
what a happy face he enters the stationer’s shop, and en-
quires for a ‘“nice looking Woluntine,”” and after he has
turned over some score or two of cupids, and hearts, and
churches, and lovers knots, at length pounces upon one
which tickles his fancy, and chuckling to himself, with
what a triumphant air he ulls out his }t)ez‘xzther pouch, and
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throws down the demanded sixpence; then borro*:ving a
pen and ink, he scribbles under the gaudy-coloured picture,
« 11l be your’n if you’ll be mine,
So be my charming Woluntine.”—ROGER CARTWHEEL.

Afterwards, begging the shopkeeper to fold it up nicely for-

him, he sallics out of the shop with as much pride and con-
sequence as if he had been made high constable of his
parish,—jumps up into the waggon again, and is impatient
till he gets down into Gloucestershire. Now mark the
rustic beauty, who is, probably, chambermaid at the Croym,
or cook in Squire Homely’s family; or it may be, dairy-
maid at the manor-housc ; no matter, it is Valentine’s Day,
and Susan is impatiently expecting her Roger’s return from
town, and anxious for what he may bring her. And now
the waggon is seen coming down the lane,—now Susan
laughs and giggles, and stretches her head out, endeavour-
ing to catch a glimpse of her  true lovier.”” Roger sees
Susan, and has a mind to tease her; he lets the waggon
pass her door, and conceals himself, peeping through a
hole in the canvass, to see how she takes it! Sly rogue,—
poor Susan’s bosom heaves as she looks and looks after the
waggon, and no signs of her Roger, till she at length bursts
into tears! This is Roger’s triumph,—he bursts from his
hiding place, and in one moment Susan is in his arms,
pressing tke Valentine to her heart, and shedding only tears
of joy !

}xnyd now a word or two from Elia. Not many sounds in
life, and I include all urban and all rural sounds, exceed in
interest a knock af the door. “ It gives a very echo to the
throne where hope is seated.”” But its issues seldom
answer to this oracle within ; it is so seldom that just the
person we want to see comes. But of all the clamorous
visitations, the welcomest in expectation is the sound that
ushers in, or scems to usher in—a Valentine ! Astbe raven
himself was hoarse that announced the fatal entrance of
Duncan, so the knock of the postman on this day is light,
airy, confident, and befitting one that ¢ bringeth good
tidings.”” It is less mechanical than on other days; you
will say, “‘That is not the post, 'm sure.” Visions of
Love, of Cupids, of Hymens, and all those delightful
common-places which, ‘“baving been, will always be;”
which no schoolboy nor schoolman can write away, having
their irreversible throne in the fancy and affections. What
are your transports when tbe happy maiden, opening with
careful finger, careful not to break the emblematic seal,
bursts upon the sight of some well-designed allegory, some
type, some youthful fancy, not without verses—

Lovers all,
A madrigal,

or some such device, not over abundant in sense,—young
Love disclaims it,~—and not quite silly, something between
wind and water,—a chorus, where the sheep might almost
join the shepberd, as they did, or as I apprehend they did,
in Arcadia.

And oh ! ye anxiously expecting damsels, ye, who, doubt-
ful of your lover’s truth and constancy, impatiently count
the hours that precede the coming of the Bishop’s festival,
which may crown your hopes, or disappoint them, it is my
earnest wish that your desires may all be gratified, and that
every lady may have at least half-a-dozen Valentines on
this memorable day, so shall you be satisfied of the faith of
your adorer, and help to add another wreath to the venerable
brow of the good old joyous creature, Bishop Valentir;e !*

*

PAUL PRY IN THE WEST.

¢ That these things are so, gladdeth me not ; it the rather,
indced, sorroweth, that whilst I heartily strive by exposi-
tion to amend; I may yet waste my good intents on a
thankless office, and become of none effect, like Love’s
labour lost.”’—T1iE MORALIST.

ScENE.—Our particular parlour.—Time—Valentine’s Day,
p. m.—Dramatis Persone.—OURSELVES, SIR WILLIAM
CurTis, MR. SAMUEL R0OGERS, ARTHUR MERTON TEM-
PLETON, PETER and PAUL Pry, ESQUIRES.

- Qurselves.—And now (his wishes they go with us, Sirs,)

Were but our noble correspondent here,

He who has strung us many a dainty rhyme,
And lay of lady-love, and stirring tale,
(Beneath the cloak of humble signature,) .
This meeting were as perfect as our hopes,
And cheerful as the day we gratulate ;

But as it is, our bonnet wears a plume
‘Which shall defy the proudest hand to pluck,
Champion’d asit is now.

Kind friends, associates, firm assistants,
Believe it gladdens much our heart of hearts
To see ye thus amongst us :—e’en alone

Each wonld be fitted unto generous deeds
But thus united, like the fable’s theme,
Invincible we stand.

In plain prose and unaffected honesty, we thank, and most
heartily welcome you. Mr. Pry, we should indeed have
}\'om the willow had you not dropped in upon our humble
are.

Paul Pry.—Why I seldom stand upon ceremony with
friends, Mr. World of Fashion. The man deserves to catch
cold in a well-tempered room, or to endure hunger with
the viands of Nero before him, who wouild do so.

Arthur Templeton—But was there no other cause but
good fellowship ? Did no other view present itself but that
of quaffing healths, and shaking hands with your fellow la-
bourers in, I hope, a rich vineyard, lead you amongst us old
acquaintance ? Come now, confess, (the breath of rumour
dare not, you know, visit it roughly) 1is there not something
under the rose, a little bit of a snake, bred of curiosity,
that sits hatching mischief beneath the flowers of compli-
ment you have so prettily planted ?

Paut Pry.~'Pon honour, young gentleman, you are not
behind your class in using your license boldly. Yet I will
own, why should I not, since you have been good enough to
admit I cannot tntrude, that I was a small matter curious
to discover if any of the East-end gentlemen traders, those,
I mean, who bounce and act Hector on the strength of their
purses, had been permitted to find their way into these
snug quarters, as into subscription, and club houses ; and
lo! I put up, (as sportsmen phrase it,) a brace of as know-
ing ones as ever cashed cheque, or conned conundrums.

Sir William Curtis—Meaning me, Sir !

My. Samuet Rogers.—And me, Mr. Paul Pry. -

Paul Pry—Wear the cap, if you think it will fit you,
it is not for me to buy the stuff and make it up too.

Ourselzes.—Butremember,oldacquaintance,ourci(y-yuest:
are privileged gentlemen. Men as honourable in action, as
hearty in disposition. They are not of your carpet knights
who run = tilt at propriety because it stands in the way of
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their advancement to places they were never intended by
nature to visit ; to soeiety, edueation warranted them not
1n keeping :—to occupations, prudenceand duty forbade them
to undertake.

Paul Pry.—Salve magister ? All hail and peaee good mas-
ter. I did but joke, decipere in loco you know ; the day
warrants stratagems if they tend not to mischief. My
shafts, in good truth, would prove bluntless ones against
the integrity-shielded citizens to whom I now pledge friend-
ship and esteem. Their noforiety owes nothing to plun-
dered tills, to loose soeiety, or spendthrift oecupations.
They are not of those who draw on the resources of to-mor-
row in order to put a good face (dangerous sentiment!)
upon the indiscretions or extravagancies of to-day, till at
last, as poor Beverley, the ‘‘ Gamester’” found, they threw
their eounters in the stream (apt illustration of a ¢“ Pande-
monium’’ pool!) and reaching to redeem them drown
themselves.

Paul Pry.—Nor like others, brother, equally infatuated,
who, because official duties might have given them a royal
andience, or a needy Lord have honoured them by over-
drawing his aecount a few hundreds, faney they are entitled
to ¢ kiss hands’ for ever after ; or in phrase familiar, to
drawl out “ Addy-doo !’ “finc day my Lud.” ¢ A—a hope
your Ludship’s made a good thing of the Silinger?” (St.
Leger the puppy meant,) as nobility stalked by them.

Sir William Curtis—I tell you how it is, my friends. I
was early taught to know that farthings make shillings, and
shillings pounds, and that we must first ereep, and then
go. I was instructed, also, to look to bnsiness before
I even had visions of pleasure, and to feel that the one
was the employment of life, the other its oceasional re-
laxation. The former, the race for the prize,—the latter,
the rubbing down, and the drop of water between the heats.

Mr. Samuel Rogers.—Or the sehoolboy’s play hour, that
pleasant period when ecricket bowls down Cicero, kop-frog
takes the place of Horace, and leaps over Homer, and Fives
and foot-ball oceupy the hands and feet of happy urchins,
whieh, but just now, were puzzled in hunting through Lexi-
cons, or ‘‘ walking to Parnassus.”

Ourselevs.—Or the plough-boy’s otium ashe sits on the lee-
side of the hedge, enjoying his brown erust and skim cheese,
during the heat and burthen of the day. But we again lis-
ten Baronet. Experience should command the homage of
our ears.

Sir William Curtis—Well, Mr. Editor, I was lucky in life.

Good fortune in ldiscuits made me a banker; and loyalty,
and not heing above myself, a baronet. But, sirs, I never kept
a horse till I felt I could pay for the Aarness honestly ; nor a
carriage, before my cas’ account, the produce of just dealing,
enabled me to do so without stooping to cajolery or false
cheques.
» Mr. Samuel Rogers—Nor did I, Sir William, neglect
posting my books before I penned my poetics ; and 1 should as
soon have thought of riding in searlet for my friend the
Duke of Grafton, over Newmarket, as to have concocfed a
conundrum before I had to a purpose consulted Cocker ;
though people are good enough to say that I shall be remem-
bered for—* D’ye give 'em up,” when my ¢ Pleasures of
Memory”’ arc forgotten.

Peter Pry.—I will pledge my admittance to Almacks,
also, that neither of you were ever found thrusting your-
selves into club-rooms, instead of attending to your eus-
tomers ; flattering and feeding players at a time that you
should be protecting other people’s finances, and improving

your own ; keeping late hours with conrtezans, when you
ought to have promoted early ones with your elerks ; play-
ing at hazard ins*cad of saying your prayers, and putting
on when you s’ ~uld have been pulling off your night-caps.

Paul Pry.—And, eonsequently, mystifying accounts, instead
of coming fairly through clearing hours.

Sir Willium Curtis.—You do us simple justice, Sirs. I
have no objeetion to feast your great men of the West at
my Ramsgate-box, nor to set the sail for them, should my
yacht and its provender (the rogues love good feeding as
well as the cits, after all) please them, but as for being seen
at any of those.vulgar man-traps in Bury-street, or the bet-
ter disguised pit-falls in Regent-street ; or the more splen-
did subseription-trap termed the ¢ Hall’”” with flight upon
flight of unfledg’d folly-birds, or old rooks who ¢ caw, caw,
caw,” for the golden grains the silly young birds let fall ;—
why, my friends, I should as soon think of giving up my
laughter-provoking disposition, becoming a Catholic, or of
getting into parliament again for the sole purpose of turn-
ing out the Duke of Wellington.

Arthur Templeton.—Which you would as soon dream of
doing, Sir William, as of wishing your son to spend his
money upon opera dancers and green-room ladies ; have
his clothes built (by the way, have an eye to the young
genileman in this respeet, Sir) exclusively by foreign stitch-
ers ; and forget Lombard Street for late hours and Crock-
ford’s.

Ourselves.—All that you have advaneed, my friends, is
honourable to yoursclves, and humanity. Whatever of
folly and blindness to their duty and interest might
be charged upon many whom we eould mention, were we
so inclined, we fervently trust the terrible and wretched
example of the infatuated Stephenson (would we could see
him as we once did, uhclogg’d with frailty!) will teach
them not to repeat. May his fate warn them so to seleet
their company, that eontamination follow not ; so to chuse
their places of relaxation or amusement, that temptation
first, and then degradation, do not enchain them ; so to
demean themselves that they need not be ashamed to look
man in the faee, nor to dread the still and dark hour of
night, more than the reign of the garish sun ; so to regulate
their time and eonduct, that they fear not Zo be alone; so fo
live that they may know how to die! But this is too serious ;
therefore, with the hope that we shall no more be made
sad at beholding certain faces looking through gambling-
house windows, .and creeping through gambling-house
doors, we will charge our glasses, and change the subjeet.

Sir William Curtis.—And let that be the health of tho
Kixg, and God bless him ! He has again endeared himself
to his people by allowing them to partiecipate in the benefits
arising from an admission to the Park gardens.

Arthur Templeton.—It is an action worthy of, and like
himself ;

Yea it doth set as a rich ornament,
‘Well chosen by the eye of purest taste,
Upon a form already rich in grace,
And perfectly apparell’d.”

Then we owe him mueh for his noble perseveranee (agalnst
mueh officions, bekind tkhe curtain, influence) in furnishing
the noble castle of Windsor, his present residenee, with
English manyfactured furniture.

Peter Pry.—In which the triumph of the British loom has
been pre-eminent over Parisian eompetition. Yet I thinkit
a little hard, that whilst the newspapers are eloquent in the
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praises of the carpets, the produce of Axminster and Kid-
derminster art, his Majesty should not have given them
the opportunity of paying a like compliment to the taste
and industry of the tradesfolk of Wilton. X

Qurself.—And why, Mr. Peter 2 Will you enlighten us ?

Peter Pry.—Because it was in that town, (the capital of
Wilts) that carpets were first made in England ; it is to the
Grandfather, (I think I am not wrong) of the present Earl
of Pembroke that we owe the introduction of the graceful
manufacture! and its consequent extension over the king-
som, till it has become the source of employment to thou-
sands, and has placed in the shade the original inventors.

Paul Pry—The manner of accomplishing this (we may
almost term it so) national object, was curious, and may
amuse to relate. A nobleman of science and spirit, fond of
inventions that were useful, and arts that were beneficial,
the Earl of Pembroke, looked at the Parisian manufacture
with admiration, yet with jealousy ; he applauded, but he
envied, and he at once determined to engraft its beauties
and benefits info kis own country. He succeeded thus.—
Few are inaccessible to bribes; Horace Walpole told us
every man had his price. The ‘purse prevailed in this
instance. One ANTHONY DEVIZEY (or DEVISEY), a shrewd
foreman of the Gallic looms, was gained to our cause, and
was actually smuggled over to England in a tub. He came—
he saw—he conquered. From his exertion, and Lord Pem-
broke’s patronage, nearly four hundred persons were, in a
moderate time, employed at Wilton; our floors were
covered with an elegant and comfortable material, of English
manufacture ; and the carpet trade was established in
England.

Ourselves—Your information is both instructive and amu-
sing, Mr. Pry.

Paul Pry—If it tend, Sir, to direct my gracious and be-
loved sovereign’s attention to the allowing the weavers and
manufactnrers of Wilton to participate in the honour of
decorating Windsor Castle, sharing, thercby, in the benefit
accruing, the King, I am quite sure, will feel he hasdone an
act of justice, and I shall have the gratification of knowing
that I have contributed to the welfare of my NATIVE TowN !
Though, alas! years and friends have passed away, and
woe and disappointment have come, since I last beheld it !

Arthur Templeton.~—Your feelings, Mr. Pry, do your heart
as much honour, as your recollections do your head. But
now, as a man of taste, what is your real opinion of the re-
fitting of the Cumberland Palace ? 1

Paul Pry.—Cumberland hovel, rather, my young friend!
Why, it is a positive nuisance! a very eye sore! Ope got
used to the old, dingy, brick building, as one does @ the
blighted, rugged, pollard-tree, standing as long as one
rementbers in our favourite meadow, but now that it is pie-
balled, made black and white like the jacks of a harpsi-
chord, or like new cloth quilted upon worn out stuff, the
patchwork affair becomes offensive and ridiculous.

Arthur Templeton.—And as ill assorted as the one green
sprout, sprungfrom a grain dropped by wandering bir d
upon the time-settled dirt, clogged in its fissures, of that
scathed tree, which waves its green head in the wind
uscless, and as if in mockery of its blighted foundation.

Ourselves—But not, my friends, like our meeting, for here
we have poetry bursting in energetic strength from so
graceless a theme as the miscalled palace, which is now the
cause of such a waste of money; like, if we must have

similigs—~

1
i

Roses blooming, white and red,
(As if in garden blowing),
Upon the tottering thatched shed,
When atmospheres are snowing
Or fragrance in the place of tombs,
Or music in a storm;
Or, (when the blast of battle booms),
' kY .
Fair Pity’s angel-form.

Peter Pry—Better and better ; but to reduce our lan-
guage to sobriety,—not that cups have intoxicated heads,—
it is a pity, may I not say a shame, to’feel that we must
pay for that which taste cannot appland, nor propriety
sanction ? We would have our princes lodged like princes,
not pressed into patchwork hovels that threaten destruction
to the first sweeper that would be bardy enough to mount
its flues.

Ourselves—I wish the thing were as solid as your observa-
tions, my good friend ; but as we have taken upon ourselves
elsewhere to deliver some opinions uponit, we will cease
to he general here, and allow our city visiters to partake in
the table talk of the night.

Sir William Curtis—Oh! never mind SAMUEL and my-
self. 'Whilst you are pulling to pieces palaces upon earth,
we can amuse ourselves by building castles in {he air; con-
templating, for instance, whether the London University is
liely to found a Fellowship for the best Greek Essay upon
the dressing of turtle, or the Mechanic’s Institute to lecture
upon warm puns, and cold punch once a week.

Samuel Rogers.—Evpeka—I have it: ‘‘found! found!
found !”* as Walter Seott’s Imp dins in the reader’s ear.

Sir William Curtis—What’s found ? Rowland Stephen-
son? A

Peter Pry—~Or the plunderers of the French Ambassa-
dor’s ? ¢

Arthur Templeton.—Or perpetual motion ?

Paul Pry.~Or the longitnde ? s

Ourselves.—Or a rival to the *“ World of Fashion 2"

Samuel Rogers.—Not one of these; yet greater than all!
the ¢‘D’ye give it up 2"’ the ‘“ Conundrum!”’ Hear and be
satisfied ! You all know Godfrey Webster? Sir Godfrey by
title, but I call him Godfrey—familiarity 1s my forte.

Arthur Templeton.—Oh, yes! ““ We all know Tom Moody,
the whipper-in, well !”’

Samuel Rogers.—No, no ! not Tom Moody, but Webster ;
though, to be sure, he can holloa! and ride to hounds like
an Alvanley or a Harry Peyton.” Well, Sirs, I read, here, in
the gentle ‘Morning Post,” that my friend has left town
for a little time (only for a little, mark me), for the
country ; and 1, therefore, ask you (I dare be sworn the
¢ Age” will pilfer it as their own), I ask you—¢ Why does
Sir Godfrey, when he leaves the British Hotel, Jermyn

Street, for his seat near Chichester, endanger the bones ofa *

Royal Duke? D’ye give it up ?—Beccause he’s going to
Battle, Sussex !’

Arthur Templeton.—Live for ever! for ¢ Battle” is in
¢ Sussex’’ decidedly, and the seat of the knowing Baronet.
The thing is complete, gentlemen !

(Adjournment carried nem. con.)

Pavr Pry IN Tne WesT.

ROGERSON AND €O. PRINTEKS, 19, OLD BOSWELL COURT.
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rally of gauze or crape, and, is either in the Circassian or
the Sevigné style. :

We have seen a very beautiful bonnet of black satin,
figured en Arabesques; it is tastefully trimmed with black
blond about the crown, and with pink ribbon, chequered
with black, and edged on each side with yellow satin
stripes, on which are clouds of black. The strings are in
a loop. A favorite bonnet for the carriage is of myrtle

green gros de Naples, lined with canary-yellow; aud orna- |

mented on the crown with fers de Cheval, in scrolls of
myrtle-green, lined with yellow and with black blond :
this bonnet is adorned with three plumes formed of the
tails of the bird of paradise in green and yellow, sepa-
rated by bows of ribbon, corresponding in colour with the
silk of the bonnet.

Among the new coiffeures is the Spanish-Cardinal-Béret.
of bright ruby Indian reps silk; this head-dress so strik-
ingly elegant, is bound round the edge of the brim with
gold lace: the crown is in ¢reillage work; and is com-
posed of ruby satin and gold. From the separation in
front, over the forehead, dependtwo superb-tassels of gold,
which fall over the left temple, and a beautiful white plu-
mage plays over, and finishes this magnificent déret. A
most elegant dress cap of blond, for evening parties or
dinners of ceremony, is among the striking novelties of the
present day. The blond is of the richest and finest texture
and is disposed in fan ornaménts, lightly falling over each
other ; the crown is open in #reillage work, and is of white
satin and silver lama, a bandeau of which crosses the fore-
head, and is of beautiful workmanship: over this splendid
cap are tastefully scattered, in separate flowers, a profusion
of the Summer-rose, in full bloom. A turban of pink satin
and crape, classically folded, is another new article among
the coiffeure department ; it is infinitely becoming, though
large, and is in the form of the turbans worn by the Moor-
ish Priunces.

In the out-door envelopes nothing new can be expected
to take place till about the middle of March, at the soonest.

Pelisses are, certainly, more in favour than cloaks, except |

for the carriage, where they are scen of a very superb
kind; but in neither of these can we yet expect any parti-
cular novelty.

We highly recommend a very elegant dress tippet,

which we saw belonging to a very charming young lady,
at the court end of the town ; and as young people in large
parties are often seated near the door, such precautionary
coverings are as useful as they aré ornamental. This round
tippet was formed of celestial-blue and white crape, and
had the two colours mingled, en eclockettes: the whole
appearance of this graceful appendage was light, and unob-
trusive, though well adapted to the dress party.

- The colours most admired, are celestial-blue, myrtle-
green, canary-yellow, scarlet, ruby, and pink. }

NEWEST PARISIAN FASHIONS,
FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES.

HATS AND BONNETS.—The hats are chiefly of black
or rose-colour ; violet-colour lined with white, green with
pongeau, brown with, yellow ; the red and blue are plain,
and trimmed with the same colours. When a hat is not
adorned with a willow feather, or two esprits, it has, for or-
nament, several long, white feathers. White satin honnets,
with a demi-veil of blond, are much admired.

.
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"It is not only hats and bonnets of gros de Naples which
are embroidered in silk. A satin bonnet of Russian green
has appeared, worked in a pattern, with white silk. The
rosettes and the strings were also ornamented with em-
broidery.

Hats of white satin, lined with blue or rose-coloured
velvet, are worn ; they are adorned with plumes boiteuses,
rose and white, or blue and white. Bonnets of black
velvet, lined with light green, and ornamented with satin
bows, are much in request, as are those of violet-coloured
gros de Naples, lined with bird of Paradise yellow, or English
green, lined with Parma violet.

OUT-DOOR COSTUME.—Many ladies of fashion, who
wear only their hair, without any covering, tie their boa-
tippets across the lower part of their faces, to keep the cold
from their ears.

Several very elegant ladies are seen,in walking, with
boots of purple Morocco, lined with marten.

Many ladies, on quitting a ball-room, put on cloaks
lined with fur. These Witzchouras do not descend so low
as other cloaks.

Square shawls of blue or red Cachemire, sprinkled with
very small dots of gold, are often thrown over the shoulders
of the most fashionable females of distinction.

The pelisses are made of materials of very rich texture,
either figured or plain. Many of them are trimmed with
broad bias folds of velvet. The cuffs and pelerine ‘are
always velvet, trimmed with fringe at the edges, or
notched.

DREESES.—Sleeves made in the English style have, be-
sides the turn which the hollowing out of the sleeve has
round the corsage, to introduce the arm, a kind of crescent,
of the same material as the dress, but puckered or plaited
in a thousand little plaits. This crescent forms the epau-
lettc of the uniform worn by the British troops. Some-
times it is of velvet on a satin dress, aud of satin on velvet.
It seems to be destined in assisting a dress-maker to fasten
the sleeves very low, under the shoulder.

Some whimsical ladies have brought in again a circular
wristband, er boyffont, which, last summer, surrounded the
elbow of the sleeve & la Marie; now, being brought lower,
it is called a rugfe. .

Velvet dresses prevail much, particularly at the Opera,
on a benefit night. Gowns for half-dress are of rose or
cherry-coloured satin; they are made high, with a ruff
round the throat.

Dresses of white or coloured crape have often the addi-
tion of a blond mantelet. Indian reps silk, or Ispahan
velvet, of a celestial blue, have wide sleeves of blond, and
a pelerine trimmed with blond. Ball-dresses are painted
and enlivened in a novel and fanciful style, the ground is
chiefly of stiffened white gauze. Above the bias, at the
border of either coloured or white crape dresses, worn at
balls, is a wreath of vine leaves or poplar, embroidered in
green silk. Several wreaths, in smaller proportions, sur-
round the corsage and the wrists.

There are sleeves called & la Muetle (de Portici:) they
are long, and have, at their terminations, a boyffont cuff,
laid in small plaits, called a ruffle. '

A dress of green velvet, with a small wreath of myrtle,
worked in gold, above the broad hem, with a friar’s belt of
gold round the waist, and wide sleeves of white blond,
having a narrow rufile round the wrist, and a double Tow of
blond round the corsage, has met with much admiration ;
as has also a dress of rosc-coloured satin, trimmed with a
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bias fold af the same colour, in velvet; this bias is cut in
points, fastened to the skirt by knots of pearls. The corsage
is of rose-coloured velvet, ornamented round the tucker
part with pearls, and a small epaulette fringed with pearls,
falls over the blond sleeves ; the friat’s belt is also of pearls.
Satin ornaments, notched, and set on strait, or the notches
crossed over each other, are often placed over the broad
hem at the border.

At the wrists of long sleeves are often seen two wrist-
bands, which approach each other so close, that the fullness
of the cuff forms a bouffont between, and which the French
ladies call a ruffle ; it forms a pretty ornament over the
hand.

In evening parties a boa-tippet is often thrown over the
dress ; it is formed of Marabouts, rose-colour shaded with
white, or blue and white.

Net-work ornaments of silk beading are now a favourite
kind of trimming, falling over the heads of the broad hems ;
each row is terminated by a little tassel, which has a very
pretty effect; a fringe to correspond trims the sash, and
the five points which fall over the short sleeves. These
trimmings are seen on gauze and crape dresses.

At evening parties are seen many gowns of velvet satin,
and of other rich materials ; they are most admired when
of cherry-colour, trimmed with blond. Every shade of
violet is also much in request; a violet-coloured satin
dress, ornamented with velvet leaves, appliguées, has been
lately made for a lady of rank.

A ball dress has been remarked of rose-coloured crape,
bordered with a broad bias fold of the same coloured
satin, above which was a little wreath formed of the tips
of Marabout feathers, mingled with puffs of ribbon, of rose
satin. Dresses of white crape are ornamented with wreaths
painted in different colours, and mixed with ornaments of
gold or silver ; these are much admired for evening dress.
The sash is broad, and embroidered with gold or silver.

Ladies of fashion wear blond ruffies with their short
sleeves, which remind us of the reign of Louis XV, for, at
the inside of the arm, the blond is much narrower than at
the elbows.

If the border of a ball dress is ample, in revenge, thereis
a vast quantity of blond used in trimming the top of the
gleeves, and also in the falling tucker at the back, which
borders the corsage.

Ladies, who do not dance, wear, at the border of their
dresses, one flounce of blond, headed by embroidery of gold
or silver.

Satin dresses of English green, are trimmed with a broad
Chenille fringe. A dress is much admired of a very rich
gauze, ornamented with six narrow satin rouleauz, just
above the hem, round the border : the corsage isof satin.
Figured merinos are still worn in deshabille, with a pelerine
of the same, ornamented by a broad trimming ; the sleeves
are & la Religeuse, with a very narrow wristband. Nava-
rines , Bombazins, and Alpine Cachemires, all fabricated
at La Savonnerie, are much in use for morning dresses.

Above the broad hem of a dress of cherry-coloured crape,
is a trimming of white silk beading ; a white silk friar’s belt
is worn with this dress.

At a ball given at court, Madame, her Royal Highness
the Duchess de Berri, wore a white dress, sprinkled over
with gold spots, woven in the tissue; the corsage was or-
namented with diamonds, marking out all the contour of
the shape. The tunic was of red Cachemire.

. -Madame La Danphine wore a dress of Saxongreen velvet ,
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(this §s a light green, but very lively and brilliant ;) bows
of white satin were placed In front of the skirt, forming an
apron, and in every bow of satin glittered an ear of corn in
diamonds. The corsage was in drapery, and the folds
were drawn together by diamond brooches. At the border
of the dress was a broad trimming of blond. The sleeves
were short, and composed of frills of blond.
HEAD-DRESSES.—The hair is often ornamented with
puffs of ribbon, called kair-colour, which is of the darkest
and the lightest shades of the chesnut, or of the lightbrown
of the wearer’s hair. These ribbons are interwoven with
narrow stripes of gold or silver. Velvet bérets are orna-
mented with long, white feathers, three of which are placed
under the brim, and two above ; the dérefs are in the form

of Spanish fogues; the feathers, which are under the brim,

are fastened in the centre by a diamond brooch. Blond
caps are more in fashion than head-dresses in hair; the
caps arc adorned by a profusion of flowers. On head-
dresses in hair are often seen two rows of quilled blond,
separated by small branches of flowers, forming a half-
coronet, which extends from one ear to the other, and are
terminated by two long lappets of gauze or ribbon. A
small cap, with a blond caul, and without any trimming, is
ornamented in front with a wreath of puffsd ribbon. Hops
in blossom, mingled with pongean feathers, and forming
together a coronet. There are other coronets, composed
of bunches of grapes and roses. The rose-geranium is a
favourite flower in the hair at balls.

A head-dress in hair has been secen at a ball, called
& la Psyche. Tt is composed of a great number of plats,
and surmounted by a butterfly in brilliants. 3

The most distinguished ornaments on &érefs are the tails
of the bird of paradise, disposed in aigrettes; ofthese there
are generally three. A béret of pongeau velvet, thus adorned,
is greatly admired. Many head-dresses are composed of
pearls, mingled with the hair, and rose-coloured Mara-
bouts ; bouquets, also, of foliage, with delicate blossoms,
formed like a bird of paradise, and placed in pairs among
the tresses, produce a charming effect.

The Dauphiness, at the last court ball, wore a Saxon
green velvet fogue, ornamented with a great number of
wheat-ears, in diamonds, and differently coloured stones.

A turban of rose-coloured and silver gauze, ornamented
with silver aigrettes, is often worn at dress balls.

JEWELLERY.— Chatelaines are still in favour.

The Duchesse de Berri, at the last ball given at court,
had her hair adorned with jewels of different colours.

A young Marchioness, on her presentation at court, wore
car-pendants, necklace, and bracelets, composed of rubies
and diamonds.

MISCELLANEOUS.—Besides the large carpet in a bed-
chamber, there is a hearth-rug, and on that a carreau
(foot-stool), whereon to place the lady’s slippers to air
before the fire.

A whimsical fashion, which cannot last, has taken place
in the stockings of ladies in full dress ; they are of flesh-
coloured silk, on which are painted little birds, in blue, or
butterflies in their varicus natural colours.

Bougquets, carried in the hand, are much in vogue.

In full dress many ladies carry an auwmoniere (o kind of

net purse), which species of reticule looks well with velvet -

or satin. E
White gloves are worn in evening dress, richly em-

broidered, either in white silk, in various colours, or

with gold.

v
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LITERATURE.

GENEALOGY OF THE NOBILITY OF THE UNITED
KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND ;

SIHEWING TIIEIR ORIGIN AND THE CAUSES OF TIHIEIR ELE-
VATION,

LVIIL.—English Earls.

POULETT, EARL POULETT.

Sir JonN PourLETT, the ancester of note, from whom
this noble family are descended, lived in the reign of
Richard II. and bad issne, two sons ; Sir Thomas, ancestor
of the Earls of Poulett, and William, ancestor of the Dukes
of Bolton, and Marquisses of Winchester.

John Poulett, in the year 1710, was created

FirsT EARL oF PouLETT.—He married Bridget, daughter
of Peregrine Bertie, uncle to Robert, Duke of Ancaster,
and by her had four sons and four daughters. His eldest
sons were twins, John and Peregrine. John was the sccond
Earl, but dying unmarried the title descended to his next
brother, Vere, (Peregrine having died during the lifetime
of his father), and Vere became

Tumirp Earr.—His lordship was born the 18th of May,
1710, and was married, in 1754, to Mary, daughter of
Richard Butt, of Arlingham, in Gloucestershire, Esq. by
whom he had issue, one son, named John, who succeeded
his father, and was

Fourtn EarL—~His lordship was born on April 7th,
1756, and succeeded his father, Vere, the late Earl, April
14th, 1788. On the 8th of June, 1782, he married Miss
Pocock, daughter of the late Admiral, Sir George Pocock,
and by her had issue, four sonsand two daughters. Iie was
succeeded by his eldest son, John,

Tue rirTit AND PRESENT EArRL.—He was born July the
5th, 1783, and succeeded his father on the 15th of January,
1819. On August 12th, 1820, he married .#4harlotte,
daughter of Henry Berkely Portman, Esquire, and has issue,
Viscount Hinton, born September, 1822.

The family motto is Gardez ta foy—*‘ Keep thy faith.”

A TWELFTH DAY IN FRANCE.

Peter Philippon, a merchant of Amiens, had retired from
commerce with a considerable fortune.. He was one of
those men whom nature had endowed with a decided and
ardent character: he was always in extremes, whether
right or wrong, and possessed of great virtues, 3s well as
great vices. Whatever passion ruled him, it was to excess :
mirth or melancholy, sensuality or temperance, friendship
and hatred, generosity and revenge. He had that cast of
melancholy and bitterness about him, which makes us look
upon things as they are, exposing to our view the hideous
defo.rmity of whatever we may be surrounded by, insensibly
cading us on to misanthropy.
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* When we arrive at

thirty,” he used to say, with a celebrated writer, «'and do
not hate mankind, we cannot love them.” And, in effect,
if he complained of what we find to shock and revolt us in
society, it was because he ardently desired to see it happy
and better. He delighted in doing good, and, whatis a
proof of an excellent nature, to do it himself. Every weck
twenty poor people were assembled together under his
windows, and received, from his own hand, a loaf of about
six pounds weight, and a frank in money; and when he
walked out, he always took care to have about him some
small coin to distribute to any poor wretches that might
come in his way. He had a road mended at his own ex-
pense, which was full of ruts, and.in which his own
carriage had been overturned, mercly hecause he could,
by such precaution, prevent such an accident from happen-
ing to another, which, perhaps, might cost him his life.
The greatest harm any one could say of him, and they
were his encmies, was to style him ¢ the benevolent
ruffian.”’

Philippon would not marry when he was young, and
when any one asked him the reason, he would reply, I
do not see any female of whom I would wish to he the hus-
band, nor any man unto whom I would chuse to hold a
candle.” In the mean time, his only nicce had found in .
him the best of fathers. She was named Elizabeth, and he,
to whom she owed her birth, after having lost his com-
panion and nearly the wholc of his fortune, had left her an
orphan when only -three years of age. Peter, when in-
formed of his brother’s illness, went to embrace him in his
last moments, but arrived too late: he then took the poor
little child in his arms, and addressing the inanimate corpse,
he said, ‘‘ Andrew, I protest, in thy presence, to perform
for her, all that thou wouldest have done thysclf, if thou
hadst lived long enough.” Never was engagement more
religiously fulfilled. Under his own roof, and under his

.own eye, was Elizabeth brought up. He had her instructed

by theé best masters, ahd she became one of the most ac-
complished persons in the ncighbourhood. Ife sought at
once to form her heart and mind, for he thought that one
without the other, was like a fruit which is only replete
with poison. When she had attained the age of seventeen,
he informed her that it was his intention to leave her all his
fortune. ¢‘The only thing which I ask of you, my Eliza,”
added he, ¢“as a recompense for what I have done for you,
is, to delay your marriage till you become of ripened years,
and then to chuse for your husband a man, who, by his
virtues, shall be worthy of inheriting, with yourself, all my
wealth.”” His niece, moved to tears, replied by saying,
she should be the most contemptible of women, if ever she
could be capable of acting contrary to his will.

The daughter of Andrew had, from nature, a good and
tender heart ; she was not unworthy of such an-uncle ; she
had constituted all his happiness ; she would have continued
so to do, if a passion, the strength of which is often so ex-
treme that it too frequently is known to stifle the calls of
duty, had not led her astray. Among the young men who
were distinguished in the best society at Amiens, no one
was more seductive than Armand de Saluces. His featyres
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were perfectly regular, his eyes full of fire, his form exqni-
site, and his manners peculiarly graceful. He had wit,

much vivaeity; his language was enchanting, and an air of

eandour subjugated all who approached him. But these
shining outward attraetions concealed a most vicious and
deceptive mind.  He had squandered away more than half
of his patrimony, in the most shameful exeesses'; and when
he was reproved for sueh eonduct, he replied, in a tone of
raillery, that in moral, as in physical eases, it was only a
beau ideal; for his part, he was resolved not to pass the
best years of his life in pursuing a ehimera. Ie was vexed
if he was obliged to relinquish any party of intemperate
dissipation, as much so as many other men would be
wretehed at having their henour ealled in question. Un-
happy for Elizabeth, she saw him at a house where she was
accustomed to pass many of her long winter evenings.
Her heart, simple as nature itself, felt a want to attach
jitself somewhere, and the first man of that age, rendered
the eonguest easy. ;

Armand was not ignorant of this; he seemed to prefer
her to her young female eomnpanions, and she was soon
completely in love. As for him, he felt hutlittle, or rather
no love for her: he sought only to render her his victim
from vanity, want of some other pursuit, or from selfish-
ness ; she was young, she was beautiful, and was to be
heiress to alarge fortune. Philippon, informed by a friend
of the danger which threatened his niece, forbade lier ever
seeing Armand again. It was too late; the poison had
entered her heart ; from thence it had ascended to the head :
she was no longer reasonable, and she became disobedient.
The first fault brings on others ; and one day Peter learned
that she had abandoned his roof to become the wife of a
vile libertine.

Elizabeth had, no doubt, tranquillized her mind with the
hope that her uncle, by whom she was so tenderly beloved,
would pardon her fault, and acknowledge Arniand for his
nephew. But she was mistaken ; her flight threw him into
a passion of anger, the effects of which were a little terrible.
He destroyed the will that he had made in her favor; he
cursed the hour and the day when he had reeeived her to
his arms as a daughter, and took a solemn vow that she
should never again set her foot in his house; and to rejeet,
as utter strangers, the ehildren which might be born from
this guilty union. In vain his imprudent and unfortunate
nicee tried every means to make him relent. Her regret,
her repentance, her submission, and her prayers, could not
touch his deeply-wounded heart : his good old housekeeper,
the oldest friend of the merchant, the respectable clergy-
man of the parish, supplieated and interestedthemselves for
her ; it was all useless. Once they hoped, for a moment,
that the sudden and unlooked-for death of her husband
would produee some change in her situation. The worth-
less Armand, two years after, becoming eompletely ruined,
died as he had lived, leaving her the mother of a boy and
girl. He had been drawn to a gambling-house by his vieious
propensity, where he insulted, in presenee of all the com-
pany, an officer of dragoons, who challenged him, and was
wounded, but he soon after pierced Armand through the
body, and left him dead on the field. When Philippon
heard this intelligence, he answered only by a tremendous
frown, andhis malediction continued to pursue the wretehed
Elizabeth. From the time that he had been repaid by so

much ingratitude, and so eruelly deceived, he did not appear |

like the same man. He had fallen into a deep and setiled
melanclioly ; his hatred towards mankind had taken a more
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ferocious charaeter: he had broken off all commerce with
his own friends, nor would he see, nor be seen by any
one. Quitting town entirely, he retired to his estate in the
eountry, to a lone house, near a league distant from any
other dwelling. There he passed whole days, shut up in
his chamber, secing no one but hls old female domestie, the
only being for whom he did not feel an aversion, and to
whom he yet eould eonfide himself : neglecting bis person,
his beard, and his dress, feeding on the most gloomy ideas,
or employed in reading on subjects yet more gloomy. In
the mean time, the housekeeper observed one circumstance
which proved that his heart was not yet closed to the tender
affeetions of nature: a bird, pursued by a hawk, and al-
ready wounded by its cnemy, took refugein Peter’s bosom :
from that moment the bird became the object of his attach-
ment, and filled up a part of that void he found in his
bosom. He took care of it himself, he fed it with his own
hands, and accustomed it to obey him by perching by his
side, when he took his solitary meals. So true is it, that
man is made to bestow kindness and love, somewhere.
During five years, hilippon lived in this gloomy seclu-
sion; during five years he fed on his dark misanthropy.
At length, the lapse of time, and the eonversation of some
of the oldest of his friends whom he had consented to see
again, brought back his reason to its aceustomed tone.
Before that time, thosc with whom he had formerly been
intimate, durst not present themselves to him, in the fear of
being rejected. He became, what he had been before, the
most beneficent of men: he returned again to his usual
habit of distributing his gifts to the poor with his own
hands. The only eondition that he imposed on his friends,
in admitting them to his presence, was, that they should
never speak of Madame de.Saluces. It was now the com-
menecement of January ; a new year had succeeded to so
many years of sorrow. Those who loved Philippon, went
to pay him the usual eompliments, and were agreeably sur-
prised. They heard, from his own lips, that he desired to
eelebrate Twelfth Night, and to see” that day, assembled
round him, all who used to be, before his seelusion. He
invited also those of their wives and daughters whom he
recolleeted, or whose names he eould remember ; and some
of those daughters had become wives and mothers in their
turn. The zuests arrived at the lone house at noon, and at
four they sat down to table. The repast was eomposed of
three eourses; there werc many delicacies, and abundanee
of cvery fhing. The desert succeeded. The white Cham-
paign began to sparkle, by the side of the red juice of the
grape of Burgundy; their colour, their taste, their warmth
inspired pleasure, happiness, and gaiety. Conversation
became general ; every one sported his jest, related his
story, listened to others, and was listened to when he spoke.
Oue of the eompany was requested to sing: if a lady, and
she, under any pretext, begged to be excused, she was so
much pressed, that, at length, she complied. Then she
addressed the gentleman who sat beside her, after perform-
ing his task, he did the same; and when every guest had
sung singly, the whole table repeated the chorus. If the
verses were rather free in expression, the men laughed, and
the women cast down their eyes and smiled. The long-
expected -cake, which was to give a king to the assembly,
for one night, now made its appearance. Its size was pro-
portioned to the number of the guests; and the knife
divided it in sueh a manner, that cvery one had a proper
portion ; one piece, however, was much larger than the
rest, which was left in the dish : it was a religious custorn,
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and was called ¢ part & Dieu :’ it was given to the first poor
perscn that might knock at the door after the feast. The
cake, after it was cut, was covered over with a rich napkin,
and handed all round ; every one drew forth a slice, and,
with a sort of anxicty, turned it on every side to try to dis-
cover the bean which alone bestows the rights of royalty.
One, thinking he had it, gave a shout for joy, but soon after
found out his mistake; and by long and loud peals of
langhter, was saluted by his companions.

All on a sudden some one knocked at the door; the
housekecper went to open it; after some time had elapsed
she came in, and addressed the master of the house in the
following manner :—¢‘It is 2 poor young woman, who is
come to ask for the portion set apart for Gop.”

“ You must give it her then,”” replied he.

‘“Ah! sir! if you was to sce her, it would grieve you ;
she is so pale, and so weak, and seems to suffer so much !*’

f[nstcad of pity, every countenance now was expressive
of joy.

‘“ How old is she ?** resumed Philippon.

‘¢As well as the snow, which beat in my face, would
allow me to judge, 1 think she seems bhetween twenty-three
to twenty-five years of age.”

‘¢ What, has the weather changed so suddenly ?”’

“The snow has been falling these three hours, in thick
flakes, the trees are covered with them, as wecll as the
ground ; and the poor unhappy creature has a full league
to go, before she can gain the next village.”

‘1 have often given la part de Dieu, myself, to the peor ;
bring the unfortunate woman to me, I' will have the pleasure
of putting this portion ofithe cake into her hands : then
you shall take her into your room, give her a good supper,
and sh'? can sleep to night in the chamber which is next to

ours.

‘“Ah! sir, youare so good ; you are, now, indeed, your-
self again.”

The old woman went out, and in the salon was heard
murmurs of applause, as every eye was turned towards the
door : the young female entered, but how astonished was
every one to behold in her the merchant’s niece! Her,
whom in his rage he had cursed ! All the guests rose, Peter
alone remained seated.

‘“ Madame de Saluces !”’ eried he, turning away his head,
with manifest signs of real aversion.

.. The unfortunate woman threw herself at the feet of this
inflexible being, stretching out towards him her supplicat-
ing hands. -

My Uncle!” exclaimed she, with a voice broken by
sobslx’;’ ““Oh! do not cast me from you! Have mercy on
me!

¢ You have discbeyed me, you quitted my roof, and shall
I pardon you, and receive you under it again ?*’

‘“ That Ged, under whose name I presented myself, and
whose portion 1 came to ask, does not reject the sinner who
repents, and implores forgiveness for his fault.” i

‘1 have sworn never to pardon you, never to withdraw
the malediction which I have pronounced against you.”’

¢¢ God hearkens not to oaths made in anger, and he for-
bids us being inexorable.’” :

‘‘ You have embittered my latter days; you have filled
the cup of my old age with poison.”

‘ When God descended on earth, he took not vengeance
even on his enemies.”

‘‘ You have rendered me evil for good ; you have wounded

he bosom which fostered you.”
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“ When Christ was nailed to the cross, and his body torn
by his own creatures, he did not curse them, but pardoned
all their barbarity.” ‘ :
All the guests who witnessed this scene were deeply
affected ; they joined their prayers to those of Elizabeth :
the women surrounded Philippon, they threw themselves
at his feet, and embraced his knees. ‘The merchant could
not resist; after a moment’s pause, he turned towards
Madame de Saluces, raised her up, and pressed her to his
heart : ‘“My niece, my dear Liza,” said he, as tears of
tenderness fell from his eyes: the good housekeeper re-
joiced at her success, ran to fetch a plate, put a chair by the
side of Peter, who made Elizabeth sit down there. The old
housekeeper went out again, and returned with twochildren,
carrying the little girl in her arms, and leading the boy by
the hand. Their mother again cast herself on her kneces
before Phllippon, presenting these two innocents to him :—
¢ Since,’’ said he, ‘“ they have no father, without doubt,
it will fall on me to supply his place.”” :The overjoyed
guests seated themselves again at the table. Elizabeth was
pressed to take her part of the cake ; she gave a morsel to
each of her children, and she fouud the bean in what was
left. They gave her a glass of wine, they obliged her to
drink it, and she put it to her lips. Tears, which she now
shed, from excess of happiness, dropped in the crystal cup,
and mingled themselves with the red wine. Her lips trem-
led over the brim, and twenty voices repeated tcgether,
““Tue QUEEN DRINKS !”

SHROVETIDE REVELRY.

“

Be merry, be merry !
"Tis merry in the hall, when beards wagall,
And welcome merry Shrovetide.”’—S1IAKSPEARE.

¢ There is no spot where Pleasure dwells,
Where airy Fancy weaves her spells,
Where Wit is bounteous of her choice,
Where Genius bids the arts rejoice ;
There is no spot like ¢kis, where these
Achieve their votive victories !’

So sings the fair Blue-belle, who displays such pretty
blossoms every month in the * World of Fashion.”” No!
there is no spot like England, where Pleasure and Fancy,
with their sports and amusements, have had so leng and
absolute a reign; where merriment and festivity have
spread their enchantments over the minds of the people,
and entitled their little happy country, to the peculiar and
distingnished appellation of ¢ Merry England.” But,
¢¢alas! the mutability of human affairs!”’ as Sir Walter
says—we are losing our national characteristic, and becom-
ing a land of long-faced creatures; we must speedily
exchange the “merry”’ for the ‘“ woeful” title, and, like
the famed Manchean of old, get ourselves dubbed, ¢ knights
of the rueful countenance.”” The marck of mind has trans-
formed us into ¢ other guess’” kind of people, and physics,
and metaphysics, problems, logic, and steam, philology,
physiology, zoology, pathology, geology, and the lord
knows what, have created such a commotion in our sen-
soriums, that, in the tumult of the ¢“march,” poor common
sense has marched away ! 1t js pleasant, however, to recall

i thereminiscences of the past,and, in imagination, participate
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in the amusements of our forefathers. A few seasonable
recollections of Skrovetide, will, we have no doubt, agree-
ably amuse our readers.

An old author has remarked, that, ‘‘in his time, on
Shrove Tuesday, men ate and drank, and abandoned them-
selves to every kind of sportive foolery, as if resolved to
have their fill of pleasure before they were to die!” And
why should they not? Why should our pleasures be re-
stricted, as long as they conduce to our happiness, and
canse no pain to others? It is a system of false morality,
which would put down every harmless amusement, and
substitute a life of tears and groanings.

¢ Shrove Tuesday,” our universal pancake day, is a
Romish festival : the word *‘Shrove” is derived from the
old Saxon ‘¢ Shrive,”” which signifies confession. On this
confession day, every body throughout the kingdom: were
compelled to go, one by one, to their own parish priests,
and confess every sin they had been guilty of. And, as the
confession of such a multitude took up necessarily a great
portion of time, the great bell in every parish was rung
aloud, about eight or nine o’clock in the morning, to call
every stray-sheep into the confessional.

The wafer which was given to the penitents has, at
length, grown into a pancake, and as the Romish religion
gave way, the latter was generally substituted. The great
bell, however, is still rung in many places; but, instead of
the *¢confession,”” it is called the ‘‘pancake bell,” and
serves, not to call on people to forsake their sins, but, on
the contrary, it gives the signal to commence anew the
crimes of gormandizing, gluttony, and the bibbing of wine !
for on this day, as it is merrily observed in ¢ Pasquil’s
Palinodia,” every stomach

till it ean hold no more,
Is fritter-filled, as well as heart can wish ;
And every man and maide doe take their turne,
And tosse their pancakes up, for feare they burne ;
And all the kitchen doth with langhter sound,
To see the pancakes fall upon the ground.

In former times, for a short time previous to Shrovetide,
every body was busily employed in preparing their rich
store for Easter. The bacon and the hams were dried, the
meat was cured and corned, and the savoury black puddings
were filled, and, with other delicacies, stored by. Domestic
feasting and revelry was every where conspicuous. Morris
dancing, mumming, plays and interludes, threshing the
hen, cock-shying, foot-balling, and every other species of
amusement, were every where in requisition. Hospitality
opened wide her portals, and the true English heart dis-
played itself.

In the records of Norwich we find, that in 1440, one John
Gladman made a public disport with his neighbours,
crowned as king of Christmas, on horseback, having his
horse bedizened with tinsel and flauntery, and preceded by
the twelve months of the year, each month habited as the
season required ; after him came Lenf, clothed in white,
and herring-skins, on a horse, with trappings of oyster-
shells, in token ‘‘that sadnesse shulde folowe, and an holy
time;”’ and in this manner they rode through the city, ac-
companied by groupes of others in the same fantastical
manner, ‘‘makynge myrthe, disportes, and playes.”

- In the groupes which attended these mummings, some
of the people were attired in armour, and gave sham fights ;
others' were disguised as devils, frightening the boys ; men
wore women’s clothes, and women were dressed as men;
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some wore robes, as kings and potentates, others, attired as
‘“old fools,” pretended to sit upon nests and hatch ‘¢ young
fools.”” Some wore the skins of beasts, lions, bulls, and
monkeys. In faet, it was an universal masquerade, in
which every individual, from the highest to the lowest,
participated; with only this distinction, however, that the
greatest of the noblemen came among the revelry in
““waggons, finely framed before, and drawne by-a lustie
horse, and swifte of pace.”” The wives and children were
placed in the front of the ‘‘waggon,’”’ and their lords held
the reins hehind.

‘¢ And even till midnight holde they on,
Their pastimes for to make ;
Whereby they hinder men of sleepe,
And cause their heades to ake.
But all this same they care not for,
Nor do esteem a heare,
So they may have their pleasunre.”

It was formerly the custom at Eton school, on Shrove
Tuesday, for the cook to fasten a pancake to a crow upon
the school door, and as crows usually hatch at this season,
the cawing of the young ones for their parent, heightened
this heartless sport.

We have mentioned above, the sport of ‘‘ threshing the
hen,” and extract the following account of it from ‘¢ Tusser
redivivus.””—¢¢ The hen is hung at a fellow’s back, who has
also some horse-bells about him ; the rest of the fellows
are blinded, and have boughs in their hands, with which
they chase this fellow and his hen about some court or small
enclosure. The fellow, with his hen and bells, shifting
about as well as he can, they follow the sound, and if he
can get behind one of them, they thresh one another well
favouredly ; but the jest is, the maids are to blind the fel-
lows, which thev do with their aprons, and the cunning
baggages will endear their sweethearts with a peeping hole.
After the sport, the hen is boiled with bacon, and store of
pancakes and fritters are made.” .

The day following Shrove Tuesday is called Ask Wed-
nesday, from the custom in the Ronish church, for the priest
to bless certain askes, made of consecrated palms or brush-
wood, and strewing them on the heads of the people. The
ceremony, we believe, is intended to remind mankind- of
the substance of which they are composed, and that, like
the ashes, so unto dust must Zkey return.

Ash Wednesday is observed in the Church of England,
by the ministers reading publicly the curses denounced
against impenitent sinners ; to each malediction the people
being directed to utter ‘“ Amer /” Many who consider this
as cursing their neighbours, keep away from church on this
occasion. Bgts

A JEALOUS MAN.

IT is love which constitutes the happiness of human
life, declares the eye of fire, and the animated visage of
a young enthusiast, who beholds only the pleasure ot the
present moment, but who never for once in his whole life,
even reflected on that sublime virtue, almost, indeced, only
in idea, which is named fidelityy love, in itself, is nearly
allied to folly, answers the old man whose sole enjoyment
is centered in the relish of dainty dishes, and to recall at
intervals, to his feeble recollection, some hours of the plea-
sures of his youthful days; love is a state of continual
perplexity and anguish, says the jealous man : no happiness
can dweil in that mind which unceasingly is in dread of a
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rival, and cannot depend on the sentiments of the woman
he adores; so says a jealous lover, and this, to his own
torment, he repeats every day.

Yet, at the same time, her I love possesses all the charms,
all those qualities which are made to inspire the most
ardent attachment, and the most unbounded confidence ;
her sole felicity is in never absenting herself from me for
one moment ; she wishes me to be continually with her :
if T find myself absolutely obliged to quit her, her counte-
nance becomes clouded with sorrow, and she intreats of me
to return as speedily as possible; on my veturn I find her
counting the minutes, and sighing for the moment when
she is to see me again. Well! who could believe it? These
striking marks of her affection destroy my repose; I
imagine that all this is but artifice in her, to conceal the
truth : the sorrows she evinces at my departure excites
suspicion in me ; for who knows but this appearance of
vexation may not be put on to hide the joy which the
approach of my rival inspires her with > ho knows, but
that the satisfaction which she testifies at my return, is
not a veil which she places between her want of faith and
my penetration ? There are times when I wish fo repulse
her carresses, in the fear, that she perhaps, is, in imagina-
tion, bestowing them on another, while she lavishes them
on me. Although, to take from me every cause of jealousy,
she has consented to withdraw hersclf from all society, I
cannot, for all that, prevent myself from having some
raging fits of jealousy, which almost drive me to a state of
frenzy ; I cannot bear to see her look out of the window ;
I am in tortures on such occasions: I fear that the passers
by will remark her, and that other eyes than mine will
dwell on her features, and, that in exchange, she may
cast a look on the rash being who does not turn away his
eyes from her; I wish her to desire nothing, to regret
nothing, but let the love of me be sufficient for her ; that
she may see nothing beyond that, and if I knew that she
formed a wish, however innocent might be the object, I
might be capable, in a moment of jealousy, to break with
her for ever. I am ashamed to-confess it, but the care
which I saw her take of a little canary-bird, whose charm-
ing pipe enlivened her solicitude; and her fondness for the
bird seemed to me, like a robbery committed on that
affection which she ought, exclusively, to bestow on
me.

Must I, after having confessed my weakness, publish my
disgrace 2 Too happy, if I .had experienced only the
chimerical torments of a heated brain! Alas! it was
destined that I should receive the most cruel blow which
could fall on a sensitive being. One evening—O, fatal
evening !—not being able tolive in the state of doubt which
rent my heart, I resolved to put her to the proof. I pre-
tended business which would keep me from her the whole
evening ; as usual, she testified much sorrow, and I pre-
tended to believe all her tender demonstrations. I went
out; in a moment after, I came back on a sudden; I as-
cended the stairs,—I drew near—the door was shut. I
knocked, no one answered. I knocked again, accompany-
ing the action with saying, in a terrific voice, It is me 1"
“Oh! it is you, my friend,” said a faltering voice, ““I
will open the door directly—come in.”” I did enter; tran-
sported with rage, with palid countenance, and trembling
Iips ; my first care was to cast around the most scrutinizing
looks ; I drew aside the curtains. Oh! what was my f

and my desperation, when I beheld a inan in the obscurity of |
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the alcove.* I attempted to lay hold of him, but we were
separated by the bed ; I stooped forward to seize him, but
he made the same movement, and he disappeared from iy
sight ; in my fury, 1 crept under the bed, and as I sought
to catch hold of him, I stretched out my hauds, as I thirsted
for vengeance, but the traitor again escaped; I rose up,
and he stood before me ; then, with an arm, strengthened
an hundred-fold by desperation, I dragged the bed with
violence into the middle of the chamber, and rushing on
the wretch, who had been the destruction of those dear
illusions I delighted in cherishing, I received a dreadful
blow on my hand, from my own shadow ! which, thanks
to a wax light placed behind me, had been reflected ont he
wainscot for the last quarter of an hour. I had my wrist
put out, but it is now cured, and my jealousy is still with-
out remedy.

MARCH MIRTHS AND MANCEUVRES.

¢ Each month ils uses has, nay cheerfulness ;
And ’twere as idle and ungrateful task
To burrow, Timdn like, in darksome caves,
Because one friend has fall'n, or one hope fail'd ;
(Forgetting others still may grow about us)
As to turn Misanthrope that yesterday
Is as a bye-gone tale.””——J. F. S.

Since CHR1STMAS GAMBoOLs and good cheer
Are as forgotten things,
And Twerrtn NicuT, unto urchins dear,
Gone with its ¢ Kings’ and ‘“ Queens;”’
And VALENTINE’S whole stock of darts
. (That fled like Xerxes’ arrows,)
Wounding as easy fond swains’ hearts,
As small shot shivers sparrows ;
We still, to conquer spite and spleen,
(If reason is in rhyme,)
‘Will see what next struts on the scene
To play an act with Time :
And so run conqu’ring tilts at woes,
Whilst blust’ring MARrgIf his breezes blows.

We've seen what fashions, fancies, fops,

Chill February brought,
. We’veheard of country cousins hops,

By courting squires sought ;

The pantomimes have had their run,
The sporting peers their ride,

And Parliament it is begun,
And ‘¢ Ayes’’ and ¢‘ Nays”’ divide :

And gentle forms, in graceful pairs,
O’er frost-glaz’d streams do pass,

Despite the ringlet straight’ning airs,
Or Guardsman's quizzing ylass.t

Yet still enough is left to cheer,

This the third monthk of our new year.

* Whoever has been much in France, are no doubt well
aware, that, in the interior, and even in some very re-
spectable houses in Paris, are yet found l/ifs de repos, in-
closed, in a recess, resembling an alcove in every sitting-
room: these are sometimes adorned with a peculiar dis-
play of elegance and taste, and are more for shew than use.
.+ Some very excellent, nay very elegant, female friends -
were sadly rallied for mingling with the throng of skaiters



For, there’ll be ballots for thie balls,
And ballets for the stage,

And lacqueys lining regal halls,
And libels in the ‘“ Age;”’

Whilst some will patronize French plays,
And some be penning sonnets,

And some approving BuccLeuci’s chaise,t
But none, 1 hope, French bonnrets :

For Englisk taste, like English hearts,
No single step should yield,

But eonquerless in fashion’s parts,
As routless in the field :

Let this be so, and all will own

That MArcn is very gracious grown.

LAPORTE again has op’d his doors
To great folks of all nations;
His fiddlers they are off by scores
To flee vile regulations :
And people hire their sittings now
(Let’s vote the practice low) {
Like stalls at fairs ; or though, I vow,
*T'were Sadler’s cattle show :

upon the Serpentine ; but that it was with justice they were
so beset, I cannot admit. For mine own part I would
rather see them, when properly clad, as they invariably are,
performing the graceful movements the exercise of skaiting
is eapable of aceomplishing, than following the shouts of
the hunting fraternity, playing male parts in privatc thea-
tricals, gambling at écarté, suffering the torture under the
serewing hands and pinching charges of some foreign Ma-
dame des modes ; or, like Lady Teazle and Mrs. Candour,
killing eharacters for mere sport. Yet all these things are
perpetrated by ladies of quality, consideration, and wealth,
some of whom were inconsistent enough to say ill-natured
things of my pretty and bepraised skaiters in riding habits.
The fact was, that envy was the mainspring of the ma-
ligners’ movements.

+ The Duke of Buccleuch has set a noble example (upon
coming to his great wealth’ and unstained title) to other
young noblemen. He has not only determined to spend
his fortune in his own country, but to employ his own
countrymen in the produetion of those articles of use, orna-
ment, comfort, or necessity, he may require, whieh the
British soil or British industry and talent can produce ; and
there be few things which they cannot. This is conduet
which ennobles even nobility, and, like mercy, ‘‘ becomes
the throned monarch better than his crown.” It convinces
us also, that the Duke well remembers the stirring words
of the great modern poet of his country, so that with himhe
is ready to exclaim—

¢ Lives there a man with soul so dead,

‘Who never to himself has said, ~

This is my own, my native land.”’
. 1 Our fair ally has here favoured us with a very well
imagined and indignant rebuke upon Laporte’s Bochsa-bad
management, aud the letting.of seats, like sheep-coops, to
the first vendor of live mutton; as, however, we have, in
more than one instance, taken occasion to stand up for
order, grace, and propriety, touching these said innovations,
&c. &c. we must, lest too much of a good thing be deemed
good for nothing, omit BLUE-BELLE’S note, the spirit o
which is embodied in our own observations. * y
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And we have lost Prince Porigyac,
And PiSARONI WON ;
And thus as time pursues his track
Our changeful course we run:
Not murmuring *midst the flitting hours
At March-bred winds, or April showers.

St. STEPHENS’ table con’s will crowd
With very strange petitions ;

The show-rooms’ walls R. A’s will shroud
With medley exhibitions :

The CorLossEUM threats to dim
The glory of great PAuLs’,

And Lady Salisbury has a whim
For leaping gates and walls :

And masks, and mirth, and marriages,
And minstrelsy at noon,

And roll of drums and carriages
Will keep us in good tune;

‘Should discord Marcu’s form encrust,

And envy us his wholesome dust.§

The PaLAcE it will stately stand
In splendours quite its own :
1 don’t mean his of Cumberland
That’s neither brick nor stone ;
The Park gates they will open be
(Gop save THE King, I say),
And Donna GLoria we shall see
In ylory at the play : :
And Blues will write for Colburn’s shop,
Bracks preach for Gambler’s Hall,
And many a hero money drop,
And many a hunter fall :
These things shall be ere March so gay,
Shall be like sing-song ¢ March away.”

Then let us, Persian like, obey
Its rising with true hearts,
And worshipping its dawning ray,
Fear not for future-darts : ?
The PRINCE, the PAVE, PaLAcE, PARK,
The LEVEE, MorNING CALL,
The drive at four, the feast at dark,
Will suit us, sisters, all ;
There are no laws so dear as those
Which FasH1oN’s code decrees;
There are no antidotes to woes
Like her sweet mysteries :
For these, for these, a bland wreath bind,
For merry Marcu and its whistling wind. -
Eve of March, 1829. " A BLUEBELLE.

§ A peck of March dust is worth the king’s ransom.”
So run the old, even if vulgar, proverb. It, however, con-
veys a good meaning, and humane considerations, March
dust is wholesome to our crops, why should it not be to our
courts? Farmers love it, and why not fashionables? To
be sure, it may rustle our petticoats and blind our eyes to
the observance of a new beau upon town, or a fresh turn-
out ; but it is far better than candles at noon day, as in
November, or' the arrowy sleet of a February frost. It
suits my Thyme, at all events, and therefore must do.
Therefore, gentle and fair readers, join a merry-hearted,
giddy-headed ¢ Blue-belle’’ in her endeavour
RvL S a bland wreath to bind

. For merry March, and its whistling wind.”

roamtsl 9 -
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THE RECLUSE OF CHAMOUNIE.
A TALE OF THE GLACIERS.

¢ Stranger, why that pensive brow—
What disgust to life hast thou 2”’—ByroN.
“Oh! ye woods, spread your branches apace,
To your inmost recesses I fly;
1 would hide with the beasts of the chase,
I would vanish from every eye !"”’—SHENSTONE.

——We rested at a small house of refreshmentinthevillage
of St. Joire, whichborethe signof the ‘“Golden Fleece;’’ and
it being too late that day, to begin the ascent of the moun-
tains, I sat myself down comfortably in the little parlour,
among a varied group of the villagers of Chamounie, who
were busily engaged in discussing the merits or demerits of

. a stranger, who had lately taken up his abode in a retired
cottage, at a short distance from the village. Persons of
such uneducated and rustic habits, are generally strongly
inclined to superstition; and it is only for a person to be-
come singular in the least degree, when he is speedily, and
sans ceremonie, dubbed conjuror, or ‘‘ cunning man.” If he
happens to be skilled in medicine, anddoctors his neighbours
successfully, his success is ascribed to his connexion with
a ¢ fearful power ;' but should he practice chemistry,
he must be no other than the ‘‘ old one’’ himself, or,
at least, one of his imps. I was intimately acquainted
with a gentleman, who, tired of the follies of fashionable
life, retired, with his wife and daughter, to a small estate
which he had purchased in Somersetshire, and being a man
of an active turn of mind, he had a laboratory erected behind
his house, and was in the constant habit of amusing himself
and the neighbouring villagers, by a variety of curious che-
mical experiments; yct, although he explained to his be-
holders, the manner in which every seemingly mysterious
effect was produced, in the most clear and comprehensive
way, they became, at length, so terrified by his ‘‘ conjura-
tions,”’ that he was universally denounced as a practiser of
witchcraft ; and compelied, lest some ‘¢ valorous knight”
should make an attempt upon his life, to quit that part of the
country, determining, at the same time, to be careful how
he again let his neighbours participate in his amusements.

As to the Recluse of Chamounie, my companions at the
¢Golden Fleece’” were unanimousin the opinion of hissheing
an evil doer. Not only had the spies, that had been set
ahout him, confirmed the general opinion, but Dame Mag
also, the village gossip-monger, had, but a few days before
she went to rest with her ancestors, revealed a most alarm-
ing truth, respecting the miraculous growth of a large rose-
tree that bloomed in the garden of the'recluse. Now this
Dame Mag, was a person of no small note or consequence
in the village, and her opinion, upon every subject, was
always held sacred; she was an universal newspaper,
could detail all the palitical transactions of every court in
Europe, and give you a correct list (from memory) of every
individual that was executed, as well in her own country as
in Great Britain, &c. for the last six months past ; whether
hung, shot, guilotined, or martyred; with little scraps of
biography, and history, how they hehaved at the scaffold,
and with what resignation they quitted this mortal life ;
her capacious brain tas nothing less than a budget of
murders, fires, and robberies; she revelled in a tale of
assassination, and was in her greatest glory when she could
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get you up Into a corner to listen to her account of the
“ fray of Waterloo,”” which was sure not to occupy you
for more than three hours and a half, or, at best, .three-
quarters, which, to be sure, is nothing to the consideration
of hearing so eloquent a description of the downfall of her
hero, Buonaparte ; the lamentable manner in which she
pictured his last grand essay, and her piteous style of be-
wailing his loss, would certainly have extracted tears froma
brute beast. But, notwithstanding Dame Mag was most at
home in tales of the dreadful, she had a particular zest for
those little sugar plums of gossip store, marriages,and elope-
ments. This was a field for her to expatiate upon, which
came more home to her qualifications ; and if her propen-
sity to politics endeared her to the men, she was equally
esteemed by her own sex for the piquant style of her chit-
chat and table-talk. Whenever there was a piece of work
made about any nuptial affair, Dame Mag was overflowing
with intelligence and observation ; and I think I may ven-
ture to say, that upon such:occasions, her little clapper
revibrated so incessantly, as to rival the rushing of the rapid
Arve that lowed by the village.

But, sic ¢ransit gloria mundi, Dame Mag has ceased to be
an inhabitant of this world; her busy reign is over. No
more shall that fertile brain expend its multitudinous stores
for the edification of the lamentable villagers of Chamounie ;
no more shall that tongue tell tale of horror or of scandal ;
and those industrious hands and arms, which were ever
wont to accompany, in beautiful and graceful harmony, the
eloquence of her speech, is condemned to lie motionless
under a small plat of grass, in the churchyard of St. Joire.

To such a cormorant of intelligence, it may be naturally -
supposed, that the circumstance of a stranger taking up his
abode almost opposite to her own little building, and se-
cluding himself from all connexion or intercourse with the
peasantry, did not fail to excite Dame Mag’s curiosity ; but
every endeavour was exerted, in vain, to ¢‘ draw him out,”
as she frequently boasted her capability of doing. It was

.thought that, upon one of the most popular of the village

festivals, at which the stranger had promised to assist,
Dame Mag would be enabled to succeed ; but all her arti-
fices and little stratagems were of no avail, and the day
closed without Dame Mag, or any of the peasantry, being a
whit wiser than they were before.

This it was, I am inclined to suspect, that first caused her
to consider him in a supernatural light, proceeding upon the
supposition, that any thing that could evade %er curiosity,
had more in it than human philosophy could fathom ; for
that very night she actually kept watch, and saw (that is to
say, we have %er own evidence of the fact, and when was her
opinion doubted ?) such a sight of all sights, enough to
frighten a moderate body out of his wits!

Her tale ran something in this style. After being in bed
a considerable time, she was suddenly awakened by the
rapidrushing of the river Arve, and the tremendous crash of
an avalanche falling from the height of Mont Blanc, and,
moreover, some presentiment flashing across her brain at
the same time, of the mysterious manner in which the
recluse had conducted bimself at the festival, and of the
probability of his being not what he should be, she turned
off the bed clothes, and wrapping a portion of that covering
round herself, moved to the window which overlooked the
stranger’s house and garden, to see ‘“ what she could see.”

The moon shone brightly in the heavens, and an awful
stillness reigned throughout the village, broken only, at
intervals, by the rapid gushing of the river; theé snowy
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mist that arose from the fallen avalanche, was borne on the
wings of the night-breeze, and settled on the leaves and
plants, which shone like silver in the moonbeams. Pre-
sently the clock of the village tolled twelve, and our heroine
began to feel some degree of apprehension at the ominous
hour, and go she went and bolted up the room door;.
whether it was to keep out the cold, or the evil spirits,
deponent sayeth not; but, after she had performed this
precautionary act, returning again to the window, her eyes
fell upon the stranger himself, who had just come out into
his garden, followed by a little black dog, that began to
tear up the ground most ferociously ; and when he had
attained a sufficient depth, the stranger took from his bosom
a small rose branch, and, placing it in the earth, the dog
instantly filled up the hole, and vanished in a flame of fire!
Dame Mag fainted at the sight, and was found late the next
morning by an inferior gossip, who had burst into her
house, in apprehension, at her not appearing in the village
at her usual hour, closely wedged underneath her bed, with
her head in a band-box, and her heels cuddled under her
body.

T¥xe rose branch, however, by the next morning, had
grown into an immense tree; and Dame Mag, departing
this life shortly afterwards, she revealed the fearful truth,
when the stranger was, wiva wvoce, proclaimed a conjuror,
and as such, shunned by the peasantry.

This was the substance of the information which I gathered
at the Golden Fleece, and my curiosity being strongly ex-
cited thereby (& /e Dame Mag), I resolved upon ferreting
out the Recluse before I ascended the mountains on the
ensuing day.

The cottage, to which I was directed by my landlord of
the Golden Fle¢ce, was a neatly built edifice, overhung with
honey-suckles and ground-ivy, the approach to which lay
through a flower-garden, disposed in an elegant and tasteful
style ; the celebrated rose-tree was, indeed, a miracle of
beauty and size, bending under the weight of the immense
number of flowers that it had given birth to.

The prospect from this sitnation was beautiful, and so-
lemnly impressive; the whole expanse of Chamounie lay
open to the view, bounded by the highest mountains in
Europe, perpetually covered with ice, the whiteness of
which afforded a striking contrast to the deep green of the
tall firs, which kept continually swooing in the wind, and
the brighter colours of the various herbs and flowers that
were interspersed, at intervals, upon the scene. There, full
in the view, rose in proud magnificence, the stupendous
Mont Blanc, with the thick clouds playing around and above
it, whilst its summit, breaking at intervals upon the sight,
seemed, like the fragments of another world- descending
upon our own ! Breven and Montanvert, with the many
other gigantic mountains, continued the immense chain of
solemn grandeur and sublimity, which was rendered still
more awful by the falling of numerous avalanches of snow,
with a report like the rumbling of thunder, bearing with
them fragments of the rocks from which they rolled, and
overturning others in their progress; immense masses of
ice, comsolidated by returning winters, precipitated from
the highest summits; torrents, streams of driven snow
reduced to dust, drove on by the force of the air, and hurled
on high, descending in misty showers! There is a grand,
but fearful peculiarity, in the appearance of such a scene.
Instances are by no means rare, of families being crushed
and buried beneath the fatal avalanche, which, falling

from such immense and terrific heights, overturns every
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. object that impedes its progress; and at length falling upon
. the frail, but unsuspecting peasant, involves him and his

family in the same instantaneous destruction that attended
his little possessions.

To revert, however, to the garden of the Recluse, whose
immense rose tree was blooming in all its beauty by the
side of a small rivulet that meandered through the garden,
and was overhung by a large willow continually dropping
tears upon the red leaves of the blushing roses.

Round these interesting objects grew a profusion of
rosemary, wild thyme, and rue, forming together a picture
strikingly beautiful and expressive, and which led me to
conjecture, that so far from the stranger having any thing
to do with the ¢ foul fiend,” he was merely some child of
misfortune secluding himself from an ungrateful and turbu-
lent world ; the miscalled pleasures of which he had found
to be fragile.and evanescent; and endeavouring to find in
solitude that small degree of happiness, which the world
could not afford. % g

Impressed with those ideas, I proceeded throngh the
garden, and, softly knocking at the door, was admitted by
the stranger himself.—He appeared to be between forty and

fifty years of age, of a noble and commanding aspect, but._

over the remains of a remarkably handsome countenancg,
there hung a saddened veil which evidently bespoke the
anguish that preyed upon his heart; his fine large black
eyes which, although their lustre had faded, still gave
evidence of the fire they onee possessed, were fringed by
long silken lashes that still maintained their former beauty
in the midst of surrounding desolation, as if in mockery of
time and sorrow. -

I introduced myself as an English traveller, intending to
remain some time. at Chamounic for the purpose of behold-~
ing the wonders of that romantic region, for a more par-
ticular direction to which, than any less informed villager
could give, I was referred to him by the landlord of the
¢¢Golden Fleece.”

I was most kindly and politely received. My host I dis-
covered to be a Frenchman, but withoutany of the prejudices
or false opinions peculiar to others of his countrymen ;—
he expressed himself happy in being able to assist, as far as
lay in his power, a native of that brave and hospitable and
enlightened country, which he allowed to be a powerful and
fearful rival of his own. .

Our conversation teok a general turn, and we proceeded
from one snbject to another in perfect humour and good
will, but notwithstanding the general politeness of the
stranger, and his endeavours to accomodate me with every
possible information, there was a melancholy sadness
observable in his demeanour, that cast a shade over the
pleasure which I should otherwise have enjoyed in his
society.—I at length took the liberty of jocosely adverting
to the reports which I had heard circulated among the
peasantry, respecting his being a ‘¢ conjuror,” at the same
time observing that I was surprised he did not exert his
art upon the traducers of his character, and spirit them off
in a whirlwind.

The saddened brow of mine host, for the first time, re-
laxed into a smile; ‘Y am apt to think’’ said he, ¢‘that I
am indebted for the honour of this visit to the superstition
of my neighbours, who are ever ready to aseribe evil pro-
pensities to any individual that affects the least singularity
of habit.”” I confessed the fact, and related what I' had
heard at the ‘¢ Golden Flcece” the preceding night.

. “’Tis strange’’ observed my host; ‘but 1 must bear with
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it ; at any rate, it Is far preferable to the false glory of the
world I have retired from. It matters little what people
think or what they say of me. Iam estranged from society
and its praises and censures are now to me alike.”’—I will
not be certain, but I think I saw a tear fall upon his hand.
He hastily arose, asked pardon for his abruptness, and.
expressing a wish that I would repeat my visit the ensuing
day, bade me a good morning.

‘¢ *Tis passing strange’’ observed I to myself as I traced
back my steps to the Golden Flecece. Is he a madman? Is
it grief? What can it be? In vain I racked my brain
to discover a solution of the mystery. Isurveyed the man,
he was all politeness and affability, and, except an observa-
ble tinge of melancholy would appear, perfectly happy.—I
scrutinized the cottage he inhabited, all there was neatness
and regularity—no signs of whitchcraft or conjuration,
spells, wands, talismans or imps; a small library of books
it contained, certainly, but they were all inscribed with the
names of authors whose writings were the very antipodes
to any thing like mystery or magic.—In my way back, I
sought out the old woman who kept his house in order, but
she, like all the rest, was tinctured with the prevailing
opinion, yet, priding herself upon therectitude of her heart,
she ‘“defied the devil and all his wicked works’’—thought
her master, the stranger, was a ¢ Hottentot magician,”” and
expected that he would one day ¢ take his flight into his
own country again on the back of a fiery griffin’’ or some
such monster or other.

I regained the Golden Fleece, and was surrounded by the
landlord and the villagers, who never expected to .see me
return alive from the conjuror’s den, and who almost
stunned me with their wondrous queries; but I, not wishing
to enter into any argument, preserved a taciturnity, that
was interpreted by the company into a dumbness inflicted
on me for my presumption; a doleful groan was ejaculated
in chorus, every body pitied me, somne reproached me, the
landlord sent off for the surgeon, and I went to bed.

I returned to the recluse, early the next morning ; he
was busily engaged in his garden rooting out the weeds
from a beauntiful bed of lilies that fancifully formed two
initial letters—he did not perceive my approach, so busily
was he engaged at his occupation, till I accosted him, when
he appeared agitated and confused, and throwing a large
branch of fir over his lilies which entirely gheltered them
from observation, he remarked, in a hurried tone of voice—
‘“ You have -just seen,”” sir, ‘‘what it has ever been my
endeavour to keep from the sight of every man.—You now
pcrhags suspect the cause”’—and his voice faltered—he
paused. ~

I expressed my regret at having disturbed him, at the
same time I conld not help observing, that if ever I had
entertained the least suspicion of his being a ¢ mystic prac-
tiser’’ it was now entirely removed, since I could readily
believe what were indeed my flrst impressions upon
beholding the formation of his garden.—

¢“ Indeed ! and what were they 2"

¢“That the individual who planted those flowers was
a victim fo unrequited love—""

1 had touched the chord~he would have wept, but the
dignity of the man suppressed for the moment every other
feeling, ax:d he silex::;ly led the way into the cottage—

* * *

* * * * *

Six years a:fter the above occurrence, I made one of a
party to re-visit Mont Blanc and the Glaciers ; it was not
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merely the satisfaction I antictpated of again beholdi
those majestic monuments of nature, but I fondly imaginzg
that I should be enabled to renew my acquaintancc with
the Recluse of Chamounie, a man of such cultivated under-
standing, and polished manners, whose amiable qualities
and distressed feelings endcared him to me by the warmest.
ties; although I was surprized that a man, so sensible
could feel so acutely upon a subject it was the fashion of
the world to ridicule and despise. I forbear to give any
opinion upon the subject, the seclusionr of the individual
and his sense of affection may not be congenial to the
sentiments of some persons ; but, though in their opinion,.
it may say little for his head, it sufficiently indicates that
his heart possessed the noblest and the best of feelings.

It was on a Sunday when our party arrived at St. Joire,
and we entered the village just as the peasantry were coming
out of the church. I was surprised to observe that, instead
of returning to their homes, by far the greatest portion of
them, gathered round a new made grave at the farther
extremity of the church yard, whispering and nodding
significantly to one another, their countenances betraying.
intense anxiety, not unmixed with fear. Presently, the
funeral procession was observed moving slowly along the
dark avenue of firs, whose ample brauches mournfully
waved over the departed corse as if in homour to his
memory, the hollow wind from the mountains murmuring
hoarsely through the large dark leaves, afforded a sad and
solemn accompaniment to the deep tolling of the funeral
bell—A sad presentiment of the awful truth instantly
flashed upon my mind, the curiosity, the anxiety of the
spectators, the retired and almost unnoticed spot wherein
the remains of the departed were to repose, as if his
‘“ mouldering clay” was of too gross a nature to be allowed
to mingle with that of the innocent and guileless peasantry,
making a distinction, even in death, and carrying prejudice
and resentment beyond the grave. I was willing to believe
myself deceived, but again the same awful presentiment
recurred to my mind. As I retired from the mournful
scene, I made enquiries of a spectator, who certificd the
fatal truth of my melancholy conjectures, the individual
whose interment had excited such intense curiosity was—
Tune RECLUSE oF CIIAMOUNIE.

(3 Death
Had seal’d Love’s sacrifice !’

THE WANDERING ANGEL.

An angel wander’d from Eden’s gate,
Joyless and disconsolate ;
Not all its splendours so holy and fair,
Could fix his listless spirit there :
And his life was a dull stream of pleasureless hours,
For ever repining, and e’er on the wing,
Flying far from the rapture of Eden’s bright bowers,
Where all that is blissful and beauteous spring ;
And the cup of enjoyment
He dash’d from his lip,
Disdaining its nectar,
Refusing to sip !

And he wander’d o’er farthest land and sea,
Yet noné so joyless and sad as he;

And again he return’d to Eden’s gate,

As listless and diseonsolate :
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But there @at a seraph In loveliness bright,
‘Whom he clasp’d to his wearisome breast,
When fondly reposing in holy delight,
His heart found its long sought-for rest;
And the cup of enjoyment
Now venturing to sip,
In passionate fervonr
N He press’d to his lip !

PAUL PRY IN THE WEST.

OSWALD.

¢¢ Health, and much joy he with you, MASTER RECORD ;—
I call you so, for, trust me, but your mind
Is as a book of memoranda rich,
Writ down by faithful recollection, sir,
To aid your pleasant speech whene’er the world,
Grown curious on a matter of research,
Should wish its ntterance, c¢’en as I do now
About the news of Town.
OLDSKIRT.

Marry, good neighhour, you do much o’errate

My merits, dubbing me ‘¢ Sir Oracle ;"

But since you will still prick me on the vein
Which tickles most my will, T'll e’en lct loose

The current of my knowledge. Mass, 'tis strange
The CiTv should be always, like a child,

Desiring playthings new. Now, sir, your ears;

It may be, truths which I skall now recount

Will make some others tingle.” M.S. CoMEDY.

PavL Pry’s Study.

Yes, yes, here is another proof of the knowledge which
'my darling dramatic poet possessed, not only of every day
inishaps and occurrences, but of those more serious visita-
tions which harrow up the feelings, and take the senses
prisoner. Has henot said,

¢“The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples——""

shall dissolve, crumble into dust, become desolate as the
ruins of Balcutha ; and here read T of the destruction of
the interior of that most splendid and solemn temple, the
unrivalled Minster of the venerable city of York; a bnild-
ing of which it might be said, that for grandeur and effect,
few structures, even of ancient days, surpassed it; and
that, like the Pantheon at Rome, ¢ the harmony of its
proportions, and the exquisite beauty of its columns,’’ had
scarcely an equai. Well here, does my correspondent draw
a lesson humiliating to the unsubstantiality of earthly pride,
in calling to my mind this glorious Cathedral as it was,
'during the gandy pageant of its festival, and as it is now, a
scathed and fire-withered pile! Surely, surely, this is
-enough to deepen our feelings inte melancholy, and teach
us to turn
¢¢—— regardless of the passing hour,
To trace the havoc of unsparing fate ! |
But yet, why should I bring ‘“ weeping and wailing”’ from
:the North to sour our more lively occupations inthe West? |
With' invitations upon my table, and visiters’ addresses '

ithick as leaves in ¢“Valambroso,’’ inmy card-racks and look-
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ing-glass frame, what time is there for despondency? Then,
here have I excuses (if excuse were wanting) for dropping
in vight and left, east and west, as bountiful as bad poems
or compliments, from his hangers on, to Lord Mayor
TuonesoN. Exhibilions there are, waiting a word from me to
set the cognoscenti purchasing as various as PETERsnAM’s
stock of moustaches, CnHARLES MATTNEWS’s wigs, HARLEY’s
fidgets, or Colonel PETRE’s (he that set up our Lancers,
and made them what they are, useful as well as ornamental)
Cossack trowsers. New plays are promised for public, new
candidates are practising for private (Harrington, Berkeley
Castle, Guildford, Londonderry, &c. &c.) theatricals, and
can green curtains be drawn up at the one, or LiNcoLN
STANIOPE venture to begin a prologue at the other, without
my Montrosian license? No, no, ’pon kornour havn’t a bit of
time, if one would, to make love with melancholy ; still less
to sit down like a ¢i devant, merry, high-going fellow (a
CovENTRY of a former day, for instance, or a BaiLky of
our own times; men-that rival bishops in lawn) cngaged,
for the first time (one soon gets used to it), in the airy
Fleet, or the commodious Marchelsea (not that I was ever
at cither, for I could not act Mackeatk towards them, and
talk of happiness being connected, with the one or the
other ; oh dear no!), still less, I say, to sit down like an
encaged gentleman, who has seen better times, on one side
of the fire place, with an old fellow, bald-headed, white-
bearded, crooked-scythed, hour-glass in hand (that in this
instance, like Gegffray Muffincap’s pistol won’t go off
quickly), and immensely winged, called dull Care or envious
Time on the other, and not a single bottle of Champaigne,
or a Persian Hookah between the two. Such a catastrophe
will not do for me ; so I'll e’en think of merrier matters,
and cheering recollections.—Apropos, the Newspapers ; the
Play-bills, what proclaim they ? — What publisheth the
¢ Post?’—What preachceth Price’—What promiseth ZLa-
porte?

First, intrude or not, for individual estcem must yield to
public duty, I must drop in upon you, Mr. King’s Theatre
Manager, and your fides Ackates Seguin (but pray turn
Bocnsa out of the study, I cannot consent to sit in company
witha '), and seriously remonstrate with you upon
the great wrong, in order to cffect a little right for yourself,
which you do to the appearance of your house, and the
immunities, comforts, and feelings of a good many .of your
best and most payable supporters. ’Pon horour, may I never
do a good turn to science again; never more hear Pasta,
or see SONTAG (why are they over the wave and far away ?)
if your advertisements are not a dishonour to your esta-
blishment, an insult to your subscribers. ‘¢ Applications
for sTALLS to be made, &c. &c.’”* Zounds, Monsieur, are
you in your senscs, or has your advertisement-scribbler
leagued with the fop and fool, who has turned the best
musicians in the world adrift (no; not adrift, for their talent
can insure employment any where, every where) to ruin, to
defame, to expose you? ¢ Stalls!” ‘¢ Stalls!” ¢¢ Banish-
ment,”’ as Hamlet says; that one word  Stall” will be
anon baniskment to you! Are we beasts? Are we sheep,
oxen, asses, stones, mules, that we are to be stalled, and
penned out at so much a score, or dozen, or hyndred? and
being so, that we are to prevent those who have the sense
not to submit to cabinning and confinement from secing
what is being performed, or from, as they were wont to do,
taking the fresh air of the pit, and thelounge of the pleasant
alley. The arrangement, Mr. Manager, looks as ugly as it
reads vulgarly ; in fact, your’s will be the most nunprofitable

L
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rasi-road that was ever made, and the intcrest on its shares,
even Mr. Hume, with his company of clerks, will have a
difficulty of computing. ‘‘ New brooms sweep clean,’ as Sir
James Scarlett told the ex-candidate for Westmoreland hefore
he sat at Canning'’s back, consequently your ezclusive bencles
may do for a few nights ; but, depend upon it, by and by
they will be as empty as the prebandal ones in a cold cathe-
dral on a common prayer day (when there is no visitation
dinner in the prospect), or they will be escaladed, battercd
down like the stnbborn walls of St. Sebastian, if only to oust
the pro tempore fiddlers and musicians put in as substitutes for
the absent LINDLEY’S, HARPERS, WiLLMANS, and those who
can play ; substitutes that, like the lazy, predatory bird of
natural history, creepinto otker’s nest, and foster themselves
irom the warmth of other’s industry. Sir Manager, if this
droppiny tn of mine has not a good effect upon you, the fwo
couple of pit rows you have boarded off (as if for a bull-fight
or sporting, after the French fashion, with the gane couped
in at Fontainbleau), will cause you to be committed for
Jorestalling ; or, as Horace Smith said to me (as he apolo-
gized with the same breath for treading on the cotton flounce
of Miss Hicks of Norton Falgate) for four-stalling. I kope
I don’t intrude, but LAPORTE, LAPORTE, you will be com-
pelled to forego even the luzury (there is no accounting for
tastes) of your neighbour Charles’s cheap composition, if you
don’t strike the cattle pens from pit and play-bills, and
. dispose of the boards to some working carpenter ; in doing

which, take my word for it, there will be found a deal of
wisdom. g

‘To be sure, it is something like smothering a cockney villa
with the Collosseum, or inundating a ruralizing citizen’s
fish-pond (by the way, like a fishmonger’s shop on Sunday
noon, without a fin) with the Serpentine, but still it might
be well to hint to certain cerporation and common council-
men, that they may make themselves egregious close rela-
tions to the deity of folly by their fulsome compliments, and
appetite-flattery they dose the present Lord Mayor wsque
ad nauseam with. One would think that these squeezers

= in old Magog’s hall .
The feasting and ferocious,””

these tide and tide men of brief but bull frog puffing autho-
rity ; who love ‘‘the rough refreshment scramble,”” had
never possessed a gentleman of some wit and more money
for their chief magistrate before, never bad an opportunity
of putting the furred gown of office upon an M. P., or (and
thercin the calapash folks 'do show wisdom) of currying
favour with a possessor of a gilded chain and a massive
mace, who stood well with the powers that be. Goed gra-
cious ! and ‘¢ then, again, out of all whooping” did not the
Premier, tho great captain of the age, the statesman-soldier,
and the hero-politician (and may I never drop in upon nobi-
lity, and be welcome if I do not hold him as wise as valiant,
and as discreet as determined), did not, I say, ARTHUR
WEeLLESLEY DUKE of WELLINGTON decline aninvitation from
the heir presumptive, from the royal CLARENCE, in order to
dine with his good friend TnomrsoN, and to gratify the
citizens ? Will they ever forget it? Can they cver repay
it? Goodsooth, it will bo a theme passing excellent for
Mayor, Alderman, Sheriff, Recorder, Common Council-
man, till the democrats get the upper hand again ; which,
since Waithman, like his haberdashery, is given to ¢#rim-
ming, is not likely soon to occur; and an annual Parliament,
““my Lord,’’ sets the city by its ears, abominates the flavour
of turtle, rails against barons of beef, because their title iz
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aristocratic, and men in armour, because they are part of
stage properties (which these dry-as-dust democrats often
malign), and

¢ Boobies with heads like poodle-dogs,
With curls like clew-lines dangling 5
With limbs like galvanizing frogs,

And necks stiff-starched and strangling;
With pigeon-breasts and pigeon-wings,
And waists like wasps and spiders ;
With whiskers like Macreapby’s kings,

Mustachios like El Hyder’s’’

dance after his ninth of Nevember dinner to jacobite tunes,.
and revolutionary waltzes. Till this happen, (I expect the
London University will supersede Oxford and extinguish
Cambridge about the time that i will occur) Mr. Bleaden
may continue to lay if on keavy in flattery, as Mr. Nash does
in architecture, upon the Lord ascendant, and feel quite hope,
and heart-satisfied, that he will be paid for his very disinter-
ested oratory by orders for more turtle, and commands for new
corporation dinners. Of a verity, Mr. Bleaden isaman who,
like the immortal Kitchener, has not studied cookery for
nothing ; the PouLTrY has produced him fair instead of
JSoul living. It is a vile pun, but will do for the neighbour-
hood that has fattened a Rogers.

Howdifferently will different people argue of the same sub-
jects, and view the same circumstances. That which made the
guests of Macleth intoxicated, sobered the ambitious Thane;
and so the frost which has disappointed the hopes of your
fast galloping Melton Mowbray men has given me very
considerable satisfaction, for it has sent them to London
again ; and thus cnabled one to drop iz at many a worthy
gentleman’s table, without first riding a steeple chace, or
breaking one’s own thigh and one’s horse’s wind. But by
the way, and not wishing to do an ill turn, for I can admire
and applaud their gallant bearing in the field, when

¢ The fox is before, and ¢ forward’s’ the ery.”

By the way 1 wish my friends ALvaNLEY and CUESTER-
FIELD, (BouveriE and PEvyToN are beyond cure,) would
throw off their kunting expressions with their hunting habits ;
their “long runs,”’ with their long coats; thelr ¢ bursts,””
with their boofs ; and their ¢ spanking spurts’” with their
silver spurs. It reually is’nt pretty—(do you think it is
charming Lady Elizabeh L., for you blushed for the
““wretch” ?) to introduce the language of the covert at the
card table, as ALVANLEY did the other day; and who posi~
tively astonished into dismay, the good old Countess of P.
(who was playing her favourite rubber, at her quiet
domicile at Richmond,) by exclaiming, as he got what he
supposed a winning card trumped, *‘ bad cast by G—! do,
your Ladyship allow me to Zark lack”’ and then, soon
afterwards, upon winning the rubber, making confuslon
worse confounded by vociferating with the lungs of a
Pole—‘* Wno-oop! Dead! dead! Victoria!” Really
must drop in and intreat, ALVANLEY, goodfellow, clever-
fellow as he is, (I wish he’d change his tailor, his present
one rides too much in his carriage I'm afraid,) to change
his phraseology, and CnesTERFIELD his boots. The duild
of both may do for Southampton, and the ‘¢ Quorn,’”
but will not do for the Earl of Southampton and the quality.
With King Alfred the Great, one could even roast cakes
in a goat-herd’s hut, but should we thence turn bakers
when we come to court?- Idon’t wish to intrude, but if
they don't take a friendly hint kindly, shall really make a

\
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minute of an especial motion for the improvement of my
Lord ALVANLEY’S TOWN TONGUE, and my Lorp CHESTER-
FIELD’S TOWN COSTUME, upon the club album ; and may I
niever again hear,

¢¢ Joe Hart his fiddle strumming,””

if that will not work the reform we seek !

ENTRE Nous, as a secret not yet escaped the penetralia,
it gives me great satisfaction, my fair readers, to inform
you that the members of the JuNiorR UNITED SERVICE,
(never mind what the old boys do,) have unanimously de-
termined upon discarding morning cigars, rough watchmen
looking great coats, vulgar oaths slid out of the side of a
twisted mouth, and immoderate whiskers; all of which
were the fashionable sins and vulgarities of last scason.
They have been induced to countenance these wholesome
and gallant changes; first, from discovering, that puff as
they will, the soldiers wives, fish women, and Irish la-
bourers, can smoke them out any inorning with kalf a pipe ;
secondly, that pickpockets, carriers, and coachmen, cven
upon short stages, have long rivalled their best over-wrap-
pers in ferociousness, flaps, capes, and pockets; thirdly,
that practice as they will, they never can compete with
the full voiced blasphemy of GEoRGE HANGER and Tom
CarrLey’s day; and lastly, that therc was a CouNTEss of
SALZBURGH, who in length of moustache, volume of whis-
ker, breadth of beard, and the colour of these, surpassed
all that man could fancy, or the most celebrated getter up
of nature’s_imitations could fashion.* Yeou will now,
therefore, gentle ladies, be enabled to ¢‘ go lightly caracol-
ling,”” as we shall

‘“To watch the swan-like grace
You show in minueting.”

—without apprehending that you fear we shall poison you
with a cloud of villaineus tobacco breath, or that we have
disfigured the human face divine, to the likeness of one of
andseer’s inimitable monkeys, or a French dancing master,
costumed baboon-fashion. These are changes devoutly to
be wished, and I shall drop i, in turn, during your tea-
table chat, and congratulate you upon their completion.
Between ourselves, (for I have no great desire to ruin the
speculators who get them up,) between ourselves, 1 wish
people would cease to pester us with modern pubdlic mas-
guerades. Such exhibitions, as they are now constituted,
conducted, and attended, are mere encouragements to
' exhorbitancy, vulgarity, dissipation, and intrigue. For-
merly, (somewhen about Sir Roger de Coverley’s time,)
wit and fine women, repartee, and men of respectability
and renown went arm in arm, as it were, to these imita-
tions of foreign gaiety ; and I am old enough to recollect
with pleasure, aye and with pride too, (for I was accounted,
when my sword was girded to my loins, my bag-wig in
fine curl, my cocked hat worn with an air of gaitié, and my
frill and ruffies of the best Flanders, no inconsiderable
beau myself.) T am old enough to remember Renelagh,
its stately promenadings and its statelierbeauties ; butnow,

* A portrait of this wonder of woman-kind is even now
in the Museum of Stuttgard ; at the age of 50 years she
might have laughed to scorn Fulwar Craven’s muzzle, and
Petersham’s lips.—P. P. : . '

forsooth, as far as msqueradin% affects us, the age of chi-
valry is passed, and mimics, third rate actors,shopmen, nay
worse characters, usurp the places which the Sheridans, and
Brummels, Fitzgeralds and others higher in rank—(those
of the very highest rank indeed)—made pleasant to ap-
proach. No, no! there is nothing, except the dusy body
name which is so freguently attached to them, passably right
in a modern masquerade.

By the bye, I've news, great news, grand news, for you ;
for it refers to great and grand people! You have heard of
the conservatories on the continent? Well, upon their plan
(only on a more extended and liberal scale) we are to have
a national vocAL and DRAMATIC INSTITUTION, for the culti-
vation of native talent, so as, in time, to save the hundreds
and thousands of pounds we lavish upon foreigners, adven-
turers, and strangers. If it be true, as I have heard it whis-
pered, that the Dukes of Devonshire, Bedford, and Somerset,
Lords Westmoreland, Fife, and Palmerston, Ladies London-~
derry, Salisbury, Tankerville, Mrs. Hope, Mrs. Baring, and
others, the flowers of our gayest parterres have commenced
their patronage of the institution, we not only have a secu-
rity rich in promise that it will succeed, but that the instruc-
tion afforded to pupils by professors of the first eminence
and scientific renown, and such are engaged—Lanza, Hawes,
Crevelli, Greatorex, D’Egyville,—will, beforc many more
Valentines’ days shall weary postmen, and waken gentle
Ophelia’s, so far supply our concerts, and dramatic esta-
blishments, that we shall cease to be beholden to foreign
caterers, and 2o submit to the avarice of foreign professors
and singers, for our gratification and amusement. If it be
true, and I am pretty sure it is, but I will drop in.and
drink claret with Joun LisTer (if he is not hid under
Miss T- ’s cloak in Drury Lane Green-room) who knows
all about it, if this be true. Many thanks are due to the,
noble patrons of the institution, whose industry, in all mat-
ters of taste and fon (the words are almost synonimous),
completely prevent us from applying to them the words of
certain drones of fashion, who talk of giving entertainments,
and Zalk only, must take to themselves, in the spirit of one
of bonny Queen Bess’s poets, who to such says—

¢ Eschew the idle vein,
And flee from doing fanlt!
For never was there idle brain
But bred an idle thought.”

But bless me! here am I forgetting letters to be written,
letters to be answered, visits to make, visits to receive ; coats
to be fitted on, andcharacters to be fashioned off ; parties for
the first ball to be elected, and places for the new play tobe
taken ; in fact I ought to be *‘ here there and every where ;"
in ¢ parlour kitchen, and hall ;> up stairs, down stairs, in
my lady’s chamber, ¢ in order to run parallel with the
crowding gaieties of the season ; and support the very
pleasant and garrulous curiosity which so well becomes,
Ladies and Gentlemen, your devoted friend

g PavL Pry 1N THE WEST. -
© Feb. 20th, 1829.

ROGERSON AND CO. PRINTERS, 19, OLD BOSWELL COURT.
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THE JEWISH REBECCA, AND TWO

FOUR PLATES !—FIRST PLATE,
EVENING DRESSES,—SECOND PLATE, THREE EVENING DRESSES.

COSTUMES OF ALL NATIONS, NO. 38,

TIIRD

PLATE, A DINNER DRESS, AND MNE FASHIONABLE HEAD-DRESSES.—FOURTH YLATE, SIXTEEN FASHION-

ABLE HEAD-DRESSES, BUSTS, &e.

HIGH LIFE AND FASHIONABLE CHIT
CHAT, &e.

¢ Tripping with lighter step there came

A Fourrtn, though shadows seam’d his brow,
Asif oft clouds would sunshine shame

(As 'tis with human life e’en now ;]
Yet flowers gave promise of their hue,
And bud and blossom richer grew.
‘Yea ’twas, in truth, a wayward wight,
Now very dull, now very bright,
A child, as changing as the hours,
Now laughing-smiles, now crying-showers ;
As 'twere for plaything won or lost,
For whimsey petted, fancy crost:
Or sometimes, it was like the maid
By flattering tempter won, betray’d—
Al full of sighs, that lead to tears
And storms, that congregate to fears ;
Anon ’twill change to sunny rays,
‘That Maiden ownus in kappier days,
When Hope, accomeplished, lights the brow,
And plighted is the marriage vow !

"T'is ArriL, in its pleasant dress,
And prank’d about with prettiness;
(A contrast sweet from wind and snow,
That shook and swell’d the river’s flow ;)
Which comes upon us to dispense
The bounties of its atluence,
Whether in Country or in TowN
Life to enjoy, we set us down.
We’ll welcome, then, his lightsome glee
Though tears will sometimes follow,
For if to-day there’s misery,
There may bejoy to-morrow ;
The mighty kand that fashioned well
All wealth, and pomp, and power ;
Can bid the sunshine have its spell
As clouds to weep their shower :
Give, then, good ApriL smiling skies,
To FasnioN’s spring-tide homilies.”

VOL. VI.

. ArriL has been, for a good many more years than we
have time to count their histories, made very free with by
poets, painters, essayists, orators, visionaries, and all that
class of people, who are of imagination all compact; or
whose eyes catch sometimes the ¢ fine phrenzy,” which
the Prince of Poets identifies as belonging to the makers of
rhyme. It has served the moralist with themes enough to
cmploy the whole of Winchester-school (we love to in-
stance an old acquaintance) on a prose-task day ; has sup-
plied philosophers with images to feed contemplation, and
naturalisis with creations to nourish enquiry: it has fur-
nished versifiers with similies quite as industriously and as -
redundantly as the ‘¢ Lady Moon”* herself ; with her whole
host of ‘¢ fair,”” ““paly,’” ““brilliant,”” ¢ crescent,’” ¢ full,"””
‘“ sailing,”” ¢‘ careering,’” ‘¢ virgin,” ¢¢ Queen of the Skies,”’
‘‘ night’s floating beacon ’ metaphors and appellations.
Painters have imagined for this same ApriIL ¢“ skies,’”” which
nature herself would have hardly owned as her handy
work ; and the Bofanist ‘¢ showers,’”” which prophecied of
fragrance, prettinesses, buds, blossoms, fruitfulness, and
(the usual finale, the old, but pleasant and promising
rhyme,) ¢ May flowers!” The Serious Man; he, per-
chance, who does not ¢ run,” but contemplates as he reads,
will sermonize upon the theme, and, from the character of
the month, sayit is an emblem of human life—¢ smiles
and tears together ;”’ whilst the yet more sombre constituted
mortal, one who is quite ‘¢ melancholic grown’’—a very
Jagques, who deduces lessons from the baited deer, or finds
¢ sermons in stones, books in the running brooks,”’ he will
vent a homily upon the fickleness of its morning promises
cowypared With its noontide storms : and he will sighingly
exclaim—
¢t All that’s bright must fade,
All that’s sweet must wither
On the other hand, the mischievously merry will use its
privileges as cloaks of maliciousness, and do homage to the
veteran and stultifying quality of its Advent-day (a pretty
considerable portion of humankind admitting it), inas-
much ds :
¢ ApriL TnEg FirsT stands, mark’d by custom’s rules,
A day for making, or for being FooLs :”
what a pity, however, it is, that the instances are so much
fewer, which prove that
¢ Qught within this bustling world supplics
A day for being, or for making Wisk.”

H
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_ There is yet, however, another class from whom APRIL
deserves, and receives, cheering welcomes ; it is from that
distinguished body of people which formns an exclusive and
bounteous, and flowery universe of its own, and of which,

. indeed, we would fain hope ourselves no luke warm illus-
trators ; viz. the GREAT WoRLD or Fasition ; and which,
though ever changing, is ever new ; being as unequalled
in quality as unrivailed in splendour and characteristics.
That WoRLD, plumed in all the strength of its invincibility,
is now again commencing its brilliant career, prepared to
parallel, to rival, nay, to surpass the month upon which
we are entering, in the beauty, the variety, the animation
of its flowers, its creations, and its promises. If there be
any so enamoured of leaden-winged hours, and care-
weighted pinions, as to be sceptical on these points, we
have but to entreat that they will go along with us, that is,
peruse the evidences of our cause, which we shall now lay
before them, and then, if they forsake not the blindness
of their creced, we shall expect to hear them next affirm,
that a roll down GReENwicH HiLL (at the rioZ, termed ¢ a
fair ”’ there) is more clegant pastime than a ride round the
REGENT’s PARrk ; and the EAsTER BALL more select, more
quietly conducted and peaccably attended, than an AssEm-
BLY at ALMACK’s. And first, for nis ¢ NAME is a tower of
strength” in itself, to further our cause, first

THE LIFE OF THE KING DURING THE MONTH OF
MARCH.

Courtier—¢¢ I marvel not you praisc our ancient Keep,
*Tis a brave casket, fitting, Sir, to hold
A Jewel werth the setting,—¢¢ ENGLAND’s KiNg.”
If it will please you hear an honest man,
‘Who loves his country, therefore needs must prize
He who doth well uphold its lion-fame :
As we do go along unto the Court
1 will discourse such matters as becomes
A loyal subject prate unto the world,
Toucking his Monarck’s life.

Traveller——————1I thank you much,
Mine ear is open, nay ’tls greedy grown,
For such a welcome theme.”

TuE TiLT YARD, A ComEDY, 1672.

Notwithistanding the vast importance and anxious res-
ponsibility of passing events, the King, we are rejoiced to
affirm, continues in the enjoyment of excellent health ; a
circumstance in these times of strong political excitement,
and amidst the agitations of conflicting interests and pas-
sions, peculiarly pleasurable to all who think wisely and
feel patriotically ; and a gratification soothing to the sym-
pathies of every loyal heart.

The regal guard, ‘‘the royal banner, and all quality,”’
betokening the presence of MaJESTY, Windsor has still the
privilege of claiming ; and within the renovated walls of
its stately castle does GEORGE THE IVTH, continue to enter-
tain a considerable number of his nobility, and other dis-
tinguished personages ; independant of being indefatigable
in holding those courts, and attending to those dutics
which belong unto his authority.

Charity, favourite of virtues, has also had its ¢‘perfect
work” performed by our excellent King. Again learning
the distress, again hashe come forward with a munificent
donation of £1000 towards the relief of the distressed
artisans in the district of Spitalfields. Of itself, this is
kindness passing excellent, ‘‘ virtuous, pure and just,’”’ but
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it will, we trust, work great good by inducing our nobility
and gentry to follow such a gracicus example, and * out
of their much” to distribute alms for the alleviation of.a
very deserving, but, we fear, unhappily very distressed
class of our fellow subjects. This very considerate act of
royalty turns us back, however, to the recollection of
certain splendid fdtes, (fetes as magnificent in performance
as munificent in intention and idea) given by His MAJESTY
for the benefit of the numerous classes of British Artists,
who, in consequence of tke preference given to Foreign com~
petition, and the discontinuance of the usual splendour of the
METROPOLITAN CoURT had suffered materially, deeply ; and
at which banquets every invited guest was expected to
attend in habdits of ENGLisS11 MANUFACTURE. Isit too much
to hope that as nearly the same causes exist now, the same
patriotic mode of relief might be graciously considered and
ordered by the same munificent Monarch ? LonponN would
lift up her myriad tongues and cry ¢ God save him,” and
all the people would clap their hands and shout aloud
‘‘long may he reign !’

HIGH LIFE AND FASHIONABLE CHIT CHAT.

¢¢ Sigh no more ladies ; sigh no more!
The coack for calls is at the door,

Put on your morning bonnets :
The time’s gone by for rural life,
And ¢“ tea-ing’’ with the curate’s wife,

And penning rustic sonnets
And list’ning to the Squire’sloud speeches,
Of “ bow wow”’ dogs, and ¢ view-cry’’ screeches.

Far prettier pastimes, dears, than these,
Now spring to profit, and to please,

In Fasuion’s capitol;
For ““now’s the time, and now’s the hour,”’
When the dear dame exerts her power,

Her vot’ries to recal :
Oh then! (you know she’s quite divine,)
Let’s worship at her ApriL shrine.”

A BLUE-BELLE.

Blue-bells, like more gaudy, but not half so pretty flow-
ers, blossom sometimes beyond their season; so, this
month, has our fair verse-writer, who is a ‘¢ belle,” as
well as a “ blue,” (and in praise of whose poesies, we
are ready to join the talented author of ¢¢ Shrovetide’)
favoured us with her garland too late to be entwined entirc
with our April wreath. This part, however, of her offer-
ing, we have now culled as appropriate to the season, and
the observations we commence to make upon it, which
are, in sincerity, these.

It must be truly gratifying to observe that the tide of
gaiety is again flowing back to its ancient channels; we
have more particularly cause to say this from noticing the
numbers of eclegantly dressed, high-bred females, already
taking the air, making their calls, or settling about the
arrangements for the season. The Regent’s Park, and the
Zoological Society’s garden, have been particularly favour-
ed with the presence of some of the most distinguished
patronesses of the HAuT Ton :—Ladies

¢¢ That to their noble lords prove worthy gems,
Richer than those that glitter in a crown,
Or lapidaries, spite much cunning skill,
-Can hew or mould, or fashion.”—
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Before, however, we offer our services without-doors,
we must survey a little the appearance of promise, which
the arrangements of one of VARIEFY’s gayest temples wears
within ; we allude’ to the KinG’s THEATRE HAYMARKET.
Of the stage and orchestral performances, our dramatic
article is of itself the appropriate oracle, but we still consi-
der it our province to speak pretty plainly here, of other
portions of the management which has led to seeming irre-
gularity beneath the roof, inuch surprize and speculation
elsewhere. In fairnessto an active, sanguine, and enter-
prizing man, we admit that the rent he is compelled to
submit to, is exorbitantly heavy and serious; and yet, as
there are suffering creditors concerned, and the worth of
any thing is, in a certain view, as much money as it will
bring, we do not know that the assignees of MEssRs.
CuAMBERS act inconsistently or cruelly, in reaping bounti-
fully where that house formerly sowed profusely. To
meet this heavy, and not to be evaded, periodical pay-
ment, it is natural the manager should set his wits to work
how to curtail expenses, and increase receipts. Unfortu-
nately, however, those who have ruined far greater men
than he ean aspire to be, have injured Mr. LAPORTE ; we
meanwrong-headed, perhaps crooked-kearted advisers. Ledby
the nose by a fellow who has had his own, (or ought to have
had) pulled for insolence a hundred times, he has, instead
of reducing the ridiculously extravagant salaries of the
four or five principal singers, (spunges upon the stream of
receipts,) to a fair average of remuneration, began his
work of reform by impoverishing those who had worked
long and arduously at arate of pay manifestly below, rather
than above, the value of their unequalled talents, their
acknowledged skill, admitted perseverance, and attested
industry. Thus, at best, saving but pennies, when pounds
on pounds might have been redeemed, and, (a consumma-
tion the reverse of being devoutly wished,) compelling the
BEST ORCHESTRA IN EUROPE to quit the theatre, thus tyran-
nically. managed, rather than submit to positive injustice,
taunts, and degradation.

Then the new arrangements with refcrence to the com-
pany ; their rights, conveniences, and eomforts. A little,
and with sineerity, of them.

In the country, during the training season for hunters,
and nags of generous mould, it is common to read of *‘ clean
boxes and convenient stalls to let ;> but it has heen reserved
to LarorTE, Bocusa, SEGUIN, and Co. to impregnate the
KinG’s THEATRE with this language of the stable, for,
literally, we read in the bills, and the daily press of the
day, ‘“Applications for hoxes and s/alls to be made to Mr.
Seguin, Opera-Ofiice, Hoymarket I’ A very uncommon
announcement truly! We should not have been surprized
to hear that some simple country gentleman, newly arrived
in town, with a promising lot of young horses, had called
as per advertisement, asked for roomy boxes, and conve-
nient dry stalls for a week’s run, to the discomfiture of the
latter, who discovered that kigk bred coLTs was in the
Squire’s thoughts,” and not kigh dred comPaNY, and PHAN-
ToM and WHALEBONE fillies, instead of a fine feathered, full
dressed, smiling family! "The idea of such a rencontre is
droll, but not more ridiculous than the manager’sinvitation
to it.

Then the arrangement curtails the pit of much of its
commodiousness, and, consequently, deprives numbers of
partaking of an amusement, they might otherwise be tempt-
ed to attend. In fine, we are compelled to lament over
the changes which, at the dictum of an interfering exile,
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have been wrought at the OreEra-Housk, and to which Mr.
LarorTE has tamely submitted; and to express appre-
hension that that which should be the first theatre in the
world, is yet very far from deserving such appellation. We
confess to being melancholy prophets, glad shall we be to
be proved false ones also. ‘

The FasnioNABLE WoRLD, like the political, is not unfre-
quently doomed to be agitated by pretenders to popular
rigl]its, and candidates for specious applause ; beings who
s€e

€6 — the noisy praise
Of giddy crowds, as changeable as wind,
Or swoll’n up vanity—"

This happens to be the case at the present moment ; fora
fantastic young man, no matter how born, (for we know
him to be exceedingly ill bred) has been silly enough to ima-
gine that his puny person, and pigmy pretensions, would be
raised into an adventitious conscquence, by giving breath
to monstrous slanders, and cruel inventions against not
only honourable and distinguished, but even illustrious
personages. Inventions as insolently conceived, as impu-
dently urged ; but, fortunately, calculated to overwhelm
the aligner in his own web of sophistry and ambition.
Weakness and folly are like the attacks of moths made
upon a blazing taper. They may cloud and render un-
steady the luminary for awhile, but they invariably fall
vietims to their own wilful and blind career. So it is with
our hero Mr. TiiomMas GArTH, late of his Majesty’s military
service, /ate the seducer of LApy ASTLEY, now affidavit-
maker exireordinary, and the maligner of the brother of
his King. Why does not this silly youngster, this ¢ Es-
quire”’ of MELTON MowBRAY, recollect that to cast stones,
he should kimself be free from taint; he, thereckless one
who has violated private friendship, and scoffed at trampled
down honour? ‘¢ We have only to add,”” says a Sunday
paper, (and mark our statement, the very paper conducted by
one of the gentlemen whom GARTI has had the effrontery to
call ¢ friend’’,) we have only to say, that we regard Car-
TAIN GARTH as the most contemptible of human beings ;
and we know, and the public will shortly know too, that the
Duke of CUMBERLAND is, with respect to the late insinua-
tions about the said GArTil, the most injured man in his
Majesty’s dominions.”” We are not much in the habit of
pinning our faith to the dictum of the ‘“ AGE,”’ but, in this
instance, we conceive that it has come to a just judgment.
These are not times to encourage caterpillars to become
wasps ; nor to raise magpies to the airie of the eagle.
¢ ToMMy GARTH,”

¢« Still vehement, and still without a cause,”

must remain TomMy GarTn still. Ilis hunter may conti-
nue to leap ditches, but the more NE stirs, the greater the
likelihood of his being left in one. So we leave him alone
in his story. ] 4

Our suggestions and wishes are happily about to be
realized, inasmuch as charity has made its home in noble
hearts for a GRAND BatrL, under the patronage of the royal
family and a great portion of the nobility of England, is to
take place on Friday, April the 3d, at Willis’s Rooms, for
the benefit of the distressed Weavers of Spitalfields. Sanc-
tioned by such illustrious characters, and supported by such
compassionate views, for it is capressly requested that the
ladies will appear in the silks manufactured by those weavers,
there can be no doubt but that the entertainment will be
most brilliantly attended, and prove productive of the most
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spirit-cheering results. We feel, however, that we only
aid the canse of humanity by suggesting that (besides inter-
dicting the use, upon the occasion, of all French silk or
flivasy finery) none but English dress-makers and milliners be
employed in making up the national costumes which are to
apparel ont the beautiful and compassionate females of
Britain. We do but half of a good work if with one voice
we bid English manufacture thrive, and with another we
dismiss English talent from fashioning it into form accord-
ing as taste might desire or fancy approve. The folly of
eucouraging foreigners to the terrible injury of our own
country tradespeople, has too long and too fatally borne
the sway, and cught at-once to be discontinned. That the
rage should at all have existed, is as unaccountable as the
infatuation is ridiculous; for in every point is the skill of
our own milliners, &c. fully equal to that of the best and
most hoasted of dress-makers, who emigrate from other
countries and exist upon the ill-placed patronage and unna-
tural preference of too many of our Euglish fashionables.
Again we repeat, that the present opportunity is one which
every feeling of wisdom and compassion demands should
he devoted to the benefit, the peculiar benefit of the praise-
worthy and industrious of our own people, and to the entire
exclusion not alone of foreign jfabricated but foreign-
Sashioned and made-up dresses. If ever there was a period
when ¢ charity should begin at kome,” it is now, and we
will, therefore, place a full reliance upon the wisdom of the
‘¢ Ladies Patronesses’ of the forthcoming ball to make it
as effective as prudence and propricty palpably point out.
Under their appropriate head, certain ‘“ parties” of dis-
tinction will be found recorded ; the Oraforios, which arce
FasnioN’s care, will also have reeeived their appropriate
commendations ; whilst the ExuiBiTioNns, having already
sounded the note of preparation among the R. A’s., will
cqually be measured in the balances as they deserve with-
al ; fain too, would we note the architectural triumphs which
are lifting their glories high in every quarter of the metro-
polis ; including improvements and changes at once grand
as novel, and rendering us as memorable in arts as wehave
been in arms; thereby scemingto work out the great Lord
Burleigh’s saying—not ¢haf Burleigh who shook his head like
Alderman Birch at the Lord Mayor the other day without
much coming of it ; namely, that ‘¢ A rcalin gaineth more
hy oneyear’s peace, than by ten year’s war;”’ though we
nustnever forget that our patriotism, our perseverance, the
prowess of our soldiers and sailors, and the skill of our
great Captain, won for us thie glorious peace we now, and
heaven grant we may long, very long enjoy ;—for
¢ JasitoN, lordly Fasnion thrives the best

When fierce BELLONA war-tired sinks to rest,

And armis (no more uplifted at her call,)

Are hung in trophies on the chieftain’s wall ;

Whilst ¢“ good will”’ reiguns, in power alinost divine,

And PeACE oblation makes at PLENTY’s shrine,

PARTIES AND BALLS.

Altaough the MarcH MonTn is, for the most part, de-
voted to political, official, or anniversarial banquets, vet
have there already been considerable animation in the
party-giving world, independent of ministerial or oppo-
sition dinners, charitable and institutional feast-boards.
The members of our Royal Family have led the way in this
trinmph of hospitality, so that the noble banqueting halls
of Windsor and the less stately and commodious rooms of
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that which is Zermed a palace, at St. JAMES’s, have alike re-
sponded to the voice of cheerfulness and the pledge of gene-
rosity.

Among those who have been peculiarly liberal upon this
the dawn of the season’s bounteonsness, we may mention,
in addition to the illustrious personages to whom we have
already alluded, the PriNcE and Princrss LIEVEN, Lorp’
and Lapy DagrNLEY, the Ducness of ST. ALBAN’S, the
EARL of VERULAM, the MARouUIs of LaNspowNE, and other
distinguished leaders of the Haut Ton. '

We have to report too, that FAncy DrEess BALLS are
again likely to resnme their influence with the most taste-
ful in Fashion’s temple ; and surely no amusement is more
elegant, none employs the taste and exercises the ingenuity
with greater advantages to skill and industry. 'We have re-
ceived an account of a very gaudy and well-arranged en-
tertainnient of this kind, given by the HoN. Mrs. WiLKINs,
and which was attended by a large party of distinguished
and admirable costumed visitors. Of these, the LaApy
Hostess herself, as Medora, and her DAUGHTERS, as
Christina, Clueen of Sweden, Amy Robsart, and Joan of
France, were very conspicuous. CAPTAIN STRETTON, of the
23d Fusileers, was also capital as Caspar (‘° DER FREI-
scuuTz,””) and Mr. Van (late of 16th Lancers) an exquisite
Sir Walter Raleigh. This dress was particularly correctand
magnificent. Many other characters were almost equally well
assumed and appropriately apparelled, but we must leave
Fancy, as she robed the guests, to supply the descriptions.
Let it suffice, that the whole scene would warrant us to
use, with a trivial alteration, another stanza of Mr. Camp-
BELL’S pretty song, and to say

‘¢ Jt was the hour, it was the hour,
To live in pleasure’s spell,
To give the rein to Fashion’s power,
For grief dare not rebel ;
The hour, when all was richest bloom
Without one threat’ning speck of gloom.”

MARRIAGES AND DEATHS.

If we are more inclined to dwell at this moment upon
the melancholy side of the picture of human life, if our
words seem to gush tears, and our expressions to move
mournfully, bear with us, feeling-reader, inasmuch as we
even now seem to cower beneath the winnowing blast of
death’s wing, which has flapped over our home, and taken
from us one of the props of earthly consolation, which we
too fondly helieved, too recklessly deemed, stood so firmly
rooted as to weather out many a storm, and was anon to
blossom in the strength of maturity, even when our limbs
began to totter, and our sight to fail. But it behoves us
not to mourn as they who are without hope ; from the evils
experienced in this life of probation not one of us, dwell
he in lordly halls, or shiver he in tottering cot, is,exempt.
it is a chequered scene, wherein the most submissive to
their fate endure the less affliction here, and ensure. to
themselves the greater reward hereafter. For the per-
formance, therefore, of onr usnal duty we buckle up our
energies, and will hope to absorb from the atmosphere of
joy which swrrounds others, some smile of comfort for our-
selves. Let us, then, offer cougratulations as sincere as
deserved upon the marriage of F. T. WiLbE, Eso., the
eminent barrister, with the accomplished MARGARET,
youngest danghter of PE1ErR MARTINEAU, Esp., of St.



THE WORLD

Albans; alse to I.W. F. HErscHEL, Eso., and she whom
he has chosen as the fairest flower earth can give him, to
be the partner of his days, the participator of bis joys, the
sharer in his sorrows, his delight in health, his consola-
tion in sickness, namely, the fair MARGARET second
daughter of the late REV. ALEXANDER STEWART ; and yct
again joy hover about the howne where now dwell the son
of the gallant CoLoNEL WARNER, (and grandson of the
late General Sir C. Shipley,) and his newly made bride
IsaBELLA, eldest daughter of — CARMICHAEL, Esg., of
Bromwich-hill ; nor let it be distant from the dwelling of
those whom the venerable Archdeacon Watson, D. D.,
united by ties as delightful as holy, namely, the REv.
Epwarp Bircn, M. A., Rector of West Hackney, and
chaplain to the Earl of Winterton,and MARY ANN, youngest
daughter of WiLLiam LuppiNGToN, Eso., of Stoke Newing-
ton. With cqual satisfaction, place we upon record that on
the 19th instant, at the New Church, St. Mary-le-bone ; was
married by the Rev. Daniel Lysons, SimoN Apam BEck,
Eso., of Allesley Park, in the county of Warwick, to Saran
ANNE; sccond daughter of RaLpu Prick, Esg., of Syden-
ham, Kent. To all these be happiness, such as their
hopes, constant as the scasons, changeless as the tides ;
and far off be the hour, when husband shall have to say,
with reference to wife, or wife to husband

‘¢ Peacc to the dead
The soul is fled,
Who struck that harp string last.”

But now ¢ comes our fit again’’ for the blazonry of death,
the banner of the enemy, the escutcheon denoting that
inanimation is apparelled within, hangs on the mansion of
the great ; the good Dowager CouNTESs of STANIOPE is no
more ; she is gathered to her ancestors, leaving, howcver,
as a consolation to the living, the memory of her many
virtues, and the benefit of numerous cxcelient and, since
she cannot hear the song of gratitude, unostentationus
charities. Full of years too, has departed the Right Hon-
ourable LORD ViscOUNT BaRRINGTON, Prebendary of
Durham, and rector of Sedgefield, in the county Palatine ;
and at the age of sixty-nine, but alas suddenly missed
'from the fond familiar faces of the family, the REv. JamEes
Bass, (one as firm in friendship as faithful to the sacred
office of which he was a member,) thus again teaching how
quickly the years which compose the short date of human
existence roll away ! How true that time is ever on the
wing ; how certain that often, when we the least expect it,
too often when we are the least prepared for it, Dratn
pays his chilling visit, and ends the busy scene of life for
ever. Letthose, however, who like ourselves have suffered
warnings that should work together for good, remnember
that as clouds follow sunshine, 80 as assurcdly will bright
hours come after the cope of heaven has been covered by
the storm banner; and that, though the grave inay hide
forms we love, it cannot scarf up remembrance, nor palsy
esteem ; of those, therefore we most cherished, aud who
have ‘‘allured to brighter worlds and led the way,” we
will say

“ We cannot deem ye dead—like the perfumcs
Arising from Judea’s vanished shrines,

Your voiee still fioats around us,—nor can tombs
A thousand, from our memory hide the lines

Of heanty, on your aspect which abode,
Like streaks of sunshine pictured there by God!"

OF FASHION. 7

* CITY RELATIVES ;
OR AN EASTER 1IOP AT AN EAST END VILLA.

‘I never to a naLL would go,
That poor pretence for prancing,
When Jenkins dislocates a toe,
And Tomkins thinks he’s dancing 1"’
MoNTiLY MAGAZINE.

All is not gold that glittcrs! It is no sinecure, no lifc
that admits of a drcam upon roses, to have expectations
from a rich relation in the city. The perplexing taxations
and exactions of the present, almost outweighs the visions
of a pleasant perpetuity in the future ; so that one is worse’
off than the publishing tourist, who sticks fast in a sorry
lodging with sour company for lack of funds, when an
inviting mansion, or a glorions burst of scenery, flashes
on him from the distance.

Just to save appearances one is forced, for instance, to call
once or twice a week upon the Alderman at his dungeon, 1
mean counting house, and to sit upon a high stool, like a
writing master, and try to extract amusement from the
highly interesting columns of the *“ Public Ledger,” (shud-
der fair rcaders of the pleasant ¢ Post!"’) whilst ¢ Nunky’*
is bustling his way to Garraway’s to attend a *¢sale by the
candle”, or button-holding a dry-salter upon Change as to.
the quality of the lastarrival of Indigos and Cochineal ; or
ascertaining if ‘‘ Sugars is as per last”—if ¢ Rums is ris,’*
or ‘“Tallows quoted lower ;”* and when (his waistcoat
unbottoned, his handkerchief awry, his forehead steaming,
and his checks any thing but parsnip-hued) he does, at .
last, return, is asked to oblige him by ticking an invoice of
“long ells” to a country customer; or scribbling advices
of the proposed journey of Mr. PoCKET-LEDGER the
house’s traveller !

Then, that which is a matter of absolutc necessity, and
without which a man is a keathen, an infidel to the tenets of
ton at the WesT END, that becomes a very instrument of
aunoyance when it rolls Eastward—Our Stannorr (it
certainly is a pretty one, and, considering the credit ke gives
and I fake for it, cheap at the price Houlditch books it at)
unites in the conspiracy against us ; for CousiN LETTY (and
for a girl “ finished” at a2 Turnham Green academy, Letty
is passablement bien) coaxes us to take *“ her dear sentimen-
tal fricnd” Caroriya Wirnermina Hicks and herself ““a
shopping” in Regent Street, ¢ a bargaining at the Bazaar™’;
or to view, as Mrs. Alderman Jones calls it, the ¢ Jig-antic
CoLLAR-sEE-NUM !’ Is not this making a martyr of a man;
destroying his title to taste for ever 2 Three ina Stanhopet
Zounds ’tis like the expedition of a warm husbandman with
bis spouse and “¢ daa-ter,” to the county town in a ‘‘ one-
horse shay” on a market day! not to mention having
one’s near-side stove in with the squaréd clbows of the
romantic Carolina; and the whip-hand forced over tho
oft wheel, in order, like a tight rope dancer, one might
ensure an equilibrimin! Even my friend HaArBoroUGH has
the grace to stick his horse-dolder gentle DURUSET in
the basket behind, when the former and his lafe Lady-love
take the air; but to be compelled to make the tour of
REGENT STREET, PORTLAND PrLACE, the Park !—Grant me
resignation—think on’t again I dare not. .

Again, LETTY has whispered that her rclation Baucnamp
writes verses, and nothing will do but a copy must be fur-
nished for my Lady’s Arsuy, in which compliments must

be scattered (¢“ glossy hair,” ¢ complexion fair,”” ¢ dimpled i
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chin,” ¢ smiles that win,” “ eye that kills,” “ voice that
thrills,”) as rapldly, and as remorslessly as entries in
her papa, Hick’s order book, or romantic epithets in a
school girl’s valentine !

Then, to please the head of the family ; to gratify the
Alderman, one must go down to his Willa at HoxToN, or
ToTTENHAM, or BRIxToON (the Tread-mill at the latter place
would be almost preferable for a change) and pass Sunday,
and see the *“ Fish pond” (in which swims not a fin) and the
¢ Conservatory’ (about which there is no fragrance); and
cool oneself upon the ‘“ Lawn’ (across which one could
leap); and admire the live stock (tame rabbits, guinea pigs,
a snarling half-bred setter, and some dirty bantams); be
compelled to play at cribbage with uncle Saturday night ; to
be helped to unstrained pca soup fwice at dinner on Sun-
day ; to fake wine with Aunt’s wisiters, and mal/f with
cheese; in fact, to make a ‘‘ monster of oneself till the
welcome cry on Monday morning from Betty the house-
maid—¢¢ the stage is at the door, sir!”’ bundles the Alder-
man to his indigoes and invoices again, and reprieves me
from martyrdom and melancholy !

But worse than all these ; worse than sitting upon high
stools in a counting-house ; threeina stanhope ; inventing
fibs for albums : nay, much worse than gluttonizing upon
peas soup, and ‘“ hob-a-nobbing’’ it with green gooseberry,
is the being compelled to star it, if not as ‘“first fiddle,””
yet as first foot in an EASTER HoP AT AN EasT END ViLLA 5
that ri\;‘al in miniature, representation in petfo, picture in
little o

¢¢ ——— that ball,
Of balls the most atrocious,
Held yearly in old Magog’s hall,
The feasting and ferocious.”

Graceful shade of EmiLy of LoNpoNDERRY! elegant lady
that still dost live, and breathe, and smile upor us, thou the
present LADY of that honoured name ; and ye beautiful boasts
of ALmacKs ! toasted divinities, that make our atmosphere
richer than Jove’s fabled Olympus, or Juno’s. bower ; read-
ers, indecd, of this, the Book or FasuioN’s WorLD ! fancy
me perched at the top of a set of giggling, over-dressed,
pigeon-winged, shuffle-toe, and hopping city exquisites—

Boobies with heads likc poodle-dogs,
With curls like clew-lines dangling;
With limbs like galvanizing frogs,
And necks stiff-starched and strangling ;

awaiting (and agonizingly comparing my present situation
with what it has been, what it might have been in the pE-
LIGHTFUL WEST, where Grace and Fashion indced unite),
the ¢“ striking up’’ (as Miss JonNEs of Norton Falgate termed
it), of “ Croppies lie down,” *“Sir David Hunter Blair,”
‘¢ Buttered Pcas’’ (or some such modern jig), from the
couple of fiddlers, the eracked clarion, and the violencello
(in this instance base if not dass viol enough), in order to
¢“cross hands, down the middle, up again and swing
corners,’”’ with Miss Moscs of the Minories, Toilinet the
draper, or the half-a-dozen SmiTns, who, like the hangers-
on upon a theatre, can always be depended upon to swell
the processions ;—

¢¢To share the triumph and partake the gale !”’

Yet even the country-dance is as Charles Kemble’s gestures
to Claremont’s, compared with the QUuADRILLE of my East-
end figurantes! 1 cannot bring myself to describe it; I
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dare not shock you with a detail of the blunders, the faus
pas committed by these twirling opponents to that which
we call faste, these capering ‘‘creatures;’’ these ribbon-
flaunting, galvanized ‘‘nobody’s;” if you have seen the
burlesque dance, and the lady lost adown the trap-door in
the Drury Lane Pantomime, you might understand some-*
what of the absurdity of the exhibition ; if not, take my
word, and believe with the sufferer who pens this, that— *

¢¢ A tom-cat shod with walnut shells,

A pony racc in pattens ;

A waggon-horse tricked out with bells,
A sow in silks and satins ;

A butcher’s hair en papilotte,
And lounging Piccadilly,

A clown in an embroidered coat,
‘Were not more gaucke and silly.”

At all events, at all hazards, even that of losing all ex-
pectations from a rich relation in the city, if you value
being considered one of the ¢ Great World;”’ if you deem
it pleasant, as assuredly it is, to follow its modes and adopt
its features, to watch ‘“ whence it cometh and whither it
gocth ;” to revel in its uncqualled visions, and range amidst
its unrivalled vicissitudes ; if to do and to feel this is to
act and to do wisely, then make up your minds, as even I
have, (notwithstanding what LETTY or CAROLINA WILHEL-
miNA Hicks may say), individually to exclaim—

¢TI never to a ball will go,
That poor pretence for prancing,
‘Where Jenkins dislocates a toe,
And Tomkins thinks he’s dancing !’
Dover Street, Piccadilly,

Season of Twenty- Nine. ALFRED BEAUCHIAMP.

THE DRAMA.

¢ A young girl comes to town to sce  the lions,” and
with ‘“her cousin,’’ goes to the OPERA ; another party are
dying to hcar BRAAM sing, or PAToN warble her nightin-
gale notes among the canvass groves, and holly-hock
gardens of DRURY LANE and COVENT GARDEN ; Or to sup
on the frowning woes of tragedy, the¢ intrigues of an infer-
lude, dished up as an entremet, or a melo-drama for a ragout ;
or the wit and waggery of a farce, sweet and soft flowing
like a petit verre, to finish the repast.”’—MIRROR, March 14,

And all these dramatic dishes have our theatres given us
during the March month ; many of them, however, have
not been seasoned to our palates, nor has, in every case,
good digestion waited on appetite. The ITALIAN OPERA
performances, for instance, have been, for the most part,
singularly ‘¢ untoward;’ circumstances, accidental, we
admit, in part, having arisen to cause disappointment where
gratification was promised, and disgust, when amusement
was looked for; so that we can hardly now wonder that
such an eccentric as Dean Swift should, in his journal to
Stella, when speaking of the OPERA, have said, ¢ In kalf an
hour I was tired of their fine stuff.”” Among the productions
which proved failures, was the much talked of I/ Confe Ori;
indeed it was seen and heard under such unfavourable cir-
cumstances, that it is impossible to form any decided opin-
ion upon its merits, either as a musical, or a popular per-
formance. It has been, for the present, wiscly withdrawn ;
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and, in mean time, other attempts at novelty created make-

' weights. Of these, the appearance of Mademoiselle Blasis,
in a new opera (if that can be termed new which is selected
from the works of some four or five composers) termed I
Messicani (the Mexicans,) and a rather pretty ballet found-
+ed on the Muette de Portici, and entitled Masaniello, have
been the most effective ; though symptoms of ennui and
disappointment were not rare during the performance of
much of the music of (for he, with the aid of SigNor Pis-
TRUCCI, was the dovefailer of the Mexicans,) BocHsA’s
joinery. The future, however, promises to make us
amends for the very dull past, for although Pasta does
not come amongst us, Milan retaining the wealth of her
talents ; although CAMPORESE restricts herself to concerts
and evening parties, yet SoNTAG and MALIBRAN GARCIA,
are both for the King’s Theatre; and, for the interests of
that establishmant, we earnestly hope there will be no vex-
atious delay in their arrival.

The patent theatres—we mean ‘“Old Drury” and the
‘‘ Garden’’—have given us variety, if all that we have seen
has not been charming ; if every representation has not
taught us that the stage is

‘¢ —— a school from which our rising youth

Might gather wisdom, constancy, and truth ;
- Of independence catch the gencrous flame,

And learn to shudder at oppression’s name.”’

It was wittily said by GARRICK to CIBBER that certain of
his pieces ‘‘were the best ventilafors to his Theatre at
Drury LanE; for as soon as any of them were played the
audience directly left the house 3’ the same effect seems to
have arisen of late with reference to some three or four
first appearances, or rather old acquaintances, in mas-
querade habits—at either house. The ¢ Casket,”’ for in-
stance ; ‘‘ Pefer the Great,”” for example; and, as if to
iflustrate its name literally, < All at Sives and Sevens !’
Some revivals, however, (and the effective manner in which
their cast has been distributed, was highly creditable to the
management), have deserved and received applause; no-
thing at present on the stage is, in her line, superior to
Miss Pumrnries’ Isabella, in *° Measure for Measure;'’ noris
there an actress that can at all compete with this talented
young lady in the arduous character of Lady Townley, which
she has subsequently assumed. In the same play (*“ The
Provoked Husband’’) Y ouNe’s Lord Townly, CooPrr’s Manly,
FARREN’s Sir Francis Wronghead, LisToN’s Jokn Moody,
Mrs. Faverr’s Lady Grace, and Mrs. C. JoNES’ Mrs. Mo-
therly were all admirable ; whilst HARLEY’s Squire Dick,
and Miss Love’s Miss Jenny, were hardly equal to those
clever performers’ general style of play. The * Jollifica-*
tion”” song introduced by the latter was about as ill-placed
as a speech on the Catholic Question would be amidst a
meeting of the ladies patroncsses of Almacks, or foreign
Jfinery impertinently introduced at the approaching ball for
the benefit of the Spitalfields’ sufferers. This revival was,
on the whole, so cffectively done, and, to the credit of the
town, (which ‘seems still to love genuine old English
Comedy) so enthusiastically received, that we will not
dwell more upon the failures of the theatre, than we have
already done ; nor halt in our progress to speak dispara-
gingly of the dead, though, truth to tell, the tomb of the
Capulets have received more than a single dramatic offering
since our last.

Heralded by a flourish of fame from the New Monthly
Magazine, a Mr. PEMBERTON, who has been playing suc-
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cessfully in the provinces, has appeared, first in Virginius,

and then as Shylock, at COVENT GARDEN THEATRE. Hi-

therto his efforts have been restricted to a single perform-~
ance of either character ; consequently, and, as we under-

stand that he is to remain a member of the green-room, we

prefer to watch other efforts (his Shylock we did not sce, a

domestic loss interdicting the sight of theatricals) before

deciding upon the niche of honour—for he deserves to be

exalted above the ‘ common herd,”’—he is calculated to

occupy. His VirGINIUS, we are free to confess, puzzlesus ;

for it is almost ludicrously pompous in its Zevel portions of
the dialogue, but really fine, nearly original (the leaver of
KEaNISM preventing it from being guife so) and very

effective in the latter and more impassioned scenes. His

look and attitude, after the sacrifice of his child, were ad-

mirable and appalling. We shall desire a further acquaint-

ance with this gentleman, although, as yet, we cannot

have ‘¢ an absolute trust in him.”

As for their *“ Baltle of Pultowa’ here, its double drums,
sound, fury, fire, and fidgets, it sets as ill with our humour
as the Miller’s marriage dress upon Mr. WARDE, or CHARLES
KEMBLE’s cocked hat in Charles the Twelfth compared with
FARREN’s in the same character. Besides, we have seen the
whole affair, Tired Sentinel, Black Chinned Cossacks,the Czar
and all, long ago, and much better done at a minor theatre.
This poor ambition, this dipping up of water from shallow
reservoirs, will never cause the stream of success at Covent
Garden to overflow with fatness. Sand, and not gold-dust,
will be its tide-marks.

The ‘¢ Maid of Judak or Knights Templars,” has been,
however, the newest managerial reliance here. It purports -
to be adapted and arranged from IFvankoe, but we may as
well dress up a carter or a plough-boy in the uniform of a
life-guardsman, and deem him a sol/dier as call the bald
draft of MRr. Lacv, a likenecss of Sir Walter’s admirable
tale. The musical portion of the romance, LoDy LENNoX as
Rebecca, (by the way did Lord William cheapen her dress
in Monmouth Street, it was so tawdry and vulgar ?) were
the principal attractions. Rossini’s works supplied the
former, and some of it produced a good effect; but, on the
whole; it was feeble, ill defined, and occasionally inexpres-
sive. The lady, however, played almost as effectively as
she warbled beautifully, so that we shall now be taught to
deem her amongst the first of actresses, as she is guite the
first of English operatic singers. In the trial scene, where
she threw down her glove, demanding a champion, she was
nobly energetic ; and the song, in which she describes the
attack made upon her escort by Bois Guilbert and his
partizans, was a happy and eloquent effort ; full of feeling
and appropriate action. ' i

EcGERrToN sustained the character of Isaac of York, in a
very correct and even powerful style, so as to receive,
indeed, the warm plaudits of a unanimous auditory ;
Woop and PmiLries sung their portions of the music
satisfactorily, (the latter is too chaste for ‘¢ the million ;”*)
but of the rest the least said is for the better ; the wisest
charity is frequently performed under the garb of silence.

The OraTOR10S, Which, to a considerable class of persons,
are hizhly attractive, although without all the brilliant
professional support we could have desired, have com-
menced with very tolerable success ; above all we rejoice
to add, that good sense has discarded sing song from being
intruded upon us when we go to listen to the Messiam,
and the serious music of its holy and impressive character.
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NEWEST LONDON AND PARISIAN FASHIONS FOR APRIL, 1829.

This Publication is indebted to Mrs. Bell, removed to No. 3, Clevelund Row, opposite St. James's Pulace, for the designs and the
selection of the Fushions, and the Costumes of All Nations, which regularly embellish it. Mprs. Bell’s Magazin'de Modes is replete
with every fashionable article ; and at which there is a daily end constant suocession of novelties in Millinery, Dresses, &e. &e- &e.
AND AT MOST MODERATE PRICES.—DMrs. Bell's Putent Corsets ave unrivalled, und very superior to all cthers; théy impart an

indescribable grace and elegance to the figure.

PLATE THE FIRST.
COSTUME OF ALL NATIONS, (NO.38.)—JEWISII REBECCA.

Thereare very few, we believe, who have not perused the
novel of Ivanhoe, and who have not dwelt with delight, on
the charming character there pourtrayed, of a most lovely
and excellent female of jewish race, the matchless “ Rebec-
ca.”  She is again preseunted to the publie eye, on the stage,
in the popular piece of the ¢ Maid of Judah;”’ and we now
present her as an embellishment to the ‘ WorLD oF
Fasuioxn,” in a fancy costume, as splendid as any hereto-
fore worn by the most distinguished daughters of Sion,
and particularly becoming as a dress for a fée, or a ball.

Over a petticoat of white Indian silk, embroidered with
gold, at the border, is a robe, openin front of the skirt, of
velvet ; the colour of the far famed Tyrian-purple. A deep,
and very rich fringe of gold, finishestheborder of thisrobe,
which descends only low enough to discover the gold bor-
der qu the white petticoat. Above this fringe is a row of
palm-leaves embroidered in gold, green, and scarlet; and
the robe is figured over, in a smaller pattern, embroidered
in the same manner. ; The body fits the shape, and is stri-
ped downwards with gold ; .it discovers a chemisette-
tucker of fine linen, worked with different colours, and
finished by a narrow gold lace. The sleeves are long, and
of white gilk, studded over with small precious stones of
various colours. From the purple velvet strap on the
shoulder, descends arow of gold fringe over the top of the
sleeve, en mancheron. Over the left shoulder is a sash of
oriental gauze, of a saffron colour.; this, crossing over the
back, hangs carelessly over the right hip, and from thence,
ties in arosetteontheleftside, theendsfinished bya broader,
yet lighter kind of fringe than that on the robe. The tur-
ban is of white, and very slight Indian silk, and is orna-
imented in the same manner as the sleeves. It is looped
yp in front by an ornament of finely wrought gold, with a
small rosette tuft at the summit, of Tyrian-purple feathers,
from whence waves over the left side, a tail of the bird-of
paradise. The hair curls beautifully over the back and
shoulders ; and a superb forchead-jewel, splendidly set in
gold, which forms the most conspicuous part, is placed
across the hair in front. The necklace is composed of the
richest jewellery, in two rows, set & l'enfique, with drop
ornaments of wrought gold. The bracelets are entirely of
;gold ; two are worn on the left wrist, and only one on the
rjght. The small Jewish slippers are of Aurora, or saffron-
-colour, with gold rosettes.

AN EVENING DRESS.

* A dress of white crépe lisse over white satin, with a broad
hem round the border, headed by oreilles de lievres, of white
satin every ear edged, as they lie over cach other, by a
sshaded roulean of yellow and pomegranate, a rouleau of

which seems to support these ornaments together, and
terminates the heading of the hem. The corsage is
& la Circassiene, and is confined by a girdle with a
full rosctte of white satin on the left side, from which
descend three cordons of yellow and pomegranate,
which spread out till they nearly attain the head of the
border, where they are each terminated by a bonquet of
flowers. 'The sleéves are short, and very full, and the
fullness confined in the middle by a band of white satin.
A small bow of white satin is fixed on the outside of the
arm on the sleeve, next the shoulder, and a falling tucker
of blond surrounds the bust. The hair is arranged in
curls on each side of the face, and small bars on the sum-
mit of the head. An elegant ornament, in the eastern style,
of white ganze, richly figured, is disposed, with much taste,
across the tresses, and crowned with a superb bouquet of
full blown Provence roses. The ear-rings and necklace are
of large pearls; those which compose the lattcr, are set
seperately, & I’anfique. Very broad gold bracclets are worn
over the gloves, fastened by a cluster of turquoise stones.
AN EVENING DRESS.

A dress of blush-caloured satin, bordered by two flounces 3
that next the feet, which ‘is deeper than that above, is
beautifully embroidered at the edges, in small branches of
of delicate foliage in dark olive green floize silk, and the
edge, which is in points, is finished by three rows of narrow
beading of the same colour. The upper flounce, which is
set on fuller, has no embroidery, but the points are edged
in the same manner as that next the shoe. Above this is
a row of branches, worked in the same manner, and in the
same colour as those above described ; the seams also of
the dress have similiar embroidery down each side in
front. The corsage is & la Rozalane;- the sleeves short, and
much puffed out, finished at the shoulders by points, edged
with dark olive beading ; in front of each a damask rose,
with green foliage. The head-dress consists of a Spanish
toque of blush coloured satin ; three short white feathers,
taking a spiral direction, grace the right side; on the left
are seen playing, three still shorter; and below the left
ear are two. The ear-rings and necklace are of various
coloured gems, pointed and irradiated. Bracelets are worn
over the gloves of light green and gold enamel, fastened by
a ruby. g f

PLATE THE SECOND.
AN EVENING DRESS. )

A dress of white crape, bordered by a very broad hen,
at the head of which is painted en Serpentine, double rows
of foliage, consisting of hranches of cypress, in light willow-

‘green, yellow, and vermillion. The corsage of whitesatin,
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fitting very tight at the smaller part of the waist, and at
the top of the bust, & la Roxzelane. Down the front of the
‘walst is an ornament of gold chain-work, and the body is
finished in a point, at the base, with the same kind of
trimming, serving as a girdle. A narrow, falling tucker, of
two rows of blond, surrounds the bust. The sleeves short,
very full, and ornamented in front of the arm with a branch
of painted cypress leaves, to correspond with those on the
skirt. A turban of white erape and blond graces the head ;
its folds confined by ornaments of myrtle-green and gold.
On the left side is an esprit feather of the same colour, and,
from ‘the towering upward to the summit, is a bouquet
formed of purple, double lark-spurs, white lark-spurs, this-
tles, and green corn. The ear-pendants and necklace are
formed of rubies and diamonds. The bracelets, which are
very broad, are of gold and turquoise stones. :

AN EVENING DRESS.

A dress of soft satin, the very lightest shade of celestial-
blue, trimmed round the border by two deep flounces, the
upper one falling over the other; at the edge of each
flounce is a narrow rouleau of olive-brown satin, surmount-
ed by a row of yellow butterflies, beautifully embroidered,
and over the upper flounce are two rows on the dress, of
the same summer insect. This new dress, we are happy
to see, is evidently shorter in the waist than has been
worn of late ; it is made quite plain, and confined round the
waist by a simple belt of satin, without any point. Round
the tucker part of the corsage is a collar, en Paladin, the
same as the dress, edged round with narrow blond, headed
by an olive brown rouleau ; over this falls a frill of blond,
of the most rich and splendid pattern. The sleeves are
plain, short, and full. The hair is elegantly and fashion-
ably arranged, and is erowned by a double, open coronet-
wreath of flowers; the lower part of which obliquely
crosses the forehead, while the upper part, which is most
varied in colours, is placed at the buse of the Apollo-knot.
On the right side is a large bouquet, consisting of two large
full blown Provence roses, and buds, with white double
lark-spur, and blue lupins. The necklace, ear-pendants,
and bracelets, are of opal ; the latter very broad, with
chain-work of gold next the wrist.

AN EVENING DRESS.

A dress of white crape, witha very broad hem at the
border, over which is embroidered a rich Mogul pattern in
green and gold. The points of this oriental pattern depend
downwards, and to every fourth point hangs a small light
chaplet of green and gold. The corsage is & la Roxelane,
and is eonfined round the waist by a belt of green satin.
The tucker part is surrounded by an ornament in chain-
work, of small beads, to which are suspended drops en gi-
randoles. 'The sleeves are short, and very full, surmounted
each by a double frill of blond. The hair is dressed very
wide on each side of the face, and in full clusters of curls.
The summit is wound round and round in stiff plats, till it
is formed into a corbeille, in the centre of which is a mass
of eurls. Long branches of heath, with scarlet blossoms,
adorn cach side of the head. A Jandeau of white and
gold enamel, with three pear-pearls in the centre, en giran-
dole, crosses the upper part of the forehead.

e

OF FASHION. 81

PLATE THE THIRD.
DINNER DRESE.

A dress of white Greek-velvet, painted en colonnes, of
flowers, in various colours. A border, consisting of serolls
of the same material as the dress, so disposed, as to appear
like large leaves pointing downwards; these are bound
round with satin ; one side of the edge in lilac, the other in
yellow. Divided by a narrow rouleau of yellow satin, are
sinaller serolls, standing crect, and forming a kind of head
to the border; between each of these isa puff of white
crape or satin. The body is imnade plain, and round the
tucker part is a notched ornament, each notch bound
round alternately with lilac or yellow; over this falls a
triple tucker of blond, very full. The slceves are & la
Mameluke, immensely large, and very full ; they are con-
fined at the wrist by a broad gold bracelet, and next the
hand is a narrow double ruffle of blond. The head-dress
consists of a white gauze Greek turban, enlaced by lemon-
coloured satin ribbon, and ornamented by two plumes of
white feathers, representing the tails of the bird-of-para--
dise. The necklace is formed of two rows of pearls, and
the ear-pendants are two pear-pearls.

"N. B.—A back view of the above costume.

FASHIONABLE HEAD-DRESSES.

Fic. 1 and 2.—Turban-togue, (back and front view) of
lama-gauze, and figured satin ; the gauze pink and black,
the satin part white, with painted figures of an eastern
pattern, in deep Mogul-red and lemon-colour. WWhite
plumage, formed of feathers representing the tail of the -
bird-of-paradise, floats over the left side.

Fi16. 3 and 4—Back and front view of a dress hat, of
white satin, ornamented under the left side of the brim,
with a small plume of white ostrich feathers, and on . the
right side with a full rosette of blond ; the crown splendidly
adorned with white blond, and a full plume of white ostrich
feathers. o

Fic. 5 and 6.—Back and front view of a blond cap, for-
half dress, with a very broad border of a Vandyck pattern,
turned back, and npext the hair a beautiful and delicate-
wreath, composed of heath in blossom ; much blond is
displayed in the rest of the ornaments, with pink satin
rouleaux. e

F1G. 7.—Coiffeure composed of puffs of ribbon; blue-
gauze and silver, mingled with puffs of pink satin.

FiG. 8.—Back view of the same kind of head-dress, en--

-tirely in pink ribbon.

PLATE THE FOURTH.

TASIIIONABLE HEAD-DRESSES, BUSTS, &e.

Fic. 1.—Oriental toque of Cachemire gauze, figured”
en sechal, and formed, in front, like an eastcrn diadem-
turban; from whenee it is wound round to the sunmit
of the head, where the hair is arranged by braids & la.
Grecque, and much elevated.

F16. 2.—~Back view of the same kind of head-dress, in
pink gauze.

Fic. 3—Back and front view of the hair disposed im
the Grecian style, and tastefully ornamented with full-blowxz
roses, and pink and blue double-larkspurs.

FiG. 4.—Hair arranged & l¢ Chinoise, and crowned om
the summit by bouquets of roses and blue-bells. A
bandeau, formed of one row of pearls,Hc;osscs the fore-
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head, where the hair separates.
en girandoles.

N.B.—A back vicw of the same coiffeure.

Fi6. 5.—Head-dress in hair, & le Naide, with a bandeau
of pearls across the forehead; the summit of the head is
ornamented by plats of hair en cordeille, from whence
ascend two loops of hair, forming a bow. Above these, on
the right side, appears a coronet comb of gold, and the
whole is crowned by blue larkspurs and monks’-hood.

N.B.—Back view of a similar head-dress, with full-
blown Summer roses and green foliage.

Fic. 6.—A blond cap, with a broad pointed border,
turned back, and flowers on each temple, of an exotic
kind, pink, with long green foliage. A few puffs of pink
ribbon form the additional ornaments, strings of which
float over the shonlders.

N.B.—Back view of the same cap, ornamented with
steam-yellow gauze ribbon.

Fi16. 7.—Moorish tnrban of pongeanw and yellow crape.
A back view represents the same kind of turban in Nava-
rin-blue and lemon-colour.

F16. 8.—Promenade bonnet of emerald-green, lined with
white, and trimmed with the same coloured ribbon, with
a few puffs of white satin ribbon intermingled.

FiG. 9.—Back view of a bonnet, for walking, of lavender
gros de Naples, trimmed with the same. Both these bonnets
tie under the chin with amenfonniére of blond.

Fic. 10.—Back and front view of a cap of black blond,
ornamented with pink gauze ribbon, with black satin
stripes. The crown en treillage, formed of rouleaux of pink
satin.

Ear-pendants of pearls,

NEWEST LONDON FASHIONS FOR APRIL, 1829.

Though the evening dress parties have not been many,
and the balls, at present, but few, yet those which have
taken place have been remarkably select and splendid :
from snch sources, and from the various elegancies which
now continue in preparation, for such circles, according to
increased and increasing orders at MRrs. BELL’s tasteful
Magazine de Modes, we are enabled to-present our readers
with a description of the following novelties in fashionable
costume. '

From the above-mentioned emporium of fashion, a car-
riage pelissc of the most elegant kind, has been jnst com-
pleted, to order, for a female of distinction : it is of a pecu-
liarly rich Gros de Naples; the colour Navarin-blue; it is
faced, and trimmed round the border by a broad ornament
of black velvet, in Spanish points ; between each of which
is a rounded leaf, in velvet, edged by a narrow satin rou-
Zeau; the body is faced down the front in a correspondent
manner. The sleeves are en jigét, with a broad gauntlet
cuff of black velvet, pointed ; and at the point three round
leaves, forming a kind of tulip-ornament. Another favoun-
rite out-door dress, but more adapted for the promenade,
is of Gros de Naples, and is made high ; it is the colour of
the marshmallow-blossom ; it is bordered by a broad hem,
headed by two stripes of black velvet, set at a distance from
cach other, about half an inch; these stripes are put on en
serpentine; and from them issue on each side of the serpen-
tine wave, branches of the leaves of Cypress ; this foliage
is of the same colour and material as the dress, and every
Jeaf is edged round by black velvet. The body is & la

'

OF FASHION.

Roxelane, the slecves en jijot, with a pointed cuff, and next
the hand is a narrow row of antique English points, edged
with black velvet.

Amongst the dresses for the evening, those of velvet are not
yet laid aside ; we have secn one of muchtaste and elegance,
finished down the front of the skirt in the Bavarian style ;
the robe, itself, is of black velvet of the softest texture, and
hangs beautifully over the form. The apparent petticoat is
of black satin crossed by straps formed of rouleaux of the
same material, each ornamented in the centre as they point
downwards, with a gold buckle: the front of the bust is
en guimpe, and is finished in the same manner as the skirt.
Over short sleeves of black velvet are those which are long,
consisting of black Japanese gauze, with a very deep
gauntlet-cuff, of black satin, and a row of gold buttons in
bias, on the outside of the wrist. The poplin coloured
silks, and coloured crape dresses for the ball and evening
party have experienced no change, at present, worth
recording; we generally give all the novelty in costume to
our engravings, and when we have but little new to add
in these our observations, we trust our indulgent readers
will there find their expectations fulfilled of gaining every
intelligence concerning the reigning costumes, in the
‘¢ WoRrLD oF Fasnion.” .

The bonnets are still in an uncertain state, wavering con-
tinually between black velvet and satin, or white satin and
coloured Gros de Naples; one carriage bonnet has, however,
appeared, the form like those the French call hat-bonnets ;
having, in front, every appearance of a hat. This tasteful
bonnet is of Egyptian plaid, pink and yellow; it is trimmed
with steam-yellow ribbon chequered with black, and
ornamented with exotic flowers, which are yellow and
scarlet, with green foliage formed of feathers.

A cap for receiving dinner parties at home, is an elegant
novelty in the coiffeure department. It is of beautiful blond,
the border excessively broad, and pointed at the edge : this
border is turned back, with a full clustéred wreath of small,
and just-opening roses, both red and white, lying on the
hair in front: the back of the caul is ornamented by a
similar wreath, and bows of pink gauze ribbon, with satin
stripes, complete the trimming. Another cap for home
costume is of very fine Mechlin lace, and is ornamented
with pink gauze, of which material there are long lappets.
Rouleaux of satin draw up the handsome border en fers de
Cheval; on each temple is a puff-rosette of pink gauze. A
very pretty blond cap for half dress, has also much taste in
its composition ; it is made of fine fuile and narrow blond ;3
there are bars of pink gauze striped ribbon over each
temple, a white, double Narcissus with green folliage on the
right side, with white jessamine, and its sombre-green
Jeaves. We are happy to find the Opera head-dresses
likely to become less annoying than when they consisted so
much of large dress hats and capacious dérets; charming
turbans of oriental shape, and the most becoming size seem
to be more in favour with the matronly beauty ; these are
often ornamented with a yellow plumage of a fancy kind,
with very delicate flowers, in which is mingled a small
portion of blue, which takes off from the monotony of the
yellow plumage. Young ladies of rank are seen at the
Opera and at cvening full dress parties,- with wreaths on
their hair, formed of white crape roses, and jagged foliage
of gold. Many ladies wear a full head-dress composed of
coloured ostrich feathers.

The favourite colours are Navarin-blue, pink, marsh-
mallow-blossom, steam-yellow and bright-rock-geraninm.
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NEWEST PARISIAN FASHIONS,
FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES.

HATS AND BONNETS.—Hats of black, green, or vio-
let-coloured velvet, are yet very prevalent: very few, are
ornamented with feathers, but several are trimmed with
blond, and puffs of velvet and ribbon.

Bonuets of coloured satin are also worn, lined with white
and trimmed with white ribbon ; the ribbons spotted with
the same colour as the hat.

At the promenades, arc seen many hats of rose-coloured
satin trimmed with blond.

Instead of the usual round riding hat, many ladies wear
with their riding-dresses, beaver bonnets tied close down,
which fashion they call & #’ Anglaise. Black veils with these
honnets, are universal.

Bonnets of gros de Naples, of English-green, have, at the
edge, a ricke of black blond ; very broad, to which isadded
a demi-veil of blond.

If there is any fashion which has survived the lapse of
ages, it is that of wearing blonds ; never were they in such
favour as atthe present day. At the promenade, be the hat
or bonnet ever so simple, it is trimmed with the richest
blond.

Several black velvet hats have appeared lately, trimmed
with flat ostrich feathers. Under the brims are blue or
rose-coloured ribbons, cut in leaves. The number of hats
and bonnets in rose-coloured satin, with a demi-veil of
blond at the edge, increases every day. Those ot blue satin,
lined with white, are mmuch admired : they are ornamented
with ribbon, and white blond. White willow feathers are
seen on coloured velvet hats. There is a new kind of gros
de Naples much in favour for hats and bonnets ; the ground
is chamois-colour, with violet and greenstripes, about three
finger’s breadth distant from each other. The hats made of
this silk, have narrow brims, and the sides are as wide as
the front : the upper part of the crown is fluted. Green
and violet feathers form the favourite ornaments on these
hats. The trimming on the bonnets consist of long puffs
of ribbon green and violet placed over the crown, and
beneath the brim. A hat of lemon-coloured crape, or of
Euglish blue, is very fashionable ; at the base of the crown
is affixed, by a rosette of gauze ribhbon, 2 branch of lilacs,
or rather three branches fastened together. The direction
of this ornament is vertical ; a broad blond surrounds the
edge of the hrim. Some hats'of lilac gros de Naples, have
the crowns trimmed with eight or ten large puffs of gauze
ribbon of English-green, with satin stripes. There are
often seen on hats of white crape, trimmed with white
gauze ribbon, two bunches of rose-coloured perriwinkles,
one on the summit of the crown, towards the rfght, the
other on the same side, at the edge of the brim.

Carriage-hats are what are called & £ Francois I. The
brims very large, and turned up in front, where is placed
a very leng feather, which lics on the hair.

OUT-DOOR COSTUME.—Pelisses of steam-yellow satin,
or rose-colour, are most fashionable. :

Ermine tippets now take the place of the Boas, on the
shoulders ot women of fashion.

Muffs are still worn, and high dresses trimmed with mar-
ten or ermine.

. Cloaks of satin, and pelerines of velvet, are now most
admired when trimmed with blend.

Satin pelisses fasten down the front of the skirt, by gold
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buttons : they are ornamented above the broad hem at the
border, by passementerie.

DRESSES.—A rich dress of blue gauze, is much admired
in grande parure. Above the broad hem, at the border, is
a full ornament of beading. A bunch of marabout feathers
is fastened on one side of the dress, by a hutterfly, formed
of coloured jewels. Some dresses of rose-crape are trim-
med with a rideke below the hem, next the feet, and which
is carried up in a point towards one side of the skirt. On
the white crape dresses, the bouquets are painted on the
hem, instead of being above it. Allthe short slecves are
en bérets ; the plaits either very large, or remarkably small.
Above the blond which surrounds the bust of ball dresses,
there is sometimes a narrow rdcke. Above the hem of
a crape dress, the colour, bird-of-paradise, was lately seen
five rows of satin points, very close to cach other, and
forming a most elegant trimming.

Blond canezous are often worn with silk dresses, and
those of tulle, with muslin gowns, are fastened in front by
half a dozen buttons in gold or jewels, like those worn by
gentlemen. One of these canazous in blond, destined to be
worn with a dress of blue velvet, formed brandenburghs
by its embroidery, which were surrounded by narrow gold
braiding, which-were joined in front by a double gold tassel,
passed through a button-hole.

At dress parties, are seen rose-coloured, or steam-yellow
satin dresses, which are trimmed round the tucker part of
the corsage, with several rows of pearls, and a friar’s belt
of pearls incircles the waist. A dress of cherry-coloured
velvet, has, above the hem, abroadsilver fringe, a sash em-
broidered with silver, and wide sleeves of tulle, embroider-
ed in silver. Another dressis of Ispahan-velvet, painted in
columns of flowers, in different colours. The gowns are
made very low at the shoulders and back, and the greater
part have drapery cn the corsage. Some dresses of black
velvet have the sleeves slashed & I'Espagnole, and the
slashes filled in by puckerings of tulle. A dress of Russia-
satin, of a pearl-grey, has been much admired, with long
sleeves ; and, atthe upper part of the arm, cight or ten
regular plaits, very close together, which represented the
wings of an English corps of light infantry.

There are some short sleeves that impart the idea of those
pavillions formed of great pipes, or shanks of trees, which
are used at the portals ot a palace to extinguish the flam-
beaux that are carried before the king and the princes.

Spotted and stamped merinos, in colours, are yet in fa-
vour for deshabille; all these kind of dresses have one deep
flounce, en rideau, and a pelerine surrounded by a broad
trimming, is worn with them. For half dress, a merino
should be embroidered above the hem, or if trimmed with
a flounce, that should be embroidered at the edge.

HEAD-DRESSES.—Marabouts, mingled with six or
cight butterflies in precious stones, form a favourite head-
dress : the butterflies are of all shades and sizes. Never
were the feathers nor the esprits disposed in the hair with
so much taste as in this year. The hair is platted or twisted
in cordons, scparated at intervals by gold and precious
stonc ornaments.

Caps of blond, which have cauls, have in front, no other
trimming than a few puffs of ribbons, with cut ends.
Others of pink tulle, have bands of the same, festooned in
long pointed plaits, which form a large tuft on one side,
and terminate on the other by a ricke, which surrounds
the whole of the cap, behind.

At the Opera, are scen several bérefs of black velvet, in
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the Spanish style ; they arc ornamented with pongean, or
white feathers ; some are turned up on one side by loops of

gold or pearls, and these very much resemble the small hats

worn in the reign of Franeis I.

Head dresses in hair are numerous. Those are particu-
larly distinguishéd where the bows of hair behind, unite
with those in front, so that they form two bandeaux on
each side of the forehead. The summit of the head is
ornamented with an arrow which erosses the bows, or one
single large full blown rose, surrounded by an auriole of
small flowers.

The blond dress caps are so disposed as to display the
tufts of hair, through those ornaments which serve in licu
of a caul.

Several ladies wear a broad gothic ornament in front of
their hair, composed of differently eoloured stones, sur-
mounted by a bird-of-paradise, or a heron’s plume.

A wreath of small roses, placed obliquely over the left
ear, is a favourite ornament on the hair of many ladies.

A cardinal’s hat in black velvet, trimmed with gold lace
and tufts, which hang two and two, from right to left, are
fastened by two gold runners; these are terminated by
tassels, descending as low as the shoulders. To the same
hat is appended two lappets of gaze-lisse, on cach side. A
toque of cherry-coloured velvet, bordered by a very broad
blond, is ornamented with narrow tresses of gold, and half
covered by a diadem of flowers with long stalks.

The head-dresses form a perfect museum of jewellery
ornaments of every kind; white feathers mingled with
diamond ears of corn is a very favourite coiffeure. Almost
all the ball head-dresses consist of three butterflies placed
on very long stalks, which appear hovering over the bows
of hair on the summit of the head. Several bouguefs, or
a wreath of foliage with gold flowers, have a very pretty
effect on the hair at candle-light. Turbans of gold and
silver gauze are ornamented with a bird-of-paradise; and
ladies, eminent for their taste in dress, wear the Moabitisk
turban, of white tissue-gauze, surrounded by gold orna-
ments, or those of pongeau.

Ladies of fashion continue towear their hair & la Grecque ;
the oulré appearance of which is devoid of all grace, but it
is the reigning mode. Gauze, entwined amongst the hair,
is the most distinguishing ornament. Black velvet dérets,
ornamented with white flowers and white fcathers, are in
high favour.

JEWELLERY.—DButterflies, formed of coloured stones,
are so fashionable this winter, that we give as a proof a
description of a present lately made to one of the most
pretty women of fashion in Paris. 1t was a magnificent
casket of jewels, containing an assortment of twelve butter-
flies, some of which had their wings formed of small dia-
monds, and the body in enamel; others were of rubies,
emeralds, and various other stones. There was one in
topazes, spotted with black. All the gold pins, which
served to fasten the butterflies, were ranged in symmetrical
order in the casket.

Golden arrows, and those of pearls and of diamonds, are
much in favour as ornaments on the hair.

Some of the Chdtelaines are now ornamented with seals.

Narrow bracelets, of wrought gold, are usedto keep the
gloves tight above the wrists. /

Broad bracelets, of tortoise-shell, are a novelty in jewel-
lery ; these are ornamented with divisions of gold in open
work.

In alt the trinket-boxes now, in order to have the head
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dressed & la Psyche, is a large butterfly, either in gold
enamel, or in jewellery of great or small value. Those who
have not viewed closely the setting of this &ijou, cannot
form an idea of the manner in which the butterfly is set,
and, in particular, of the ingenious proeess, by aid of which
it vibrates constantly over the jewels, or the artificial
flowers.

1st, A double stalk, or pin with two branches forked,
serves to fix the butterfly in the hair in front of the bows,
the comb, or the plats, ‘&e.

2d, A spring serves to bring the insect more or less for-
ward, or to change the direction to higher or lower. This
little hinge is of the same kind as those which in diamond
wheatsheaves, or in aigrettes, allow any one to bend down,
or to raise the different ears of the sheaf or the aigrette.

3rd, The body of the butterfly is directly fixed on a spiral
stall ; but sometimes this spiral direction is horizontal,
like as in the motion of a watch we find the pendulum laid
flat. Sometimes the spiral is vertical, and of the form of
those spirals which support the heads or balls of the Gla-
nirna pins. .

There are butterflies & la Psyche, of the most exquisite
workmanship, of very high price.

There are, also, seen at the jewellers, trinket-boxes,
which contain a beautiful flower, formed of differently-
coloured gems, ornamented with branches of every kind of
gold, wrought in the most delicate manner. These flowers
are placed on a long pin, and are put in the hair over the
front. This is a very fashionable ornament. There are
roses in diamonds, the petals of which are formed of small
rubies, the leaves by emeralds, and the stalks of gold.

Another jewellery ornament is a comb ornamented with
a triple row of diamonds, two diamond butterflies, and
single diamonds set in a bandeau, which go twice round
the hair.

Golden arrows and cameos are, also, favourite head-
ornaments.

The Sevigné brooches, worn in the ‘centre of the drapery
across the bust, are formed of every kind of jewellery.
Combs with a double gallery, cach enriched with diamonds,
and bouquets of corn, in which there are twenty ears, have
been seen on the head of a noble duchess. Several ladies,
in full-dress, wear diamond fillets, placed on the hair with
a point in front, & lz Marie Stuart.

MISCELLANEOUS.—To ornament a ball dress, it is of
no use to call in the assistance of the jeweller ; the most
antique and rare dijouz are now inrequest, and they borrow
from those who are in possession of a cahinet of curiosities,
decorating themselves with those necklaces and bracelets
which have been fonnd on mummies and on skeletons.

We have written before on the whimsical fashion of silk
stockings, either black or white, and the half-boots of
glaring colours. But at masqued balls it is a different
affair. There were seen during the last carnival, on white
silk stockings, a harlequin, a punchinello, and a devil
climbing up a pine-tree or a yew. In full dress, however,
it is now fashionable for a lady to have her silk stockings
embroidered with gold, in lozenges, which takes up all the
stocking on the instep, and ascends as high as where a
half-boot generally terminates. The two clocks are richly
ornamented. ' ' .

White gloves, both long and short, have a slight em-
broidery, in gold, on the back of the hand. ~

The half-boots. worn by the French élegantes have heels
about half an inch in height.
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GENEALOGY OF THE NOBILITY OF THE UNITED
KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND ;

SHEWING THEIR ORIGIN AND THE CAUSES OF TIIEIR ELE-
VATION.

LIX.—English Earls.

HARLEY, EARL OF OXFORD AND MORTIMER.

The family of Harley took its sirname from the lordship
of Harley, in the county of Salop. In the third year of the
reign of Edward I., Richard de Harley held the manor of
Harley in Shropshire ; and in the 28th of Edward I. he
represented that county in Parliament. He died in 1319.
Robert, his son, married the heiress of Bampton Castle, in
Herefordshire, the future residence of this family. Sir John
de Harley possessed the manor and castle of Harley. He
married Alice, daughter of Sir Titus Leighton, by Letitia,
niece of William de Valenca, Earl of Pembroke, from whom
descended i

Sir Robert Harley, FirRsT EaRL or Oxrorp, and Mor-
timer.—He was the son of Sir Edward Harley, Knight of
the Bath, and was born in December, 1661. He was suc-
cessively Speaker of the House of Commons, Secretary of
State, Chancellor of the Exchequer, Lord High Treasurer,
and Knight of the Garter. On May 24th, 1711, he was
created Baron Harley, of Wigmore Castle, Earl of Oxford,
and Earl of Mortimer. His second wife was Sarah, daughter
of Thomas Middleton, Esquire. By this lady he had no
issue, but, by his first wife, Elizabeth, eldest daughter of
Thomas Troley, of Whitley Court, in Herefordshire, Esq.,
he had Edward, who was his heir, and two daughters, the
eldest of whom married the third Duke of Leeds, and the
other, the seventh Earl of Kinnoul. This great nobleman
and statesman, the first Earl of ‘Oxford, died on the 21st of
May, 1724, in the sixty-fourth year of his age, and was
succeeded by his only son, Edward,

THE sEcoNp EArL.—He married, October 31st, 1713,
Henrietta Cavendish Holles, only daughter and heiress of
John, Duke of Newcastle, and by her had issue an only
daughter, Margaret Cavendish, who married the second
Duke of Portland. The Earl died in June, 1741, without
issue male, and was succeeded in his honours, according
to the limitation of the patent, by his cousin, Edward
Harley, Esquire, eldest son of Edward Harley, his father’s
brother, who became

Trirp EarrL.—He married in March, 1725, Martha,
cldest daughter of John Morgan, of Tredegar, in Mon-
mouthshire, Esquire, by whom he had issue, male and
female. His lordship died on the 11th of April, 1755, and
was succeeded by his eldest son, Edward,

Tur Fourtn EarL.—He was born on the 2d of Septem-
ber, 1726, and married on the 11th of July, 1752, Susannah,
da‘l;g‘r[lter of William Archer, Esquire. The Earl died with-
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out issue, October the 8th, 1790, and was succeeded by his
nephew, Edward,

THE ¥1FTi AND PRESENT EarRL.—His lordship was horn
on the 20th of February, 1773. On the 3d of March, 1794,
he married Miss Scott, daughter of the late Reverend
James Scott, A. M. vicar of Itchin, in Hampshire, by whoin
he has a son and two danghters.

The motto of this illustrious family is, Virtute et fide—
‘¢ By virtue and faith.”

MOUNTEAGLE CASTLE,
A TALE OF THE THIRTY YEAR'S WAR.
(Continued from page 41.)

We are taking up the thread of our history, after a lapse
of several months, from the lovers’ afflicting separation.
Adelaide had been received by her aunt, with all the ten-
derness and affection of a maternal friend. Amidst the
profound secrecy observed, both by herself and her do-
mesties, respecting the events at Mounteagle Castle, her
melancholy was attributed partly to the loss of her mother,
and partly to the gloomy impressions caused by the local .
terrors she had been exposed to so recently. It was not till
some time after her arrival, that Count Ernest succeeded in
surmounting the many obstacles that had prevented his
hastening to Schweidnitz, to meet his adored betrothed.
Adelaide shuddered as she thought of it, and had many a
hard struggle with her heart to preparc herself for it.
Hence dismay, rather than gratification, predominated in
her reception of the Count, whose pride and arrogance
chilled every effort of kindness. Now she had an opportu-
nity of ascertaining, by comparison, Nordenskiold’s excel-
lence, and of convincing herself, if that was wanted, of the
imperishableness of their mutual love. The Count’s ini-
petuous desire to have as early a day as possible fixed for
their nuptials, was, therefore, resisted by her with more
than ordinary firmness; the unexpired term of mourning
for her mother, offering a plausible pretext for the post-
ponement ; and how happy she felt, when Ernest was
summoned a second time to the theatre of war!

Adelaide spent the summer, and the greatest part of the
autumn, in strict seclusion, on the estate of her aunt, who
was no less importunate with her than Traunitz, to accele-
rate the celebration of a solemnity to which she stood
pledged; the more so0, as the mourning for her mother
could now no longer be advanced as a plea for further
respite. By this time, too, the Austrian forces had taken
up their winter quarters in Bohemia. Perplexed by the re-
lentless urgency of her relatives, and sinking under the
struggles with her own heart, she accompanied the Conntess
to Prague, where both Connt Traunitz and Count Ernest
had already arrived, and where, she was but too well aware,
the detested unidbn must inevitably take place.

As she sat, one day, deeply absorbed in thought at Nor-
denskiold’s heroic resignation, which had left her to cope,
quite alone, with the storms of fate, anld compelled her to
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think his love was not as fervent as her own. But then,
again, he appeared before her mind, as he sank back dis-
consolately at the moment of their separation—again she
felt his parting kiss on her lips, and once more she was
obliged to do homage to that exalted virtue which made him
the guardian angel of her own. ¢¢ He acknowledged it an
obligation on my part, to fulfil a prior, no matter how
thoughtless, a promise ; to this sense of rectitude he offered
up the happiness of his life, and of mine aiso, only I, as a
weak woman, have not yet been able to equal his energy
by fulfilling my engagement. Well, then,”” she added, ‘it
shall forthwith be done; I will again become worthy of
him, by, an cternal separation!”’ This powerful excrtion of
her feelings, caused her to almost faint away, as her aunt,
attended by Count Ernest, cntered the room at the very
moment.

Howecver, ere there could be any question of serious mat-
ters, the Countess said, ¢ Come, niece, are not youready yet ?
I will admit of no apology to day. Away to your toilette,
and let your dress be as splendid as possible, for the fite
which thePrince is about to give to night, will surpass every
thing that has been witnessed yet ; nor can you refrain from
dancing, without giving high offence, and here I present to
you a cavalicr who craves your hand for the first waltz.”

¢ My fair cousin, I trust, will not confer that happiness
oun another, in preference to me,” said Ernest, in a tone,
which,” notwithstanding its gallantry, left ample room to
foresee the ebullition of fury likely to ensue in the event of
a denial.

Adelaide made a silent bow, and, desirous of giving a turn
to the conversation, led her aunt to her tambour-frame, to
show her what progress she had made.

“ Think not of escaping me so easily, either, my lovely
cousin !”’ cried Ernest, put into good humour hy Adelaide’s
implied acquiescence, and snatching up a pearl bracelet
that had just slipped off thc maiden’s wrist, and the fellow to
which she had given to Nordenskiold, as a keepsake, on the
day of parting—* Indeed, you shall not,” continucd he
‘“and as I am determined not, on any account, to part with
this chain, behold you are linked to me for ever.”

‘“ You.are cxtremely presnmptuous, cousin,” said Ade-
laide, whose cheeks, hitherto pale, became fiushed with in-
dignation, as she reached at the trinket—¢ indeed you are,
and however,”” added she, in a more collected tonc,
¢ you may keep it, for what I care, if a chain steeped in
tears be happiness to you.”

On Traunitz’s countenance, too, the quick glow of resent-
ment burst forth. The old lady was disconcerted on per-
ceiving it ; she apprehended rather a sharp reply,and, with a
view of putting an end to the acrimonious colloquy, quickly
interposed the question, ‘“ Had the Swedish officer, expected
that day at head-quarters, on a diplomatic mission, already
arrived?”’

T do not know,”” replied Traunitz, while Adelaide’s at-
tention was goaded to the extreme ; ¢ but thus much I am
convinced of,” added he, doggedly, ‘‘ that the féte which
the Duke of Friedland is giving this evening, is so extraor-
dinarily splendid, for the only reason of showing to the hos-
tile officers our power and sense of security. For my own
part, I deprecate this stroke of policy, however expedient it
may be, as it compels me, seemingly, to be on amicable
terms with a Swede.”

- ¢“Why, have youn been so ill off in your captivity amongst
them?”’ asked Adelaide, rather caustically.

" “For God's sake, my lady, do not touch upon this-

-
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subject, lest ¥ should forget that it is you who does so,”
Ernest replied, his eyes flashing fire, ‘1 should imagine
it was quite enough, that heretics like them should brag of
having made a Traunitz their prisoner.”

¢ Itis all scttled, then, that you will dance the first waltz
withyour intended, this evening?’’ once more the old Coun-
tess interposed, inwardly regretting her first well-meant
query. ‘I hope you will be more sociable together than:
you are now ; for really Count = y

¢ Think no more of it, dearcst Adclaide !”’ said the Count,
addressing his betrothed, who had averted her face from
him,’’ think no more of it, and forgive me ; but there are
two things, the very idea of which is enough to drive me
mad—to lose you, and this unavenged disgrace.” .

“You need not apologize,” replied Adelaide, and pen-
sively sat down again at the tambour-frame, scarcely taking
any notice of the conversation which now ensued between
the Countess and Ernest, on indifferent matters.

The mere thought of beholding again a Swede, perhaps
in the costume of the beloved one, thrilled through Ade-
laide’s heart. Hopes, too, of eventually hearing of him,
and finding an opportunity of conveying to him intelligence
about herself, gradually insinuated themselves into her
heart ; and she was unconsciously engaged, towards even-
ing in the business of the toilette, with greater anxiety than
she had been wont to bestow on it.

The féte had begun. Led by her aunt, and followed by
the Count, Adelaide, refulgent in grace and beauty, entered
the vast Gethic hall. A chaplet of dark green foliage, in-
terspersed with buds of sparkling brilliants, a present from
her aunt, entwined her luxuriant chesnut locks; a white
satin dress chastely outlined her sylph-like shape, and ex-
quisite proportions ; while the lustre of a magnificent car-
canct of oriental pearls, was almost lost in the snowy bosom
from which it was suspended. Every one was enchanted
with her appearance; cven the grave Duke of Friedland,
to whom she was presented, for the first time, by the
Countess, scarcely could withdraw his looks from the fair
nymph, who stood before him in the loveliness of maiden
embarrassment, and yet so elegantly replied to his highly
complimentary observations.

Consonant with the gallantry of that period, the Duke
was leading the ladies to their seats, when Adelaide observed
an object which engaged her attention. It was a helmet,
similarly fashioned with the one Nordenskiold nsed to wear:
“ Doubtless,” argued she, mentally, ‘it is the Swedish
Plenipotentiary’s;”’ and a twitch of reminiscence, half
sweet, half painful, convulsed her heart. Her cyes were
absolutely spell-bound by the glittering piece of armour ;
but how did she feel, when, its owner, taking it up, she
recognized in him Colonel Nordenskiold!  All the scruples
of conventional propriety, all the intuitive monitors of goed
faith and moral obligation, vanished away at the recogni-
tion. She saw no reason, at that moment, why she should
not throw herself on the Colonel’s breast, there assert, at
once, the rights of nature, tyrannized on by arbitrary
institutions ; still, she was absolutely deprived of locomo-
tion, and continued rooted to the spot, long after the Colonel
had mixed again with the company ; and the Duke graciously
came up to her, to request she would afford him the means
of conferring a marked distinction on a foreign visitor, by
becoming his partner for the first waltz. -

< You must be a little accommodating this time, Trau-
nitz ! said the Duke to Ernest, who stocd by, pale with
wrath, and scarcely able to bring himself to a formal bow!

Can
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¢ How could I do the honours of a ball to a visitor of dis-
tinction, better than by giving him the Paragon of the
assembly for a partner 2"’ At these words the Duke turned
aside, and ere Adelaide could recover her recollection,
Nordenskiold, almost a statue, like herself, stood before
her, her hand in his, in the rank of the waltzers.

¢ Gracious God! Countess, am I to meet with you here ?”’
were the first words which found utterance from Nordens-
kiold’s lips, after a long pause. = ¢ Are you ———2"’

‘¢ No, I am not Countess Traunitz yet —’

¢ Not yet; but soon though, I dare say, my lady,”’ said
he, in a tone more of sorrow than bitterness. Adelaide re-
plied with a sigh, the couples in their rear urging them
onward.

‘“1 suppose we are neither of us disposed to dancing,
Nordenskiold,” said Adelaide, stepping out of the ranks.

¢ Oh, then, grant me only one moment’s conversation,”’
said he, in a subdued voice, gently drawing her towards a
vacant room, the door of which stood open. ¢ One moment
only! I cannot,Iwill not, again part, like an utter stranger,
with one whom I hold dearer than happiness and life. Hu-
man virtue, too, has its limits. Adelaide! dearest love,
recollect Mounteagle Castle. Is your love to me still the
same as it was then ?”’ added he, with the most impassioned
tone, clasping to his breast the trembling Adeclaide, who
had been hitherto wont to admire his self-controul—¢¢ Is
there no hope within the range of possibility ?’

‘“ Good God! how can you ask ?”’ replied she, in a faint
voice. ¢ You forget that Traunitz is present, and that he
would contest me with kalf a world.”

¢“ His very presence! Now that I may woo thee by fair
competition, and not surreptitiously rob him of thy love,
as heretofore—even that, it is, which re-animates my desire,
and fires me to enterprize.”

‘¢ For God’s sake, what are you meditating, Nordens-
kiold? Have you forgotten my engagement—your own
heroic resignation? Oh, do not lacerate my heart by a
renewed struggle; it is all but broken, already!” But,
without making any reply, he clasped her still closer to his
breast, and in soft, melting accents of love, asked, ‘¢ Do
you love me.still, Adelaide?” My bliss at Mounteagle
Castle, was it something more than a mere dream ?”*

¢ Thee only, I shall ever love,”” she breathed out, softly.
‘¢ But, leave me, I beseech you—just now retire ;" and,
alarmed at his impetuosity, she disengaged herself from his
arms. Nordenskiold presently struck his forehead with
hls clenched fist, exclaiming, in a tone of exquisite grief,
¢ Gracjous heavens! where were my thoughts? Forgive
me, Adelaide!—oh, forgive me! It requires more than
human fortitude to wrest myself from thee a second time,”’
cried he, as he threw himself at her feet, and vehemently
pressed her hands to his heart: he then precipitately left
the room.

Scarcely conscious of her being, her breast torn with love
and grief, Adelaide dropped on a chair; and after a consi-
derable time, she perceived an elderly lady stand before her,
who thought she had been taken ill, and offered to conduct
her to her friends. She passively followed her to the anxious
Countess, whom Ernest, too, joined, with wild looks, having
been searching for her everywhere, and asked Adelaide,
whose remarkably pale countenance he could not behold
without fearful surmises, what had become of her partner ?
‘¢ have dismissed him, feeling myselfindisposed,’’ said she,
znd at the same time requested her aunt to accompany her

ome.
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Here it will be necessary to retrace a short period of our
story, as far as regards the Colonel. IIl as he was, he had
left Mounteagle Castle for the purpose of finding, in the
ranks of his valorous countrymen, either peace of mind, or
that consummation which his sense of religion would not
allow him to take into his own hands. Both were denied
to him ; and, not till after along interval, the consciousness
of having acquitted himself of his duty, and facilitated that
task also to Adelaide, afforded him, in more lucid moments,
a compensation for the great sacrifice he had made. He
knew that the Countess Traunitz had left Schweidnitz with
her still unmarried niece ; but there his intelligence ceased,
and he continued totally ignorant as to their subsequent re-
sidence, until the commander-in-chief, by whom he was
highly esteemed, entrusted to him an important mission to
the imperial head-quarters, where, of all places, he least
expected to find the Countess and Adelaide, nor yet to meet
Traunitz there. How, then, must he have felt, when being
obliged, after many apologies, to follow the Duke to a lady,
he recognized in the partner intended for him, his adored
mistress! Nor was it any longer in sables, or in the dingy
chambers of a dilapidated castle, that he beheld her, but in
a magnificent hall, surrounded by rank and splendour, her-
self refulgent with elegance and beauty! And yet she would
have been to him a stranger, more than ever, had not her
eyes, at the same time, looked love, and filled him both
with delight and grief. Here, too, as at Mounteagle Castle,
the most singular chance had brought him into contact with
her. She was still his own, and more lovely than ever.
The temptation was too strong ; his passions burst forth in
a blaze, and every obstacle seemed to vanish before it. Yet
he once more prevailed over himself.

(T be concluded in our next.)

ON THE MORAL INFLUENCE OF WOMEN.

Who will take upon him to deny the influence of
women ? Whatever they approach becomes embellished
with new charms ; the mild lustre of their eyes seems to
give new life to all that comes within its influence. Litera-
ture and the fine arts yield to their taste and judgment;
it is at their feet that man, haughty man, so great in him-
self when absent from them, submissively falls, to hear his
doom. Where is the unhappy being, who has not, once in
his life, like Socrates, sacrificed to the graces ?

The heart of woman is kind and indulgent, and if acri-
mony or envy should sometimes find a place there, it must
be only attributed to education: exceptions are rare, but
it is also truth, to say, that when a woman is really wicked,
she is more so than ten men put together.

A father pardons a guilty son; a mother does more, she
consoles him, she renders him respectable in his own eyes,
teaches him to esteem himself, without which he will
never act aright, for a virtuous courage is the sure fore-
runner of virtue. Nothing so gentle as her reproofs, no
comfort equal to her advice. -

A man is often forsaken by his friends, fortune fails him,
misfortunes overwhelm him ; but his beloved wife yet re-
mains ; he, however, conceals from her those evils which
have been the result of his own misconduct ; but she can
read every thought of his heart, she recalls him tenderly
to himself, weeps with him, refuses to listen to his self-
accusations, but arms him with courage and hope; and
by degrees, the unhappy man snatched from the despairing
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resignation of suffering alone, looks smilingly forward
with hope.

A young man is disgusted with life at his first entering
into the bustle of the world, and if he has any sentiment
left in his mind, it is centered in a wish to go and see a
sister, before he dies, a mother, or a beloved female friend;
returning he will breathe more freely, his gloomy ideas
will dissipate ; he will no longer see objects through the

" dark shade of discouragement; no; it is the enchanting
prism of hope and happiness, that will now lend its smiling
colours.

An old man, one foot in the grave, which must soon
close over him, and put an end forever to all his regrets,
his sufferings and complaints, throws round him a look of
anguish ; but a wife, a daughter is there, her eye has met
those of the dying man; her mild voice has restored his
courage. Death comes—the man dies, but he dies com-
forted—his last moments are sweetened—a wife has closed
his eyes.

Thus, in every period of life, woman is the tutelary
genius which watches over man; but in misfortune espe-
cially, in discouragement, she is more so than ever. To
those who err, she stretches out a helping hand ; her af-
fectionate expressions find their way to the heart, and the
guilty person already feels repentance when he hearkens
unto her. By her, men become happier; through her,
more social, more gentle, and better in every sense of the
word. In all their wanderings, when drawn aside by the
influence of the passions, they may not listen to the voice
of friendship ; but of a woman! We not only put the
question to young men, but to the old ; even the secluded
hermit will say, it is not possible to be withstood.

WOMANKIND.

Nothing sets so wide a mark ‘‘ between the vulgar and
the noble seed’” as the respect and reverential love of wo-
mankood. A man who is always sncering at woman is ge-
nerally a coarse profligate, or a coarse bigot, no matter
which.”—MIRrRROR, No. 350.

Peace, false one, peace! I’ll list no more
To thy deceitful tongue,

Companion sweeter were the shore,
‘When tempest bell has rung ;

And sweeter raven’s croak when night -
Enscarfs the traveller round,

Fairer the swamps deceitful light,
Firmer the pit-fall ground,

Than the dark words from bigot-mind,

That sneers at gentle womankind.

What is thy ruby-wine to me,
And what thy stately dome ;
Thy mirth and luscious minstrelsy,
And all thy wealth of home ?
I sce a serpent coiling lie
At bottom of each bowl ;
I hear a hissing tempter’s cry .
In every song you troul ;
Tor these are poisons long entwin’d,
’Bout him who slanders womankind.

Oh! when affiiction writhes thy brow,
When terror smites thy heart, .
‘What will the pride avail, that now
Makes thee, wretch, that thou art ?
For ah! no woman’s gentle voice,
For ah ! no woman'’s tear,
Will meekly bid thee yet rejoice,
Will drop one pearl sincere :
You’ll rave unto the mocking wind,
As you have rav’d at womankind.

A profligate, you throw away

The wealth you cannot buy,
A faith, that knoweth not decay

In grief or poverty ;
There is no gem like woman's love,

No bond, strong as her truth ;
She is the balsam from above,

To soothe our age or youth.
Spendthrift! you shame the mortal mind,
To rail at angel woinankind.

Begone ! begone! become unknown,
Join not the world’s wide mart ;

Become at once a savage grown,
You are so now at heart !

Like Timox hie to some dark cave,
There grovel with thy wealth,

Alone, unheard, still, still to rave,
Till age shall simite thy health !

But leave to us, thou selfish, blind,

To bless and love dear womankind !

Mareh 5th, 1829. A. M. TEMPLETON, JUN.

THE FRENCH PEASANT GIRL.

A TALE.

““Yes, I have known, have felt the deep intensity
Of dear First Love ”’——BYRON. 2
¢¢ Come rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer !
Tho’ the herd have fled from thee, thy home still ishere ;
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast,
And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last !”
MooRE.

Shortly after the celebration of the nuptials of the
Emperor Napoleon with the Archduchess Maria Louisa,
while the festivities and rejoicings which that happy event
gave rise to were still indulged in, and nothing was heard
of in Paris but the universal happiness which so peculiar
an union must occasion,—fashion and folly, amusement
and hilarity, spread wide their influence over the intoxi-
cated minds of the people, who, imagining they saw in the
dawning prospect, a new era of greatness and of grandeur
bursting upon their view, gave themselves up to all the
fervour of excited fancy ; and, plunging into the universal
scene of gaiety and pleasure, revelled in the momentary
enjoyment of its illusion.  All the actions of the Emperor
were blazoned in their most attractive colours, to inspire
his people with higher views of his greatness, his power,
and his benevolence ;—the soldiery were unbounded in
their approbation of the free pardon, which he had granted
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to all deserters from the French arms, on the condition of |

their immediately rejoining their corps ;—the body of the
peoplerejoiced at the remission of all the unpaid fines which
had been imposed upon them by the judgment of the police ;
and, not the least conspicuous were the six thousand girls
that had been portioned by the state with from six to twelve
thousand francs each, and married to so many retired sol-
diers of the communes : nor were the poor forgotten in this
system of benevolence, for among them were distributed
twelve thousand dishes of meat, twelve thonsand loaves of
bread, and a hundred and forty-four pipes of wine. These
magnificent donations served to unite the people in one
sentiment of affeetion, and the rich stream of gratitude and
praise burst forth in blessings and thanksgiving, while the
name of Napoleon wae almost idolized.

The harp still sounded with the joyous nuptial songs, and
the lover’s mandolin was still tuned to the felicity of their
monarch and his bride ; the carols of rejoicing were still
heard in the halls of splendour, and the songs of joy in the
peasant’s cot; universal happiness seemed to be diffused
among the people, each eye beamed with the lustre of de-
llight, and every lip breathed a spirit of peace, content, and

ove. >

Late one evening, a stranger, muffled in a thick old mili-
tary cloak, and his features concealed under a broad-brim-
med hat, was observed carefully noticing a young female
who was walking rather quickly through the Rue St. Denis;
he had been observed following the girl from the Twilleries
yarden, and along the Rue St. Honoré, to the foot of the
Pont au Change, where the girl, making a sudden stop, the
stranger immediately fell back, and concealed himself in
the Rue St. Gévre. The young girl here threw aside her
veil, and, casting a wandering look over the waters of the
Seine, seemed lost in the contemplation of some idea that
was struggling in her breast; slie at length turned from
the Pont au Change, and proceeded with a short and inde-
ciiive step along the Quai de I’Ecole, when the stranger in
thé cloak came from his hiding-place, and was still observed
narrowly watching every action of the female. She had
proceeded beyond the Pont des Arts, when her manner be-
came apparently so wild and incoherent, that the stranger
drew closer towards her, and came |so near that the girl,
turning sharply round, her eyes fell upon the mysterious
being who seemed to take so great an interest in her pro-
ceedings : she seemed struck with the figure of the stranger,
and hesitated whether to proceed; but the former passed
her very uncencernedly, and in a few moments returning,
he appeared to be leisurely retracing his steps towards the
Pont des Arts. This apparent unconcern lulled the suspi-
cions of the young female, who, starting with a determined
resolution, hurried rapidly along the water side. The
Stranger was now more cautious, and followed the girl past
the Pont Royale and along the Quai des Tuilleries; he
seemed aware of her destination, either from a previous
knowledge of her intentions, or by an inference from her
incoherent conduct; and as she drew towards the most
solitary part of the Quai, he again came closer towards her.
The poor girl, overcome by mental and bodily exhaustion,
seemed scarcely able to support herself, and, looking nar-
rowly around to observe whether she was watched by any
one, atlength seated herself upon the ground and remained
with her cheek leant upon her arms, looking pensively over
the clear and silent waters of the Seine. The stranger now
drew closely behind her, and, conecealing himself by the
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shade of a large tree, appeared ready to interrupt the fatal
act which the poor girl now seemed resolved upon.

It was a beautiful night; the moon-beams danecd on the
blue waters, and the light zephyrs that were wafted upon
the shore, came from the South, bearing upon their wings
the fragranee of the orange bowers, and the scented trees
that spread such balmy odour o’er the sunny vine-clad
plains. The distant notes of the festal songs, and the gay
trillings of the lover’s mandolin, fell gently upon the ear,
mingled with the trollings of the boatmen on the farther
part of the river, who joined their musie in the general fes-
tivity, and breathed forth songs of joy in honour of their
Emperor’s nuptial happiness.

The maiden seemed to listen fondly to the distant music,
and glancing listlessly to the spot from whence it came, she
burst into tears, and hiding her face in her hands, deep and
agonized sighs broke from her o’cr-fraught heart: it was,
however, but a momentary impulse; she seemed to fect
that the joys of life were lost to her for ever, and that re-
gret, as it was unavailing, but increased her wretched
moments. She started up in all the wildness of a desperate
mind, and glancing her phrensied eyes again round the spot,
with a'determined cnergy she tore away her hat and shawl,
and with a loud scream was about to precipitate herself into
the river, when the stranger, rushing from his concealment,
canght her senseless in his arms.

He endeavoured to recover her, but life seemed already
to have fled ; she laid within his arms apparently a breath-
less corpse, defying all attempts to recover. The stranger
gazed upon her beautics with intense anxiety and eager
interest , he wrapped his cloak round her, and, folding her
closely in his arms, remained eagerly watching the return-
ing motion of her lips, and soon beheld the flush of life
again play upon her white cheek, and feel her pulse throb
again beneath his touch. The female appeared to be about
eighteen years of age, a period of life when passion controls
the mind, and fixes the affeetions with an intensity of power,

ever bend. She was of excessive loveliness, her dark raven
hair hung in clusters down her fair neck, and luxuriated
upon a bosom as white as unstaingd purity: her lips seemed
created ‘‘but for an angel’s kiss,”’ and her dark prophet
eyes as they opening fell upon the person of the mysterious
being who held her closely folded to his bosom, beamed
with a dying holiness, and with an eager and inquiring
glance she seemed to feel hersclf already past this vale of
suffering and tears, and cmancipated from the thrilling
agonies and heart-withering despair that she had painfully
experienced here, to think herself among the spirits of the
blessed in the eternal land of pure and unmixed happiness,
where ‘“the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary
are at rest!”’

It was, however, but a momentary feeling; the surround-
ing objects soon recalled a recollection of her situation, and
she became aware that some interposing power had rescued
her from the death she sought; she shrieked, and looking
wistfully in the face of the stranger, which was, however,
still almost concealed in the collar of his cloak, she hurriedly
exclaimed, ¢“Who—what art thou?”’

¢¢ Patience, fair sufferer,’”’ exclaimed the stranger, ¢ this
is no time nor place for explanation; let me entreat your
silence.”’

The sufferer was awed by the tone and manner of the
stranger, who, without speaking, placed her hat and shawl
upon her person, and, requesting her to endeavour to walk

beneath whose influence the heart may break, but will not .
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leisurely along, led her by the arm in the same mysterious
silence.

They shortly reached the gate which opened into the
Tuilleries’ gardens, at which the stranger stopped, and the
gate unclosing, he wasabont tolead the girl into the garden.
She shrunk back. ‘¢ Be not alarmed, my poor girl,” ob-
served the stranger, ‘“ I will not harm thee.”

“Idare notgo! Oh heaven! the time—the place. Oh
no, I dare not.”

‘““Youmust! Iam not used to be denied—Come.”’

The girl still shrunk back and endeavourcd to withdraw
herself from the hand of the stranger, but his grasp was
firmly fixed upon her arm, and baffied her little efforts; she
was forcibly led through the gate, which was immediately
closed after them, and the stranger carried her in a hurried
manner along the garden. They stopped at a little door
leading into the palace, which was immediately opened by
the stranger, who at the same time observed to the female,
€¢It is late—I shall be blamed forthis longabsence ; but you
must be my apology.”

They ascended a flight of stairs into a neatly arranged
room, where the stranger placed the young female upon a
sofa, and requesting her not to be alarmed, said, that he
must leave her for a few moments, but requested her to re-
vive her spirits, and assure herself that she was safe.

A servant shortly afterwards entered the room to say, that
the stranger could not possibly see his charge again that
night, but that every thing was ordered forher convenience
and comfort till he could wait upon her personally.

The rescued girl, unable to comprehend the meaning of
this mysterious conduct, sat melancholy upon the sofa,
bathed in tears ; she at length ventured to enquire who the
stranger was?

¢ An officer belonging to the palace,” was the immediate
reply, but no farther information could the anxious girl
obtain.

On the following day, two pages of the Emperor were
strolling in the gardens of the palace: one, light, airy, and
flullll of gaiety and joy; the other, sad, melancholy, and

ull.

‘“On my word, Julien D’Albert,”’ exclaimed the merry
page, ‘‘we’ll have thy picture done, and hang it up in all
our shops in town, that folks inay see the likeness of the
melancholy page.”

‘¢ Have done, good Louis,” replied the other, ¢ you know
the nature of my sorrow, and ’tis unkind to triumph in your
friend’s unhappiness.”

‘“Sorrow! for shame. Sorrow for a black-eyed wench,
a little ruby-lipp'd coquette, that smiles to day upon your
love, and vows for ever to be true; to-morrow says the
same, and swears it too to some new lover. Sorrow for a
girl! Shame, shame.”

‘¢ Speak not so slightly of my Eloise, or I shall forget our
kindred friendship, and be tempted to resent the insult.”’

‘“Nay, don't be angry, Julien; I meant no harm I do
assure you, and though I have no acquaintance (and, thank
heaven, never wish to have) with this same master Love,
who, to my idea, is the wickedest urchin in the world, I
have still a heart to compassionate the villainous little crea-
ture’s victims. But .on my word you must dispel those
clouds that lour upon your brow, or you’ll become the jest
of all the court; the ladies ridicule—their sport—their
toy.”’—

¢“1 cannot help it, Louis, my mind is almost maddencd
with the thoughts of my father’s harsh resolve.”

THE WORLD OF FASHION.

¢“*Tis the first time Iever heard of aman being maddened
at the thought of a beautiful girl, with a still more lovely
purse.”

‘“ What is her wealth to me ? If I consent to marry her,
I break the heart of my poor Eloise.. That I dare not, will
not do! Never will I desert the poor girl to whom my
solemn vows are plighted—never will I consent to plunge
her in misery whom alone my heart can love.”

‘“But she will consent, she says, to your marriage with
the heiress whom your father has provided for you.”

¢ Yes, she will sacrifice her happiness to my fortune, but
that shall never be. When Ilast saw her she talked so
wild and incoherently, that much I fear her reason yields
beneath the maddening thought of parting ; and, that in some
rash moment she may be tempted to the crime of suicide,
in order to remove the barrier that stands betwecn me and
my father’s will. But itshall never be! No, God forbid !*’

The Emperor Napoleon, who had been listening to the
conversation of his pages, now entered the walk, and
passing into the palace, sent for Julien to his private apart-
ment.

The blue mantled stranger in the course of the following
day arrived at the mansion of the Count de L——, a noble
farmer, who, having no relish for courtly associations,
amused himself by superintending the cultivation of his own
lands, shewing no feeling of partiality for the surrounding
peasantry, he was universally disliked by them; morose,
churlish, and unforgiving, his every idea was absorbed in
one great pursuit, that of acquiring riches. His son, Julien
D’Albert, was, by the intercessionof a relative, enrolled in
the list of the Emperor’s pages, and by his nmiform pro-
priety and rectitnde of principle, had gained the favourable
opinion of his majesty. The Count was often invited to the
Court, but as often apologized and was excused.

The mysterious being who had rescued the ill-fated Eloise
from self-destruction, was admitted into the presence of
the Count, and, without prefacing his message with any
compliments, he bluntly enquired, ‘‘You have a son, at-
tending upon his majesty ?*’

T have,” replied the Count.

‘“ And as I am given to understand, it is your intention
to enforce his marriage with a daughter of the house of

‘Tt is my intention.”’

““You are also aware, I believe, that your son has seduced
from her native village and happy home, an innocent and
lovely peasant girl, that by the most solemn vows which
can possibly bind one human creature to another, he has
sworn to marry her. Will you force him to the crime of
perjury, for the sole purpcse of adding to your accumulated
hoards the fortune of the heiress of B 2

‘““Who, sir, are yon, that dare question me thus? My
son, unhappily for himself and me, may have formmed a mo-
mentary connection with a country harlot, but ’tis a trick
of youth, a boyish freak; a few livres thrown into her lap
will dry the poor girl’s tears.” .

¢“Nothing can ever dry them, my lord, but the integrity
of your son. Listen to me for a moment and hear the
melancholy truth. I saw last night, for the first time, the
poor, the heart-broken Eloise; she was wandering in the
gardensofthe Tuilleries, wholly unconscious of the mirth and
revelry of the surrounding people, her every idea being ah-
sorbed in the anguish of her own heart, that anguish which
your cruel determination had occasioned. She seemed re-
volving in her mind some desperate deed—her manner grew
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wild and incoherent—she left the gardens and wandered
through the streets of Paris, alonely heart-seared isolate. I
watched her, saw her make for the banks of the Seine ; ob-
served her agony, her madness. She prayed for her seducer,

implored blessings upon his bead, and wished him ever-*

lasting happiness. In the phrenzy of despair she tore away
the lighter portion of her dress and leapt towards the river,
but I, rushing from my - hiding-place, received her in my
arms, and rescucd Aer from death, yourself and son from
agony unutterable. I carried her to my home, restored her
wandering senses, and brought her back to reason. This
morning I learnt her melancholy tale, but, anxious for her,
Julien’s, happiness, my entreatles all were vain to discover
who her betrayer was : by accident I learnt it, and thus my
lord I tell the sufferer’s tale, entreating your protection for
the love-lorn Eloise.”

¢ Very romantic, truly, my good man ; and really thou
art also a most romantic personage ; but erc you seek to
impose on me with such pathetic tales, first learn to make
the lie less palpable.”

¢ Lie! ray lord —! but—Well, well, can nothing melt
your icy heart?”’.

‘¢ Nothing that you can say.” ;

¢ That we are to see. You aré determined then upon the
sacrifice ?”

‘¢ Aye, by St. Denis am I, and ere the weck is out, my
boy shall either wed the heiress, or lose my affection. Let
hiin chuse,—the low-born harlot, or the heciress of the
house of B—."’

¢ He has decided ; and ere the weck is out you’ll hail a
daughter in the victim of your son—the harlot, as your
charity has pleased to term her.”

“Then I forsake him utterly !
closed iy doors upon him L

] will take him into mine. :
Your proud heart yet shall berd.”” And so saying, the stran-
ger rushed out of the apartment, and, leaping across his

And now that I have

horse, was soon out of sight of the mansion of the worthy -

Connt.

The page Julien attended immgdiately the summons of
the Emperor as mentioned above, and the particulars of the
interview may be judged from what follows.

The Count.De L—— had always declined the invitations
of his majesty, but on the day subsequent to the interview
between the Emperor and hispage, a peremptory demand was
conveyed to the Count for his immediate attendance at the
palace. The demand could not by any possibility be evaded,
and notwithstanding his peculiar reluctance to attend at
the palace upon any occasion, much more at such a peculiar
time as this, when all his thoughts were intent upon the
nuptials of his son, he was compelled to step into his car-
riage, and order his horses’ heads to be turned towards the
Tuilleries. During the journey, he was absorbed in re-
flections upon the motives of the Emperor in thus demanding
his attendance ; a fearful presentiment of the truth occa-
sionally flashed across his mind, but was as immediately
rejected upon considering the mean appearance of the blue-
mantled stranger, who very probably might be some relative
of the girl whom his son had seduced.

The Count, upon his arrival at the Tuilleries, was imme-
dlately ushered into an apartment to await the Emperor’s

-leisure. Upon hearing of his father’s unexpected-arrival,
Julien immediately rushed into the room, fell at his father’s
feet, embraced his knees, and implored him as he valued

Adieu, old man, adieu. |
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his happiness, his life, not to compel him to sacrifice his
love. The father was obdurate, he spurned the youth from
him, and imprecated heaven’s vengeance upon his head if
he refused to join him in his plans, and marry the heiress
whom he had provided.

‘¢ Never, never will I be guilty of so base an act!” ex-
claimed the noble youth, ¢“Father, you may desert me, but
you shall not despoil me of my honour! You may plunge
me into poverty, but never into crime!”’ ’

‘‘ Then take a father’s curses, headstrong boy !’ ejacu-
lated the Count in all the bitterness of disappointed hope.
‘“ Go beg for daily sustenance ; go, cap in hand and with
thy harlot wife, beg at each lordling’s door for charity : my
noble boy, go—go !’

At this moment Eloise burst into the room, followed
hastily by the stranger in the blue cloak, who effectually
contrived to conceal his features from observation.

¢¢Oh, do not, do not curse him,”” ejaculated the fainting
girl: take him to your forgiveness; I will resign him; I
have no claim upon hin: do what you will with me, but do
not, oh, do not curse your son !’

¢ Oh, this is the black-eyed wench,” exclaimed the
malignant father ; ¢¢you hear, boy, what she says.”

‘¢ She knows not what she says. Father, dearest father,
blight not our fondest hopes—make us not wretched—yonr
harshness will kill my poor dear Eloise. Pity! oh, for
heaven’s sake pity my situation—pardon me, take us to your
paternal arms.”

““Pity! pity! pity!” ejaculated the amiable Eloise, and
fell senscless at the feet of the father of her seducer. i

‘¢ Does not this melt thy heart 2’’ enquired the stranger.

¢¢ No, no, nor any other scene that thou can’st act.”

¢ Indeed I”’

A page now entering, summoned the Count into the
chamber of the Emperor. Julien implored his father’s
forgiveness, caught his knees and sought to detain him, but
the old man was obdurate, and, dashing his son forcibly
from him, stepped over the lifeless Eloise, and, ordering the
page to lead the way to the Emperor, left his victims, un-
blest and unforgiven. The stranger immediately left the
room by another door, observing to the agonized Julien,
¢¢ Be comforted, your happiness is now complete !"’

The audience of the Emperor with the Count de L——
was soon over. The love-lorn Eloise was reclining her
head upon the bosom of Julien, who hung mournfully over
his too-confiding and much-loved victim, both impatiently
expectingthe return of the mysterious stranger. The heart
of the peasant girl beat high with fears, and Julien trembled
at his father’s wrath, and at the thoughts of the misery to
which he had reduced his too-confiding Eloise. The Em-
peror had indeed listened to his story, but had made no
observation thereon, and more than probable he had since
forgotten it. He was thus deploring his situation, when
the room door opened, and the stranger entered with the
Count de L——.

‘¢ Rejoice my children, rejoice! exultingly exclaimed the
stranger. ¢‘ Your sufferings are ended—your father takes
you to his arms, forgives, and blesses you.”

The noble Julien, struck with the voice of the stranger,
turned hastily to look upon him, who, immediately throw-
ing aside his cloak, discovered himself to the page; the
latter fell at the stranger’s feet and exclaimed—
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¢ My love, my Eloise, kneel, kneel, and bless thy sove-
reign! It is the Emperor kimself! Heaven bless thee!
Heaven bless thee!”
¢ Blessings! blessings on the father of hispeople!”’
‘¢ Rise, rise my children,” exclaimed the Emperor. ‘It
is a monarch’s duty to protect and comfort all his people.”
x® ¥

*
APRIL'S ADVENT;
AN ADDRESS BY AN ADMIRER.
¢¢ —— Bid you good morrow !
With all my soul, you’re welcome "’
Forp.

They say thou’rt like a flatterer’s tongue,
Or fawner’s false caress;

Thy notes as thosc the vale's lord sung,*
Their cadence fickleness :

Thy joy but nurse unto thy sorrow,

Thy smile to day, a tear to morrow !

They read thy morn, woke without clouds,
As false lights on the wave,

That ere ’tis noon shall turn to shrouds
About the seaman’s grave :

Thy flow’rs thy own swift storms shall wring,

Like beauty carly withering. '

They do mistrust thy fairest hour,
Suspect thy sweetest breath,

In one dim speck they see a shower,
In one blast fancy dcath ;

Thy very name they quote a spell,

To summon up the ckangeable.

Well be it so! it moves not me
To hear the screaching owl,
Nor tale of sinful sorcery,
When Hecate’s “sisters’ prowl;
The day-light laughs the woes to scorn,
Which walk at midnight, fancy-born.+

I am content to hail thy beams,
As presages of peace,
To hug them e’cn as pleasant drcams
When waking clamours cease :
As visions that awhile assuage
The *¢ world’s loud laugh,”” and rival’s rage.

* ¢ Oh weep for the hour,
‘When to Evelyn’s bower, -
The Lord of the Valley with his false vows came.

MooRE’s BALLADS.
+ ¢ How many things are there that the fancy makes
terrible by night, which the day turns into ridicule!”
SENECA’S MORALS.
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Nay, nay, I'll deem thy very tears
That drop so sudden down,

Pure pcarl-drops gushing, after fears
Have softened anger’s frown:

As holy manna, sent to bless,

The teeming earth with plenteousncss.

‘We ne’er should know the bliss of health,
Did we ne’er suffer pain,

Nor estimate the strength of wealth,
Were all our dealings gain:

The vEAR would seem a vapid thing

Were it all SUMMER, or all SPRING.}

And could’st thou, Josnuva like, command
The bounteous sun stand still,

Should we not step on parch’d-up land,
And sigh o’er dried up rill 7

And wish, in vain, for winds and showers,

To procreate May’s balmy flowers ?

Ingrates they are, and such who love
The ¢¢ serpent’s killing wound,”§

Who dare forget that from above,
Like life, thy power is found :

If type of mortal weal or woe,

HEe who MADE MORTALs will’d it so !

Then let thy foes rail at thy tear,
And mock thy plcasant smile,
They will not shake my faith sincere,
Nor teach me own thy guile :
‘WEEP, ifthou must, To DAY for sorrow,
So thou wilt LauGn with me To-MORROW.

A. M. TEMPLETON, JUN.

Eve of April, 1829.
Traveller’s Club-house.

+ Some writer has exceedingly well said, that ¢ SpriNG
would be but gloomy weather had we nothing else but
Spring.”’ Besides, to rail at the SEAsoNs as they roll, is to
be discontented with Him, (as FAIRFAX beautifully said)

¢¢Under whose feet, subjccted to his grace,
Sit nature, fortune, motion, time and place,’

with the all-wise, all-powerful, omnipotent source of grace
and goodness ; indeed, who—I quote SANDYS as conveying
the full meaning of what I'would inculcate—

¢ —— gives the winter’s snow her airy birth,
And bids her virgin fleeces clothe the earth.”

§ M. DrayToON, one of our old poets, for whose bequests
we cannot be sufficiently grateful, has helped me here.
Gentle reader, read from what a rich mine I have delved !

¢ Thou hateful monster dase ingratitude,
Soul’s mortal poison, deadly killing wound,
Deceitful serpent seeking to delude,
Black loathsome ditch, where all desert is drown'd =
Vile pestilence, which all things dost confound,
At first created to no other end
But to grieve those whom nothing could offend.’”
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SNEEZING.

It is pretended, that the formula of politeness made use of
when any one sneezcs, of ‘¢ to your good wishes,” or some-
times, ‘‘ God bless you,” first took its origin in the year
590. There was in the air, at that cpoch, a very conta-
gious 1malignity, so that those who were unfortunate
enough to sneeze, immediately expired. Pope Pelagius II.
was among the number. His successor Gregory 1., or-
dained certain prayers for the faithful, accompanied by
vows, to avert the corruption then reigning in the air.

Plydore, Virgil, and Suetonius imagined this to be a
fable, against all the rules of probability, since it is certain
that this custom subsisted from the remotest period of an-
tiguity, in every part of the known world. It was regarded
as very ancient in the timne of Aristotle, who was ignorant
of its origin, and has endeavoured in his problems, to find
out the reason for it. On this head a number of tales have
been invented ; for men, like children, by their nurses, are
often lulled into a belief of tales.

The first sign of life in the man, made by Prometheus,
was by sneezing. This soi-disent creator had, it is said,
stolen a part of the sun’s rays, with which he filled a phial,
made on purpose, which he sealed hermetrically. He
hastened immmncdiately to his favourite work, and presented
him with the whole phial, opened. The solar rays not
having lost any of their power, insinuated themselves into
the porces of the statue, and caused it to sneeze. Prome-
theus, charmed with the success of his machine, prostra-
ted himself in prayer, and put up vows for the prescrvation
of so singular a being. His pupil heard him, he remem-
bered it, and took care, in conclusion, to apply those same
wishes to his descendants who, from father to son, have
perpetuated them, from generation to gencration.

Till now, therefore, we nay sce that sneezing is a sign
of life; let us have patience a little, and we shall find ita
sign of death.

We know that it is a sudden and convulsive movement
of the muscles, which serves to cause expiration, in which
the air, after the commencement of a great inspiration,
and rather suspended, is driven away suddenly, and with
violence, by the mouth and nose. The cause of sneezing
is an irritation on the pituary membrane, and commu-
nicated to the diaphragm and the other museles of respira-
tion. But excessive sneezing is a distemper, and, taken in
that point of view, the Rabins, several of whom were well
skilled in nedicine, but who were not more exempt fromn
visions than others, did not think that sncezing made a
part of the functions of the animnal machine. In conse-
quence, they date this convulsive movemncent of the muscles
as an antecedent to death, at least in tracing it back to its
origin. They rclate, that God made a general law, which
ordained that everyliving man should snceze but once, and,
at that instant, he should resign his soul to his Creator,
without any other preparatory illness.

This abrupt manner of going out of the world which dis-
penses us from calling in a physician, displeased Jacob.
11le humbled himself before God, wrestled onee with him,
and immediately asked him the favour of heing evempt
JSrom the established regulation. He was heard, he sncczed,
and did not die.

All the prinees of the earth, when they were informed
of this fact, ordered, with one voice, that, in future, sneezing
should be accompanied by thanksgivings and wishes for
the preservation and duration of life,
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Without doubt, dlso, they addressed themselves with one
voice, to the Almighty to request that the privilege of
sneezing might nnt be given exclusively to Jacob. That is
what Eliezer forgot to inform us of. His sneezing at death
is not more to be recommended than the solar rays of
Prometheus ; hut we find in these reveries, the traces of
tradition, which prove that the period when these wishes
were uttered in favour of those who sneezed, is of very re-
mote antiquity.

A DAUGHTER TO BE MARRIED.

The youthful Caroline had just completed her seven-
teenth year ; the charms of her person could receive no
addition from time, for her beauty was in all its brilliancy,
accompanicd by early youth, which alone may almost be,
in itself, styled beauty; her understanding, cultivated by
an excellent education, was a happy union of sprightliness
and instruction. Caroline is of an age to be married.
Who, at reading the above description of her, cannot
divine that ?

Her family have no wish to resort to the indefatigable
cares of those enterprizing match-makers, who light the
torch of Hymen at a fixed price, and keepup their own es-
tablishment by the tribute levied on all those whom they
thus contrive to settle in the world. But, they yet wish
to have Caroline married; a female has not fulfilled her
destiny till she has submitted to perform the duties of a
wife and mother ; besides, Caroline has sisters who must
be provided for in their turn, and the eldest should be the
first to lay aside the ficku suitable to the young girl, for
the Cachemere shawl of the mother of a family. ’

It must be already told in all companies that Caroline
has quitted the boarding-school, and that the young Ri-
naldos who are desirous of obtaining this Armida, will not
have to fight against enchantments to gain the prize their
love aspires to. Fortune, or a luerative profession, a
tolerably fair character, future expectations,—that is all
which is required ; the young lady will have eight thou-
sand pounds, and a fit out of wedding clothes from the
most eminent Marchand des Modes; that is all that is
promised.

To arrive at the desired end, the family receives twice a
week all the young men who are presented to them ; at-
torneys, solicitors, heirs without estates, every one, in
short, who are of age, and have Inclination to marry ; they
ave eagerly admitted, received with politeness, and treated
with the regard proportioned to their calling, and according
to the fortune they may be possessed of.

Amidst the crowd of these who aspire to her hand, either
by- acknowledgment or secretly, is the young maiden,
dressed with taste and simplicity, and seems not to take
any part, in which she has the most important character to
play. From time to time, her fingers just wander over the
keys of her piano ; the walls of the apartment are covered
with her drawings ; sometimes she tiidly sings a plaintive
air, or, at others, she exercises her needle in the most
elegant embroidery ; her mother tells her to hold herself
upright, net to talk much, to blush when she ought, and
not to discover a preference for any one.

The poor child often looks back with regret at theliberty
she enjoyed at the boarding-school ; she prefers the sports
of childhood to the constraintunder which she often sighs ;
she considers with trouble the future they arc preparing
for her 3 shie knows not what may be herIlot to come.

% 2
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Out of the paternal dwelling, it is not possible for any
one to estimate the talents of Caroline; but her parents
have made themselves the agents of the important business,
which they wish to bring to a conclusion. If the mother
meets with a young man, she sets him about talking of
himself, speaks to him of marriage, cries out against
celibacy, and calling her danghter with affected indiffer-
ence, she imitates the magnetisers, who put those who
walk in their sleep among the diseased, by brmgmg them
to view. The uncles and the aunts takc their share in the
negociations, which are to he undertaken, and mere than
one well-exercised diplomacy might envy the address of
their insinnations, the cleverness of their manceuvres, and
the talent they employ in finding out a bachelor, enquiring
into the state of his fortune, and finding out to a certainty
what is to his taste.

If they have, at length, met with the man who appears to
suit, and if he has testified some prefercncc, how many
means do they not employ to get hold of him! They never
let slip an occasion of receiving him, of revealing to him
all the merits of their young daughter ; they know how to
be silent on all her little foibles, the fnvohty, perhaps, of
her character, and the want of qtablhty in her affections ;
he will be brought to believe that heaven has formed
exactly for him, another Clarissa, and that, a reformed
Lovelace, he may, by the help of a good 1narriage contract,
confirm his own happiness, by the care of a wite and the
friendship of an amiable female companion for life.

Caroline has distinguished in society a young author,
whose rising fame has alrcady obtained much public at-
tention ; she delights in his conversation ; her heart has
fluttered at reading the gallant impromptu, that Love has
written under the dictates of Apollo ; she would like to
bear his name, of which she forebodes the future celebrity ;
but Apollo has been more prodigal of his gifts to himn than
Plutus, and ina short time she will be compelled to ac-
company to the altar, a man possessed of much landed
property ; a more eligible match could not have happened
for her, though a prosing kind of lover, lately invested
with the title of a baronet ; and all her dreams of wedded
happiness must vanish on finding herself the little queen
of a spacious country mansion, where a wearisome state of
magnificence must take place of love, where wealth is mis-
named happiness, and the monotony of village homage
must succeed to the factitious pleasures of marriage pre-
parations.

However, the family are delighted at the great success
which has crowned their plans; the young sisters envy
the lot of the future baronet’s lady, and such will be their
feelings till the time when they shall be of age to be mar-
ried, will expose them to the same etiquette, the same
chance, and to similar regret.

THE TWO SPANIARDS.

As I was travelling in the South of France, I put up at
an inn, at which were lodging a great number of Spaniards
as well as Frenchmen. One day, as we were dining at the
table d’héte, a cavalry officer of superior rank, who had
come from the Spanish army, happened to be seated next
to me, and gave e some long details of the pemnsular war,
in which he appeared to have taken a very active part.
This officer told me to remark two Spaniards who were
seated at the other end of the. table, one of whom had for
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the other an affectionate kind of deference, and an active
obligingness, which both seemed to proceed from the most
profound friendship. These two men, he told me, were,
but three months ago, the most inveterate enemies. The
cause which produced this marked change in their senti-
ments conferred the highest honour on one of them, and
was, briefly, as follows :

Pedro and Valdez, (the names of the two Spaniards)
were hoth inhabitants of a little neighbouring town, on the
frontiers of France. At the time when political troubles
broke out among the Spaniards, they found themselves
enrolled, according to their opinions, under opposite ban-
ners, and Dbecame irreconcileable enemies. The party
which Pedro followed were vanquished. Valdez, only
giving himself up to hatred, pursued Pedro with malicious
rage, and caused him to be thrown into a dungeon, from
whence he was only to be freed by being led to death.
Pedro was fortunate enough to effect his escape. Deceiving
the vigilance of his guards, he quitted the prison, crossed
the frontiers, and came to Perpignan, where he sought an
asylum. IHe inhabited that town for several months,
waiting for better times, when he might be permitted to
return to his native country, when the face of affairs was
changed in the peninsula, which had been aided by a
foreign power. The party of Pedro now triumphed ; the
oppressed became the oppressors, and the victims armed
themselves, in their turn, with the swords of their execu-
tioners. Valdez was obliged to fly, and to seck refuge in
sonie hospitable land. Pedro went daily to take a walk
beyond the walls of Perpignan. The road to Spain was
generally the termination of his promenade. He often met
sowe one or other of his countrymen, emigrants, like him-
selt’; and he eagerly enquired of them news of his country.
One day giving himself up to reflection, and walking
through a path near the road, he heard some one groan ;
he stopt to listen; he again heard the sound repeated. It
appeared to come from a ditch, which was on the side of
the path. Pedro approached it; he bcheld a man lying
along, without motion; by his dress, he knew it was one
of his countrymen. He immediately descended the ditch ;
he raised up the head of the man, and his features ap-
peared known to him. His surprise was extreme in dis-
covering amidst their disfigurement by agony and distress,
those of Valdez. Valdez, was forced to fly from certain
death, and quit his country, and he sunk down there, worn
out with misery and fatigue. ¢ Valdez !”’ said Pedro, to
himself, as his hand, mechanically, fell on the handle of
his poignard.—At this exclamation, Valdez opened his eyes,
and turning them on Pedro with an expression of painful
indifference, said, ‘“ Pedro; is it you? Ah! satisfy your
vengeance ; take from me the remains of that life 1 am
willing to give np.’—¢ Me! Valdez! will I be your as-
sassin? No! No' I am but too amply avenged, by the
state I find you in.”” At the same time, he approached the
wretched being, and put to his lips a cordial, which he
carried about him, that restored him to life. Va.ldea again
opened his eyes, it Ah'! Pedro ! saidhe, ‘‘can this be pos-
sible ? Is it thy hand from whence I receive that succour
which restores me to life ? - Thon, whom I have so much
petsecuted! Ah! let me die; Iam unworthy your care.’
Pedro made him no answer; but quitting him for a few
instants, he hastened to a uelghbourmg village, procured a
conveyance, placed Valdez within it, and conducted him to
Perpignan. There he lodged him in his dwelling, and at-
tended him with the most assiduous care. In a few days



THE-WORLD

the unhappy man had entirely recoveréd. e unceasingly
expressed to Pedro how grateful he felt towards him 3 wh'o,
when he found him restored to perfect health, said,
¢ Valdez, you no longer require my assistance, but you
have no home, no means of existence, share with me the
half of my purse: it is all I have to offer. You are free,
henceforth, to be my enemy.” ¢ What !’ said Pedro,
bursting into tears, ¢‘ free ! no, [ am not ; gratitude binds
me to you, for ever ; henceforth, I will live only for you.”
Since that time these two Spaniards became inseparable.

THE LAVENDER GIRL’S SONG.

1.

‘“ Buy my sweet lavender, ladics buy,”
Through the streets I daily cry.—
I once had parents, home and friends,
And lover’s sought my door ;
My parent’s dead,
My lovers’ fled,
For [, alas ! am poor ;
And through the streets compell’d to cry,
¢ Buy my sweet lavender ! ladies buy.”

2.
‘¢ Buy my sweet lavender,” oft I cry,
‘¢ Buy of poor Julia, ladies buy !”’
My lover flatter’d,—I believ’d
‘Whate’er the falseone said,
And now forlorn,
Am left to mourn
My innocence betray’d ;
And through the streets compell’d to cry,
‘¢ Buy my sweet lavender! ladies buy!”

PAUL PRY IN THE WEST.

¢ Lie hush and ready, whilst I reconnoitre.”’—JoNEs.

‘¢ Well, if I'm tempted thus to fell the State
Of FasnioN’s UsE,—pray Aear as I relate.”’—J. E.

., PAuL PRY SOLILOQUISES.

Now, really, I do hope, fair and gentle readers, you that
have made as many poets as they have spoiled pens (for it
is your smiles I court,—the gentlemen must put up with
what Isay), I do hope that my chronicles, my droppings in
are, in your influential estimation, lke the tales of the
Arabian Sultana, whose rcady invention, at a ‘¢ night’s
entertainment,” saved her from the bow-string. I mean
that one history, or one visit, entices another; for ‘pon
konour be as active as ever I will every month, from January
to December, from Spring to Autuinn, the upward rising
of the pure cowslip (emblem of womankind!) to the fall
of the sear yellow-leaf (type of man’s decay!) every month,
brings me fresh occurrences which require notation, and an
accumnlation of oddity which deserves a longer reign than
many of our modern dramas, and most of our imported or
foreign-imitated fashions. Consequently, though mine has
already been a pretty long duty in the ofiice of confessor, yet,
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in.the words of a modern poet of promise, again, and with-
out, I trust, playing to please the time in APRIL foolship ;
‘¢ Tmust recruit the genius of my daving,
Be what I seem, and seem what [ would be.”

I must begin then with a great personage ; for who would
shoot at sparrows when the eagle’s wing invites a barb ? Of
course, his Royal Highness of Cumberiand has left his card
and his compliments with you ladies, and promised to
patronize plenty of parties, a sufficiency of balls to make
us in love with his sojourn, as a man of fashion ; the cha-
racter in which we, you know, ladies, have to estimate him.
But did he bring his little GERMAN TAILOR ; his quiz of a
moustached duilder to introduce to you also? 1 would al-
most wager my court-dress to my friend ALVANLEY’S every-
day suit (some difference in the two, Scnurz would tell us)
that he did ; for the Prince goes no where, comparatively
speaking, without him ; like DoN MiGUEL’s barber, or a
creature of a dwarf one used to see at Fonthill, the little
consequential being seems actually a part and parcel of the
Prince’s being ; as necessary as his valet, as indispensable
as his coachman or cook. Now one must not blame a gen-
tleman of Ton for securing to himself a brilliant cutter-out
and fitter-on, any more than we durst find fault with you,
dear ladies, for employing the first finisher of habiliments for
yourselves ; but, then, it is very funny, very ridiculous, very
unpatriotic, I had almost (without wishing ¢o intrude) said
unprincely, to bring a sputtering German needle-plyer kere,
when our own shop-boards and measuring-rooms are ad-
mirably supplied with ¢ stitchery,” as SHAKSPEARE (who
understood every thing from a tournament to a tailor’s
depbt) says, already. Truth to tell, the DUKE appears in
most things homely enough in his habits ; satisfying himself
with his library for a sleeping-room, and which, just now,
happens to be about as unpleasant, incomplete a resting-
place as LAPORTE’s stalls are unpopular ; or a bivouac, upon
a November night, upon the Surrey-hills, in a Gypsey’s
encampment. To accountfor TAsTE, however, (sometimes
you puzzle me with regard to it, dear ladies!) is to affect
perpetual motion, and discover the longitude ; but the little
GERMAN TA1LOR is too ridiculous a PoMPOsO in the Duke’s
establishment, to be passed by without a comment, and I
must drop in at Cumberland Palace, (fearing all the while
the patchwork-pile will drop upon me) see his Royal
Highness, and convince him of the degradation of such an
acquaintance, and the folly of bringing such a performer
here, when so many of GENERAL ELLIOTT'S REGIMENT,
or their successors, can make or mend better for him, who
are, as they ought to be, Englishmen born and bred.

En passant, ye who are, as Milton termed ye, the ¢ vir-.
tuosest, discrectest, best,”” in this most brilliant and best of
all possible capitols ; do, in charity, whisper to my Lady
Wirriam LENoX (as she has wisely and well af last resolved
to be ealled in public parties by her proper name, her espousal
title,

““That which her lord at altar swore,
To ‘“love and cherish’’ evermore’),
whisper to her the absolute propricty of altering her invi-
tation eards to her evening musical parties (when her
husband has the spirit to permit of her having any). ¢“Miss
PaToN AT noME, Wednesday evening, March 11th. Smallk
musical assembly’’ reads very strangely and suspiciously,
when one is certain to meet that gay officer of the Blues,
Lord WiLL1aM as Major-domo; and in the eye of modesty
and decency is not, at lcast I kope I don’t intrude in ima-
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gining so, is not altogether pretty, nor ‘¢ quite correct.””
The poor dear Ducnrss DowaGer of L. was altogether
¢ flustrated”’ for thé day, as her pert French waiting-maid
expressed it, upon receiving one of these said invites,
headed ¢ Miss,” and actually was about to memorialize
his Grack of RicaMoND to use his influence with his ¢“gal-
lant gay Lothario” of a brother, to stay at once the suspi-
cious document. I should not have much marvelled had
the precise and venerable lady sent a copy of Richardson’s
Pamela to his harmonious sister-in-law !

By the way, ladies, how can you endure that Sir RoGer
GRESLEY—a gentleman in whose gallantry you might, one
would have thought, put an absolute trust—should have
written such a satirically, hanghty book against our ¢“ great
world”’ and the divinities (meaning you) that beautify it ?
The rude creature actually says that you wrap yourselves
up, whilst the glorious sun shines, in pelisses, shawls, and
cloaks, and that your heads are protected by hats, whose
umbrageous brims so far exceed the little umbrellas occa-
sionally raised above them, that a stranger is quite at a loss
to conjecture the use of the latter. Now, whether this be
true or nct, which this sinon of the camp (he who has flat-
tered himself into favour to sting the more severely, like
the little angry pug dogs you pet till you spoil them into
biting) has said he should not have promulgated it, but
those large, foreign-furbished hats and bonnets are, 'pon
honour, vastly absurd and very unbecoming. I wonder
really you are not more proud of your flowing tresses, your
fair complexions, your dainty faces, than to hidg them be-
neath such mountains. of decaying vegetation, (only your
carriage and lightsome step suit not the metamorphosis) as
if you had taken the faney into your heads to enact basket
women, and bear fruits and flowers upon broad vessels for
the gratifieation of customers. Really, really, I do hope,
(for it is my pride to be a lady’s man) that you will com-
mence the season with English dresses as well as English
hearts, and the employment of Britisk tradespeople as well
as the enjoyment of British society ; for we all know, or
ought to know, that

¢ Albion never will have goodly cause to rue,
Whilst Albion to herself do prove but true ;"
and I know of nothing more likely to maintain that bean-
tiful prineiple, than for the English females, the unmatched
of the world, to combine together for the preference of home
manufacture, home-living tradesfolks.

¢ For, search through the wide world, wherever we roam,
There’s no place like Britain, onr sea-shiclded home !’
Do this, my countrywomen, and you may laugh to scorn
Sir RoGER’s definition of your ‘AT mowmr,” when he
affirms, the libeller! that it is *‘ making your house as little
like home as possible, by turning every thing topsy-turvy
(what an expression for an elegant man!), removing your
furniture, and squeezing as many people into your rooms
as can be compressed together;” and you may, also, do
without what he terms ‘A TREASURE,” viz.—a French
lady's maid, skilful in the mysteries of building up heads
and pulling down characters (yes, yes, the foreign pert Misses
are well schooled for mischief!) ; ingenions in the con-
struction of caps, capes, and scandal, and judicious in the
application of paint and flattery; also a footinan who knows,
at a single glauce, what visitors to admit to the presence of

his mistress (impudent Sir RoGEr!), and whom to refuse._

Yes, you may do without these impertinences by following
my prescription.

Do, since you are ¢ with grace and |
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goodness compassed round,” have it dispensed immedi-
ately.

Although it is young days yet, still one cannot he very
much surprized that the present Stk Wirriam Curris should
be anxious as earlv as possible to join the coferies of the
West End ; but if it be true, and 1 am inclined to give the
observation some credit, that fasfeis the art of discerning
the precise shades of difference, constituting a bad or well
dressed man, woman, or dinner, I do hope that he will
consult Lroyp about a kaf that will suit his head; and some
orthodox tailor about a coat that may seem like what it
assumes to be; for at present the Baronet looks as funny as
Mr. DELME RADcLIFFE in the Windsor uniform, and would
inevitably create a smile upon the features of Lomrps
CAsTLEREAGH and CHESTERFIELD, even as though they had
encountered ‘¢ the little man in a flaxen wig,”” and.a broad
brimmed hat, whose authority is said to extend over ladies
and pickpockets of every degree, ¢‘ and who makes himself
of as much consequence as Royalty itself at Courts, Levees,
and Races ; I mean (the little purse-proud, petted jack in
office’s frown, has no terror for me) TownseNp of Bow
Street Notoriety ! "

‘¢ One that doth hold his little head quite high
To make the most of brief authority.” )
Like asses venturing many an awkward boun
To hear their neck-bells gingingly resound
As if, the music their dogg'd power increas’d
When ’tis but fixed to kzow eack stubborn beast.””

Oh! Allow me to congratulate you, Ladies Patronecsses
of Fastion’s rule on the return of her Rovar Hignnrss
AUGUSTA to her fenement, (palace it can hardly be called.
for the most diligent upholstery could not make it such,) at
St. James’s, I do hope now that we shall be gay at court
again, and, having our Princes and Princesses about us, we
ought to be; for, and if we have not felt it, the trades of
our country have, we have been dull enough in their res-
pect for too long a time already. The cloud upon Royal
and courtly shows, has been a long while passing over; but
we will hope the good time is coming again; and that
although we do not wish very particularly to see his
Majesty, as was ‘‘ good King George’s” practice, twice a
week, ¢“with all his family, and a considerable bevy of
ancient maids of honour and half pay generals” walk
through Windsor, or riding at a slow pace in an old
fashioned open carriage to the theatre, where Queen
Charlotte’s apothecary in the lower box might have almost
felt her pulse across the pit; but I should like to behold
GrorGE THE FourtH full of the appendages of royalty
riding at least once a week, as his sire did, to hold a levee
here ; for be assured whether he had or had not like his
sire, ‘‘ten dragoons before, and ten riding after his
carriage” like that sire he would then have the #radesmen
in the streets through which he passed duly standing at
their doors, to make the most profound reverences, as in
duty bound, to a monareh wholooked ¢ every inch a king!”’
Let but this be, and who will not say, parodying old
George Gascoigne’s words,

““From thence will spring and sprount such goodly seeds

As nothing else but life and pleasure breeds,”

- according to the opinion and prophecy of

' PauL Pry iN Tug WEST.

ROGERSON. AND €O. PRINTELKS, 19, OLD BOSWELL COURT.
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ANDALUSIA; AN EVENING-DERSS, AND A BRIDAL-DRESS, &c.—SECOND PLATE, THREE WALKING DRESSES.—
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FOURTH PLATE, A MORNING-DRESS, AN EVENING DRESS, AND A MORNING DRESS.

HIGH LIFE AND FASHIONABLE CHIT
CHAT, &ec. :

‘¢ He comes again, stout sun brown’d JUNE,
Fill’d full of bounteous health,
He comes to earth, a kindly boon
That strows her lap with wealth ;
Nature herself doth own the tie,
And blooms in blushing sympathy.

Mountain and valley, fruit and flower,
Refresh’d or hue’d by vernal shower, .
And gardens, plants, and forest-trees,
Impregnated with May’s fond breeze—
Now as their ripening month will dawn,
Do put their gorgeous livery on ;

And ’gin their glories to dispense,

Fed by the season’s influence :

Alike amidst the CiTy's blaze,

As in the country’s stillier ways,

In crowded hall, on village plain,

Good humour holds her generous reign ;
There teaching rustic sports-to ply,

Here prince's stately pageantry.

Ye, then, whom fortune bids to swell,
(As rolls the stream of life,)

Fair fashion’s fairy citadel,
(Impregnable to strife ;)

Join our acclaim, and bid hope rise,

Cheering as JuNE’s cerulean skies.”’—S. P. C.

We are quite sure we offer in the foregoing, very good

- advice to our generous readers, for althongh the Zevee and
the drawing-room, like May DAy, did not altogether accord
with good old fashionable ideas of what ought to have been
the generosity (so to speak) of the former, and what we
had hoped to have been the geniality of the latter, still we
‘hold it not good eomfort to bind the forchead of the pre-
sent, (as one does the brow of the widow) with the mourn-
ing coif of the past; nor .to cast shadows before coming
~ events, which, like the stage-drums and trumpets on the
eve of a battle, foretell danger, though vietory is to one
party, certain to ensue. We will rather think that what

might have been will be, what ougkt to have been, shall be ;
and that if patriotic suggestions were somewhat disregard-
ed in high places, relative to the constitution of recent
splendid festivals, that they will be permitted to have their
influence, and to scatter balm and ecomfort to those need-
ing it, in others yet to follow. We will not believe that in
a season when long drooping nature blooms again, and is
full of social sympathies ; when a glad spirit diffuses itself
over all ereation, as it were, aud the very angel of life
seems to hover over river and valley, plain, and hill side,
with healing in his wings ; we will not believe but that
man also shall share in the sunshine, and find

generous hope burst through the cloud of care,
Which past days threw around him;”’

that the ““ populous ¢ity’’ shall again, beneath the influence
of the powerful —the rich in purse, the good of heart, (Zed
onward by the example and influence of majesty,) find plea-

- sure pouring through a thousand springs; and profit, (the
Jjust wages of honest industry, studious art, or genius-en-
dowed-taste) emptying once more from its horn of copi-
ousness, those medicines whieh infuse themselves into the
heart, so that disappointment’s sickly hue, and the tears of
despair,

‘“

€

forsake the pallid check
And half affection’s anxious tears grow calm
At the bright promises those symptoms speak.’’

.Nor are these mere imaginary emanations of our desires,
rather than our beliefs. JunNe doth come among us with
relaxation and pleasure- attendant upon his flowery and
bounteous course. In the counéry he calls those who loved
the unobtrusive pastime which a WarToN and a Davy has
immortalized, which a NEwToN and & MANSFIELD praeti-
sed, to the rippling stream or the broad lake ; in the Zown
he bids us ¢ hie to high fortune’’ (or the reversc) upon the
course of Epsom, where f

¢ The horses are starting,

And forward are darting ;
And landan departing,

Bowls fast down the road ;
Its varnish’d wheels flashing,
Through dusty roads splashing,
The steeds onward dashing,.

As if they’d no load ;

M
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Spendthrifts, scape-graces,
Legs with long faces,
All to the races,
Now forcing their way ;
And King’s Bench debtors,
Have slipp’d their fetters,
To et with their betters,
This long-look’d-for day ;"
or it commands us to AscoT, where surrounded by the
host of British nobility, and the flowers of British beauty ;
where, hailed by his faithful subjects of all classes, the
KinG gives the powerful, the exhilarating influence of his
presence to the assembled multitudes that strow the scene
with animation, and the noble old English sport that enli-
vens it. Than these, other, and even perhaps more ele-
gant, because less boisterous amusements, belong unto this
the month, which the fabled Queen of Olympus loved. The
exhibition, the ball, the party, the parks, the theatre, the
Court of Majesty, and the Hall of State, each and all con-
tribute their homage to the season ; and their delights,
their benefits to the town. To all and each shall we give
our special observance; and we proceed to our task,
hoping (with a fair fellow-labourer of ours in a rich cause)
that the coming ¢ joys of June’’ will indeed be such as will
make every one of our countrymen
45 find their energies restored,
The brightness of their spirit which was blinded,
The ray which many clouds so long had quench’d,
Revive again, so that again appear
Substantial joys that storms no more can sear.”’

LIFE OF THE KING DURING THE MONTH OF MAY.

¢< In quiet rather doth he bear himself,
Hoarding too much—at least so many say-—
The kingly presence for the favour’d few,
That dwell ’neath regal domes. ’Tis natural
‘To wish we felt the sun’s beams in our course,
As know that it can shine.,”—OLD DrAMA.

We were led to hope that the Levee and Drawing Room
which took place at the conclusion of last month, the cha-
racteristics of which have been already sufficiently reported,
would have been succeeded by a series of court-kindnesses
and pageantries, which, whilst they added other glories to
the many already attached to the royal name, might have
been constituted so as to work the commencement of con-
sistent benefits, and substantial reliefs, to the great body of
that class which composes the industrious population of the
metropolis. In this natural, and it may be added wise,
expectancy, it has been our own and the common grief to
have met with disappointment ; our tower of hope was
erected rather upon the sea shore sand, than founded upon
a rock, for repose appears to have flapped its leaden wings
over high places ; so that where we looked for activity, quiet
prevails ; where for that which would influence and attract,
silence and retirement hold their vigil. In fact, and to
speak plainly, because we mean honestly, unless we in-
truded ourselves into the very privacy of his Majesty, we
have hardly a line to trace respecting his “ Life,” so barren
has it been of public interest or popular exertion. Near
neighbours as we are to him, we may venture to believe that
he is domesticating in St. James’s Palace, but as to affirming
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it from any extraordinary bustle, any * pomp or circum-
stance’” denoting the head quarters of the ruler of the
natl9u, the depository of the crown and sceptre, we must
decline doing.  Nay we almost begin to fear that the latter
is every whit as anxious for the arrival of the Ascof Race
Week, that he may escape from a place he appears to dis-
like—notwithstanding the whole nobility of England is
now about it—to one he has on the contrary such an ap-
parent dotation for ; as a schoolboy who counts the number
of hours which must be passed ere his holidays arrive, or
the shooter who longs for the first of September.,

That this is so we fear, that it should nof &e so we take
leave, yet with all humbleness and loyalty, to feel. The
favour and the public countenance of the Sovereign is the
source, the fertile spring, the fructifying fountain of plenty
and prosperity to his people ; let that be withheld, let the
sunshine of his favour, as it were, be only cast on one bright
spot, so that the great expanse of the kingdom sickens in
shadow, and all classes, from the rich who wear a coronet,
to the lowly that crouch unbonnetted, will, either in their
pleasures, their professions, or their labours, suffer. Let
the contrary be the case ; let the cloud that shuts out the
rays of royal munificence be withdrawn, and like the burst-
ing out of the great luminary of day himself upon a chilled
and pining land, the heart of every one will be warmed, the
hopes of every one be animated, and gladness shall strike
her cymbols and go about rejoicing, instead of pining as
she does now, discontented in the vale of dullness and dis-
appointment. :

Ere now (so did the kindliest of feelings lead us to an-
ticipate) we had deemed it probable that we should have
joined crowded theatres in gratulatory recognition of our
monarch within their walls ; but we have but dreamed of
such a thing, and now awake to the provoking certainty,
the reverse indeed of that which our feelings had visioned
forth,

¢ Dressed in the garb, alas! of phantasy,
To cheat us when the morning’s russet smile
Light on the opening eye-brow.”

To despond, however, is to be ungrateful for the many acts
of kindly dispositioned munificence, the numerous examples
of humanity-encouraged actions, which our great and good
king has, during a glorious reign, set unto his people ;
nay, it is from the generosity of the past that we in a con-
siderahle measure feel the comparative parsimony or for-
bearance of the present ; so that we will yet hold up a stout
heart within us, and still look to our monarch for a refurn
to old fashioned splendour, and public popularity; that
we may continue to exclaim, as indeed we behold that of
which we sing, 3 -

< Our chieftains will crowd round the greatest of all,
The first in the field, and the first in the hall 5
To so mighty a master ’tis given to few,
So fair and so willing a homage to do.”

LIFE OF THE DUKE OF CLARENCE AND ROYAL
FAMILY DURING THE MONTH OF MAY. :

Anselm.—*“ And trust me Rupert, these are gentlemen
Sprung of the royal stock ; princes, my boy,
That to the commonweal are trusty friends,
And thence deserve this grecting.

S W s
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Rupert.—Shall I Sir, ;
Throw up my cap for them as they pass by,
And say ¢ Long live the Dukes !’
Anselm—~Aye, boy, an’ wilt,
"Tis better so than join the currish herd
That bark at every passer.”
MS. CoMEDY.

Some of our preceding observations will bear uns out in
further stating that the Royal Family are, In consequence
of the comparative retircment of its august head, deprived
of many opportunities they might be anxious to embrace,
of uniting in social intercourse with the people; another
cause also of their not doing so, we take to be also, the
insufficiency of the dwellings allotted to a portion of them,
for the purposes of substantial and extended hospitality.
The DUKE of CUMBERLAND, for instance, might just as well
think of teaching his high spirited son to make, like the
King of Spain, a petticoat for a Catholic image, as to rival
the splendours and partics of Devonshire or Holdernesse-
House at his ecabin in St. James’s. We observe, by the
way, this prince to have paid frequent visits to Kew of latc;
Why not allow him to occupy the palace, and to live with
his Duchess and son as KiNG GEORGE the THIRD’S son
ought to do, there? The country thereabouts would be
benefited, and Old England not a jot the worse for the
change. The DUKE oF CAMBRIDGE is reported also to have
made np his determination to reside with his family
amongst us, occupying on his arrival, Cholmondley House.
This, too, is as it should be, and will put life again into the
court end. We hope the news is not too good to be true.

A severe indisposition has a good deal confined to his
chamber his Rovar HiGuNESss of CLARENCE of late, so as to
prevent him from fulfilling his intentions of presiding at
scveral charitable and praiseworthy annual cclebrations ;
to the cause of which his voice and interest, form generally
a ‘“ tower of strength ;”’ he is again, however, cnabled to
‘¢ take the air,” and will soon, we venture to hope, be gay
with the gay, aiding by his presence the march of fashion,
and the reign of liberality.

The PrINCE LEoroLp, thereby falsifying the envious
backbitings and assertions of those haters of any thing
distinguished, any one born great, beings

** Who seldom smile, or smile in such a sort
As if they mocked themselves-—'"

the PriNcE has commenced his elegant Monday evening

musical parties, and occasional banquets, to the delight of

those who love to witness urbanity of manners united with

high distinction, and graccfulness of carriage with good-

ness of heart; and we venture to predict, therefore, that
. during the season, Marlborough House will be as cclebrated

for its hospitalities, as its royal possessor is famed for
- ‘“ modest mildness.”’ and generous behaviour 5

‘“ And so we do commend him to the world.”

HIGH LIFE AND FASHIONABLE CHIT CHAT.

. The Royal Academy ExmiBitions deserves examina-
tion, and other attractions are to be met with in all
parts of the town, and Panoramas, Dioramas, and Cos-
moramas, ‘¢ ever varying, often mnew,” put forward
enticenients it were hardly natural to reject, and alture-
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ments the offspring of taste, of talent, or beneflcial art.
Now, also, is the period selected by the votaries, or, rather,
the professors and teachers of harmony, for their annual
coneerts, so that the fashionable world may enjoy the
‘“concord of sweet sounds,” even unto repletion. At the
minor concerts, however, we are led to inquire hqw it comes
that the newly arranged room at the King’s Theatre, for the
performance of such entertainments, is suffered to remain
in the very unfinished and slovenly state it at present ex-
hibits ; for it now wears more the appearance of the make-
shift of a strolling dramatic company, or the pit of Co--
vent Garden Theatre after the ¢ O.P.” riots, the benches
being but in part covered, its walls cold looking, patched
and unfinished, and its floor uncarpeted or even unmatted,
than a place of amusement and relaxation for the great
world ; a spot where elegance and fashion are solicited to
take up a temporary abode. These omissions, and this for-
bidding appearance, casts a damp even upon the perform-
ances, and make the concerts themselves to be by no means
80 well attended, as the talent included in themn might, un-
der more auspicious circumstances, naturally lead us to
deem they deserved to be. We trust, however, that our
notice will be'the mcans of a speedy remedy being applied
to the defccts ; and that an air of gaiety and cleanliness will
soon supersede the frown of neglect, and the chill of parsi-
mony.

Siryl'ce wepenned the previous portion of our number, two
circumstances, in which the great world is naturally inte-
rested, and in themselves of pleasing promise, has fortu-
nately occurred ; namely, the arrival of the Dukk of Or-
LEANs and his son, and the determination, if common report
play us not falsely, of our gracious Sovercign to give at least
two festivities within a very short time from this period, tho
one to tread quickly on the other’s heels. For the young
nobility, and sons and daughters of ¢ gentle patronage,’’
,and to greet MAR1A DA GLOR1A of Portugal, when in her
right as Queen of that country she is to be recognized by his
Majesty, the first of these is to be specially conducted ; for
the general reception of those who constitute the wealth and
aristocracy of England the latter is to be instituted.—May
both be made as conduciveto the benefitof the commonweal as
such entertainments are capable of being, and then will that
which we state be indeed ¢ tidings of great joy *’ brought
aunto thousands. That the sojourn with us of the illustrious
visiters from Paris will be also the means of increasing our
gaiety, and speeding ecmployment, we will also be sanguine
enough to believe. The courtesies of high life will natu-
rally induce the powerful to pay to them attention, and to
offer hospitalities ; and, from the active and cheerful dispo-
sition of the Duke and his son, we argue that these may
extend even into the Royal dwellings, and thence again
emanating, spread cheerfulness and activity largely abroad.

“¢For greatness is as sunshine to the flower,
Or fresh’ning dew that sits on morning’s bower ;
It spreads its healing influence around,
Bids plenty spring, and cheerfulness abound ;
But should a selfish will its strength restrain,
And parsimony gird it with a chain,
Then it becomes a planet shut by clouds,
That ¢’en the wholesome atmosphere enshrouds,
And all beneath its chill and biighting skies
Sick from fond hope deferr’d declines or dies.”

But now, also, doth Nature herself smile upon the season,
and its concomitants, whilst the glorious luminary of day,
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which for awhile did seewm refuse to shine, smiles encou-
ragingly, not only only on the flowers of the garden, the
fruits of the field, the plants of the meadow, but on the fair
faces and fairy forms of our matchless and graceful country-
women, as mounted upon their ambling and well managed
barbs, they become a captivating addition to the animation
of the equestrian circle, ortreading softly the crowded mall
of the Parks, increase the attractions of those promenades
of fashion. Seldom do we see more animated scenes than
the commodious circles of the Regenf’s, the much-improved
drive of Hyde, or the picturesque enclosure of S¢.James’s
Park, now on a goodly Sunday presents ; for the heavy en-
cumberments of Winter’s drapery being thrown aside, the
airy tints of Spring are added to the brilliant budding of
Summer’s costume, and all becomes graeeful, light, capti-
vating, and pretty,
« Dear to the eye and grateful to the sense.”’

Now is it, too, that with the skill of an AMAZoN, but the
grace of a CamiLLa, that Lapy FraNcEs LEvisoN GOWER
witches the world with wondrous skill as one of the love-
liest of equestrians ; now that the nobly carriaged PAGETS

¢t Restrain the fiery ardour of their steeds
Whilst captive eyes are cast upon their form,
Deeming it wondrous that such gentle dames
Should be so skill’d in daring exercise.”

Now that our Lapy EmiLy Cowpers, and MARY BeAu-
CLERCS, and SyLvia DoYLES, wave the white wonders of
their taper hands to admiring friends and noble relatives ;
now that our RUTLANDS, our JERSEYS, our BRUDENELLS,
bright as May mornings, brilliant as stars’ light, as they
pass onward in their carriages, return ‘“with words of such
sweet breath composed,” the recognitions of kindness, or
the courtesies of ceremony. In fine, this is the period we
are bound most to love, for it is bountiful in elegant relax-
ations; relaxations, indeed, which, like poetry, possess a
charm which the cold hearts who have never felt can never
imagine. Amusements, too, which touch with so gentle a
sweetness, kindle with so keen a fire, animate with so
thrilling a rapture, that though we have, thanks to good
fortune, -again and again enjoyed, our pen would fail us did
we attempt further to describe.

Hail, then, to JUNE, as from azure domes,
Array'd in smiles and sweet he comes,

And gentle Spring with her train retires

Of milder lustre and fainter fires.

Yea, hail fair month, from thy heav’nly sphere,
Thou brightest season of all the year
Thou’rt full of goodness and genial hours,

And fondest hopes, and fost’ring powers 3
Thou painteth the roses—red or white,

Thou biddeth the train’d parterre be bright,
And ye do reward the labourer’s pain

In the promise of harvest that gems the plain,
Vassal and lord alike rejoice

At thy pretty smiles and thy pleasant voice ;
For in garden and field the former be,

And the bird speaks thy praises on forest tree.
Hail, hail, then, dear JUNE, for Zere we’ll raise
A noble trophy beneath thy rays,

And the rich and great, and good and wise,
Unite to give thee homilies ;

And Fancy teach and Fashion tell

How kindly thou aideth their brilliant spell.

OF FASHION.
PARTIES AND BALLS.

1

« As one scene of rural festivity is pretty sure to be fol--
lowed by another, so party produces party, and festival
brings forth festival in Hign-LiFe.”—Miss MITFORD.

The commencement of the May month was distinguished
by a very splendid and brilliant féze given by his GRACE the
DukE of DEVONSHIRE, whom few can even rival in magni-
ficence of entertainments, and for the purpose of distin-
guishing with appropriate honour the debut of his two lovely
relations (nieces), the LADY BLANCHE Howarp, and Miss
LrvisoN Gowkr. This extensive banquet was the more
cheering to the fashionable world, from the absence of any
thing of the same beneficial kind at the Court of St. James’s,
and it consequently drew together nearly the whole of those
who might be said to compose the leading circles of high-
life, and who are by birth, accomplishment, and beauty,
best calculated to maintain the delightful supremacy of bon
ton. It has been said that magnificence and splendour is
the genuine motto of the nobility of England ; if this truth
were before doubted, it must cease to be so when the en-
tertainments recently given at Devonshire, Holdernesse,
and other houses of our richest and most influential nobi-
lity are remembered. If the favouritism of fortunie has
been profusely given to the possessors of these mansions,
the desire to dispense its benefits has also become a leading
principle of their nature; and hence, whilst their equals ad-
mire our DEVONSHIRES, our NORTHUMBERLANDS, our Lox-
DONDERRYS for their profuse liberality and munificence of
action, their inferiors look up to them as kindly minded
nokles and generous benefactors.

None of our readers can have forgotten the Faney Bull
given by the MarcuioXEss of LONDONDERRY last season ;
following up the progress of hospitality, that lovely Lady
and her respected Lord commenced their series of banquets
on the 18th, when they entertained the DUKE of ORLEANS,
his son, the Duc DEs CHARTRES, their Royal Highnesses the
Duks and DucHEss of GLOUCESTER, and a large and splen-
did company of the nobility and leading personages in town
at dinner, besides receiving a vast accession of visiters to
an evening festival on the same occasion ; and this, we un-
derstand, to be only the first of a series of liberalities which
make the interlud¢ of life, that which fills up the interyal
between the cradle and the crutch, the dawn and the de-
parture of being, full of pleasant scenes and animated per-
formances. May it be our’s long to sustain a part in
such, and, truth to tell, when it is such a delightful one,
small fear will there be that we shall want a prompter.

Among the others of our nobility who have added to the
gaieties of the season by the style of their ¢ parties,” or
the splendour of their “ balls,”” we are bound in duty to
mention Lapy BRowNLow; who gave a very gay affair for ‘
the purpose of introducing her newly-made daughter-in- =
law, Lapy Sopuia CusT, grand-daughter of the venerable
Sir AsranzaM Hume ; the Prince LeoroLp, and the DUk
and DuctEess of GLOUCESTER, have also been distinguished
by their royal muuificences’; nay, neither time nor space
would admit of our mentioning half the splendid doings
this, even the commencement, of the season ; let it, how:
ever, suffice, that the elegance and munificence of the
tertainments which have .so geuerally been given, cannot
fail, as in the cases mentioned, to elevate the givers in tl
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~ estimation of the publie, for whom, on these occasions, as

has been elsewhere well observed, they may be said to have
done the honours of their rank and fortune.

Had it not already been so amply described in the daily
and weekly public records of the period, we should herein
have deemed it a duty to narrate at length the characteristic
delights of the annual Fancy Ball, for the benefit of the Ca-
ledonian Asylum, which took place at Willis’s Rooms on
Friday evening, May 8th. His Royal Highness the DUKE
of SussEX, and as EARL of INVERNESS, patron of the Society,
(most splendidly dvessed in the Highland costume) was
present, with the DUKE of CuMBERLAND, and nearly seven
hundred of the most distinguished personages. The orders
of the ladies patronesses, that no person should be adiitted
in domino or plain dress, were rigidly adhered to ; and, in
consequence, either the ¢ garb of old Scotia,” (which
greatly and consistently prevailed) paval or military uni-
form, (the DUKE of CUMBERLAND wore that of ¢ Windsor,””)
or fancy ball-dresses, were the costume of the evening; of
these latter, that of VISCOUNT RENELAGH, representing the
Dauphin of France, in velvet robe, ermine-lined ; of the
CounTEss of WEMYSS, in a rich old English costume, of
green and gold; and Miss JuLia CAMPBELL, as an.ancient
chieftain’s lady, were particularly distingué.. The whale
entertainment was one of great and satisfactory splendours,
and such, when the beauty of the female portion of the vi-
siter®is remembered, as no other country could hope to
equal, much less to surpass.

“The continued stagnation of trade is alarming, and unless
the Nobility and Gentry turn their attention to the English
tradespeople, the most woeful consequences must follow.
The London landlords will soon find, as amongst the agri-
culturists, that their rents will be in arrears—that bank-
ruptcies and distresses of all kinds will be in every street,
unless some share of business is given to the English., Tt
is idle and foolish to assert that the silk weaver and seller
are not injured by the introduction of French silks.’ We
can state, for a positive fact, that few ladies will purchase
English silks, whether they are equal in quality to the
French or not; & decided preference is given to French
goods of all sorts—such is the mania for foreigners, and the
{ndifference to the wretched state of trade. We say it
boldly and fearlessly, that it is disgraceful to encourage fo-
reigners, when equal, if not superior talents, are to be
found amongst the English. It may be supposed, that our
researches for fashions must make-us acquainted with the
real state of milliners and d_ress-ma.kers——and we can as-
sert, that their business was never in a worse state. The
summer is passing away, and the torpor and stagnation in
the demand for articles of dress were never more felt. A
few principal and well-known houses are somewhat busy;
but the generality of milliners
thing to do. Ladies of influence should therefore direct
their cfforts to encourage native female talent, and not al-
low their own country-people to pine in obscurity, whilst
the French Marchandes des Modes revel in luxury, and heap
up riches to squander away in their own demoralized conn-
try, where excesses of all kinds constitute the basis of their
merriments!!!

We have received ¢ The Practice of Cvokery, adapted to
every-day-life, by Mrs. Dalgaerris,” and published by Simp-
kin and Marshall ; it points out, ia the clearest manner,
the best way of cooking, and is a work we can confidently
recommend to the notice of our readers.

and dress-makers have no- .
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Wo have secen Mr. Daw’s Easy Chair,—sat on it,—and
found it particularly comfortable. The nobility and gen-
try will find it worth their inspection.

MARRIAGES AND DEATHS.

PRSI

It was a custom among the Egyptians to place a mummy
or skeleton at the banquet-table, as a silent and ghastly
memento to the mirthful and luxurious, that whilst they
were in life they were in death ; a picture, indeed, of what
they were to be, mingling itself with the sunniest aspect of
what they were. Now, it is not improbable, but that many
of our distinguished readers will consider that we, also,
mingle too much the sombre with the cheerful, in classing
together two such opposites as MARRIAGE and Deatn, We
cannot help it : nay, we hold it not unprofitable to do so,
recollecting as we must, too well, and having heavy and re-
cent causes to feel it acutely, that fo-morrow may place in
the church-yard cell, cold, dark, and silently, the very be-
ings which the church altar had but yesterday hallowed, as
it were, with happiness. Well, then, we must be permitted
to proceed in our lessons and our likings as we have hi-
therto, we would fain believe, not unpleasantly done ; yet,
though we know that life is often a weary interlude, where
the woe frequently outruns the joy; though we ought to
rank,

¢¢ The world, the stage, the prologue tears
The acts vain hopes and varied fears 5’
and shall be taught, we know not how soon, or how se-
verely, that
& The scene shuts up with loss of breath,
And l8aves no epilogue but death ;”’

We will still hope, that in the case of those of whose mar-
riage we shall now have the gratification of speaking, that
their union will not be that flower

¥ which buds and grows,

And withers as the leaves disclose,

Whose spring and fall faint seasons keep

Like fits of waking before sleep

Then shrink into that fatal mould

Where its first being was unroll’d.”’
Will not the gallant Lieutenani Moor (East India Company’s
service), and the accomplished Susannak, eldest daughter
of J. T. GLENDON, Esq., R. N., echo our wish ; for they, as
the author of Psyche, in our motto, beautifully expresses
it, have felt the joy of mutual confidence, and have sanc-
tioned, by family and friends, and ¢ Church's holy voice,”
reaped the charm unspeakable

<« Which links in tender bands two Sfuithful hearts.”

So, also, will be on our side, E. H. CuapmayN, Esq., and
the ¢ fair «Elizabeth,’’ daughter of L. Hasrore, Esq., of
Highbury-lodge, Middlesex, ; a creature '

68 gentle as the tones that fall
From waters wildly musical !

Then merrily did the bells of Willesden (Middlesex) re-
sound, when, on the 7th of May, were married, JouN BEAS-
wry, Esq., of Clipstone House, to LETITIA, only surviving
daughter of the REv.Jo1nn NoOBLE, of Tresby, Leicestershire 3
and cheerily did friends invoke blessings upon another hap-
py pair, who, on the same day, united their fates and their
fortunes together thereafter in joy or sorrow, in health or
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sickness, in youth or age, to sail down the stream of life, to
buffet with its surges, or float on its placid bosom together,—
they were JamEs HUNTER HuLmg, Esq., son of the late
James HuLme, Esq., of Russell Square, and HaRRIET,
daughter of the late JonN GREEN, Esq., of Highbury Park.
With the promise of equally propitious results was the
union of hearts cemented by the union of hands in the per-
sons of A. M. GEORGE ADOLPIIUS OWEN, Esq., third son of
the Rev. Henry Butts Owen, D.D., and ANNA MARIA SARAIL
eldest daughter of CHRISTOPHER ROBERTS WREN, late of
Wroxall Abbey, Warwickshire. Title also, as well as dis-
tinction, has added its possessors to the votaries of the
marriage-god ; for, into his rosy temple, has the talented
LorpDormERledthe bloomingdaughter of Sir HENRY TicH-
BORNE, Bart., thereby conferring upon one well fitted to give
honour and joy to a husband, his distinction and his name,
being indeed
&« a beauteous bride
That well descrv’d to go by haughtiest monarch’s side.’”

But it is now necessary that we should turn—lest we
grow vain in the contemplation of joy—to note the march
of that mighty enemy who plunders time by hour and hour
away, and who, -

‘‘ When most secure we seem doth love to come.”

If, then, we go to the noble seat of the DERrBY’s, we shall
hear of his dart having smitten ene who, in her public life,
delighted thousands, and who was the grace and the orna-
ment of society in_her private career. We mean ELiza-
BETH CoUNTEss of DERBY, a being who, to an elegant per-
son, was possessed of taste, refinement, and many feminine
graces. She was, indeed, one to whom the words of a Greek
poet upon the virtuous dead would justly apply.—
¢“ Hail, universal mother! Lightly rest
On that dead form,
Which, when with life invested, ne’er opprest

Its fellow worm.””

Another distinguished family has also been called upon to
wear the suits of woe in mournful remembrance for the
Lapy ForesTER, who, to the acute grief of her beautiful
and amiable daughters, who resided with her, departed
from this world (at her residence, Belgrave-place,) a few
days since, leaving a good name, and the recollection of her
virtues for the consolation and benefit of the living. So,
also, but after a short illness, thus shewing ¢ how quick
our moon be past,”’ has been called to a holier home the
Lapoy CHARLOTTE ONsLow, who died at her house at Wood-
bridge on the 15th instant. .

THE DRAMA.

Although we might regret the feelin g which leads first-
rate singers and performers to demand exorbitant salaries,
and the faskion which compels managers to grant them,
yet, so rare is an approach to perfection, that we should
have felt dissatisfied had the differences which for awhile
existed, relative to Mademoiselle SoNTAG’S re-engagement,
prevented our again hearing and seeing that lady upon the
stage of the KING’s THEATRE; especially as, in common
with more distinguished individuals (we" allude to birth)
she has not escaped the shafts of calumny, and the missiles
of detraction: Thanks, however, to the undaunted M. La-
PORTE, Who, whatever he previously thought, now appears
to have found out that spirited conduct is the surest road
to triumph, aye and the safest too ; we have now the grati-
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ficatton of listening to operas splendidly (as to the female
parts in particular) performed, and looking at a house
filled with the beauties, and arrayed in the animated mag-
nificence which compose the Haut Ton of what we' hope
will again be “ merry”” England.

We have seldom been more gratified than we were with
Mademoiselle SONTAG’S performance in La Cenerentola, for
although she might not have been received with all that
enthusiasm which her first efforts among us created, we
hesitate not to affirm that the delicacy and precision which
characterise her vocal, and the nature and mind with which
her theatrical efforts are imbued, deserve, because they
were more matured, a higher measure of laudation than
those original efforts actually were entitled to. In the first
instance, we perhaps paid homage to her appearance, her
youth, her vivacity ; on the present occasion we are called
upon to tender encouragement to the dawn of considerable
genius, and the possession of almost the perfectibility of
art. Of a different character, but perhaps even superior in
its style, is the performance of Madame MALIBRAN GARCIA.
Her Desdemona, with the exception it may be of PasrA’s
Nina, which none who saw could any more forget than
they could cease to remember our own SiDDONS'S Lady
Macbeth, or JouN KEMBLE’s Coriolanus, is one of the very °
finest representations this or any theatre has fora very long .
while given birth to ; it is at once full of affectionate ten-
derness, yet imbued with the grandeur of truth and inno-
cence 3 now touchingly pathetic, now fearfully energetic,
till in her execution of the *“ Willow” song, and which she
very properly divests of florid roulades, or flowery caden-
zas, we reach the climax of genuine pathos, and heart-
saddening feeling. Though not to suchan extent, yet have
we also been greatly pleased with her in Le Gazza Ladra,
and Il Barbiere di Siviglia, in both of which operas (or parts
of operas, for with respect to the latter but one act is
usually played), she enacts the heroine, and “tops” the
character ; so that to mention ¢ Di Piacer” and ** Una
Voce” is only to record two of many triumphs. The abi-
lities of ZucHELLI are undoubted, but, inasmuch as non

ia p mnes, (which means, good country reader,
we cannot at all times do all things), we have seen better
‘“ Figaros,” more elastic and pleasant representatives of the
cunning ¢ barber ;> but we have not beheld a * Dr. Bar-
tolo”’ much superior to Signor GRAZIANI, who here played
the character, and who was not only humourous in action,
but happy in his songs.

Masanzello maintains its popularity, and keeps the house
full till ¢‘ Vesuvius having spat its anger out,’” the fall of the
green curtain gives the signal for the duke’s carriage to
stop the way, or Sir John’s cabriolet to be turned towards
the club-house, where its master sups,

“ And flies from Fashion’s unto Fortune’s smile,
To be beguil'd, or else perchance beguile.’”

At the “Winter Theatres,”—so we fancy are DrRury LANE
and COoVENT GARDEN designated, though they somewhat
voraciously claim Spring and Summer as their property—a
rivalry, beneficial we hope to proprietors and public, of a
gaudy character, exists, so that the activity of managers,
and the fecundity of habitual authorship, are put in con-
siderable requisition. For instance, at Mr. Price’s house
has been produced, after long,and, as it proves, able prepa-
ration, AUBER’S Muette di Portici, here called also the Dumb
Girl of Genoa, and in a style of such truth and magnificence

/with regard to the music, costumes, scenery, and action, as
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at once to constitute the most splendid spectaclo which the
English Stage has in our memory ever given a local habi-
tation or a name to. Ner from this general praise is it
necessary to descend to particulars, for the history of Ma-
saniello the Fisherman, or, the Revolt of Naples, has been so
frequently before audiences, that had it even not been
rendered notorious by the splendid Opera House ballet,
there can be no necessity of adding upon the subject a single
sentence to preceding records. Mr. Branawm is the repre-
sentative of the hero, and although we could have wished
one of more stately carriage had borne the character, and
that he had taken a lesson in horsemanship from Ducrow,
or his pupil LEICESTER STANHOPE, preparatory to his first
appearance on a real charger, that really seecmed aware it
had no Alexander on its back, yct to no one could the
music of the part have been entrusted with any thing like
the certainty of a triumphant result. Of our hero’s acfing
therefore, we prefer not to speak, but of his singing—espe-
cially the plaintive air in the first act, and its varied pathos
in the last—we cannot report too highly. Delicacy, peint,
and skill were its characteristics. Miss BerTs, who by
. the way was a little too much in the Mandane style, had
one very pretty air ; but the melodies, whether solos or a
duett, in which she had to bear her part, were not by any
means equal in effect to the concerted pieces in which the
opera abounded. These were executed most admirably,
most faithfully ; and being of great merit, expressive and
graceful withal, they elicited unequivocal tokens of undi-
vided approbation. The dances introduced were also well
imagined,and neatly performed; but, for the taste of purely
English spectators, they were much too frequent ; suspend-
ing the actien and interest of what little story the opera
possessed to a tiresome degree. To curtail these would be
to remedy the symptoms of impatience, and indications of
restlessness which now pervade during the second act, a
considerable portion of the audience. Of the representa-
tive of the Dumbd Girl, Masaniello’s sister, we would, in
courtesy to a first appearance, a foreigner, and a comely
girl, wish to speak encouragingly, nay highly, but really,
when we know that there are half a dozen females, among
our actresses, quite as pretty in appearance, and who could
have represented the character very much better (good as
some of her action was), we hesitate to applaud the whim
—alas ! too fashionable—which induccd the caterers for

the public taste to give a high premium to a professional’

being of another country, in preference to awarding em-
ployment to the natural talent of our ewn. With Fanny
KELLY in the country, and ELLEN TREE in the Theatre,
Mr. Prick has not the shadow of an excuse for the cngage-
ment of the fantastically costumed, though we again admit
pleasant carriaged, Mademoiselle ALEXANDRINE.

A new play will also have been added to the stock ‘of the
treasury, or the shops of the waste-paper consumers, ere
this notice meets the reader’e eyc 5 if it live, we will speak
of it as we find it; if it perish, why, in the words of HoMmE,
we will not ‘‘ rake up the ashes of the dead.”*

At CovENT GARDEN, Jane Shore and Romeo and Juliet, have
ven us opportunities to weigh.with our own the opinion
of Continental critics relative to the theatrical merits of our
quondam acquaintance Miss SMITHSON, inasmuch as she
has recently appeared in character of the heroine of both

* It will net only' ¢‘live,”” but live long. It has proved |

one of the most effective historical dramas of the modern
day, being conceived as cleverly, as it is played admirably.

tragedies. Candour, alas, compels, us to add that our
forcign contemporaries have overrated her powers; for
although time has improved her judgment if it has not
advantaged her figure, and practice mellowed her perform-
ance, yet physical defects, and, we fear, a want of sterling
genius, still operate against her becoming excessively
popular in her profession. Clever she is, usefnl she may
be, but a decidedly great actress she never can be:, still we
shali be very glad if futurc and more frequent opportunitics
compel us to retract our opinion,

““ For ’tis not ours to damp the actor’'s mind

By sneers unfeeling, or by words unkind,

Darkly to stab, and leave the wrankling dart

To gnaw and fester in his scathed heart ;

No rather we would seck the cause to raise,

His anxious efforts by true-hearted praise,

Bind on his brow the chaplet due to worth,

And turn the mood of fear to marks of mirth.”

The beautiful Masque of Comus has been revived with a
strong cast, in a powerful style of brilliancy, and conse-
quently with commensurate success. Miss HUGHES sus-
tains the character of the Lady, C. KEMBLE that of Comus;
Misses ByrieLp, ForbE, and Gowarn, makc excellent Bac-
chantes, whilst a delieious Euprosyne is found in the pretty
little person of the talented Miss CovENEY. PriLLips and
B. TavrLor take the male vocal parts ; and, by the stylein
which they go through them, increase very materially the
effect of the representation.

¢ Master’s Rival,”” after being withdrawn by its Auther,
Peaxe, (who would not put up with LisToN’s being in
suck very high spirits) from DrRURY LANE, has been enacted
at this Theatre ; with BARTLEY in BENNETT’s, and WRENCH
and KEELEY in JONES and LisToN’s characters : but though
this has literally been ‘¢ Exchange no Robbery’’ we hardly
think it will be a ‘“Hit” here after the ¢ Miss’’ there;
or prove a palpable illustration of ¢ Raising the Wind.”’

All the other Theatres, with the exception of the French
in the Strand, which has lost its tower of strength in the de-
parture of PERLET, (indeed an actor!) are, by dint ofrevivals
and imitations, and broad bills, and shilling-orders, endea-
vouring te attract their share of the sight-loving people
upon town, (the arrival of the DuKE oF ORLEANS and his
Son will be a ‘“ help in hand” to most of them) and since
they are industrious in their calling, we wish themn remu-
neratian equal to their deserts ; for, after all, liberality and
exertion are the true secrets of popularity ; and there are
few instandes where that deference for public opinion,
which make managers exert themselves to the utmost,
have not been fairly recompensed by their audiences *.

* Somany ‘“At Homes’’ have claimed us at our end of the
Town that we have not had yet a satisfactory opportunity
of attending the invitation of MEsskRs MATHEWSs and YATEs
to theirs. We say ¢‘satisfactory’” because we cannot con-
sider a casnal drop in during a portion of their entertainment
only, and then being without elbow rooin, worthy that appel-
lation. From the little, however, that we then saw and
heard we made up our minds to repeat the visit ; and, as
the greater Spring Meetings at New Market are now over,
we shall have the earlier leisure to enjoy the sport afforded
by the lesser, though still important Spring Meceting of the
Adelphi Theatre. In fact, we will exchange the ¢‘ odds™ of
the Turf for the ¢ oddities’’ of the stage ; and, in lieu of the
‘“ names, weights, and colours of the riders,’”’” be content
with a pun after Lorp NORBURY, a precept according to Dr.
KITCIINER, or a point of practice from HENRY BRouGnAM.
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This Publication is indebted to Mrs. Bell, removed to No. 3, Cleveland Row, opposite St. James's Palace, for the designs and the
selection of the Fashions, and the Costumes of All Nations, which regularly embellish it. Mrs. Bell’s Magazin de Modes is replete
with every fashionable article; and at which there is a daily and constant succession of novelties in Millinery, Dresses, &c. &c. &e.,
AND AT MOST MODERATE PRicks.—Mrs. Bell's Patent Corsets are unrivalled, and very superior to all others ; they impart an

indescribable grace and elegance to the figure.

PLATE THE FIRST.
COSTUME OF ALL NATIONS, NO. 40,—ANDALUSIA.

The Spanish dresses we have before presented to our
readers, were thiose worn only oceasionally by females of
the higher classes ; we have an opportunity of presenting
them with a costume now, worn by ladies of rank and
fashion, in the delightful provinee of Andalusia.

Much intereourse, in time of peace, has been established
between this part of Spain and England, ever sinee we have
been firmly and quietly settled at Gibraltar. The ladies
dress in a peculiar style, but not efactly Spanish; their
costume resembling very much that of Franee and England ;
the well marked out waist, and the beautiful leg and foot,
every Spanish woman will take eare to make the best of;
and when she possesses these attractions in an eminent de-
gree, as the females of Spain certainly do, we must notfall
out with them for making rather an unusual display of their
taper aneles.

Over a slip of white taffety, is worn a dress of Barbary-
gauze, handsomely ornamented at the border by a very
broad fringe, formed of blue brocaded ribbon, in freillage
work ; and terminated at the mesh next the shoe by small
knots of ribbon. The body is ornamented, downwards, by
stripes of narrow blue ribbon, anda narrow black stomacher
1s worn in front of thewaist ; from whence depends an apron
with a border at the end like that on a scarf, of white bro-
cade, spotted with black. The small pockets, which are
usually affixed to our modern aprons, are in this dress on
each side of the petticoat ; they are ornamented with
ruby-coloured ribbons, and the fair Andalusian has a cns-
tom, not very graceful, of continually placing her hands on,
or in them. The body is made low, and very becomingly
so with a full triple falling tucker, in which Spanish
points are not forgotten. The sleeves are en jigét, of the
same white gauze as the dress, and over them, is the sleeve
we call Seduisante, of the same treillage work and colour
as the fringe on the skirt. The bracelets, confining the
sleeves at the wrists, are of white and gold enamel, inter-
mixed with rubies. The head-dress consists of a very
small Spanish hat of black satin, with a beautiful white
plumage of Herons’ feathers. Under this hat is worn an
elegant cap of blond, en bouffont, the lappels kept in shape
by narrow bands across, of white satin, with each a small
rosette on the outside ; these lappels are confined together
at the breast by a small rosette of purple ribbon ; below
whieh, isoneof white, witha loop, from whence depends a
bow of blaek ribbon, with long ends ; this is one of those
whimsiealities of fashion, of which we cannot see the use or
ornament. Round the throat is a plat of dark bair, with a
gold Ceur de Jesus depending. The shoes are of white
satin, with silk stockings, brocaded in buskins.

EVENING DRESS.

Over a pink satin slip, a dress of ecrape of the:same
colour, finished at the border by a very broad hem, over
which are placed, obliquely, wreaths of puffed ribbon,
about three shades darker than the dress. The body & la
Sevigné, with a very. splendid, large brooch, formed of
aqua-marinas in the centre of the drapery, across the bust.
Short, full sleeves, of white blond over white satin, some-
what shorter. The head-dress consists of a béret of pink
satin, with a superb plume of white feathers, under the
right side of the brim, which is mueh elevated ; these fea-
thers take a spiral direetion towards the crown. ' The ear-
pendants and necklaee are of diamonds. ]

BRIDAL DRESS.

A dress of embroidered tulle over white satin, encireles
the pattern stripes of foliage ; one very broad flounee orna-
ment finishes the border, headed by eockleshells of white
satin, on which is embroidered a fleur de lis; the flounce
is edged in a correspondent manner, but with the shells
dependent, and from the base of the shell, which is upper-
most, branches out delicate foliage, formed of white satin :
the corsage is & la Sevigné; but the plain part fitting the
waist is so beautifully disposed in bias, that the stripes on
the tulle, have a very charming effect. The sleeves are
long, excessively wide, & la Maineluke. The Sevigné dra-
pery confined in the centre by a brooch, er girandole,
of diamonds, set a I"dntigue. The hair is elegantly and
becomingly arranged, in curls and bows ; or rather one
Jarge bow, formed of two light puffs, one near.the face, the
other approaching the summit of the head. These are
divided by an ornamental kind of bandeau of blond, and
the head is erowned hy orange-flower blossoms on one
side, and double garden-poppies, of alilae eolour, on the
other. Long lappels of broad blond, depend from each
side of the head behind, and fall gracefully over the shoul-
ders. The necklace and ear-rings are of wrought gold and
diamonds, with braeelets to suit.

Fig. 1.—New sleeve, & la Seduisante, of rich blond;
headed next the shoulder by a full rosette of white satin
ribbon.

F1G. 2.—Baek view of the coiffeure of the third figure in
¢¢ Bridal costume.”

SECOND PLATE.
WALKING DRESSES.

A dress of white jacanot muslin, with a broadflounce, the
flounee headed by a full cordon, formed of celestial-blue
braiding ;- this flounce is slightly scalloped at the edge,
where it is finished with & narrow lace. The sleeves are
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& la Mamwluke, confined at the wrists by a cuff, with one
sharp point, which is trimmed round with the same nar-
row lace as that at the edge of the flounce. A ruffle
of the same is placed next the hand. A canezou fichu
of celestial-blue silk, with a brocaded border of blue
and white, is worn with this dress, with its short ends
drawn through a belt of the same colour ; the fichu is
bound round the edge with straw-coloured satin ; a triple
ruff of lace encircles the throat. The hat i5 of celestial-blue
gros de Naples, trimmed with white ganuze ribbon with
satin stripes, and ornamented in front of the crown, with
a bunch of the aspen-tree. A veil of white blond is worn
with this hat. The gloves are of lemon-coloured kid, and
the half-boots of celestial blue gros de Naples.

SECOND WALKING DRESS.

CENTRE FIGURE.—A pelisse of spring-grecn watered
gros de Naples, fastening down the front of the skirt, under
arouleau ; each side of which is ornamented by rosettes of
plumb-coloured satin ; a rouleau of which colour and ma-
terial is placed round the border of the skirt, next the
shoe. The sleeves are en jigét, and very wide, and are
confined at the wrists by broad gold bracelets, splendidly
enchased, and ornamented also by intaglios, set round by
pearls. A canezou fichu of black blond, is worn over the
shoulders, left open in front, discovering the body of the
pelisse which is made entirely plain, surmounted at the
throat by a very full ruff of blond. The bonnet is of white
gros de Naples, trimmed with a profusion of lilac ribbon,
striped with spring-green; it ties under the chin, with a
large bow of the same ribbon. The half-boots are of
plumb-coloured kid.

THIRD WALKING DRESS.

A high dress of steam-yellow-figured gros de Naples, trim-
med next the feet, with a simple double rouleau. The body
made & la Circassienne, fastened by a rich broach of jewels.
The sleeves & la Mameluke, with bracelets of white Vene-
tian beads, edged on each sides with gold. The throat en-
circled by a ruff. Bonnet of pink satin, elegantly trimmed
with the same material.

N. B. A bonnet is represented in this plate (a back
view) of butter-cup yellow gros de Naples, trimmed with
lilac ribbon, and branches of lilac. A broad white blond
surrounds the edge of the brim. .

PLATE THE THIRD.
WALKING DRESSES.—FIRST DRESS.

A pelisse of apricot-coloured gros de Naples ; at the head
of the broad hem surrounding the skirt, and down the front
where it fastens, are lozenge puffings, each puff edged by
extremely narrow silk beading, about two or three shades
darker than the pelisse. The body is & la Cireassienne, and
is confined at the small of the waist by a belt the same as
the dress, fastened in front by a gold buckle. Sleeves & la
Mameluke, confined at the wrists by a Manchette cuff.
Pointed mancherons are .placed over the ‘sleeves, on each
shoulder. The pelisse is made without cape or collar, and
As surmounted by a very full ruff of fine lace. The bonnet
is of spring-green gros de Naples, trimmed with a variegated
ribbon of straw-colour and bright geranium. On the straw-
coloured part are clouds of grecen and geranium ; a few
puffs of the same colour and material as the bonnet are
mingled with the bows of ribbon on the crown. Half-boets
of kgd, the colour of the pelisse, complete the costume.
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SECOND WALKING DRESS.

A high dress of celestial-blue Levantine or tabinet, with
a broad hem round the border, headed by a rich fringe of
silk. The body made plain to fit the shape, with very wide
sleeves'a la Mameluke, confined at the wrists by gold brace-
lets. A double pelerine is worn with this dress, as an out-
door appendage, finished at each edge by a fringe corres-
ponding with that over the hem on the skirt ; this pelerine
is surmounted by a ruff of blond. The hat is of ‘white gros
de Naples, ornamented with blond and the yellow flower
called ‘“Soloman’s Scal,”’ with green foliage. A veil of
white blond is added, and a splendid throat-scarf, with long
ends, depending to the feet is worn ; it is of the Cachemire
white, with the ends richly brocaded in various colours,
and finished by a deep fringe the colour of the scarf. This
dress is fitted to the morning exhibitions, &e.

HALF-LENGTH FIGURES.

No. 1.—A dress of striped muslin, the ground, canary-
yellow, with stripes of ethercal blue. A canezou of muslin,
trimmed with lace, and without sleeves, is worn with this
dress, the sleeves of which are & la Mameluke. The waist
is encircled by a belt of blue ribbon, fastened in front with
an oblong buckle of gold. The canezou, which has a pele-
rine-cape, surmounted by & laee ruff, ties in front, with a
rosette of blue ribbon. The hat is of white gros d' Eté,
striped with blue, and is trimmed with bows of white gauze
ribbon, and ornamented with bouquets of the leaves of the
pine-apple.

No. 2.—A back view of an opera dress of pink crape,
with blond full, short sleeves, ornamented at the shoulders
with bows of white satin ribbon. Hat of pink crape, or of
satin, with a white feather under the brim, taking its di-
rection to the crown, which is slightly trimmed with white
gauze ribbon.

FASHIONABLE 1IEAD-DRESSES.

F1G. 1.—A back view of the hat on the second Walking-
Dress, crowned with double pink garden poppies.

Fic. 2—Back view of the hat on No. 1. Half-length
figure. The hatall white, with a full-blown rose added to
the pine-leaves.

PLATE THE FOURTH.
A MORNING DRESS.

A dress of white organdy, with a broad hem round the
border, ahove which are bouquets of variously-coloured
flowers embroidered in crewels ; a canezou of tulle, worked
in a corresponding manner, forms the corsage, which is
confined round the waist by a belt of Pomona-green satin,
with a Chatelaine chain and key of gold ; the belt fastens
by a gold buckle in front. The mancherons on the sleeves
are formed of points embroidered in colours, and edged
with narrow lace, over which is a very narrow rouleau of
Pomona-green satin. A euffconfines the sleeve at the wrist,
which cuff is pointed, and on it is worked a small bouquet
of flowers in different colours. An elegant blond cap is
worn with this dress, lightly ornamented with serolls of
white satin and various small flowers ; and broad strings of
white striped gauze ribbon float over the shoulders.

AN EVENING DRESS.

A dress of oiseau de Paradis satin, ornamented at the bor-
der by two rows of white gauze bouillonés; over which are
placed across, in bias, trimmings of amber-silk, represent-
ing foliage : the upper bouilloné is headed by ;i‘ﬂzc cordon of
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the same colour as the follage ornaments ; and, at equal
distances, are seen, dependant from the cordon, two superb
tassels. The body is made plain, with a very deep falling
tucker of rich blond. The sleeves very short, and a tassel
descends from the shoulder to the elbow ; two tassels, also,
ornament the front of the bust, from a cordon which heads
the tucker. The coiffeure consists of a dress hat of white
crape, with a superb plumage of white feathers, playing
over it in every direction. A large rosctte of white gauze
figured ribbon is placed next the hair, under the brim on
the right side. The necklace and ear-pendants are of gold.
The bracelets of gold and enamel in different colours;
two on each wrist. The shoes of white satin, with very
small bows.

A MORNING DRESS.

A dress of white jaconot muslin, with a very broad hem,
headed by a beautiful fringe, with the upper part in open
work. Above the fringe is a row of embroidery. The
sleeves are & la Mameluke, with an embroidered cuff at the
wrist, surmounted by a full ruffle-frill of muslin, with a
narrow lace edging. An embroidered fichu-shawl, trimmed
round with lace, is worn with this dress ; the ends drawn
through a belt of white gros de Naples, on which is painted
a wreath of blue flowers. The hat is of Barbel-blue crape,
trimmed with broad ribbon of the same colour, white blond,
and Dbracelets of white lilac.

N.B. A back view of the hat above described.

A fashionable cap of blond,—a back view,—trimmed with
Barbel-blue ribbon.

NEWEST LONDON FASHIONS FOR JUNE, 1829.

Though the Spring has been somewhat backward, we
may now venture to pronounce the Winter to have com-
pletely passed away: London is, however, a scene of gaiety
and splendour. Balls and grand evening parties still con-
tinue, though their reign will now be but short ; the Royal
Academy of Paintings, and the various morning exhibitions
are thronged with the most distinguished members of rank
and fashion ; the taste and elegance of whose dress it has
been our task to investigate, as it is now to present the
result of our observations to our numerous patronesses.

For these morning lounges, and for the retired home
afternoon costume, we have much admired a high dress of
lavender-coloured Norwich-crape; it is bordered by one
broad flounce, in sharp points, bound by black satin, and
headed by three narrow black satin rouleaux, and bows the
same material and colour as the dress, bound round in bias
by black satin. The body fastens in front er pelisse, with
a falling square collar, partially pointed, and bound with
black satin. The sleeves fit almost tight to the arm, and
have a chemisette-sleeve-Mancheron, and at the wrists a
gauntlet-cuff. A belt incircles the waist the same as the
dress, and is bound in a manner corresponding with the
other trimmings. One of the newest evening dresses is of
white crépe-Aerophane over white satin: two very broad
bias folds surround the border of the skirt, headed by
white satin rouleauz: the corsage is ornamented across the
top of the bust, en Chevrons, by satin rouleaux, and pointed
at the base of the waist; which, as well as the Ckevrons,
is finished by beautiful blond. The sleeves are er jigét,
with a broad gauutlet cuff of white satin, ornamented by
a row of very small gold Almeida buttons, set very close
together in bias, on the outside of the cuff. For the other
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novelties in the gown department we refer our readers to
our eéngravings for June Fashions. )

For the out-door costume a very beauitiful Summer cloak
for the open carriage, has just been completed at Mrs.
Bell's tasteful Magazin de Modes in Cleveland Row. This
cloak is of gros de Naples of a bright jonquil, and is lined
with white sarcenet; it envelops, while it sets off the
shape, and is devoid of all ornament. A pelisse of emerald-
green Indian reps silkis equally admired ; it is ornamented
down each side of the bust, and where it closes in front of
the skirt, with green satin, in zig-zag. The sleeves are
& la Mameluke, with a'gauntlet cuff, terminating in a point
towards the upper part of the arm, where there is an orna-
ment representing a fleur de lis, in narrow rouleaux of green
satin. A narrow cape collar, in Castillan points, falls over
from the throat. :

Among the new hats and bonnets Is one of the latter,
formed of plaided silk, the ground of which is fawn, with
chequers of pink and black satin, formed of very narrow
stripes, ‘ is trimmed with a rich broad ribbon of dark cho-
colate brown, edged on one side with a green satin stripe,
on the other with blue. Scrolls of the same material as
the bonnet ornament the crown, interspersed with the
ribbon above mentioned, and tropic birds ; feathers, of
pink and yellow, complete the embellishments. A rose-
colaured satin bonnet, figured in lozenge-diamonds, is of a
shape less becoming than the one before described ; this
is extremely evasé; but is filled up by a trimming under
the brim, of gauze ribbons striped with black, blue, and
yellow. The bows on the bonnet, and the loop-strings are
pink with a stripe of yellow, clouded with blue. A small,
pink, spiral feather, finishes the trimming. A very elegant
bonnet is of white gros de Naples; with broad stripes across,
the colour of the Parma-violet: it is very tastefully trim-
med with ornaments of the same, bound with Canary-yel-
low: the bows are of gauze ribbon; a Spring green,
striped with white and green satin. A very handsome car-
riage bonnet is of etherial-blne satin, with a quilling of
blond under the brim, next the hair. At the edge are
placed, beneath two Esprits, that on the right side, rose
colour and white, on the left, white and yellow; the
bonnet is bound at the edge by a plaid ribbon, the chequers
of very lively colours on a white ground; the bows .and
strings are of straw-coloured ribbon beautifully clouded
with bark-brown, rose-colour, and violet. A most superb
plumage of blue, curled feathers, plays over the crown and
brim. oy M ! .

A blue net béret-turban is of a novel and truly elegant
shape ; it is laidin fluted folds, and next the hair, is placed,
on one side, an espri¢ feather of straw-colour. On the op-
posite side, and nearer the summit, is another feather of
tbe same colour, representing the tail of the bird-of-Para-
dise, which gracefully depends over towards the shoulder.
A turban of pink satin and crape, in the turkish form, is
elegantly ornamented with white Marabouts, in various
directions, Berets are of white crape, with a bow of satin
ribbon, cut in fringe at the ends, talling over the left side
of the hair, under;the brim. A superb plumage .of white
flat Ostrich feathers finishes this head-dress. The blond
caps have-experienced but little alteration :since  last
month ; one for half dress is of beautifully figured: gauze ;
black, with pink figures. It is adorned with pink Canter~
bury-bells; ir bouquets, and pink gauze ribbons, striped -
with black. A favourite cap for home costume, & la fiancée,
is of rich white blond and #ulle, and is trimmed with jon-
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quille-coloured gauze, and rouleaus of satin ribbon of the
same tint.

A beautiful article for dresses has just appeared; the
ground of some chaste, unobtruding colour, with satin
stripes of the same . on gros de Naples, hetween the stripes
are heart’s-eases, of every different colour, brocaded.

The colours most admired are stone-colour, lavender,
jonquille, rose-colour, ctherial-blue, and emerald-green.

.GREASE SpoTs.. The following method of removing
grease and oil spots from silk and other articles, without
injury to the colours, is given in the Journal des Connaisan-
ces Usuelles: Take the yolk of an egg and put a little of
it on the spot, then place over it a piece of white linen, and
wet it with boiling water : rub the linen with the hand, and
repeat the process three or four times, at each time apply-
ing fresh boiling water: the linen is to be then removed,
and the part thus treated is to he washed with clean cold
water.

NEWEST PARISIAN FASHIONS,
FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES.

HATS AND BONNETS.—The most elegant hats are ge-
nerally seen finished at the edge of the brims by a very
broad blond, as broad as a quarter and half-quarter of an
ell, which forms a demi-veil. Several chip hats are so or-
namented, Feathers of cherry-colour recline gracefully
over the brim. On Leghorn hats, one simple branch of
flowers falls on one side, or one large flower, accompanied
by a slight portion of foliage. The strings, which tie the
hats under the chin, are edged with blond en ricke ; bon-
nets of blue or steam-coloured gros de Naples, are very
shallow in the crown ; it is rather round, and the edge is
bordered with blond ; these bonnets are extremely pretty.
There are some of straw-colour, also, lined with pink, and
ornamented with roses; others in white crape, with co-
loured linings, and trimmed with ribbons and flowers of
suitable shades to the lining. Two hats have been seen, en-
tirely made of hlond, divided by bands of satin. Those of
coloured crape are ornamented by branches of lilacs. Some
bats, of fine Leghorn or white chip, have no ribbons, but
are embellished by two birds of paradise ; a simple ribbon
fastens these hats, which are -exclusively worn by women
of the first fashion, under the chin. A branch of white
camelia is a favourite ornament on a white chip hat ; it is
placed obliquely, from the summit of the erown on the left
side, and is brought to the edge of the brim on the right.
Several hats of yellow or of lilac crape have been seen at
the Marchandes des Modes; ornamented with hyacinths of
various colours, fixed at the base of the crown, in front.
For white chip hats, the favourite flower is the poppy, ei-
ther single or double, with three or four buds; at the basc
of the flower is always a rosette of gauze ribbon. . Among
other hat-ornaments is the variegated laurel. Another is
the canary-hell-flower, the chalice of which blows out like
a puff,

. In general, both the chip and Leghorn hats, are smaller
than they were last summer ; but the flowers now that or-
nament them are voluminous; such, for example, as a large
branch of pine, chesnut-tree, and from other large trees.
When a poppy is placed on one side ofa white chip hat, itis
not unusual to add te it a branch of green heath and a large
full-hlown rose. The ribbon trimming consists of two se-
parate hows ; one, very full, is placed on the summit of the
crown, on one side, and the other, having only two loops
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on the brim, on the opposite side. The inside of the drim
is ornamented with bows, blond, and leaves, cut out of rib-
bons. Some strings are worn fastened to the crown, and
arc passed through sliders on the brim, and tie under the
chin. Several hats are trimmed with blond, which crosses
the front of the crown, and is supported by branches of
flowers ; it terminates on each side of the brim, where the
slider is fixed for the strings to pass through. Among some
of the most elegant hats, may be cited one of fine straw,
lined with blue crape, and ornamented by five feathers,
half blue and half straw-colour. Hats of rose-coloured
crape are surrounded by a broad blond. One bow of gauze
ribbon is added to a branch of heath, which falls like a
weeping-willow over the brim. Several hats of crape, or of
Gros de Naples, of steam-colour, are adorned with flowers
and blue ribbons ; the flowers are red.

., There are two shapes very distinct in the Leghorn hats :
those & la Frangais, are short at the ears ; those @’ Angluise,
are, on the contrary, very long: a poppy, with buds, forms
the trimming on the first; on the latter, it is a branch of
whitethorn, slightly bent. Instead of flowers, large bows
of ribbon are sometimes placed over the brims of some
Leghorn hats, spread out at a distance from each other,
like a fan. Almost all the hats of gros de Naples are edged
with a broad blond. Somec ladies place on a yellow or a
lilac hat, a black blond, and a green blond on a rose-
coloured hat.

A new way of ornamenting white chip hats under the
brims, consists in taking a ribbon with satin stripes, then
twisting it, and afterwards disposing it in puffs; this row
of puffing goes from one string to the other.

Some hats, the crowns of which are of spotted gauze,
have the brims entirely of blond, or of ribbon and blond.
These brims are supported by means of wired ribbon, con-
cealed under narrow rouleaux of satin.

Green, either in ribbons or flowers, is the most fashion-
able colour for Leghorn hats. Poppies, heath, young fir,
all are green. X

In elegant deshabille, the bonnets are of fancy straw,
striped or chequered; they are lined with white, or with
coloured gros de Naples.

OUT-DOOR-COSTUME. — Muslin canezous are very
universal over silk dresses, or a pelerine the same as the
dress.

The riding-habits are made long, especially behind ; they
are often of violet colour, with the corsage of velvet; the
buttons wrought in or mat.

Some riding-habits have appeared of lapis-blue cloth,
with silver buttons, set on in the hussar style. The collars
and lappels of riding-dresses resemble those on a man’s
coat. The cravat is white, and the shirt collar, also, has
the same masculine appearance. The shirt is laid in large
plaits, and is fastened by five buttons in gold enamel.

The Ibis is now seen to triumph over the doa tippets ;
this bird, so sacred to the Egyptians, is now beautifully
imitated in painting and embroidery on summer shawls of
slight texture, which bear the title of that bird with which
they are ornamented ; and we need not doubt but what
it will possess, under the empire of beauty, that power
which it enjoyed during the time of the Pharoahs. Under
the folds of the boas, an allegory easy to comprehend, com-
manded their admirers to fly from them ; the serpent was
reposing on flowers ; but the shining plumage of the mys-
terious bird, gives to them an additional charm, and it it

inspires for them a respect less profound than herctofore,
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it is yet still more capable of establishing their power by
affording them that of gaining discretion from a law so
inviolable to the initiated of former ages ; for, when Cam-
byses usurped Egypt, Peluse was about to open its gates,
but desisted at the sight of some of these birds, which in-
terposed between him and the enemy, and such was the
respect and veneration which they inspired, that for fear
of wounding them or only terrifying them during the attack,
the Egyptians remained inactive and the town was taken.

Several summer shawls have been invented to satisfy
Parisian caprice ; amongst which are the Egyptian and Tar-
tarian shawls. Some of real cachemire have also recently
arrived.

Pelerines, the colour of the dress, are trimmed with the
same fringe as appears round the border. The richest kind
is the corded fringe; they are excessively broad.

A favourite dress for the public walks is one of cambric,
with two pelerines, each edged with a narrow mechlin lace.

DRESSES.—The sleeves a I'Amadis are much in vogue,
with a short full sleeve underneath, and a narrow rufile at
the wrist. Some of the sleeves yet continue very wide, but
this fullness terminates just above the elbow, where it is
confined, and the rest sits close to the arm. White sleeves
are worn with silk dresses and with coloured muslins.
canezous in muslin or tulle prevail much, the former are
embroidered in feather-stitch. The trimming of the epau-
lettes and of the pelerines descends very low over the
sleeves, and has the effect of a small sleeve; double rufiles
are worn at the wrists ; one falls over the hand, the other
stands up next the arm. Broad hems are the favourite
borders to the skirts, the only novelty is in the narrow
heads above the hem. Yetthe most eminent dress-makers
continue to make gowns with deep flounces, especially on
those of muslin. The most original mode shews itself in
Canezous of Organdy, or white muslin embroidered with
coloured crewel. There has also appeared a canezou-fichu
of coloured gros de Naples; these fichus are worn with
white dresses. The number of dresses trimmed with fringe,
with the head of the fringe curiously wrought, increases
daily.

Ty{le corsages are almost all made plain; those with a
point are no longer worn. Gowns for dress parties have
all drapery across the bust. The white canezous, which
are embroidered in coloured crewel, are worn over a petti-
coat of the same colour as the embroidery. Dresses of
gros de Naples have often a pelerine the same as the gown,
trimmed with a broad fringe, a row of which ornaments
the border and ascends as high as the knee. The sleeves
& la Mameluke, with broad plaited cuffs. The sashes are of
very broad ribbon, the same colour as the dress, without
ends, and fastened behind by a gold buckle.

The dresses are made so short in front, that the stocking
is seen above the half-boot, or the gaiter.

Ball dresses are bordered with one or two flounces of
Chantilly blond, and with rouleaux of the same ¢olour, but
not of the same texture as the dress; they are of satin,
when the dresses are tulle, or crape, or gauze. Two or
three of these rouleaux, separated from each other, the
space between about as wide as the rouleau, or double the
breadth, are placed just below the knee, then repeated in
an equal number, but near a foot distant from the others.

Instead of these rouleaux, the dress of a lady was seen
ornamented with silver lama on Navarin-blue. The belt
and the drapery of the corsage were also interwoven with -

silver. A cherry-coloured ball-dress had a gold ornament
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about a hand’s breadth, above the knees. White Organdy
dresses are trimmed with a broad satin ribbon, in the mid-
dle of which is a gold stripe; the sash is the same but
narrower. Béret sleeves are covered with blond en oreilles’
delephant ; or the sleeves are trimmed with puffs of rib-
bon to answer those of the sash. Several dresses are seen
of lilac gros de Naples, or of Indian-green, or salmon colour,
striped with cordons of flowers. The dress-makers continue .
to make the gowns very short in front, a little longer at
the sides, and long behind. Painted silks are worn in full
dress, in bouquets ; a glazed gros de Naples is of the change-
ful and beautiful colour of the turtle dove’s neck; a dress of
mass muslin, with white canezou, promises to be in high
favour this summer. Amongst the new materials for sum-
mer dresses is Indian long cloth, with gothic patterns,
which have a wonderfully pleasing effect. A new material
has also been displayed, called dbureerrage ; but is one of
those articles with which we are pleased, we know not why.

Balls have taken place again, a short time ago, at which
were remarked some very pretty dresses. One was of
white crape, and above the broad hem at the border, were
placed ears of green corn, at separate distances ; the stalks
and beards of the corn were delicately worked in silk, while
each grain was formed of a green bead, whichbeingoblong,
caused a beautiful effect.

Every lady of fashion now wears white muslin rufiles,
beautifully embroidered ; sometimes the ruffle is at the

.edge of the wristband of the long sleeve, and at others,

the ruffle is placed above, as a trimming ; a kind of weeper,
also, is worn, about half a quarter of an ell in breadth.

HeAp-pDrESSES.—Bérets and turbans are of coloured or
white crape, spotted with gold or silver.

Under the article of ball-dresses we mentioned a dress
ornamented with ears of corn in green beads : the classical
coiffeure adopted with this costume, consisted of emerald
ears of corn, intermingled with those of diamonds.

JEWELLERY.—Bracelets are declining in favour , Chate-
laines are expected to be worn all the summer. The most
distinguished are in enamel, and they are made to corre-
spond with the chain worn round the neck.

A ring of tortoise-shell is much in favour, with the fol-
lowing motto: ¢ Tant gu'il durera. These rings are called
a Caprice.

MisceLLaNEous.—Half-boots are wuniversally worn.
They are of gros de Naples, .of every colour. The stock-
ings most in favour are of Scotch thread. The shoes are
all square-toed, without bows, and sometlmes without
sandal-strings.

The new parasols are all fringed.

The Boa-tippets seem to be in great danger: it is in
vain that Golconda and Brazil have furnished these power-
ful talismans; in vain Flanders and India, Lyons and
England have offered their most beautiful tissues, diamonds,
scarfs, blonds and lace; all is now eclipsed, all are obscured
under the overwhelming windings of the over-ruling reptile.
Sinking under the most painful efforts, fatigued by thelong

‘reign of the boas that the approach of summer commands

us to annihilate, the genius of fashion has itself furnished
the arms which will destroy this too lasting a predilection,
in the Ibis now so much the rage.

There are no longer seen shoes fastened to the gaiters.
The most fashionable ladies wear half-boots, all of the same
material ; the shoe-partis marked out by asilk cordon.
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GENEALOGY OF THE NOBJLITY OF THE UNITED
KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND

SHEWING THEIR ORIGIN AND THE CAUSES OF THEIR ELE-
VATION,

LXIL.—English Earls.

LEGGE, EARL OF DARTMOUTH.

Thomas Legge, from whom this Earl is descended, was
Lord Mayor of London in 1346 and 1358, and was ancestor
of Thomas Legge, who settled in Ireland, and whose grand-
son, William Legge, was appointed groom of the bedcham-
ber to Charles I. He was distinguished for his great fidelity
to that unfortuuate monarch ; and was wounded and taken
prisoner at the battle of Worcester, but contrived to effect
his escape ; and, on the restoration of Charles II. was made
treasurer of the ordnance. He died in 1672, leaving issue,

GEORGE, the first Baron Dartmouth, who went early to
sea: in 1673 he was appointed governor of Portsmouth,
master of the horse, and gentleman of the bedchamber to
the Duke of York. In 1682, he was created Baron Dart-
mouth, and in 1688, admiral of the fleet. He was com-
mitted to the tower in 1691, for his attachment to James II.
where he died October 25th, 1691.
his only son,

William, the second Lord, who was born October 14th,
1672. On September 5th, 1711, he was created Earl of
Dartmouth and Viscount Lewisham ; he was married July,
1700, to Anne, daughter of Henage Finch, the first Earl of
Aylesford ; by this lady he had issue six sons and two
daughters. The Earl died in December, 1750, and was suc-
cceded by William, his grandson, who was y

Second Earl—His Lordship was born on the 20th of June,
1731 ; on January 11th, 1755, he married Frances Catba-
rine, sole daughter and heir to Sir Charles Gunter Nicoll,
K. B., and by her had issue, George, the third Earl, and
other children. The second Earl of Dartmouth died on
July 15th, 1801, and was succeeded by his cldest son,
George, who was

Third Earl—He was born October 3d, 1755, and was
married September 24th, 1782, to Frances Finch, sister to
Henage, Earl of Aylesford, and by her had issue, sons and
daughters ; his eldest son, William, succeeded him, and is

The fourth, and present Earl—His Lordship was born on
the 29th of November, 1784, and succeeded to the titles and
estates of his father, at his death, which took plaee on the
2d of November, 1810. He was married on the 5th of April,
1821, to Frances Charlotte, the eldest daughter of Earl
Talbot, and by her had issue a son, Viscount Lewisham,
born June 10th, 1822, and who died the following year;
his Lordship has another son, now Viscount Lewisham, his
heir apparent, who was born August 12th, 1823. Lady Dart-
mouth survived-the birth of this seeond son only two months.

The motto of this family is, Gaudet tentamine virtus-=

- ““Virtue rejoices in trial.”’

He was succeeded by
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THE FASHION OF HARMONY.
‘¢ Fashion, thou queen in motley radiance bright,
How varied are thy sources of delight ;
Fickle and ever changing, never true,
Still thou art lovely, for thou still art new!”
FeNToON.

¢ —And ye call this harmony! By my faith, an’ this be
JSashionable now,
ZEre long we'll have a hurdy-gurdy in my lady’s boudoir.”
ANON.

Among all the transmutations of fashion, there isnothing
more changeable than poetry and song; and an attentive
observer may agreeably oceupy his time, in notieing the
rapid variations which are made in those two branches of
polite art. It is not merely fashion in dress that is particu-
larly amusing, for the motley-goloured deity, confines not
her empire to a gentleman’s coat, or a lady’s gown.

Fashion spreads her influence over every scenc of her
resplendent ‘¢ World,”” and affects each of her votaries
with her own propensity for change ; thus, like the beauti-
ful and variegated kaleidescope, the splendours which are
recognized and esteemed at one moment, give place thic
next, to others equally bright, and equally alluring. «

Painting and Poetry have always been subjected to this
disposition for change ; and, than Music, every body must
allow, nothing has more variations. One day we are found
applauding MozArT, and running half the town over to
hear his ‘¢ Giovanni,’”’ or his ¢ Cosi Fan Tutte;’’ and the
next we read of him with as much unconcern as though he
were a street fiddler, or a musician of Owhyee! HaxprL
and his oratorios then become the rage ; but even they are
speedily forgotten in the light playfulness, or the elaborate

‘incomprehensibility, of the sublime RossiNi!* "Then again,

WEBER and his infernalities, occupy the admiration of the
haut ton, who forget cven him, in the simple prettinesses of
Bar~NeTT and HorN, who share the public approbation with
BayLEY’s ¢ Butterflies,”” and ALEXANDER LEE. At the
present moment, this is the prevailing taste ; for although
it may be fashionable to be scen at the Opera, talk of Pisa-
RoONI, lament for Pasta, and patronize Brasis, yet, in the
drawing-room, English melodies arc preferred to the out-
rageous monstrosities of foreign style.

This ¢ fashion,”” however, scems tottering ; its death-
warrant has been drawn up, and only waits the signature of

* This vain and pommpous man, who was at one period so
much the rage here, in writing to his mother abroad, al-
ways addressed his letters thus :—*“All Tlustrissimo Signora
Rossini, Madre de celebre maestro, in Pesaro!”’—And this
a critical enthusiast calls ¢ a very pardonable vanity, if
not rather an amiable sentiment.” —Out, lll\}’ml such stuff!
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the motley goddess, when away it will be dispersed to the
winds, and give place to some other peculiarity equally al-
luring,(;;ut equally frail and fragile. English melodies have
reache;

«”

the full meridian of their greatncss,
And haste now to their setting !”’

‘¢ the force of prettiness can no farther go ;** and, satiated
with the delectabilities of modern song-writers, Fashion is
spreading her wings for another flight, to luxuriate upon
some other soil. Every attentive obsérver must be aware
of this, for one glance at the words of some of the most
modern songs, will afford a direct evidence of the fact.—
Poetry has always been allowed a world of its own, and the
effusions of ByroN and MooRrE have been justly celebrated,
notwithstanding they breathe a purity and holiness wunna-
tural, because, in ‘‘ this world as it is,” such beautiful
imaginings can have no realization; yet, from their really
happy sentiments, and the amiable spirit which they breathe,
we are content to let them pass with the impress of cur-
rency upon their leaves; but when we have the most ab-
surd of all absurdities glossed over, and embossed and en-
wreathed in all the pretfiness of the diction of a modern
song-writer, the most vitiated taste rejects the incom-
prehensible jargon, and Fashion herself blushes for her
votaries.

What is more common than to hear ladies sighing to be
butterflies, and wishing to <¢ pilfer fairies’ wands,” to have
a couple of wings fastened upon their delicate shoulders, to
luxuriate in the light ether, to sip honey from every flower
‘¢ that is pretty and sweet,”” and to die at length amid the
expiring brilliancy of a summer’s day! How very pretty !
Whatan Elysian desire, to be sure! What a delightful exhibi-
tion it would be, to behold our belles effect a transformation
at once so delicate and so poetical ; and then to hear the
request buzzed through the opera boxes, for Lady ******x
to fold up her wings, as they obstruct the view of Miss
Aurelia Chrysalis! And again, for the Honourable Miss
C——, to take in her horns, as they discompose the head
decorations of her maiden aunt! Aye, too, and might they
not ‘‘ wing their way’’ to the opposite side of the house,
when they wished to communicate with their friends, and
refresh themselves between the acts, by fluttering above
the heads of the delighted pittites! What an Elysian reali-
zation it would be! How might we Strephons ‘¢ of the
youthful vein’ adore our really angels,—how would our
thoughts be fired, and our muses inspired ; and with what
fervour could we poetize about the creatures of light and life,
wafted by the floating zephyrs upon the wings of love, and
falling like the rich gifts of heaven into our fond arms ! Do
not be irate, fair reader, for all this is quite, yea, quite in
character with your pretty burden of

‘“ I'd be a butterfly, born in a bower,
‘Where roses and lilies and violets meet !”*

(What an assemblage !) that is, ¢ the roses and lilies and
violets’ have been taking a walk, a pedestrian tour, (pro-
bably in imitation of our friend, the Essayist, in the Gen-
tleman’s Magazine of Fashion) a rurallounge as faras Hamp-
stead, perhaps, or to Highgate, or very probably out to
Hornsey-wood, and by great good luck, chance to meet in
a bower, where noless a creature than e butferfly is to be
born !-——What a pretty, interesting idea ? 'Would not this be
equally as fine? -

" monstrosities ?
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I'd he a little pig, born in a shower y
Of pearly rain, ‘mong golden straw, and wash liko
nectar sweet !
Now that would be quite in rhyme with the foregoing, and
I am sure it is quite as reasonable. Might it not be sung in
duetto ? Suppose some of my fair readers were to try, and,
ig the mean time, I will arrgnge for them the remainder of
the air.
The other evening I was at a private party, and, among
the amusements of the evening, a lady favoured us with an
air of her own composition, which began with—

‘“ My own, my glorious, pretty sun /"’

which firstline was decapo’d half-a-dozen times. Now, you *

must understand, that the aforesaid lady was a spinster, a
maiden of strict morality and irreproachable fame; but,
nevertheless, when she began to talk—I beg pardon, sing, of
her “ pretty sun,”’ every gentleman tittered, and every lady
blushed ; all of us were painfully agitated, and every body
seemed distressed but the lady herself, who unblushingly
continued to sport her airs, graces, cadences and trills out
of number, upon the aforesaid ominous words ; but to our
blissful relief she shortly began the second line in conti-
nunation—
‘¢ Great solar, radiant ord of day /*’

when an unanimous exclamation of delight burst from the
company, in order to stifle the convulsive laugh, which
many, however, could not restrain, upon finding the lady’s
‘“‘dear and pretty sorn” to be nothing more than the ““ra-
diant orb of day !*’

This, however, is all of a piece with the present pecu-
liarity ; laugh not, reader, at the funniment of my lady
friend, for hast thou not vehemently applauded similar
Is not Miss Love’s newest, an admirable
companion to the above? Can any thing more appropriate
be appended thereto, than, :

‘¢ Rise, gentle moon "’

Miss L.’s pretty song, in ‘¢ Charles the XIIth,”” which is
nightly encored at Drury-lane,—¢‘ My pretty sun,’”’ and
‘¢ My gentle moon !’ Mercy upon us! what shall we have
next? Then, again, inthe refinement of lyric poetry, have
we a pretty ditty, called ‘‘ My wild Guitar;”’ which is
refined on most enchantingly, by another song-writer, with
¢ My sweet Guitar !’—Sugar-candy and capillaire avaunt!
guitars will dispossess us of thy recollections! And, aye,
let me not forget another -¢‘sweet 'mid all these sweet-
nesses’’—¢‘ Sweet evening star”” Dear, dear, how very
sublime! magnificently sublime it is! Talk of the poets of
the olden days—psha! we’'ll smother the crabbed fellows
in our hive of sweets.

‘“ What an harmonious age is this!” says a modern es-
sayist. ‘¢ Every thing harmonizes now, Moor-ish songs,
and country dances by a Bishop. Melographicons, harmo-
nicons, street organs, sostenentes, and Bayley songs, put-
ting one in mind of fetter dances and the dying fores pro-
duced by Jack Ketch—(Mem. we now have ‘‘ Bayley buf-
terflies,”’ formerly they were Newgate birds; but these are
improving times,)—then we have violin Mori—horn Puzz1

—a boxer (Bocusa) harping ¢strike up nosey,’ catgut-

scrapers, violin, and fiddle-de-dee! Singularly strange, is
itnot? But who cares? Every one, to be Zon-ish, must be
musical ; and he who has not music in his soul—why has it
not—which is plain enough to a goose, or any other think-
ing animal. 2 C

/

uw
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Still music is a delightful study, and we are all more or
less obedient to it. I know a gentleman farmer who found
harmony in the squeaking of his pigs; and a carman once
told me he knew of no sounds equal to the eracking of his
whip, or the creaking of his heavy loaded cart ; the knife-
grinder says there is no music to equal the sharp-cning of a
cleaver, and my Yorkshire servant tells me there’s no one
In town can equal him in doing the flats; however, I con-
sider him a nafural for all that. Only listen to the fish-
monger, he is praising his own sounds, and the postman
will have it, that among all the professors, he himself bears
the dell; but that’s a mistake, he has a powerful rival in the
dustman, and both are surpassed hy the ringers in St. Bride’s
steeple, who declare that CunarLEY HorN stole ¢“ I've been
roaming ’’ from their ‘“score.” Ask the brazier who’s the
best musician, and he’ll tell you, Aimself, for he makes the
trumpets, (isn’t a composer thereby ?)—never mind, its well
for people to trumpet their own praise, when nobody else
will do it for them; however, to proceed,—a glutton, of the
name of Pope, excited by hunger, swore no music likened
the rattling of knives and forks; one of the lancers was
always talking about the harmony of the spears, in a very
pointed mauner ; and a bon vivant? of the first order, told me
he could never reach mellow D (melody) ; but I knew he
lied—under a mistake of course. But this is the *‘ faskion
of harmony,” every body is a musician in turn, and the mot-
ley coloured goddess dispenses her favour in whimsicality
and fun. Let her give her fiat for the entbronement of
Rossint, and behold he reigns the absolute monarch of the
world of harmony ;—let her but clap her badge upon Kit
Sly, the tinker, and the nod of his head, and the wag of his
foot, will be especially noted and applauded; the hand of
Fashion will smooth his rugged and uncouth appearance,
and her votaries will be unanimous in ¢ writing him down
—the fon.”

Such is the Fuashion of Harmony ; trifling as it may seem,
it nevertheless affords a vast fund of amusement to all those
who are not so splenetic as to refuse enjoyment’s cup when
it is not proffered by the hands of a philosopher. Life was
given us but to enjoy, and we may as well laugh with the
world as at it. ‘¢ Vive la bagatelle I’ should be the general
exclamation ; and whether Fashion patronizes English or He-
brew melodies,—whether the rage is for RossiNt or WEBER,
Bisuor, MozART, or the Bohemian brothers ; whether ¢ the
faste” inclines to elephants or butterflies, man-monkeys,
vope-dancers, or masquerades, among the leaders will ever
be found, ¢ sketching the manners as they rise,”” fair la-
dies, your friend and admirer,

* *
*

THE FEMALE DESPOT.

There are women who will not be satisfied with the pre-
cepts laid down by the church, and who, paying no regard
to the code of civil laws, pretend, in spite of the secondury
condition in which nature has placed them, to reign over
the conjugal house and govern despotically the husband
who is too kind and indulgent; as by those means he ap-
pears imbecile in the bosom of his family.

The Chevalier FRaANVAL, after twenty-two years’ glorious
campaigns, tired of glory, and especially of commanding,
to which his rank of Colonel compelled him, suddenly ap-
plied for leave to retire, and returned to Paris, that in the
happiness of social life he might repose from the fatigues of
war. But there he soon perceived he was a bachelor, and
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an old bachelor ; he became weary of his single state, and
sought a wife. Several presented themselves to his sight,
but their characters did not suit him ; however, by dint of
searching, a young female, about five-and-twenty, fell in his
way: he was much charmed with her ; she was well brought
up, and belonged to worthy parents ; poor, it is true, but
he was in easy circumstances, and that was no impediment.

He hastened his marriage, which took place in a few
days, to his great satisfaction; but three months had not
passed away, before the little woman, imposing on the ex-
treme good nature of FraNvaL, and following the advice of
her mother with too much precision, began to take on her
the sole authority, with so much address, that the good
Chevalier could only laugh at it: he even lent a helping
hand. From authority, the little gentle creature proceeded
to absolute despotism. Against this the Chevalier exalted
his voice ; she pouted, he remonstrated; she loaded him
with caresses, and he was vanquished ; FRANVAL was con-
quered by a woman,—he whose firmness had rendered him
so formidable to the enemy. This was ouly the prelude to
what happened to him in the end, and the year passed away
in this state of domestic war, which was preparing for the
Chevalier, all that can be humiliating to a master of a fa-
mily. y

The second year commenced by the accouckement of Ma-
dame FranvAL ; the accoucheur, called in by the husband, had
heen sent away by the wife, who would not employ any other
than him who had attended her mother ; little JuLes, who
was to have been nursed by his mother, according to the
Chevalier’s wish, was to go, in spite of his orders, to re-
ceive the lacteal nourishment from a hired nurse, thirty
leagues from Paris, and vegetate amongst the squalid dirt
of a miserable cottage. At the getting up of Madame, some
old friends of FRANVAL were sent away (they might, it was
feared, give advice), and the good Chevalier durst not shew
any signs of discontent. But this was not the worst : Ma-
dame found that her husband was ill-dressed ; his tailor was
dismissed, under pretence that his work was not strong
enough, and the gentle wife of FRANVAL, as she spoke to
him on economy, ordered for him pantaloons, waistcoats,
and coats, and a hat from a hatter of her own choosing, and
FRANVAL was quite delighted ; soon after she fixed the days
for Monsieur to go out, the hour at which he was to return
home was also irrevocable ; a servant, who for eightecn
years had lived with his master, was discharged, without
pity, because he had given him a blue coat to put on, when
his mistress had ordered that he should wear a black one.

- Asthe Chevalier could scarce be permitted to stir out of his
house, he had abilliard table placed init. Madame said no-
thing, but while her good natured husband was in town,
she sold the hilliard table and all its appurtenances without
giving him notice. FranvaL scolded, but he yielded when
he was told that playing at billiards heated him too much.
He was very fond of coffee after dinner, but he was given
only a glass of sugar and water. If he wished to go to the
theatre, he was dragged out to take a walk. Contradicted,
and denied all that accorded with his former habits and
taste, the Chevalier, who felt that his dignity as a man was
compromised, began to shew some opposition ; then, the
gentle wife, the counselling mother, and the good old father
began to scold, and the poor Chevalier had nothing else left
to do than to save himself by quitting the house, while he
cursed the day in which he was actuated by the desire of
marrying ;3 however, he must go home again, the hour he
dined at had struck, and the dinner was served up. Fran-
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vaL asked for some claret, Madame made him drink Bur-
gundy, always for cconomical reasons; and instead of a
fowl, which he had looked for, they forced him to eat part
of a strong, old goose, which Madame declared to be deli-
licious.

In the mean time, FRaNvVAL lost all patience, and was de-
termined there should be a thorough change ; he made out
some new regulations, and Madame demanded a separation
of persons and goods; the Chevalier, who was an cxcellent
man, and who felt that he would cause his name to be scan-
dalized, and was besides a tender father, wounld not consent
to this; and sooner than be separated from an insufferable
Negera, he bowed under the yoke which she had imposed
on his weakness ; but grief pressed hard upon him ; the
death of his little JULES was the first cause of his sorrow ;
yielding incessantly to what, he a thousand times unsed to
name female despotism, he died, and left, by the arrange-
ment of his property, his widow, without any other fortunc
than her very moderate pension.

Then it was that the gentle, little woman, began to re-
flect ; but it was too late, the evil could not be remedied ;
she was obliged to give up pleasure, affluence, and that hap-
piness which is felt by exciting the envy of others. Her
fate may serve as a warning to those despotic females who
know not how to obscrve a just and proper medium in their
conduct, and who abuse the kindness of an indulgent hus-
band, that they may establish absolute authority over his
household, by every member of which they are execrated
and detested, while without they arc shunned and despised.

SUMMER STANZAS AND JOYS FOR JUNE;
OR THE PAST AND THE PROMISED :
By A Blue-belle.

¢ The very season of leaves and roses, and pleasure and
prettiness ; when the days are brightest and the weather
at the finest ; and the whole GREAT WoRrLD girdeth itself
for enjoyment.”’

Mary RusseLL MITFORD.

The LEVEE’s past, and very full
It was of swords and stars,

Of Lordlings young in Fashion’s school,
Of veterans seamed with scars;

The tartan plaid, the falconer’s green,
The judge’s scarlet vest,

In state profusion, there were seen,
Around of KiNgs the best:

Then for us, sisters, came the bloom

And blushings of the DrRawiNGg-rOOM.

Oh! ’twas a beauteous, bounteous sight
To see that noble crowd,

Of prince, and peer, and peeress bright,
The pretty and the proud :

On LieveN’s form the lama dress,
The plume on NELSON’s hair,

And LoNDONDERRY’s loveliness,
And LyNDUURST debonnaire ;

And BRUDENELLE, swect and good of heart,

Array’d by native toil and art.*

* At the Drawing-room, the Countess NELSON’s head-

ress was composed of the superb diamond chelengk, or
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Then who, Laporys, shall paint the scene
Thy house that cvening wore,

When cvery lady looked a quecen,
And courtly costume bore ?

Spot of my home, with pride I trace
These proofs of thy pure fame ;

Show me, ye emigrants, the place
Compared, sinks not in shame ?

Talk as ye will of foreign strand,

We'll cling to English taste and land.

Or shall we turn unto the Eas?,
At charity’s soft voice,
Not with the citizens to feast,

Yet ¢ greatly ”’ to ‘“ rejoice 2’
And then behold the tear-drop steal
Down RoseBERRY’s angel-face,
As LENNoX "midst the holy peal

Our HANDEL'S numbers trace ;
Or SoNTAG’s tones exalted high
For suffering humanity.+

Joy and reward attend on those
Who heard the tradesman’s pray’r,
Who sooth’d the wretched weavers’ woes
And purchas’d peace of care ;
To those who ’neath their British robe
Bore feeling British hearts,
And scorn’d a wrankling wound to probe
And not cxtract the darts:
To SipmouT, BEXLEY, DARNLEY, DoN,
But where were PEEL and WELLINGTON ?
Peace to the past! (itsill, its good,
Arve as a less’ning soil,)
*Tis shrouded in the widow’s hood—
But in the maiden’s veil]

plume of conquest, presented to the hero of the Nile, the
victorious martyr of Trafalgar, by the Grand Signor. Her
ladyship might. well be proud of exhibiting such an orna-
ment on such an occasion ; but I cannot avoid adding, that
I wish a good many of our duchesses and marchionesses
who appeared so vain of their ¢ Seduisantes’ sleeves, and
¢¢ Alep feathers,”” had also been wise enough, and charita-
ble enough, to have had them fashioned by English mil-
liners, and fastened on by English ladies® maids. %

+ The oratorio, on the 2d, at Guildhall, was worthy its
charitable occasiqn. HANDEL’S matchless ‘¢ Messiah’ was
hardly ever more splendidly executed ; and the tears which
stole down fair cheeks were honourable testimonies to the
thrilling pathos which characterized Lady LENNoX’s ‘‘ Re-

1 joice greatly.” Tt was truly gratifying, also, to observe so

many noble and distingnished personages gracing the hall
on such an interesting occasion, especially as so many (bul
why not all?) of the ladies were clad appropriately in Bri-
tish manufactured silks. Still regrets arose at the absence
of his Majesty’s ministers, and some wonder was expressed
that no member of the royal family was present. Has Mr.
PeEL so soon forgot his gift of a gold box ? does he quite
scorn to remember that he owes his greatness to a father’s
activity and honesty in frade? He ought, at all events, to
have attended, even if the duke, his leader, was compelled
to be elsewhere. Taking tickets is but doing charity by
halves ; making a compromise between compassion and
convenience.

t ¢ The past and the future are alike concealed from our

S —
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The future cometh blushing on
With proimise in it’s voice,

And birds will earol in its dawn
And Nature cry rejoice !

And ’ere we reach its sunny noon,

Sisters, we'll find much joy in JUNE.

Ersom— (for citizens the Court,
For tradesmen the Levee,)

Shall find us plenteous food for sport
Whate’er the race may be ;

For ther’ll be many a Simms and Timms,
Thomson and Tomkins too,

And all the little Timms and Simms
With post-boys, green, red, blue :

And they’ll return—their eargoes spent

Like Giipin, poorer than they went.

But Ascor, there, thanks to the King!
Fasuio~ her plumes shall wave,

Whilst at the sight pale-sickening
Envy shall find its grave ;

The high, thelow, the great, the good,
All stetions, all degrees,

Shall find tHey sail upon a flood
Fann'd by a prosperous breeze ;

I’ sure *twould dry up many a tear

Were there more Ascot’s in the year.

For as to sunshine flowers expand,
To honey flits the bee,

So will tke rick of England's land
Await on Majesty ;

- His smiles are rays that warm the heart

Of every subject true,

His presence bids neglect depart,
Plants plenty where it grew ;

Who knows, my sisters,— (speed the boon)

Our KiNG will think so now ’tis JUNE.¥®

Eve of June, 1829.

DETAILS RELATIVE TO DRESS.

There are certain females, who, instead of improving
their appearance by their dress, only disguise and disfigure
themselves : it is a pretence of following the fashion which
leads them into this error.

With a pale, delicate, and melancholy countenance, they
should avoid wearing that clotbing which is of any very

view ; but the former is shrouded in the widow’s hood, the
latter in the maiden’s veil.”’—J. PauL.

* None can, with justice, deny the influence of majesty ;
and, consequently, few but must feel the pressure of ne-
glect or the vapidity of ennui, when the king remaius any
long time away from those pomps and that courtly splendour
which should’ever attend the regal state. AscoT will ne-
cessarily recall our sovereign to Windsor, but let a woman
venture to solicit, in behalf of her labouring countrymen,
and the welfare of the metropolis, that the sports of the
Heath over, London shall receive the royal presence again ;
then may all say of himn with grateful fervour,

¢“When he musters his kinsmen the best shall not fail

His standard to bow and his bonnet to vail ;
I'rom a long line of chiefs his dominion began,
His vassals a host, and his people a clan,””

striking colour ; such, for instance, as orange, dark green,
scarlet, &c. ; these delicate kind of beauties should ouly in-
spire delicate sensations ; they ought to reject every tint
which may destroy this effect.

Green, though it is, in itself, a very attractive colour,
makes a female, who is naturally pale, appear yellow ; so
that she seems as if she was in ill health ; those who are of
this temperament should only wear dresses of plain mate-
rials, and when they put on white dresses, they should re-
lieve them of trimmings or ribbons of celestial blue, lilac,
&c., and leave red, orange, and other lively colours to those
possessed of brown or florid complexions.

A dress for walking cannot be made too simple ; all that -
may attract notice should be given to evening costuine, for
assemblies, and visits. This advice is particularly directed
to those females, who, without having a carriage of their
own, have, however, a right to all the elegancies of the
toilet : they ought to adapt a kind of clothing, which, de-
void of all pretension, is only remarkable for its elegant
simplicity.

It has been said that the love of dress ist natural to the
sex, and we see no reason why any female should feel of-
fended at this assertion. Dress, according to a celebrated
anthor, is the finishing hand to beauty ; without dress, a
beautiful woman is like an unset diamond. Dress, how-
ever, must submit to certain rules; it should go hand in
hand with. nature and the graces ; it is by conforming to
these rules that we find composed that -agreeable exterior
which pleases we know not why, and which eharms without
the help of that all-powerful attraction, beauty.

In all things there is a certain medium, which, if it is not
actually virtue, at least it indicates the boundary which se-
parates virtue from mere ostentation ; it is this happy me-
dium that we ought to observe in all our actions. If avery
young female allows herself alicense in her dress, restrained
at the same time by deceney and modesty, as she advances
in age, she yields to the warning which it gives her; the
dress of such an one marks out the progressive shades of
her life.

If there are any doubts in the choice of colours, as no-
thing is more common than errors of this kind, always de-
termine on that which will never fail, which is becoming to
all, even beyond the term of middle age ; determine in fa-
vour of white. It is impossible to reckon the number of
women, otherwise agreeable, whom the despotism of fashion
have not rendered unpleasing. It is sufficient for them that
a certain duchess, or a certain marchioness, has appeared
in a dress of coquelicot, and we see brown, fair, old and
young, habited in coquellcot, as if it was the uniforin of
some corps to which they belonged.

It is not useless to remark, that the materials destined to
compose evening dresses, ought to be chosen by candle-
light; if they are selected in the morning, without think-
ing on the effect produced on them by wax-lights, an un-
pleasant surprise will be the result in seeing the faded, and
different looking colours, which appeared bright and shin-
ing but a few hours before.

If the arm is finely rounded, and the ‘whiteness and

+ One of the most ancient philosophers of Greece used
to say—
‘“ A woman was an animal who delighted in finery.”
1 Pink cannot be distinguished from Canary-yellow, nor
light blue from light green, by candle-light; there are

4 s}nadcs of lavender, also, which appear like green.



138 THE WORLD

-smoothness of the skin arc sufficlent to attract and satisfy
the most fastidious regards, then it may be allowed to have
the long glove very much below the elbow ; if nature has
withheld this advantage, the glove should come to the ter-
mination of the sleeve, aud be fastened there by an armlet,
which will keep it from falling down.

To affect wearing a dress excessively short, in order to
display 2 well turned aucle or a little foot, discovers a want
of modesty, which, with men, will be always an object of
censure, and with women a subject for envious criticism.
In either case, let the leg or the foot be what they will, the
adorning them cannot be of too simple a kind. How ridi-
culous are stockings when embroidered on the instep!
Such coquetry can only find excuse from an opera-dancer,
who wishes to fix all the eyes of an audience on her legs
and feet.

CLEMENCE ISAURE.—A TALE.

(g

"Tig just the time

For legend of romance, and dearest, now

I have one framed for thee: it is of love,
Most perfect love, and of two faithful hearts
That were a sacrifice upon the shrine

Themselves had reared SE L.E.L.

¢ There is no gem like woman'’s love,
No bond strong as her truth !”’
. A. M. TEMPLETON.

It was formerly a custom in the province of Languedoc,
for the admirers of the Provencal poetry to assemble at
Toulouse on May-day, in order to exhibit, to appointed
judges, their poctical effusions, and claim the rewards,
which were annually bestowed upon the most worthy.—
These prizes consisted, at first, of a golden violet; but
when the candidates became more numerous, a silver
eglantine and a silver marigold were added to them; and
they were publicly distributed in an amphitheatre, hung
with garlands of flowers for the purpose, in which was
erected the statue of the ill-fated Clemence Isaure, a lady of
the noble family of the Isaurce of Toulouse, who, shortly
before her death, erected the Hotel de Ville, and founded
this poetic festival, and in whose commemoration it was
continued. '

The chief of the Isaurce, the illustrious and proud Al-
phonso, had returned from the battle-field, to the golden
halls of his domestic home, covered with glory, amid the
prayers and blessings of the people whom he had assisted in
rescuing from foreign thraldom, and the heavy yoke of an
-oppressive tyrant. Along with him came another warrior
from the.camp, the youthful Marquis D’Egfryd, the des-
tined husband of the beauteous Clemence.

His daughter met the haughty warrior at the palace gate,

-and, rushing into his paternal arms, welcomed him again |

with tears of joy.

The tables of the banquet-hall were spread with the richest
luxuries of the earth, and the sparkling wine-cup went gaily
round, as the warriors met at the festive board the congra-
tulations of their noble friends. The minstrels strung their
harps, and, pouring forth the volume of their melody,
chaunted the warlike actions of their master in loud and
“festive strains ; the joke and the song went merrily round,
.and happiness shone in every eye, but those of one ;—one,
.only, in the gay assemblage, wore the veil of sorrow, and
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let the merry tale, and the dulcet song, pass by unheededs
Absorbed in the anguish of her own heart, the lovely Cle-
mence remained a silent spectator of the rejoicings of the
festival.

Her sire had asked her heart for his young friend, alas!
it was not in her power to bestow ; already were her vows
exchanged with those of the handseme Cavalier Lautrec ;
already had she plighted her eternal truth to him alone, and
waited only for her sire’s return, to crave his blessing on
their loves. How joyful did they feel at the glad intelli-
gence of the termination of the war, and the announcement
of Alphonso’s expected return ; but, alas! the cup of bliss
they fondly thought within their grasp, fate dashed from
their pure lips at the very moment when its blissful draught
might have been inhaled.

The young Lautrec had first beheld the beauteous Cle-
mence at the church of Toulonse,—

Saw her when bent in meek humility

Before the altar, and gazed upon the face which was
Thenceforth the world to him !—Awhile he look’d
Upon the white hands clasp’d gracefully ;

The rose-bud lips, moving in silent prayer,

The raven hair that hung as a dark clond

On the white brow of morning !—As Lautrec knel,
It chanc’d her eyes met kis, and all his soul
Madden’d in that slight glance !

From that time, life was one impassioned dream !

He sought an interview with the bright object of his regard,
avowed his love, and was as favourably received by the fair
girl as the circumstances of her situation would admit; he
was allowed to call her friend, and to hope for, at some fu-
ture period, a more tender title. For six months was this
little intimacy continued ; Lautrec was blest with the re-
gard of Clemence, and she, fond girl, experiencing for the
first time the sweet endearments of that pure feeling ¢‘life
only once can know,’’ passed her happy moments in all the
train of pleasurable thoughts and fond imaginings, which
pure affection gives birth to. Conscious of being the sole
object of Lautrec’s esteem, she placed her every hope upon
his truth ; and, relying upon his constancy, she had ne
thought that any circumstance could happen to break the
sweet enchantment; nor dreamed that when she vowed
eternal truth to her adorer, and heard liim breathe the same
perpetual constancy, that some malicious fate would step
between them and their happiness, destroy their fairy pros-
pects, and blight and perish all their dearest hopes. .

Soon heard the stern Alphonso of his daughter’s partiality
for some other being than the one whom he had provided ,
and, anxious to ascertain the truth of the report, he sum-
moned instantly the trembling Clemence to his chamber.

‘¢ So, girl,” exclaimed the father in an imperious tone,
¢ a slave has been accusing thee of sullying thy pure fame,
and branding the spotless name of the Isaurce, the unble-
mished reputation of our house, by holding secret meetings
with some strange and unknown Cavalier. I knew my
child unjustly was accused, and spurning the unworthy slave
who dared to slander thee I struck him to the earth for
his vile falsehood.

‘“ My Lord 1"’ faltered the terrified girl.

¢¢ Well—well—speak on——. What, art thou dumb 2—
It is not possible thou canst have been so base as to have
had a paramour within these walls— 2

¢ Oh, no, my Lord ; ’tis true that I have dared to love,
but 'tis op no unworthy object that my fond regard is
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fixed ; no secret mectings have I ever held; the visits of the
generous Lantrec have been as open and as honest as him-
self ; and believe me, Sir, we only waited for your glad re-
}um, to give your sanction, and to crown our virtuous
oves.”’

‘‘ Headstrong, unthinking girl,” cried the proud father,
and darest thou meet me with a tale like this ? What
daughter, that could feel an interest in the honour of her
name, or had the least regard for all that woman holds
most deat—her reputation,—would dare be guilty of an ac-
tion so unworthy, so imprudent, at to hold any correspond-
ence with a stranger, in the absence of her parent; the
“}'lorld will scorn thee, girl; thy very minion must despise
thee.” >

¢“Oh, no, dear father, indeed you are mistaken ; Lautrec,
himself, has promised to be here this day, to crave your
kind acceptance of his offer.”

¢‘ Let him avoid my sight ; I'll have no love-sick sighing
boys to worry me with their proposals. Whoever your
favourite is, you must forego him, girl ; I have a noble hus-
ban}t}i ftir thee, the gallant Marquis whom thou saw’st last
night.’

‘“ Oh, no, you do not, cannot wish me—will not ask me
for to sacrifice my love 4

¢ Out upon this perverseness.—It is my wish that you
should marry my young friend ; it is your duty to obey—"’

¢ Oh, never ! never !’ cried the 'degermined Clemence ;
and a servant entering the apartment, announced the ar-
rival of Lautrec. Alphonsoimmediately ordered his daugh-
ter to her chamber, and sent a verbal message to her lover
that his visit would not prove agrecable to the chief of the
Isaurce.

The amiable Lautrec, unable to comprehend the mean-
ing of this strange refusal, endeavoured to obtain an inter-
view for a moment with the chieftain ; but the order of
Alphonso was decisive, and the ill-starred lover was com-
pelled to leave the palace in uncertainty and apprehension.

All the endeavours of Alphonso to wean the affections of
his daughter from the young Lautrec proved unavailing ;
her constancy was firm and stedfast, and remained un-
shaken by threats, and wamoved by supplication ; when,
in a paroxysm of rage, Alphonso ordered her to be confined
in a close apartment of one of the towers of the castle, and
threatened to procure the death of the innocent Lautrec,
nuless she acceeded to his wishes.

‘¢ It is impossible,”” exclaimed the amiable girl, ¢* my so-
lemn vows are registered in heaven; I dare not, will not
break them. You may inflict your cruelties upon me ; my
constancy will prove unshaken ; my life is at your disposal,
but while Ilive my heart must be Lautrec’s!”

By some means or other Lautrec discovered the place of
his beloved Clemence’s confinement, and disguised as a
minstrel he would often sit bencath the tower, and tuning
his mandolin to some well-known air, which often used to
please his mistress in the hours of happiness which now
secemed gone for ever, he would anxiously hope that she
might recollect the strain, and bless him with a sight of her
enchanting face. Nor were his efforts fruitless ; thelovely
prisoner, struck with the sounds of the well-known air,
appeared at the grated window of her chamber, and in-
stantly recognized her dear Lautrcc. She immediately
apprised him of his danger, repeated her vows of unalter-
able affection, and advised him to withdraw himself from
the power of her father, and enter into the service of the
French king, where he might distinguieh himself, and gain
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that monarch to intercede 1n his behalf. As a pledge of
her fidelity, she threw to him three flowers, a violet, an eg-
lantine, and a marigold ; the first she gave him as her
colour, that he might appear in battle as her knight ; the
second was her favourite flower ; and the third an emblem
of the anguish which preyed upon her fond and constant
heart. Lautrec promised to comply with the request of his
dear Clemence, and gathering up the flowers, pressed them
to his lips, and wafting a kiss to his fair mistress, hastened
to put his resolution into practice.

Before Lautrec could arrive at the French court, intel-
ligence was received that the English forces, having gained
considerable accession, had renewed the war, and were.
rapidly extending thelr conquests. The French soldiers,
intoxicated with their late successes, were indulging in all
manner of pleasure and festivity ; and being wholly unpre-
pared for the fresh attack of the enemy, became their easy
prey. The inhabitants of the different towns were flying
before their pursuers ; the ramparts were abandoned, and
the English standard waved over their proudest fortresses.
In this state of things, the assistance of Lautrec was ex-
ceedingly welcome to the French king, who appointed him
to a distinguished situation in his army. All the old warrioss
who had retired to their homes at the termination of the
previous contest, were again called out into the ficld, and
disciplining, as well as they could upon such an emergency,
all the troops they could collect, they met the English army
before the gates of Toulouse. The fight was long and des-
perate, for the French soldiers seemed to feel that all their
hopes were placed upon this encounter ; and although op-
posed to a superior force, fought with great advantage.
Lautrec was in the midst of the encounter, and conscious
that he was defending not only the rights of his country,
but the very town which contained all that in this world-
was dear to him, by his daring courage he excited the un-
bounded approbation and applause of the most experienced
warriors. Fortune scemed still undetermined as to whom
to award the victory, but the English forces gradually gave-
way, and their numbers were considerably diminished.
At length, by a bold and desperate encounter,a body of the
French troops completely broke up the English lines, and
compelled the whale of the enemy to fly. The French sol-
diers pursued the fugitives, and in the ardour of pursuit,
an old general having outstripped his comrades, was sur-
rounded by a party of the English horsemen, who threaten-
ed instant destruction to the heroic warrior. The young
Lautrec beheld his comrade’s situation, and flew to his
assistance ; the sabre of the ‘Englishman was already de-
scending upon the head of the old man, when the heroic
youth rushed between the partics, and his endéavour to
ward off the blow proving ineffectual, it descended upon.
himself, and he fell a bleeding victim to his own courage,
in the arms of the stern Alphonso! It was indeed the
father of his Clemence, whose life he had saved by the
sacrifico of his own. The French party who had by this
time come up, drove off the enemy,and Lautrec was carried.
from the spot; but life only remained to allow him time
to give the three flowers to Alphonso, requesting. him to-
restore them to his daughter, and to assure her that he died
with her blessed name upon his lips ; when his pure and
ardent spirit fled from this earthly vale of suffering, and the-
youthful, the heroi¢ Lautrec, expired in the arms of him
the cause of all his sufferings. |

Alphonso relented, but alas I it was too late. The beau--
tiful Clemence heard the news .of her lover’s death with.
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deop, but silent agony ; In the retirement of her chamber
she passed a long and dreary year of sorrow and regret,
and her true, her fond and constant heart, broke under the
infliction.—

The evening of her death, a strange sweet sound

Of music came, delicious as a dream ;

With that her spirit parted from this earth :

Many remembered that it was the hour

Her ill-starr’d lover perished! Re*

WHERE ARE THEY ?

¢ Now again they die bereaving
Hope of dreams round which it twined ;
Gone, and love’s wild visions leaving
Tears and weight ot earth behind”’
PorTroLio.

"Tis JUNE, and azure is the sky,
Without one envious eloud,

The summer-birds sing cheerily
And pipe their joy aloud ;

The pleasant gale woos hill and dale,
The flowers expanding rise,

But [ am woe-worn, sad, and pale
Midst nature’s melodies !

I’ve made in sunny lands my bower,
Smile in the morning’s beam,

I’ve seen the noon-tide heav’ns lower,
Oh! would it were a dream !

At eve I’'ve look’d on blighted forms,
On blasted tower and tree,

Scath’d victims to the climate-storms,
Their wild rapacity !

I've watch’d around my fire-side rang’d,
Wife, friends, and children dear,

I look again ;—Oh God! how chang’d,
That fire side’s cold and drear ;—

The forms belov’d, I mark no more,
Night, dark night is my day,

The wife I priz’d, the child she bere,
Death tell me—where are they ?

1 sce the heat-adoring rose,
Unfold its blushing leaves,

The garden luseious wealth disclose,
The field foretell of sheaves ;

But ah ! I cannot see the face
It was a joy to kiss,

I cannot find my resting place,
‘Where I could sleep in bliss !

What now is pomp, what marble hall,
And all pride’s gorgeous state ?
I tell thee Faskion, that the pall
Has made me desolate :—
You bid me hie to courtly show,
And mix with beauty rare,
I bid thee to the churchyard go,
And read my history there!
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The place of graves, doth bear a tomh
That was not there before,

The sculptur’d Jines do tell a doom
Awaiting many more ;

Her life has gone, kis breath has fled,
They’ve ceased to dwell with me !

¢¢ Their well knowa forms, their welcome tread,
Owhere are they, and where is he 7' *

May, 1829. J. S. Jun.

BEFORE AND AFTER MARRIAGE.

An artist was painting a figure of Hymen for a youthful
lover : ¢ I wish,” said the amorous young man, ‘‘ to have
him pourtrayed with every grace. Remember, particularly,
that Hymen ought to be represented more beautiful than
Adonis ; you must place in his hand a torch more brilliant
than that earried by Cupid. In a word, exercise all your
powers of imagination ; I will pay you for your picture in
proportion to the grace you throw into it.’” The artist,
who knew how liberal he was, left nothing undone to sa-
tisfy him, and carried home the painting the evening before
his marriage. The yvoung lover was not satisfied. ¢ There
wants,”’ said he, ‘‘in this figure, a certain lively expres-
sion, a eertain attraction, a certain charm ; in short, it
does not come up to my idea of Hymen. You have given to
him a very middling share of heauty, and yon must expect
I shall not pay for it above mediocrity.”

The artist, who had as much presence of mind as he had
skill in painting, resolved how to act from that moment.

‘“ You shew your judgment,” said he ‘‘in not being
pleased with that picture; it is not yet dry, and to tell you
the truth, I use my colours in such a way as to make my
paintings scarce worth looking at for the first three or four
days. I will bring this same picture back to you in a few
months, and then you shall pay me according to its beauty :
I am sure you will see it quite in another light. Adieu, Sir,
I am not in immediate want of money.””

The painter carried off his work; the young lover was
married the next morning, and some months elapsed before
the artist again made his appearance ; at length, he brought
home the picture: the bridegroom was quite astonished
when he looked at it. - ¢ You promised me faithfully.” said
the husband, ‘¢ that time would embellish your painting ;
what a difference! I searcely know it again ; I can but ad-
mire the effect which time produeces on eolours, and I yet
more admire your skill. However, I cannot forbear telling
you, that the countenance has too much gaiety expressed
on it, the eyes are too lively ; for the fire of those belong-
ing to Hymen ought to be lgss ardent than those of Cupid ;
Hymen'’s flames do not shine so brilliantly as those of Love.
Besides, the attitude of the whole figure is too joyous ; im-
properly so ; and you have given him a certain arch and
smiling air which does not quite characterize him. In faet,
it is not Hymen ; in a word——""—*¢ Very well, Sir,”” said
the artist, ¢ what I foretold has come to pass ; Hymen is
less beautiful now In your eyes than my portrait of him ; it
was quite the eontrary three months ago; it is not my
painting which has changed, it is your ideas; you were
then a lover, now you are a hushand.”

* From Hrnry NEELE's affecting paraphrase of Job,
Chap V.
‘ Man giveth up the ghost, and where is he 2"
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I understand you,"’ tnterrupted tho husband ; ¢ let us
drop that snbject, your picture is charming beyond my ima-
gination ; it is but just that the payment should be above
your’s. There is a purse which contains double the sum
which you expected to receive, or could hope for. There ;
leave the picture with me.”’—‘¢ No, Sir,’’ replied the artist,
““ no, I will not leave it with you ; I will give you another,
which shall equally please both lovers and husbands, and
which shall be a master-piece of painting.”” In fact, the
prainter drew another picture, wherein he made use, with
much skill, of eertain rules relative to optics and perspee-
tive, that the portrait of Hymen appeared charming to those
who regard it at a distance ; but when beheld near, it was
no longer the same. He caused it to be placed at the end
of a pleasant picture-gallery, on a kind of stage, or steps,
whieh, to ascend, it was requisite to place a foot on one
step which was very slippery. From thence the view of it
was charming : but, as soon as that step was passed over,
farewell to all its attractions. G.

A SUNDAY AT PARIS.

After having glven the first six days of the week to
Pheebus, Mars, Juno, Venus, and Saturn, the ancients con-
secrated the seventh to tears and regrets, as a funeral fétc
to the manes of the Gods. Time, with his rapid scythe, as
he cut down succeeding generations, respected neither the
the laws of the twelve tables, nor the book graven with an
iron pen; he has wrought a total change, and, thanks to
his overthrow, we reckon six days of labour to one of joy ;
very different from the maxim of the ancients, who gave
six days to pleasure, and one to mourning. What delight-
ful and original scenes take place in Paris on a Sunday
Morning! These are found more especially in those popu-
lous quarterssin which are collected a kind of wandering
industry, and plebian beauty: there it is we find pleasure
darting her temporary beams on those countenances,
which expand like the blooming tuberose, at the first dawn-
of the day.

Scarce has the Commissary’s bell been heard through the
streets and given its signal for the opening of the shops,
than the shutters are taken down, the gates of the outer
courts roll back on their hinges, and the passages are
cleared. The smith, black as the soot from his forge,
walks forth, his pipe in his mouth, to the hair-dresser’s, to
get rid of every trace of the marks of Vulcan’s fires. The
actlve laundress, perched on the fifth story, extends her
hand over the line, which hangs in front, anxiously to cer-
tify whether her only gown of cambric-muslin will be dry
by noon ; the humble clerk, provided with a boot and a
brush, supports himself against the bar of his window, and
scems to say, as he spreads the shining fluid over the almost
worn-out leather ; I, too, am at liberty for oneday! A
story lower, the little sempstress, her head rather Zoaded
than covered by an India handkerchief, fabricated at Rouen,
opens her window to water the only rose-tree she is pos-
sessed of, and hangs out the cage of a little Canary-bird,
whose singing has often made her lose much time over

Siorellas ; and robes ala Vierge.

In the mean time, the milk-women arrive ; the church-
bells call the faithful to prayer ; the porter at the corner
goes to the mnearest church, and pufting on a baldrick,
passes himself off for a Swiss.

The merchant’s clerk darts forth from his shop, to take
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an excursion to Tivoli ; and the kaborious student, ahdicat-
ing for a few hours his code and Cujas, goes like a modern
Joconde, to seek adventures in the groves of Romainville,
and among the lilacs of du pré S¢. Gervais.

Happy day! The poor look forward to thee with impa-
tience, the industrious artisan smiles at thy morning as it
breaks! It isthou, O, beneficent Sunday, which causes the
hard-working classes to forget the toils and burthens of the
week: thy enchanting aspect engenders delight in every
heart, and gives courage to every mind.

The lahouring pair rest from their domestic bickerings,
and direct their steps towards those verdant plains where
the Vin de Suréne flows abundantly, and a rural Terpsychore
calls her votaries by the sound of the pipe, to forget, during
a few minutes of gaiety, all the hardship of labour, and the
thoros of poverty. A salutary divinity seems to conduct
these useful groups under the shady foliage of a new Eden,
and appears as if saying to them, dance, sing, and divert
yourselves, for this is Sunday.

If the pleasures of the rich are more brilliant, more full
of pomp than those of the poor, in revenge they are less
lively, less eloquent, and decidedly, less natural. In these
charming gardens, blest with a profusion of flowers, and a
bright sun, you only behold serious faces, onc kind of
toilet, and brows on which is seated eare ; for joy, in those
places, seems to Invest herself with a purple mantle, which
weighs her down ; while her sister, at her door, popular
pleasure, covered with rags, casts away care, and sitting on
a broken half-hogshead of Vin de Suréne, excites her vulgar
admirers to love, to laugh, and to drink. Monotony, con-
eeals herself under the elms of Tivoli, and folly shakes her
eap and bells under the Accacias that overshadows the little
country public-house.

Let us also examine well the departure from these places
of pleasure of the rich and the poor. It is eleven o’clock
the gates open and shut, and the shouts of the footmen
announce the moment of retreat ; a thousand light carriages
pass over the electrical pavement, and the horses draw
after them the elegant tilbury, or the graceful landau, and
eliciting sparks as they drive along, arrive at their owners’
magnificent dwellings.

On each side of the road behold a contrast, in those long
processions of plebeians ; they return from contemplating
nature to the walls of Paris ; they have been to what they
call tke country, and they arc as proud of having visited
Neuilly, or the Bois de Boulogne, as a veteran would be of
having encamped under the walls of Vienna and Alex-
andria.

Their joy discovers itself openly ; it is no pride, for it is
the offspring of labour, and the mother of industry. Be-
hold those variegated swarms of original groups, which
come down by masses, recollecting confusedly all the plea-
sures of the day, or in celebrating in chorus the wine they
have drank, and the heauties who are following them.

Every person has his characteristical dress. The little
man in a nut-brown coat, and nankin pantaloons, who
separates himself from the crowd, that he may tal]; more
at his case with the young girl, who has hold of his arm,
is a worthy young man, a clerk, who is paying his court to
a little lacc-mender. The tall man, farther off, dressed in
velvet, is an honest eharcoal-merchant; he is looking
about, he seems very uneasy, and calls out in his peeculiar
patois, *“Jenny! Jenny I’ but Jenny, his intended, does
not answer ; for, though she is a female who takes in work,

slic 1s ambitious of raising herself higher, Q:.lr\}d2 she has
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purposely Jost slght of the charcoal merchant, to walk with
M. le Franc, who is concerned in the Hydrogen Gas Com-
pany, a3 a messenger or out-door collector to the counting-
house of that concern. That fat man, with a yellow coat,
has come out to give his niece Javotte a walk; she has
arrived from her native village, and she is telling him to
remark the tipsy gait of a grocer of the Barrier du Roule,
and his cocked hat surmounted by field-flowers, and an old
clerk belonging to the Barriers, who has returned from the
mills at Montmartre, with his wife, his daughter, and his
female spaniel. At a distance are seen ‘some jovial bands,
defying the dust of those superb carriages, which bowl
close to their heels, and singing loudly, all in unison, their
bacchanalian hymns ; they unite, they divide, they join
each other again when they please, and it might be said
that some skilful general conducted their manceuvres, and
laid out the manner of their salutations. However, the
long files arrive by slow paces, without hurry, without
jostling, without incumbrance, to the very heart of the city.
There, the immense battalions divide and subdivide by
sections, a8 they penetrate into the interior of the streets’;
and pairs stop before their respective doors.

The mercer, before he opens his shop, casts an eye of
cars over his silk indispensibles, to see if they have not re-
ceived some fracture.

The young maiden quickly draws her arm from that of
her lover, for she perceives by the light of the lamp, her
mother looking out of the window of the fourth story,
waiting for her return. The apothecary’s boy, who has
stayed out an hour beyond his time, is obliged to ring the
night-bell, in order to have his master’s door opened. At
length, however, every individual has entered his ahode,
content with the day he has passed, and promising himself
similar pleasure the ensuing Sunday.

THE NOSE.

Physiologists have always made the nose their peculiar
study : by the form of the nose, by its dinfensions, and its
colour, they have passed their judgment on the passions,
the character, aud the inclinations of its owner ; a turned
up little nose, like Roxellana’s, is celebrated, and there is
scarce any pretty women who has such an one, but what
prides herself greatly on that feature ; it gives to the coun-
tenance an arch and animated appearance, renders it engag-
ing by a peculiar kind of mobility which it imparts to it,
making its agreeableness to he universally remarked ; but
this is far from being anything like a pug-nose; that is the
mark of an iraseible character, and is, by no means, a
charm. There are, also, Roman noses ; and when a tall and
handsome woman has one of this kind, she may appear to
advantage on the stage, as any one of the most celebrated
among the ladies of ancient Rome. She has the proper
countenance for such a character ¢« the other qualifications,
such as intelligence, diction, and energy, are mere trifles,
whicli, inthe present day are not worth mentioning : Aequi-
line noses have also high reputation, and if by chance a
little woman hears of any one having eyes well set, a good
shaped mouth, and an acquiline nose, she feel an ardent
desire to be acquainted with the fortunate possessor of such
favourable signs. When an undertaking fails, or any busi-
ness turns out ill, Oh! the unfortunate person has got a
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nose a foot long. In one of our comedies, a waiting maid
causes much laughter by saying, .

£¢ Ph ! he must have had a good nose to have smclt that
out.’

There are those who have remarkably fine noses, but
that might be the quality even of a flat nose ; such as those
know which way the wind is, and can veer ahout with it,
the same as the tin weathercocks on our chimnies. From
all these circumstances we may conclude, that the nose is
one of the most essential of all things for a man of worth ;
and it would be the greatest of all misfortunes for him to
be deprived of it : that may, however, happen, as it is the
lot of some to lose an arm, a leg, or an eye, and then they
are obliged to resort to art; a nose of pasteboard or of
satin is purchased, or else a surgeon is called in, who em-
ploys the ingenious method of Doctor Lisfranc. An indivi-
dual without a nose, went to the doctor, who made him one:
he drew the skin from his patient’s forehead, formed a nose
of it, modelled it, made it acquiline, and stuffed it; this
operation perfectly succeeded, and was one which was not
the least to the honour of M. Lisfranc’s skill ; only, when-
ever the gentleman’s noseitched, he scratched his z)rehead.
This belongs to the nervous system, which we shall not
undertake to explain ; but we see by this we must have a
nose, even if we flay the forehead to obtain one.

PAUL PRY IN THE WEST.

‘¢ Nay, I must speak with honest loyalty ;
The "vantage of the State—the Kingly name,
The honour and appliances to boot
Of England’s strength and #rue prosperity,
Plead on my side the cause.””—HEYW00D.

PauvL Pry,—Miss KiTTY PRY.

Paul Pry.—And the more faulty you to say so, Miss Pry.
What, is it possible, that you imagine court-day and
drawing-rooms,—celebrations intended to form the link
between the king and his nobility, and from the latter with
the people—are commanded merely for the purpose of
benefiting certain shopkeepers ; and that those who dwell,
as it were, upon sufferance here, the foreign trader and
artist should alone profit? Yet you must, forsooth, follow
in the crowd of folly, and pay extravagantly for slips, and
sleeves, and slippers, merely because it is the fashion to
wear them of foreign manufacture and foreign fit. Whereas
by clothing yourself in the produce of our own looms and
the handy-work of our. own people, you pay less money, and
enjoy more satisfaction ; convinced that, whilst you benefit
yourselves, you profit your own countrymen, and uphold
the prosperity of that which should be deemed the loveliest,
the land of your birth.

Kitty Pry—La, la! Brother, they do send such pretty
things from Paris, aud its milliners are so coaxing and so
civil, and pay one's shape and complexion such compli-
ments.

‘Paul Pry—Mere sugar plums, to render palateable the
draught of deceit their avarice and their envy prescribe for’
you. Like-the rouge and beauty-specks on their face, my
dear, their wares and their workmanship are only made for
a day; let the ¢“ makeups ”” fade, and withered hues and
and flimsy materials remain. T
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Kitty Pry—Brother, brother, you are like all tho rest
of the old folks; you fancy we have no players like those
of your day s no dances like the minuet, or antiquated co-
tillion ; no game hut backgammon, or ** sixpenny-corner’d”’
whist ; and nothing so elegant as hoops, quilted petticoats,
buckles and bag-wigs! In fact, Paul, you are a perfect
VANDAL, a GoTi, a heathen as ¢o the fashions of our time 3
and, lost in the starch reminiscences of the court of GEORGE
and CHARLOTTE, you have not the eye to appreciate the
elegancies and ‘¢ Les efiguettes de la Cour’’ of GEORGE THE
FourTH !

Paul Pry.—But I have the %eart to know and to feel that,
with respect to the benefits accruing, the prolonged series
of ¢ high-days and holidays’ ‘which the reign of the
Father gave birth to, were immeasurably superior to the
mere ‘‘Annual Drawing Room”” which the absence of a
regular metropolitan court possibly compels the Son to be
contented in commanding. I know, and feel too, that
amidst the distinguished bheauties which gave lustre to the
recent display of elegance and fashion, and which, as a
whole, probably could no where -clse have been rivalled,—
no not even in France, where CoLBURN’s new journal, un-
patriotically enough, fixes Fasnion’s state—I know and feel
that our BRUDENELLS, our LONDONDERRYS, and our STEW-
ARTS, who had the good sense to wear the robes of high
habitual state English milliners provided, were unequalled by
the most gandy, and flamingly-attired of those who
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bore
The trappings of far lands upon their form,”

and who had submitted to the familiarity and the extortion
of other sempstresses than those who were bred and born
amongst us, merely because a Princess from this country,
a Peeress here, and my Lady Fantastic there, said it was the
Jashion, because it was convenient.

Kitty Pry.—Well, brother, you must have your own way,
because I begin to think it is the way, if followed, which
will lead to cheerful hearts and smiling faces again; and
when one knows, too, that ninety and nine out of a hundred
milliners, all quite as capable of fitting out a *¢ splendid
silver lama dress, ’’ for the wife of a Russian Ambassador,
or a * white satin robe, full-trimmed with blonde,” for the
Duchess of the First Lord of the Treasury, or a ¢ splendid
flounce of deep and costly hlonde, looped up with superb
diamonds,” for the lady of the Grand Falconer of England,
as any Madame, or Mademoiselle, who charges as profusely
and as uncompassionately as she chatters ; when I say, Paul,
we know that these ninety and nine industrious arbi-
tresses of taste were benefited, scarcely the amount ‘of
making a single dress by this festival, whose

11

———— brilliant spell and wand
Should turn the earth to fairy land,”

one must admit that his Majesty, or the court-advisers,
performed but half their duty in not (it might have been
done through the Princesses most ¢ correctly,” as you
would say, Paul) expressing an earnest desire that the
welfare, the very existence of our own trade and industry,
taste and talent, should be considered ; and that one of the
Jirst passports to the kingly presence would be costumes,
the produce of, and perfected by,

¢ Not Parisian trim and will,
But British tact, and British skill.”

FPaul Pry.—Encore, sister; but now having convinced
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you, and, I hope, without wmtrusion, all who think wisely
and wish to act justly, that my princlples are not so anti-
quated as to be out of date; let me ask you, as there was
much to regret, what there was to gratify in the compo-
sition of the affair, for which we are told

13

ten thousand perruquiers

Have ’plied their tongs, and ’plied their sheers ;
For which the tribe of stars and garters

Have sallied from their country quarters,

For which the price of rouge is raised ;

For which the whole wide world seems enraged.”’

Kitty Pry.—~And to finish the doggrell, for which

The columns of the Post
Are in a crowd of dresses lost !

But I tell you what there was to please me. The King
looked heartier than I expected to see him ; quite strong
enough, indeed, to let his humbler subjects participate in
the sunshiny influence of his smiles, and to go fo tke
Theatres ; why should not boxes, pit and gallery, pull off
hats, as well as lords kiss hands, and ladies make courtseys
to him ? Then it was gratifying to behold how graciously
he received that charming young beauty LoDy AGNEs
ByNG and her gallant husband, thus at once proclaiming to
the world that the winds of scandal should not visit virtue’s
form roughly, and that innocence can in courts find
champions.

Paul Pry.—~May I never do an ill turn, if I am not re-
joiced even to hear of such recognitions, to see them is still
more pleasant. Human virtue, we know, is a polished
steel rusted by a breath. How great must the triumph,
therefore be, to this excellent young couple that, despite all
the machinations of disappointment, envy, and suspicion,
(and these attach themselves with almost equal mischief to
the guilty and the innocent, though they be an endless
pang to those who harbour them,) they have come out
of the trial with a name unblighted, a fame unsullied.

Kitty Pry.—Yes, brother, it is the influence of evil that
breeds suspicion ; the noble spirit of charity that subdues
it ; those who invented the false tale to which we refer will,
to their cost, find the truth of the former; those who, like
the king, with a generous magnanimity acted upon the
dictates of the latter will, indeed, have their reward

‘¢ Where fresher lights shall burst the tomb,
Unknown are words of tears and gloom.”

But now, having withstood your catechism, Paul, allow
me to gather a few of your ‘‘ dropping in”’ opinions of
men and manners as theygo. Were you at what the Sunday
Times curiously terms the Spifalfields Weavers’ grand
Oratorio at Guildhall ?

Paul Pry.—Yes, and a very splendid musical treat it was 3
and, which is even more satisfactory, it produced a very
reputable sum for the charitable purpose which led to its
performance. Would, however, that I could say there
were few ahsent who should have been present; hut, on
the contrary, numbers, as on a holier occasion, seemed to
have made an excuse; and amongst them, too, were those
(namely, some of the Royal Family and his Majesty’s
ministers) whose influence would have swelled the stream
of charity till the fable of PacToLus became a reality, and
riches were left upon the banks as a provision for the faint
and the weary.

Kitty Pry—Were not the Duke and MR. PEEL there ?

Paul Pry—Neither ; though the former, we are told;
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can be seen walking arm in arm with a friend at efght
o’clock in the morning about London-bridge on a common
occasion, and the latter can eat, drink, and be merry at,
and depart, a gold box in his pocket the richer, from the
very hall to which fecling and charity should now have
summoned him, on what some folks thought a very un-
common one.

Kitty Pry—Aye, but then they took tickets you know,
good brother.

Paul Pry.—Oh! certainly! as people do places on a poor
player’s benefit, without ever intending to occupy them ;
making a show and a parade of a thing to gain a name,
without one idea of gratifying feeling; mercly promise-
breakers,

¢ That palter with us in a double sense,
That keep the word of flatt’ry to our ear,
And break it to our hope.”

However, those who did attend deserve all the pralse
gratitude can bestow, and the names of SipmouTn, RoLLE,
%EXLEY, CHESTERFIELD, CALTHORPE, RUSSELL, RosEk-
BERRY, RoTnscniLb, BaNks, BorropalLE, Byne and
others shall long, not only in our cups, for to talk of such
before ladies is not pretty, but in our hearts be freshly re-
membered.

Kitty Pry.—Did you say CHESTERFIELD? Bless me, I
thought the naughty ‘¢ AGeE”’ told us that he was again
turned nursery-man, after rusticating in the country with
my beau LorD CASTLEREAGH, having the quiet establish-
ment of seventy-two servants ; the former finding seventy,
the latter two.

Paul Pry.—Another mere weak invention of the unfortu-
nate scribblers who are compelled to apologize this week
for their exaggerations of the last, exaggerations sometimes
as cruel as ridiculous ; to eat their words, in fact, as
ancient Pistol was obliged to swallow his leck ; and to cry
¢ Pecavi” like the piigrims who journeyed to Loretto,
¢¢ peas in their shoes, to go and pray.”

Kitty Pry—Well, I rejoice to hear that these stories
about the smart, and now portly young Eary are, in truth,
stories, bred of nothing but the fertile pen of the ‘“ puppet”
and ‘‘showmen ”’ of the paper in question ; and, I dare say,
both the spirited noblemen, whose names are thus made
the note-scrcech of prating starlings, or pestering poppin-
jays, will content themselves by replying in the words of
an old epigram,

¢ Lie on, while our revenge shall be
To speak the very truth of thee !”

Paul Pry.—Or, sister, for these people who labour hard
to keep poor RicHarDs in prison—the man who really
wrote clever leading articles for them, but who, with
BERTIE AMBROSE, got tired of promises—to make Hucugs
Barr appear more ridiculous, and D’EcviLLE more silly
and vain than they have themselves already, deserve it;
or, as was said of a fellow-who could bark but not wound,

4
¢ A mastiff’s tecth are justly held in vogue,
They burnish paper, or they tear a rogue ;
To neither use thy tusks contrive aright,
Too rough to polish, and too blunt to bite.”

But, to quit unpleasant for pleasant topics :—it is a satisfac-
tion to hear that, independent of the prompt assemblage of
the Great World already about us, we arc to have Ferbpi-
© ¥AND, PuiLipe, Louis, CnarrLes, HENRY, Josepn, Due pe

p
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CHARTRES, son of the popular Duxs oF ORLEANS, though
he does supply his table by contract, and keeps a cash-
book, and goes to market to sell his goods, soon among us,
and, of course, there must be court-pageants to honour
him.
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