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PART I. 
lfRS. TEMPLE had two daughters, Emma and Helen; she had lt taken a great deal of care of their education, and they were very fond of their mothei', and particularly happy whenever she had leisure to converse with them : they used to tell her every­thing that they thought and felt; so that she had it in her power early to correct, or rather. to teach them to correct, any littl!3 faults in their disposition, and to rectify those errors of judg­ment to which young people, from want of experience, are so liable. 

Mrs. Temple lived in the country, and her society was com­posed of a few intimate friends; she wished, especially during the education of her children, to avoid the numerous incon­veniences of what is called an extensive acquaintance. How­ever, as her children grew older, it was necessary that they should be accustomed to see a variety of characters, and still more necessary that they should learn to judge of them. There was little danger of Emma's being hurt by the first impressions of new faces and· new ideas; but Helen, of a-more vivacious temper, had not yet acquired her sister's _good sense. We must • observe that Helen was a little disposed to be fond of novelty, and sometimes formed a prodigiously high opinion of persons whom she had seen but for a few hours. "Not to admire," was an art which she had to learn. · 
When Helen was between eleven and twelve years old, Lady S-- returned from abroad, and came to reside at her country­seat,· which was very near Mrs. Temple's. The lady had a daughter, Lady Augusta, who was a little older than Helen. One morning a fine coach drove to the door, and Lady S-- and her daughter were announced. We shall not say any thing at pre ent of either of the ladies, except that Helen was much delighted with them, and talked of nothing else to her sister all the rest of the day. . 

The next morning, as these two sisters were sitting at work in their mother's dressing-room, tho following conversation began:-
1 
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"Sister, do you like pink or blue the best 1" said Ilc]en. 

"I don't know; blue, I think." 
"Oh, blue, to be sme. Mother, which do you like best 1" 
"vVhy, :tis a question of such importance, I must have time 

to deliberate; I'm afraid I like pink the best." 
"Pink ! dear, that's very odd ! But, mamma, didn't you think 

yesterday that Lady Augusta's sash was a remarkably pretty 

pale hlue 1" 
"Yes; I thought it was very pretty; but as I have seen a 

great many such sashes, I did not think it was any thing very 

remarkable." 
"Well, perhaps, it was not remarkably pretty; but you'll 

allow, ma'am, that it was very well put on." 
"It was put on as other sashes are, as well as I remember." 

"I like Lady Augusta exceedingly, mother." 
" .. What! because she has a blue sash 1" 
"No, I'm not quite so silly as that," said Helen, laughing; 

"not because she has a blue sash." 
" .. Why then diJ. you like her 1-because it was ·well put on 1" 

" Oh ! no, no ! " 
'' vVhy, then 1 " 
"Why! rnarnma; why do you ask why~ I can't tell why:. 

You know one often likes and dislikes people at first without 

exactly knorYing why." 
" One ! ·w horn do you mean by one i" 
"Myself, and everybody." 
"You, perhaps, but not everybody; for only silly people like 

and dislike without any reason." 
"But I hope I'm not one of the silly people; I only meant, 

that I had no thought about it: I dare say, if I were to think 

about it, I should be able to give you a great 111a11y reasons." 

"I shall be contented with one good one, Helen." 
"vy ell, then, ma'am, in the first place, I liked her because she 

was so good-humoured." 
"You saw her but for one half-hour. Are you sure that she 

is good-humoured 1" 
":No, ma'am! but I'm sure she looked very good-humoured." 

"That's another affair; however, I acknowledge it is reason­

able to feel disposed to like anyone who has a good-humoured 

countenance, because the temper has, I believe, a very strong 

influence upon certain muscles of the face; and, Helen, though 

you are no great physiognomist, we will take it for granted that 

you were not mistaken ; now, I did not think that Lady Augusta 
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had a remarkably good-tempered countenance, but I hope that I 
am mistaken. vV as this your only reason for liking her exceed­
ingly?" 

"No, not my only reason; I liked her-because-because­
indecd, ma'am," said Helen, growing a little impatient at finding 
herself unable to arrange her own ideas-" indeed, ma'am, I 
don't just remember anything in particular, but I know I 
thought her very agreeable altogether." 

" Saying that you think a perso11 very agreeable altogether, 
may be a common mode of expression; but I am obligcLl to 
inform you that it is no reason, nor do I exactly comprelienJ. 
what it means, unless it means, in other words, that you don't 
choose to be at the trouble of thinking. I am sadly afraill, 
Helen, that you must be content at last to be ranked among the 
silly ones, who like and dislike without knowing why.-Hcy, 
Helen?" 

"Oh, no, indeed, mother," said Helen, putting down her ·work. 
"My dear, I am sorry to distress you; but what are become 

of the great many good reasons ? " 
"Oh ! I have them still: but then I'm afraid to tell them, 

because Emma will bugh at me." 
"No, indeed, I 'l'von't laugh," said Emma; "besides, if you 

please, I can go away." 
"No, no, sit still; I will tell them directly. Why, mother, 

you know, before we saw Lady Augusta, everybody told us how 
pretty, and accomplished, and agreeable she was." 

"Everybody !-nobody that I remember," said Emma_; "but 
Mrs. H. and Miss K." 

"Oh, indeed, sister, and Lady M. too." 
"V\T ell, and Lady M., that makes three." 
" But arc three people everybody?" 
"No, to be sure," said Helen, a little disconcerted; "but you 

promised not to laugh at me, Emma. However, mother, with­
out joking, I am sure Lady Augusta is very accomplished at 
least. Do you know, ma'am, she has a French governess? But 
I forget her name." 

"Never mind her name, it is little to the purpose." 
"Oh, but I recollect it now; Mademoiselle Panache." 
"Why, undoubtedly, Lady Augusta's having a French 

governess, and her name being Mademoiselle Panache, are incon­
trovertible proofs of the excellence of her education. But I 
think you said you were sure that she was very accomplished; 
what do you mean by accomplished 1" 

1-2 
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"\Vhy, that she dances extremely well, and that she spr:11-:s 
:French and Italian, and that she dra,rn exceedingly "·ell indecu : 
takes likenesses, mamma ! likenesses in miniature, mother ! " 

"Yon saw them, I suppose 1" 
"Saw them! No, I did not sec them, but I heard of them." -
" That's a singular method of judging of pictures." 
"But, howe\'er, she certainly plays extremely well upon the 

p'ianoforte, and understands music perfectly. I have a particular 
reason for knowing this, however." 

" You did not hear hel' play 1" 
"Ko ; but I saw an Italian song written in her own hand, and 

she told me she set it to music herself." 
"You saw her music, and heard of her drawings ;-excclle11t 

proofs !-Well, but lier dancing 1" 
""'Why, she told me the name of her dancing-master, and it 

sounded like a foreign name." 
"So, I suppose, he must be a good one," saiJ Emma, laughing. 
"But, seriously, I do believe she is sensible." 
"Well : your cause of belief 1" 
"Why, I fl;Sked her if she had read much history, aml sl1e 

ans,vcred 'a little;' bnt I saw by her look she meant a [Jreat . 
clcal. Nay, Emma, you arc laughing now: I saw you smile." 

"Forgive her, Helen, indeed it was very difficult to help it!" 
said Mrs. Temple. · 

"\\Tell, mother," said Helen, "I believe I have been a little 
hasty in my judgment, and all my good reasons arc reduced to 
nothing: I dare say all this time Lady Augusta is very ignorant 
and very ill-natured." . 

"Nay, now you are going into the opposite extreme; it .is 
possible she may have all the accomplishments and goo<l qualities 
which you first imagined her to have; I only meant to show you 
that you had no proofs of them hitherto." 

"But surely, mother, it would be but good-natured to believe 
a stranger to. be amiable and sensible, when we know nothing 
to the contrary ; strangers may be as good as the people we have 
known all our lives; so it would be very hard upon them, and 
very silly in us, too, if we were to take it for granted that they 
were everything that was bad, merely because they ·were 
strangers." 

" You do .not yet reason with perfect accuracy, Helen : is 
there no difference between thinking people everything that is 
good and amiable, and takiug it for granlcJ lliat they are. eYe1·y­
thing that is bad 1" 
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"But then, mother, what can one do 1-To be always doubt­
ing and doubting is very disagreeable; and at first, when one 

knows nothing of a person, how can we judge 1 " 
"There is no necessity, that I can perceive, for your judging 

of people's characters the very instant they come into a room, 

which I suppose is what you mean by 'at first.' And though it 
be disagreeable to be always 'doubting and doubting,' yet it 
is what we must submit to patiently, Helen, unless we would 

submit to the consequences of deciding ill; which, let mo 
assure you, my little daughter, are infinitely more disagreeable." -

" Then," said Helen, "I had better doubt and doubt a little 

longer, mamma, about Lady Augusta." 
Here the conversation ended. A few days afterwards Lady 

Augusta came with her mother to dine at Mrs. Temple's. For 

the first hour Helen kept her resolution, and with some difficulty 
maintained her mind in the painful philosophic state of doubt; 

but the second hour, Helen thought that it would be unjust to 
doubt any longer; especially as Lady Augusta had just shown 

her a French pocket-fan, and at the very same time o bsorved to 
Emma, that her sister's hair was a true auburn colour. 

In the evening, after they had returned from a walk, they 
went into Mrs. Temple's dressing-room, to look at a certain 
black japanned cabinet, in which Helen kept some dried speci­

mens of plants, and other curious things. Half .the drawers in 
this cabinet were hers, and the other half her sister's. 1': ow 
Emma, though she was Gufficiently obliging an<l polite to,varcls 
her new acquaintance, was by no means enchanted with her; 
nor did she fool the least disposition suddenly to contract n: 
friendship with a person she had seen but a few hours. TJ1i :-:; 
reserve, Helen thought, showed some want of f~eling, and seemc<l 
determined to make amends for it by the ,rnrmth and frnnkn e.J> 

of her own manners. She opened all the <lraws of the cabinet; 
and whilst Lady Augusta looked and admired, Helen watcl1 cd 
her eye, as Aboulcasem, in the "Persian Tales," watched the 
eye of the stranger, to whom he was displaying his treasures. 
Helen, it seems, had read the story, which had left a deep 
impression upon her imagination; and she had long determined, 
on the first convenient opportunity, to imitate the conduct of 
the "generous P ersian." Immediately, therefore, upon observ­
ing that anything struck her guest's fancy, she withdrew it, aml 
secretly set it apart for her, as Aboulcasem set apart the slave, 
and the cup, and the peacock. At night, when Lady Augusta 
was prepnring to depart, Rrl cn slipped out of the room, packed 
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up the things, and, as Aboulcasem wrote a s<'roll wiLh his 
presents, she thought it necessary to accompany hers with a 
billet. All this being accomplished with much celerity, and 
some trepidation, she hurried down stairs, gave her packet to 
one of the servants, and saw it lodged in Lady S--'s coach. 

When the visit was ended, and Helen and Emma had retired 
to their own room at night, they began to talk, instead of going 
to sleep. "Well, sister," said Helen, "and what did you give 
to Lady· Augusta 1" 

"I ! nothing." 
. "Nothing! " repeated Helen, in a triumphant tone: "then 

she will not think you very generous." 
'' I do not want her to think me very generous," said Emma, 

laughing; "neither do I think that giving of presents to 
strangers is always a proof of generosity." 

"Strangers or no strangers, that mnkes no difference ; for 
surely a person's giving away anything that they like themselves 
is a pretty certain proof, Emma, of their generosity." 

"Not quite so certain," replied Emma; "at least, I mean as 
far as I can judge of my own mind; I know I have sometimes 
given things away that I liked myself merely because I was 
ashamed to refuse; now I should not call that generosity, lmt 
weakness; and besides, I think it does make a great deal .of 
difference, Helen, whether you mean to speak of strangers or 
friends. I am sure, at this instant, if there is anything of 
mine in that black cabinet that you wish for, Helen, I'll 
give it you with the greatest pleasure." 

"And not to Lady Augusta 1" 
"No ; I could not do poth : and do you think I would make 

no distinction between a person I have lived with and loved for 
years, and a stranger whom I know and care very little about 1" 

Helen was touched by this speech, especially as she entirely 
believed her sister; for Emma was not one who made senti­
mental speeches. 

A short time after this visit, Mrs. Temple took her two 
daughters with her to dine at Lady S--'s. As they happened 
to go rather earlier than usual, they found nobody in the drawing­
room but the French governess, Mademoiselle Panache. Helen, 
it seems, had conceived a very sublime idea of a French gover­
ness; and ,,vhen i-he first came into the room, she looked up to 
Mademoiselle Panache with a mixture of awe and admiration. 
Mademo~selle was not much troubled with any of that awkward 
reserve ,rhich seems in Engbnd sometim~s to keep strangers at 
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hay for the first quarter of an hour of their acquaintance. She 
could not, it is true, speak English very fluently, but this only 
increased her desire to speak it ; and between two lauguagcs, 
she found means, with some difficulty, to express herself. The 
conversation, after the usual preliruinary nothings had been gone 
over, turned upon France and French literature. Mrs. Temple 
said she was going to purchase some French books for her 
daughters, and very politely begged to know what authors 
Mademoiselle would particularly recommend. " Vat auteurs? 
you do me much honour, Madame-Vat auteurs? why, Mesde­
moiselles, there's' Telfmiaque' and 'Belisaire.'" 

Helen and Emma had read "Telemaque" and " Belisaire," so 
Madernoi~elle was obliged to think again-" Attendez I" cried 
she, putting her forefing~r in an attitude of recollection. But 
the result of all her recollection was still "Belisaire " and 
"Telemaque ,·" and an Abbe's book, whose name she could not 
remember, though she remembered perfectly well that the work 
was published " l' an mil six cent quatre-vingt-dix." 

Helen could scarcely forbear smiling, so much was her awe 
and admiration for a French governess abated. Mrs. Temple, to 
relieve Mademoiselle from the perplexity of searching for the 
Abbe's name, anJ to avoid the hazard of going out of her circle 
of French literature, mentioned "Gil Blas;" and observed that 
though it was a book universally put into the hands of very 
young people, she thought Mademoiselle judged well in pre­
fcrrin r,--

" o"!" interrupted Mademoiselle, "Je me trouve bien heureuse 
-I am quite happy, Madame, to be of your way of tinking-I 
would never go to choose to put 'Gil Blas' into no pupil's of 
mine's hands- until they were perfectly mistress of de ideome de 
la langue." 

It was not the idiom, but the morality of the book to which 
Mrs. Temple had alluded; but that, it was very plain, occupied no 
part of Mademoiselle's Panache's attention; her object was 
solely to teach her pupil French. "Mais pour Miladi Augusta," 
cried she, "c'est vraiment un petit prodige I You, Madame, you 
are a judge. On le voit bien. You know how much d(ffecile it 
be to compose French poesie, because of de rhymes, de masculin, 
feminin, de neutre genre of noun substantive and adjective, all to 
be consider in spite of de sense in ou1· rhymes. Je ne m'explique 
pas. Mais enfin-de natives themselves, very few come to write 
pci.c;sably in pocsie ; except it be your g1·eat poets by pmfession. 
Cependant, Madanie, Miladi Augusta, I speak de truth, not one 
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wo'rd of lies, Milarli Augusta 'llTite poesie Just the same with 
prose,-veritablement com,me un ange I Et puis," contimLli 
Mademoiselle Panache--

But she was interrupted by the entrance of the "little angul" 
and her mother. Lady Augusta wore a rose-colonred sash to-day, 
and, Helen no longer preforred blue to pink. Not long af tel' 
they were seated, Lady S-- observed that her daughter's face 
was burned by being o·pposite to the fire; and, after betraying some 
symptoms of anxiety, cried - "Mademoiselle, why will yon 
always let Augusta sit so near the fire 1 My dear, how can you 
bear to l;mrn your face· so 1 Do be so good, for my sake, to tuku 
a screen." 

"There's no screen in the room, ma'am, I believe," said tl1c 
young lady, moving, or seeming to move, her chair threc-quar~er.s 
of an inch backwards. 

"No screen l" said Lady S--, looking round; "I thought, 
Mademoiselle, your screens were finished." 

"Oh, oui, ~Madame, dey be finish/ but I forgot to make elem, 
come downstafrs." -

" I hate embroidered screens," observed Lady S--, turning 
away her head; "for one is always afraid to use them." 

Mademoiselle immediately rose to fetch one of hers. 
"Ne vous derangez pas, Mademoiselle," said Lacly S--, 

carelessly; and whilst she was out of the room, turning to J\frs. 
Temple, "Have you a French governess 1" said she; "I think 
you told me not." 

"No," said Mrs. Temple, "I have no thoughts of any gover­
ness for my daughters." 

"Why, indeed, I don't know but you are quite right, for 
they are sad plagues to have in one's house; besides, I believe 
too, in general, they are a sad set of people. But what can one 
do, you know 1 One must submit to all that; for they tell 
me there's no other way of securing to one's children a good 
French pronunciation. How will you manage about ~hat 1" 

"Helen and Emm~," said Mrs. Temple, "read and under­
stand French as well as I could wish, and, if ever they go to 
France, I hope they will be able to catch the accent, as I have 
never suffered them ta acquire any fixed bad habits of speaking 
it." 

"O," said Lady S--, "bad habits are what I dread of all 
things for Augusta; I assure you I was particularly nice about 
the choice of a govemess for her; so many of these sort of 
people come oYer here from Switzc rhncl, or the French provinces, 
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and speak a horrid jargon. It's very difficult to meet wi!h a 
person you coulJ entirely depend upon." 

"V cry difficult, indeed," said Mrs. Temple. 
"However," continued her ladyship, "I think myself rnoRt 

exceedingly fortunate; I am absolutely certain that }ifodemoiselle 
Panache comes from Paris, and was born and educated there; 
so I feel quite at ease; and as to the rest," said she, lowering her 
voice, but only lowering it sufficiently to fix Lady Augusta's' 
attention-" as to the rest, I shall part with her when rny 
daughter is a year or two older; so you know she can do Ho 
great harm. ·Besides/ said she, speaking louder, "I really hive 
great confidence in her, and Augusta and she seem to agree· ,, 
vastly well." 

"Oh, yes," said Lady Augusta, "Mademoiselle is exceedingly · 
good-natured: I am sure I like her vastly." · 

"Well, that's the chief thing; I would work upon a child's 
sensibility; that's my notion of education," said Lady S-- to 
l\frs. Temple, affecting a sweet smile. "Take care of t.he heart,· 
at any rate-there I'm sure, at least, I may depend on Mademoi­
selle Panache, for she is the best creature in the world; I've 
the highest opinion of her: not that I would trust my own 
judgnrnnt, but she was most exceedingly well recommemleJ. 
to me." 

Mademoiselle Panache came into the room again, just as Lady 
S-- finished her last sentence; she brought one of her own 
worked screens in her hand. Helen looked at Lady Augusta, 
expecting that she would at . least have gone to meet her 
governess ; but the young lady never offered to rise from her 
seat; and when poor Mademoiselle presented the screen to her, 
she received it ·with the utmost nonchalance, only interrupting · 
her conversation by a slight bow of the head. Helen and Emma 
looked down, feeling both ashamed and shocked at manners 
which they could neit.her think kind nor polite. However, it 
was no wonder ~hat the pupil should not be scrupulously 
respectful towards a governess whom her mother treated like a 
waiting-maid. 

More carriages now came to the door, and the room was soon 
filled with company. The young ladies dined at the side-table 
with Mademoiselle Panache ; and during dinner Emma and 
Helen quite won her heart-" Voilct des desmoiselles de plus 
polies I" she said with emphasis; and it is true, that they were 
particularly careful to treat her with the greatest attention and 
respec t, not only from their general habits of good brcN1ing, nnd · 
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from a sense of proptiety, but from a feeliilg of pity an,l 
generosity : they could not bear to think that a person should be 
treated with neglect or insolence merely because her situation 
and rank happened to be infrrior. 

Mademoiselle, pleased with their manners, was particularly 
officious in entertaining them; and when the rest of the com­
pany sat down to cards, she offered to show them the house, 
which was large and magnificent. 

Helen and Emma were very glad to be relieved from their 
scats beside the card-table, and from perpetually hearing of 
trumps, odd tricks, and honours ; so that they eagerly accepted 
Mademoiselle's proposal 

The last room which they went into was Lady Augusta's 
apartment, in which her writing-desk, her drawing-box, and her 
pianoforte st-ood. It was very elegantly furnished; and at one 
end was a handsome book-case, which immediately attracted 
Helen and Emma's attention. Not Lady Augusta's; her 
attention, the moment she came into the room, was attracted by 
a hat, which Mademoiselle had been making up in the morning, 
and which lay half-finished upon the sofa. " ·well, really this 
is elegant!" said she; "certainly, Mademoiselle, you have the 
best taste in the world !-Isn't it a beautiful hat 1" saiu. she, 
appealing to Helen and Emma. 

"Oh, yes," replied Helen, instantly; for as she was no great 
judge, she was afraid to hazard her opinion, and thought it 
safest to acquiesce in Lady Augusta's. Emma, on tho contrary, 
who did not think the hat particularly pretty, and who dared to 
think for herself, was silent; and certainly, it requires no com­
mon share of strength of mind, to dare to think for one's self 
about a hat. 

In the mean time Mademoiselle put the finishing stroke to her 
work; and observing that the colour of the ribbon would become 
Helen's complexion, "Merveilleusement I permettez, Madernoi­
selle," said she, putting it lightly upon her head. " Qu'elle 
ctit clza1·mante I Qu'elle est bien cornme 9a I-Quite another 
ting I Madmnoiselle I-Jelen est charmante I" cried the governess 
with enthusiasm; and her pupil echoed her exclamations with 
equal enthusiasm, till Helen would absolutely have been per­
suaded that some sudden metamorphosis had taken place in her 
nppearancc, if her sister's composure hnd not happily preserved 
her in her sober senses. She could not, however, help feeling a 
sensible diminution of merit anu. happiness when the hat was 
liftc<.l oil' her hcau. 
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"·what a very pretty-coloured ribbon!" said she, to her sister. 
"That's pistachio-colour," said Lady Augusta. 
" Pistachio-colour ! " repeated Helen, with admiration. 
"Pistachio-colour ! " repeated her sister, coolly; "I dicl not 

know that was the name of the colour." 
" Bon Dieu I" said Mademoiselle, lifting up her hands and 

eyes to heaven; "Bon Dieu I not know de pistach.ea colour I" 
Emma, neither humbled nor shocked at her own ignorance, 

simply said to herself, " Surely it is no crime not to know a 
name." But Mademoiselle's abhorrent anu amazed look produced 

a very different effect upon Helen's imagination ; she felt all Urn 
anguish of false shame, that dangerous infirmity of weak minds. 

"Bon I'' said Mademoiselle Panache to herself, observing the 

impression which she made; " Voilct un bort, sujet au mains.'' 

And she proceeded, with more officiousness perhaps than polite­
ness, to reform certain minutire in Helen's dress which were not 

precisely adjusted according to what she called the mode; she 
having the misfortune to be possessed of that intolerant spirit 

which admits but of one mode; a spirit which is common to all 
persons who have seen but little of the world, or of good company; 
and who, consequently, cannot conceive the liberality of senti­

ment, upon all matters of taste and fashion, which distinguishes 
well-bred and well-educated people. 

"Pardonnez, Made:moiselle Helene," said she: "Pe1·mettez" 

-altering things to her fancy-" un petit plus-et un petit plus; 

oui, com,me 9a-comme 9a-Bien I Bien I Ah, non I Cela est 
vilain, ajf'reuse I Mais tenez-toujou1·s comme 9a; ressouvenez-vons 

bit:Yn, Mademoiselle I Ah bon I vous voila mise ct quafre epingles I" 
" A quatre epingles I" repeated Helen to herself. 
"Surely," th5mght Emma, "that is a vulgar expression; Made­

moiselle is not as elegant in her taste for language as for dress." 
Indeed two or three technical expressions which afterwards 
escaped from this lady, joined to the prodigious knowledge she 

displayed of the names, qualities, and value of ribbons, gauzes, 
feathers, &c., had excited a strong suspicion in Emma's mind 
that Mademoiselle Panache herself might possibly have had 
the honour to be a milliner. . 

The following incident sufficiently confirmed her suspicions: 
whilst Mademoiselle was dressing and undressing Helen, she 
regularly carried every pin which she took out to her mouth. 

Helen did not perceive this manoouvre, it being performed with 
habitual celerity ; but seeing that all the pins were vanished, she 
first glanced her eye upon the table, and then on the ground, and 
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still not seeing her pins, 1:;he felt in her pocket for her pincushion, nnd presented it. "J'en ai assez, bien oblir;ee, Mademoiselle;,, nnd from some secret receptacle in her mouth, she produced first one pin, then another, till Emma counted seventeen, to her utter astonishment-more, certainly, than any mouth could contain ·but a milliner's. 
Unfortunately, however, in Mademoiselle's haste to speak, a pin and an exclamation, contending in her mouth, impeded her utterance, and put her in imminent danger of choking. They all looked frightened. "Q:u'avez-vous done I" cried she, recovering herself with admirable dexterity. " Q,u'avez-vous done? Ce n'est rien I Ah, si vous aviez vu Mademoiselle Alexanrfre I Ah I dat ·,would /tighten you indeed. Many de tinie I see her putone tfrty, forty, fifty-ay, one hundred, two hundrnd-in her mouth, and she all de time laugh, talk, eat, drink, sleep wid elem, and no harrn, nonoustant, neve1· happen jJfademoiselle Alexandre." 
"Ancl who is Mademoiselle Alexandre ? " said Emma. 

· '' Eh, done I fameuse 1narclzande _de mocles-nte St. H onm·e-
1' ioale celebre cle Maclem,oiselle Baulam." 

"Yes, I , know!" said Lady Augusta, delighted to appear to know the names of two French milliners, without in the least suspecting that she had the honour .t_o have a third for a governess. ~mma smiled, bnt was silent. She fortunately possessed a sound discriminating understanding; observing and judging for li orsclf, it was not easy to impose upon her by names and grimaces. It was remarkable that Mademoiselle Panache had never once attempted to alter anything in Emma's dress, and directed very little of her conversation to her; seeming to have an intuitive perception that she could make no - impression ; and Lady Augusta, too, treated her with less familiarity, but with far more 
respect. . 

"Dea1· Helen," said Lady Augusta, for she seemed, to use her own expression, to have taken a great fancy to her-" dear Helen, I hope yon are to be nt the ball at the races." 
" I J on't know," said Helen; "I believe my mother intends to be there." 
'' Et vous ? " said Mademoiselle Panache, "you, to be sure, I hope ;-your mamma could not be so cruel as to leave you at home ! une dmnoiselle jaite comme vous I " 
H elen had been quite indifferent about going to the ball, till these words •inspfred her with a violent desire to go there, or rather with a violent dread of the misfortune and disgrace oJ 

being left " at home." 
r,( 
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We ::;hall, for fear of being tiresome, omit a long conversation 
whid1 passe<l. about the dress and necessary preparations for this 
bnJJ. It is enough to say that Hel~n was struck with despair at 
the idea that her mother pre ba bly would not procme for her all 
the fine things which Lady Augt1sta. had, and which Mademoiselle 
assured her were absolutely necessary to her being "presentable." 
In particular, her ambition was excited by a splendid watch-chain 
of her ladyship's, which Lady Augusta assured her "there was 
no possibility ·of living without." 

Emma, however, reflecting that she had lived all her life 
without even wishing for a watch-chain, was inclined to doubt 
the accuracy of her ladyship's assertion. 

In the mean time poor Helen fell into a profound and some­
what painful reverie. She stood with the watch-chain in her 
l1and, ruminating upon the vast, infinite number of things she 
wanted, to complete her happiness-things of which she had 
never thought befoi·e. Indeed, during the short time she had 
been in the _company of Mademoiselle Panache, a new world 
seemed to have opeuqcl to her imagination-new wants, new 
wishes, new notion_s of right and wrong, and a· totally new idea 
of excellence aud happiness had taken possession of her mind. 

So much mischief may be done by a silly governess in a single 
quarter of an hour! But we are yet to see more of the genit1s of 
Mademoiselle P anache for education. It happened that, while 
the young ladies were busily talking together, she had got to the 
other en<l of the room, and was busily engaged at a looking-glass, 
receding and advancing by turns, to decide the exact distance 
at which rouge was liable to detection. K eeping her eye upon 
the mirror, she went backwards, and backwarder, till unluckily 
she chanced to set her foot upon Lady Augusta's favourite liUle 
dog, who instantly sent forth a piteous yell. 

" Oh, my dog !-Oh! my dug!" exclaimc.J Lady A ugusta., 
m nn iug to the dog, and taking it into her lap. " 0 , chere 
Fan/an /-where is it hurt, my r oor, dear, sweet, darling little 
creature ~" 

" Chere Pan.fan I" cried :Thfo<lemoiselle, kneeling down and 
kis~ing the offended paw, " parrlonnez, l?anfan I "- and they 
continued caressing and pitying Fa11fan , so as to give H elen a 
very exalted opinion of Lhc ir 13ensibility, and to make her wiser 
sister doubt of its sin~eri ty. 

Longer woulu :Banfan have been deplored with all the pathos 
of feminine fondncs::;, hacl. not Mademoiselle suddenly shrieke<l 
n..:J. slarled 1Jp. "\\ hat' Lhe matter 1 what's L.hc rnaLter ~ " cried 
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they all at once. The affrighted governess pointerl to her pupil's sash, exclaiming,-"Reganlez .' 1·er;a1·dez !" There was a moderate­sizell. spider upon the young lady's sash. "La viotlt I ali, la violu I" cried she, at an awful distance. 
"It is only a spidel', ;, said Emma. 
"A spider! " said Lady Augusta, and threw Fanfan from her lap as she rose; "where 1-where 1-on my sash!" "I'll shake it off~" said H elen. 
"Oh, shake it, shake it! "-and she shook it herself, till the spider fell to the ground, and seemed to be almost as rnueh frightened as Lady Augusta, and was making his way as fast as possible from the fi eld of battle. 
"Ot't.. est-il ?- oh est-il ?-Le vilain aninial I" cried Mademoi­selle, advancing ; " ah I que Je l' er,rase au nwins," said she, having her foot prepared. 
"Kill it !-0 Mademoiselle, don't kill it," said Emma, stooping down to save it; "I'll put it out of the window this instant." "Ah ! how can you touch it 1 " said Lady Augusta, with disgust, while l~mma carried it carefully in her h{tnd, and H elen, whose humanity was still proof against Mademoiselle Panache, ran to open the window. Just as they had got the poor spider out of the reach of. its enemies, a sudden gust of wind blew it back again; it fell once more upon the floor. 

" Oh, kill it !-kill it, anybody; for heaven's sake! do kill it!" Mademoiselle pressed forward, and crushed the animal to death. "Is it dead 1-quite dead 1" said her pupil, approaching timidlj'. " A vancez I" said her governess, laughing. " Que craignc::-vous done I Elle est morte, Je voits dis." • The young lady looked at the entrails of the spider, and was satisfi ed. 
So much for a ·lesson on humanity. 
It was some time before the effects of this scene were effaced from the minds of either of the sisters ; but at length a subject very interesting to Helen was started. Lady Augusta men­tioned the little ebony box which had been put into the coach, ancl Miss H elen's very obliging note. 

H owever, though she affected to be pleased, it was evident, by the haughty carelesness of her manner while she returned her thanks, that she was rather offended than obliged by tho present. 
Helen was surprised and mortified. The times, she perceived, were changed since the days of Aboulcascm. 
"I nm particularly distressed, 1

' saiLl Lady Augusta, who often 
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assumed the language of a woman, "I am particularly distressed, 
to rob you of your pretty prints, especially as my uncle has just 
sent me down a set of Bartolozzi's from town." 

"But I hope, Lady Augusta, you liked the little prints which 
arc cut out. I think you said you wished for some such things 
to put on a work-basket." 

"Oh, yes; I'm sure I'm exceedingly obliged to you for remem­
bering that; I had quite forgotten it; but I found some beauti­
ful vignettes the other clay in our French books, and I shall set 
about copying them for my basket directly. I'll show them to 
you, if you please," said she, going to the bookcase. "MaLlc­
moiselle, do be so good as to reach for me those little books in 
the morocco binding." 

1\fa<lemoiselle got upon a stool and touched several books, one 
after another, for she could not translate "morocco binding." 

" ·which did you mean ~-Dis-dis- dis, 0 1· dat?" said she. 
"No, no-none of those, Mademoiselle: not in that row. 

Look just above your hand in the second row from the top." 
"Oh, no; not in clat row, I hope." 
" Why not there~" 
"0, Miladi Augusta, vous s9avez bien-ce sont let les livtes, 

d~fendus-I dare not touch. one-Vous le s9avez bien, Miladi, 
votre che1'e mere--" 

" Miladi, votre chere mere I " repeated the young lady, mim­
icking her governess; "pooh, nonsense, give me the books." 

"Eh non-absolument non-Croyez-m,oi, Made1noiselle, de 
book is not good. Ce n' est pas cornrne il faut I it is not fit for 
young ladiAs-for nobody to read." 

" How do you know that so well, Mademoiselle i" 
"Nimporte/ said Mademoiselle, colouring : " N'inipo1'te­

Je le s9ais. But not to talk of dat / you know I cannot disobey 
· Miladi ,· de row of R omans she forbid to be touch, on no account, 

by nobody bid herself in the house. Y ou know dis, lvfaclemoiselle 
Augusta. So, en conscience," said she, descending from the stool-

" En conscience I" repeated Lady Augusta, with the impaticn t 
accent of one not used to be oppose 1, "I can't help admiring 
the tenderness of your conscience, Mademoiselle Panache. 
Now, would you believe it~" continued she, turning to Emma 
and Ellen, "now, would you believe it? Mad'emoiselle has hacl 
the second volume of that very book under her pillow this fort­
night; I caught her reading it one morning, and that was what 
made me so anxious to see it; or else ten to one I never should 
have thought of the book; so en conscience I Mademoiselle." 

2 
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Mademoiselle coloured furiously. 
"Mais vraiment, l'lfiladi Augusta, voits rne manquez en .face!'' 
The young lady made no reply, but sprang upon the stool, t () 

reach the books for herself; and the governess, deeming it 
prudent not to endanger her authority by an ineffectual struggle 
for victory, thought. proper to sound a timely retreat. 

"Allons, Mesdem,oiselLe::;," cried she, "I fanr✓y de tea wait by 
dis time- descendons ;" and she led the way. Emma instantly 
followed her. 

"Stay a moment for me, Helen, my dear." 
Helen hesitated. 
"Then you won't take down the books~" said she. 
"Nay, one moment; just let me show you the vignette." 
"No, no-pray don't; Mademoiselle said you must not." 
"Yes, she said I must not; _but you see she went away, that 

I might; and so I will," said Lady Augusta, jumping off the 
stool with the red books in her hand. "Now, look here." 

" 0, no; . I can't stay, indeed ! " said Helen, pulling away her 
hand. 

"La! what a child you are ! " said Lady Augusta, laughing; 
"its mamma sha'n't be angry with it, she sha'n't. La! what 
harm can there be in looking at a vignette 1" 

" "\:Vhy, to be sure there can be no harm in looking at a 

vignette," said H elen, submitting from the same species of false 
shame which had conquered her understanding before, about 
the pistachio-colour. 

'' "\:Vell, look ! " said Lady Augusta, opening the book, "isn't 
this exceedingly pretty 1" 

"Exceedingly pretty," said Helen, scarce seeing it; "now shall 
we go down 1" 

"No, stay : as you think that pretty, I can show you a much 
prettier." 

"vVelJ, only one theu." 
]3ut when she had seen that, Lady Augusta still said , "One 

other," and "one other," till she had gone through a volume 
and a half: Helen all the while alternately hesitating and yield­
ing out of pure weakness and niauvaise honte. 

The vignettes, in fact, were not extraordinarily beautiful; 
nor, if they had been, would she have taken the least pleasure 
in seeing them in such a surreptitious manner. She did not, 
however, sec all the difficulties into which this -first leviation 
from proper conduct would ]ea,d her. Alas! no one ever can. 

Just ,rhen they were wi Lhin tl1Tce leaves of the ml of the 

• 
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last volume, they heard voices upon tho stairs.-" There's my mother !-They're coming !-What shall we do 1" cried Lady Augusta ; and though there could be " no hann in looking at a p1·int," yet the colour now forsook her cheek, and she stood the picture of guilt and cowardice. There was not time to put the books in their places. What was to be done 1 

"Pnt them into our pockets," said Lady Augusta. 
"0, no, no !-I won't-I can't-what meanness!" 
"But you must. I can't get them both into mine," said Lady Augusta, in great distress. " Dear, dear H elen, for my sake ! " 
Helen trembled, and let Lady Augusta put the book into her pocket. 
"Uy dear," said Lady S--· , opening the door, just as this operation was effected, " we are come to see your room : will you let us in ~ " 
"0 ! certainly, madame," said Lady Augusta, commanding a smile; but Helen's face was covered with so deep a crimson, and she betrayed such evident symptoms of emLarrassment, that 11er mother, who came up with the rest of the company, could not help taking notice of it. 
"Ar'n't you well, Helen, my dear 1" said her mother. Helen attempted to answer. 
"Perhaps," said Lady Augusta, "it was the grapes after dinner which disagreed with you." 
Helen refused the look of assent which was expected: and at this moment she felt the greatest contempt for La<ly Augusta, and terror to see herself led on step by step in <leceit. 
" My love, indeed you don't look well," said Lacly S--, in 'a tone of pity. 
"It must be de grapes," said Mademoiselle. 
" Jo, indeed," said Helen, who felt inexpressible shame antl anguish, "no, indeed, it is not the grap~s ;" turning away an<l looking up to her mother with tears in her eyes. 
She was upon the point of producing the book before all the company; hut Lady Augusta pressed her arm, and she forbore, for she thought it would be dishonourable to betray her. 
1\Ir. Temple did not <.;hoose to question her danghter furth,er at this time, and relieved her from confusion Ly turning to something else. 
As they went downstairs to tea,. Lady Augustn., with farn iliar fondness, took Helen's hand. 
"You no l not fear," said 1I ,lc11, with<lra.wing her hand coltlly ; "I hall not l ctrny you, \u~usla." 
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"You'll promise me that 1" 
"Yes," said Helen, with a feeling of contempt. 
After tea, Lady Augusta was requested to sit down to the 

pianoforte, and favour the company with an Italian song. She 
sat down, and played and sung with the greatest ease and gaiety 
imaginable ! while Helen, incapable of feeling, still more incapa• 
ble of affecting gaiety, stood beside the harpsichord, her eyes 
bowed down with "penetrative shame." 

" Why do you look so woe-begone 1" said Lady Augusta, as 
she stooped for a music-book; "why don't you look as I do 1" 

" I can't," said Helen. 
Her ladyship did not feel the force of this answer; for her 

own self-approbation could, it seems, be recovered at a very 
cheap rate; half a dozen strangers listening with unmeaning 
smiles and encomiums to her execution of one of Clementi's 
lessons, were sufficient to satisfy her ambition. Nor is this 
surprising, when all her education had tended to teach her 
that what arc called accomplishments are superior to every­
thing else. Her drawings were next to be produced, and 
admired. The table was presently covered with fruit, flov.rers, 
landscapes, men's, women's, and children's heads; while 
Mademoiselle was suffered to stand holding a large portfolio, till 
she was ready to faint; nor was she, perhaps, the only person in 
company who was secretly tired of the exhibition. 

These eternal exhibitions of accomplishments have, of late, 
become private nuisances. Let youug women cultivate their 
tastes or their understandings in any manner that can afford 
them agreeable occupation, or, in one word, that can make them 
happy; if they are wise, they will early make it their object to 
be permanently happy, and not merely to be admired for a few 
hours of their existence. 

All this time poor Helen coulJ think of nothing but the book 
which she had been persuaded to secrete. It grew late in the 
evening, and Helen grew more and more uneasy at not having 
ally opportunity of returning it. Lady Augusta was so busy 
talking and receiving compliments, that it was impossible to 
catch her eye. 

At length Mrs. Temple's carriage was ordered ; and now all 
the company were seated in form, and Helen saw, with the 
greatest distress, that she was further than ever from her 
purpose. She once had a rni1i.d to call her mother aside, and 
consult her; but that she could not do on account of her promise. 

The carriace came to the door; nnJ while Helen put on her 
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cloak, Mademoiselle assisted her, so that she could not speak to 
Lady Augusta. At last, when she was taking leave of her, she 
said, "Will you let me give you the book 1" and half drew it 
from her pocket. 

"0, goodness ! not now: I can't take it now." 
"What shall I do with it 1" 
" Why, take it home, an•d send it back directed to me-re­

member-by the first opportunity-when you have done with it." 
"Done with it !-I have done with it. Indeecl, Lady Augusta, 

you must let me give it you now." 
"Come, Helen, we are waiting for you, my dear," said Mrs. 

Temple; and Helen was hurried into the carriage with the book 
still in her pocket. Thus was _she brought from one difficulty 
into another. 

Now she had promised her mother never to borrow any book 
without her knowledge; and certainly she had not the slightest 
intention to forfeit her word, when she first was persuaded to 
look at the vignettes. "Oh," said she to herself, "where will 
all this end 1 What shall I <lo now 1 Why was I so weak as 
to stay to look at the prints 1 And why did I fancy I should 
like Lady Augusta before I knew anything of her 1 Oh, how 
much I w-ish I had never seen her ! " 

Occupied by these thoughts all the way they were going home, 
Helen, we may imagine, did not appear as cheerful, or as much 
at case, as usual. Her mother and her sister were conversing 
very agreeably; but if she had been asked, when the carriage 
stopped, she could not have told a single syllable of what they 
hnd been saying. 

Mrs. Temple perceived that something hung heavy upon her 
daughter's mind; but trusting to her long habits of candour and 
integrity, she was determined to leave her entirely at liberty; 
she therefore wished her a good night, without inquiring into 
the cause of her melancholy. 

Helen scarcely knew what it was to lie awake at night; she 
generally slept soundly from the moment she went to bed till 
the morning, and then wakened as gay as a lark ; but now it 
was quite otherwise; she lay awake, uneasy and restless ; her 
pillow was wet with her tears; she turned from side to side, but 
in vain ; it was the longest night she had remembered; she 
wished a thousand times for morning; but when the morning 
came, she got up with a very heavy heart; all her usual occupa­
tions had lost their charms; and what she felt the most painful 
wns her inoihci·'s kind, open, -qnsqspicious wanuc:r. She had 
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never, at least she had never for many years, broken her word ; 
she had long felt the pleasure of integrity, and knew ho,~ to 
estimate its loss. 

"And for what," said Helen to herself, "have I forfeited this 
pleasure 1-for nothing." 

But, besides this, she was totally at a loss to know what step 
she was next to take j nor could she consult the friends she had 
always been accustomed to apply to for advice. Two ideas of 
honour, t_wo incompatible ideas, were struggling in her mind. 
She thought that she should not betray her companion, and she 
]mow she ought not to deceive her mother. She was fully 
resolved never to open the book which she had in her pocket, 
but yet she was to keep it she knew not how long. Lady 
Augusta had desired her to send it home: but she did not see 
how this was to be accomplished, without having recourse to 
the secret assistance of servants, a species of meanness to which 
she had never stooped. She thought she .saw herself involved 
in inextricable difficulties. She knew not what to do; she laid 
her head clown upon her arms and wept bitterly. 

Her mother just then came into the room. 
"Helen, my dear," said she, without taki11g any notice of her 

tears, "here's a fan which one of tho servants just brought out 
of the carriage; I find it was left there by accident all night. 
Tho man tells me, that Mademoiselle Panache put it into tho 
front pocket, and said it was a present from Lady Augusta to 
Miss Helen." It was a splendid French fan. 

"Oh," said Helen, "I can't take it! I can't take any present 
from Lady Augusta. I wish--" 

"You wish, perhaps," said Mrs. Temple, smiling, "that you 
hacl not begun the traffic of presents; but since you have, it 
woYld not be handsome, it would not be proper, to refuse the fan." 
. "But I must--I will refuse it!" said Helen. "Oh, mother, 

you don't know how unhappy I am! "-She paused. "Didn't 
you see that something was the matter, madam, when you came 
up yesterday into Lady Augusta's room 1" 

"Yes," said her mother, "I did; but I did not choose to 
inquire tho cause; I thought if you had wished I should know 
it, that you would have told it to me. You are now old enough, ' 
Holen, to be treatccl with confidence." 

"No," said Helen, bursting into tears, "I am not-indeed I 
nm 11ot- I have-- But, oh, mother! the worst of it all is, 
that I don't know whether I shoukl tell you anything about it 
or 110-I ought not to betray anybody, ought I~" 
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"Certainly not; and as to me, the desire you now show to be 
sincere is enough ; you are perfectly at libel'ty ; if I can assist 
to advise you, my dear, I will; but I do not want to force anJ 
secret from you: do what you think right ancl honourable." 

"But I have done what is very dishonournule," said Helen 
" At least I may tell you all that concerns myself. I am afraid 
you will think I have broken my p:romise," said she, drawing 
the book from her pocket. "I hav·e brought home this book." 
She paused, and seemed to wait .for her mother's reproaches: but 
her mother was silent; she did not look angry, but surprised and 
sorry. 

" ls this all you wished to say 1" 
"All that I can say," replied Helen. "Perhaps, if you heard 

the whole story, you might think me less to blame; but I can­
not tell it to you. I hope you will not ask me any more." 

":No," said her mother; "that I assure you I will not." 
"And now, mother, will you-and you'll set my heart at case 

again-will you tell me what I shall do with the book 1 " 
"That I cannot possibly do. I cannot advise when I don't 

know the circumstances; I pity you, Helen, but I cannot help 
you; you must judge for your:;;elf." 

Helen, after some deliberation, resolved to write a note to 
Lady Augusta, and to ask her mother to send it. 

Iler mother sent it without looking at the direction. 
"0, mother! how good yo_u are to me," said Helen. "And 

now, madam, what shall be my punishmeut ~" 
"It will be a very severe punishment, I'm afraid; but it is 

not in my power to help it : my confidence in you does not 
_ depcnJ. upon myself; it must always depend upon you." 

"Oh ! have I lost your confidence~" 
" :rot lo t, but. lessoned it," said her mother. "I cannot pos­

sibly feel the same confillence in you now, that I did yesterday 
morning; I cannot fool the same dependence upon a person who 
has deceived me, as upon one who never had; could you~" 

"No, certainly," said Helen, with a deep sigh. 
" Oh ! " saiJ. she to herself, "if Lady Augusta knew the pain 

she has cost me !-But I'm sure, however, she'll tell her mothei­
n.11 the aflair when she reads ruy notp/' 

H elen's note contained mucl1 ~loquence and more simplicity; 
uut as to ihe effect upon Lady Augusta, she calculated ill. :No 
answer was returned but a few ostensible lines :-" Lady 
Augusta's compliments, and she was happy to hear Miss Helen T. 
was bctter1 (\:t:,"--· .• \m1, slranie to tell! whcu ihcl µ:iet ~bout 
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three weeks after at a ball in town, Lady Augusta did not think 
proper to take any notice of Helen or Emma. She looked as if 
she had never seen them before, and by a haughty stare, for 
girls can stare now almost as well as women, cancelled all her 
former friendship for her "dear Helen." It is .to be observed, 
that she was now in company with two or three young ladies of 
higher rank, whom she thought more fashionable, and conse­quently more amiable. 

Mrs. Temple was by no means sorry to find this intimacy between Lady Augusta and her daughter dissolved. 
"I am sure the next time," said Helen, "I'll take care not to like a stranger merely for having a blue sash." 
"But, indeed," said Emma, "I d'J think Mademoiselle 

Panache, from all I saw of her, is to blame for many of Lady Augusta's defects." 
"For all of them, I'll answer for it," said Helen; "I would not have a French governess for the world; Lady S-- might well say they were a bad set of people." 
"That was too . general an e~pression, Helen,"· said Mrs. Temple; "and it is neither wise nor just to judge of any set of 

people by an individual, whether that individual be good or bad. 
-All :French governesses are not like Mademoiselle Panache." 

H elen corrected her expression, and said, "Well, I mean I 
would not for the world have such a governess as Mademoiselle Panache." 

PART II. 

THE tendency of any particubr mode of education is not 
always perceived before it is too late to change the habits or tho 
character of the pupil: to superficial observers, children of 
nearly the sarµe age often seem much alike in manners and dis­
position, who, in a few years aftenvard, appear in every respect strikingly different. ,v-e have given our readers some idea of 
the manner in which Mrs. Temple educated her daughters, and 
some notion of the mode in which Lady Augusta was managed 
by Mademoiselle Panache : the difference between tho characters 
of H elen and Lady Augusta, though visible, even at the early 
age of twelve or thirteen, to an intellige:q.t mother, was scarcely 
noticed by conimon aoquaint11nce, ,vho oontentcd themsclvo,i 
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with the usual phrases, as equally applicable to both the young 
ladies : "Upon my word, Ludy Augusta and Miss Helen 
Temple are both of them very fine girls, and very highly accom• 
plished, and vastly well educated, as I understand. I really can• 
not tell which to prefer. Lady Augusta, to be sure, is rather 
the taller of the two, and her manners are certainly more 
womanly and fashioned than Miss Helen's ; but then, Miss 
Helen Temple has something of simplicity about her that somo 
people think very engaging. For my part, I don't pretend to 
judge-girls alter so; there's no telling, at twelve years old, 
what they may turn out at sixteen." 

From hrnlve to sixteen, Lady Augusta continued under tho 
direction of Mademoiselle Panache; whilst her mother, content 
with her daughter's progress in external accomplishments, paid 
no attention to the cultivation of her temper or her understand• 
_ing. Lady S-- lived much in what is called the world; was 
fond of compn.ny, and fonder of cards; sentimentally anxious to 
be thought a good mother, but indolently willing to leave her 
daughter wholly to the care of a French governess, whose 
character she had never taken the trouble .to investigate. Not 
that Lady S-- could be ignorant that, however well qualified 
to teach the true French pronuncia.tion, she could not be a 
perfectly eligible companion for her daughter, as she grew up; 
her ladyship intended to part with the governess when Lady 
'Angusta was fifteen ; but from day to day, and from year to 
year, this was put off: sometimes Lady S-- thought it a pity to dismiss Mademoiselle because-" she was the best· creature in 
the world ; " sometimes she rested content with the idea that six 
months more or less could not signify ; till at length family 
reasons obliged her to postpone Mademoiselle's dismissal; part 
of the money intended for the payment of the governess's 
salary had been unfortunately lost by the mother at the card• 
table. Lady Augusta consequently continued under the auspices 
of Mademoiselle Panache till her ladyship was eighteen, and her 
education was supposed to be entirely completed. 

In the mean time Mademoiselle Panache endeavoured, by all 
the vulgar arts of flattery, to ingratiate herself with hbr pupil, in 
hopes that from a governess she might become a conipanion. 
The summer months seemed unusually long to the impatient 
young lady, whose imagination daily anticipated the glories of 
her next winter's campaign. Towards the end of July, however, 
a reinforcement of visitors came to her mother's, and the present 
began to engage some aUention as well as the futui·e, Amongst 
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these Yisitors was LorLl George--, a young nobleman, near 
twenty-one, who was heir to a very considerable fortune. ,,re 
me11Lion his fortune first, because it was his first merit, even in 
his own opinion. Cold, silent, selfish, supercilious, and silly, 
there appeared nothing in him to engage the affections or to strike 
the fancy of a fair lady; but Lally Augusta's fancy was not fixed 
upon his lordship's character or manners, and much that might 
have disgusted, consequently escaped her observation. Her 
mother had not considered the matter very attentively, but she 
thought that this young nobleman might be no bad match for 
her Augusta, and she trusted that her daughter's charms would 

· make their due impression on his heart. Some weeks passed 
away in fashionable negligence of the laJ.y on his part, and alter­
J1[tte pique anJ. coquetry on hers; whilst, during these operations, 
her confalante and governess was too much occupied with her 
o,rn mn.nceu vres to attend to those of her pupil. Lord George 
] i[l,cl with him upon this visit a Mr. Dashwood, who·was engaged 
to accompany him upon his travels, and who had. bad th e honour 
of being his lordship's tutor. At the name of a tutor, let no one 
picture to himself a gloomy pedant; or yet a rnn.n whose know­
ledge, virtue and benevolence would command the respect, or 
win the affections of youth. Mr. Dashwood could not be mis­

.taken for a pe,Llant, unless a coxcomb be a sort of pe<.lant. Dash-
wood pretended neither to win affection, 11or to command respect; 
but he was, as his pupil emphatically swore, "the best fellow in 
th e world." Upon this best follow in the world Mademoiselle 
Panache fixed her sagacious hopes: she began to think that it 
would be infinitely better to be the wife of the gallant Mr. Dash­
wonrl, than the humble companion or the slighted governess of 
the capricious Lady Augusta. Having thus far opened the views 
and characters of these various personages, we shall now give 
om readers an opportunity of judging of them by their words and 
actions. 

"You go with us, my lord, to the archery meeting this even­
ing ?" said Lady S--, as she rose from breakfast. His lordship 
gave a negligent assent. "Ah!" exclaimed Mademoiselle Pan­
ache, turning eagerly to Dash wood, "have you seen de uniforme 7 
- O'est channant; anJ. I have no small hand in it." 

Daslnrnod paid the expected compliment to her taste. "Ah ! 
non," said she, "you are too good, too flattering; but you must 
tell me your judgment without flattery 1 Vous etes homm,e de 
goiU, though an Englishman: you see, I have got no p1·e;juges." 
J)asliwoocl bowed. "Allons I" sq.ill she1 starting up with vast 
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gaiety, "we have got no time to lose. I have the rubans to put 
to de bow: I must go and attend my Diane." 

"Attend her Diane," repeated Dashwood, the moment the 
door was shut, and he was left alone with Lord George. 
- " Attend her Diane ! a very proper attendant." Lord George 

_was wholly indifferent to propriety or impropriety upon this, as 
upon all other subjects. "·what are we to do with ourselves, I 
wonder, this morning?" said he, with his customary yawn; and 
_he walked towards tho window. The labour of findi11g employ­
ment for his lordship always devolved upon his companion. "I 
thought, my lord," said Dash wood, "you talked yesterday of 
going upon the water; the river is very smooth, and I hope we 
shall have a fine day." 

"I hope so, too ; but over the hill yonder it looks confounded 
black, eh? vY ell, at any rate, we may go down and make some 
of them get ready to go with us. I'll take my black Tom-he's 
a handy follow." 

"But if you take black Tom," said Dashwood, laughing, "we 
must not expect to have the ladies of our party: for you know 
Mademoiselle has an unconquerable antipaty, as she calls it, to 
a ncgro." 

Lord George declared that for this very reason he would order 
black Tom down to the water-side, and that he should enjoy her 
a:ITcctation, or her terror,, whichever it was, of all thillgs. "I 
suppose/ said he, "she'll scream as loud as Latly Augusta 
screamed at a frog the other day." 

" 1'11 lay you a wager I spoil your sport, my lord. I'll lay 
yon a guinea I get :Mademoiselle into the boat without a single 
s..cream," said Dashwood. 

"Done ! " said Lord George. " Two to one sho screams." 
"Done !" said Dash wood; and he hoped that by proposing 

this bot ho had provided his pupil with an object for the whole 
morning. But Lord George was not so casi]y roused immediately 
aft r l>reakfast. "It looks terribly like rain," sn.id he, goinc, 
back irresolutely, between the door and the window. "Do yo~ 
think it will min, ch?" 

" o, no ; I 'm sure it will not min." 
"I wouldn't lay two to one of that, however; look at this 

great cloud that's corning." 
"Oh ! it will blow over." 
"I don't know that," said Lorcl George, f-haking his head wit4 

great solemnity. ""\Vl1ich way is the wind 1 "-opcning the 
wip.c1ow-" "\\ cll1 I believe it may hold up, chi,, 
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"Certainly; I think so." 
"Then I'll call black Tom, eh ?-though I think one grows 

.tired of going upon the water," muttered his lordship, as he left 
the room. " Couldn't one find something better 1 " 

"Nothing better," thought Dash wood, "but to hang your­
self, my lord, which I'll be bound you'll do before you are forty, 
for want of something better. But that's not my affair." 

"Where's Mademoiselle 1" cried Lady Augusta, entering 
hastily, with a bow and auow in her hand; "I've lost my 
quiver: where's Mademoiselle 1" 

"Upon my word I don't know," said Dashwood, assuming an 
air of interest. 

"You don't know, Mr. Dash wood ! " said Lady Augusta, sar­
castically; "that's rather extraordinary. I make it a rule, when­
ever I want Mademoiselle, to ask where you are, and I never found myself disappointed before." 

"I am sorry, madam, you should ever be disappointed," said 
Dash wood, laughing. "Is this your laclyship's own taste 1" 
added he, taking the painted bow out of her hand. "It's · uncommonly pretty." 

"Pretty or not, Lord George did not think it worth while to 
look at it last night. His lordship will go through the world 
mighty easily-don't you think so, Mr. Dashwood1" Dashwood 
attempted an apology for his pupil, but in such a sort, as if he 
did not mean it to be accepted, and then returning the bow to 
her ladyship's hand, paused, sighed, and observed, that upon the 
whole, it was happy for his lordship that he possessed so much 
nonchalance. "Persons of a different cast," continued he, "can­
not, as your lady::;hip justly observes, expect to pass through life 
so easily." This speech was pronounced in a tone so different 
from Dashwood's usual careless gaiety, that Lady Augusta could 
not help being struck with it; and, by her vanity, it was inter­
preted precisely as the gentleman wished. Rank and fortune 
were her serious objects; but she had no objection to amusing 
herself with romance. The idea of seeing the gay, witty Mr. 
Dashwooc;l metamorphosed by the power of her charms into a 
despairing, sighing swain, played upon her imagination, and she 
heard his first sigh with a look which plainly showed how well 
she understood its meaning. 

"Vlhy now, was there ever anything so provoking!" cried 
Lord George, swinging himself into the room. 

"What's the matter, my lord 1" said Dash wood. 
1' Why, don't you see, it's raining as liarLl as it can rain ! '' 
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tepHecl his lordship, with the true pathos of a man whose 
happiness is dependent upon the weather. His scheme of going 
upon the water being now impracticable, he lounged about the 
room all the rest of the morning, supporting that miserable kind 
of existence which idle lords, as well as gentlemen, are doomed 
to support, they know not how, upon a rainy day. Neither Lady 
Augusta nor her mother, in calculating the advantages and dis­
advantages of an alliance with his lordship, ever once considerr. <l. 
his habits of listless idleness as any objection in a companion 
for life. 

After dinner the day cleared up-the ladies were dressed in 
their archery uniforms-the carriages came to the door, and Lor<l. 
George was happy in the prospect of driving his new phaeton. 
Dash wood handed the ladies to their coach; for his lordship 
was too much engaged in confabulation with his groom on the 
merits of his off leader to pay attention to anything else upon 
earth. 

His phaeton was presently out of sight, for he gloried in driving 
as fast as possible ; and to reward his exertions, he had the 
satisfaction of hearing two strangers, as he passed them say­
" Ha ! upon my word, those horses go well ! " A postillion at a 
turnpike-gate, moreover, exclaimed to a farmer who stood with 
l1i s mouth wide open-" There goes Lord George ! he cuts as 
fine a figure on the road as e'er a man in England." Such was 
the style of praise of which this young nobleman was silly enough 
to be vain. 

"I've been in these three quarters of an hour!" cried he, 
exulting, when Lady S-- got out of her coach. 

"There has been no shooting yet, though, I hoper' said Lady 
Augusta. 

"No, no, ma'am," replied Dashwoocl; "but the ladies are a11 
upon the green-a crowd of fair competitors ; but I'd bet a thou­
sand pounds upon your ladyship's arrows. Make way there­
make way," cried the man of gallantry, in an imperious tone, to 
some poor people who crowded round the carriage ; and talking 
and laughing loud, he pushed forward, making as much bustle 
in seating the ladies as they could have wished. Being seated, 
they began to bow and nod to their acquaintance. "There's 
Mrs. Temple and her daughters," said Lady S--. 

" W here, ma'am 1" said Lady Augusta, "I'm sure I did not 
expect to meet them here. "\¥here arc they 1" 

"Just opposite to us. Pray, Mr. Dashwoocl, who is that 
gentleman in brown who is talking to l\1iss H elen Temple 1" 
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"Upon my word I don't know, madam. He bowed just 110w to Lord George." 
"Did he 1" said Lady Augusta. "I wonder who he is." 
Lord George soon satisfied her curiosity, for coming up to them, 

he said, negligently-" Dash wood, there's young Mountague yondc~" · 
"Ha ! is that young Mountague? Well, is his father dead? ·what has he done with that old quiz 1" 
"Ask him yourself," said Lord George, sullenly, "I asked him just now, and he looked as black as November." 
"He is so fond of his father; it's quite a bore," said Dash- -wood. "I think he'll be a quiz himself in due time." 
"No," said Lord George, "he knows better than that too, in some things. He has a monstrous :fine horse with him here; and that'B a good pretty girl that he's going to marry." 
"Is he going to be married to Miss Helen Temple 1" said 

Lady S--. "Who is he, prny1 I hope a suitable match 1" 
"That I can't tell, for I don't know what she has," replied Lord George-" Bnt l\fountague can afford to do as he pleases --:-very good family-fine fortune 1" 
"Yes; old quiz has made an excellent nurse to his estate," observed Dashwood; "he owes him some gratitude for that." 
"Is not he very young, to settle in the world 1" said Lady 8--. 
"Young; yes-only a year older than I am," sail Lrml George; "but I knew he'd never be quiet till he got himself noosed." 
"I suppose he'll be at the ball, to-night," said Lady Augusta, 

'' and then we shall see something of him, perhaps. It's an age f'ince we've seen the Misses Temple anywhere. I wonder whether 
there's anything more than report, my lord, in this conquest of Miss Helen Temple's 1 Had you the thing from good authority 1" 

"Authority! " said Lord George; "I don't recollect my authority, faith :-somebody said so to me, I think. It's nothing 
to me at any rate." Lady Augusta's curiosity, however, was not quite so easily satisfied as his lordship's; she ·was re olved to study' Mr. Mountagne thoroughly at the ball; and her habitual disposition to coquetry, joined to a dislike of poor 
Helen, which originated whilst they were children, made her form a strong desire to rival Helen in the admiration of this 
young gentleman of-" very good family, arnl fine fortune." Her ladyship was just falling into a reverie upon Lhis suLject, when she was summon 1.l Lo j oin Lhe arehercsses. 
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The prize was a silver arrow. The ladies were impatient to 
begin-the green was cleared. Some of the spectators took 
their seats on benches under the trees, whilst a party of gentle• 

. men stood by to supply the ladies with arrows. Three ladies 
shot, but widely from the mark ; a fourth tried her skill, but 
no applause ensued; the fifth came forward, a striking figure, 
elegantly dressed, ,vho, after a prelude of very becoming diffi­
dence drew her bow, and took aim in the most graceful attitude 
imaginable. 

" Who is that.,.beautiful creature 1" exclaimed Mr. Monntague, 
with enthusiasm; and, as the auow flew from the bow, he 
started up, wishing it success. "The nearest by six inches that 
has been shot yet," cried Dash wood. "Here, sir! here!" said 
he to Mr. Mounta.gue, who went up to examine the target. 
"This is Lady Augusta S--'s arrow, within the second 
circle, almost put out the bull's eye !" The clamour of applause 
at length subsiding, several other arrows were shot; but none 
came near to Lady Augusta's, and the prize was unanimously 
acknowledged to be hers. 

The silver arrow w_as placed on high over the mark: and 
several gentlemen tried to reach it in vain. Mr. 1\fountague 
sprang from the ground with great activity, brought down the 
arrow, and presented it, with an air of gallantl·y, to the fair 
victor. · 

"My dear Helen," ~aid Emma to her sister, in a low voice, 
" you are riot ,vell 1" 

"I 1" replied Helen, turning quickly; "why, can you think 
me so mean as to-- 1 " 

·" Hush, hush ! you don't consider how loud you arc speak-
-. ing." 

"Am I 1 :, said H elen, alarmed, and lowering her tone : "but 
then, why did you say I was not well 1" 

"Because you looked so pale." 
"Pal e 1 I'm sure I don't look pal ," sn,id H elen,-" do I 1" 
"N ot now, indeed," said Emma, smiling. 
""\Vas not it an excellent shot 1" said Mr. 1\Iountagnr., re­

turning to them; "but you are not near enough to sec it ; do 
come and look at it." Mis. Temple rose and followed L.im. 
"I can't say," continued he, "that I particularly admire lady 
archeresses ; but this really is a surprising shot." "It really is 
a surprising shot," said H elen, looking at it quite at ease. Dut 
a moment afterw:1rd she observed that Mr. fonntagnc's eye~ 
were not intent upon the su1prising hot , but were eagerly 
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turnecl to another side of the green, where, illuminated by the 
rays of U .. e setting sun, stood a beautiful figure, playing with a 
silver arrow, totally unconscious, as he imagined, either of her 
own charms or his admiration. "Aro you acquainted with 
Lady Augusta?" said Mr. Mountague. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Temple. "Are you 1" 
"Not yet j but I am very well acquainted with her mother. I 

have met her often in town-a silly card-pla,Ying woman. I hope 
her daughter is as little like her in mind as in her person." 
Hero Mr. ::\fountague paused, for they had walked up quite 
close to the seemingly unconscious beauty. "Oh, Mrs. Temple!" 
said she, starting, and then recovering herself, with an innocent 
smile-" is it you 1 I beg ten thousand pardons;" and, offering 
a hand to Helen and Emma, seemed delighted to see them. 
Helen involuntarily drew back her hand with as much coldness 
as she could, without being absolutely rude. 

It was now late in the evening, and as the ball was to begin 
at ten, the ladies called for their carriages, that they might drive 
to their lodgings in an adjacent town, to change their dress. In 
the crowd, Helen happened to be pretty close behind Lady S--, 
so close, that she could not avoid hearing her conversation. 

" Dear ma'am," an elderly lady in black was saying to her, "I 
can assure you your ladyship has been misinformed ; I assure 
you it is no such thing. He's a relation of the family's : he has 
paid a long visit in this country, but then it is a parting visit to 
his nncle : he sets out immediately for Italy, I'm told. I assure 
you, your ladyship has been misinformed : he and his uncle arc 
often at Mrs. Temple's, but, depend upon it, he has -no tho11ghts 
of Miss Helen." 

These words struck Helen to the heart; she walked on, lean• 
ing upon her sister's arm, who fortunately happened to know 
where she was going. Emma helped her sister to recollect that 
it was necessary to get into the carriage when the step was let 
down. The carriage presently stopped with them at the inn, 
and they were shown to th eir rooms. H elen isat down the 
moment she got upstairs, without thinking of dressing ; and her 
mother's hair was half finished when she turned round and said 
-" Why, H elen, my dear, you certainly will not be ready." 

"Sha'n't I, nrn'am?" said Helen, starting up. "Is there any 
occasion that we should dress any more?" 

"Nay, my dear," said Mrs. Temple, laughing, "look in the 
glass at your hair, it has been blown all over your face by the 
wind." 
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tl 1t is a great deal of useless trouble," said Helen, as she began 
the duties of the toilet. 

"vVhy, Helen, this is a sudden fit of laziness," said her 
mother. 

"No, indeed, mamma, I'm not lazy; but I really don't think 
it signifies. Nobody will take notice how I am dre_ssed, I dare 
say." 

"A sudden fit of humility, then," said Mrs. Temple, still 
laughing. • 

"No, ma'am ; but you have often told us how little it signi­
fies. When the ball is over, everything about it is forgotten in 
a few hours." 

"Oh, a sB.dden fit of philosophy, Helen 1" 
"No, indeed, mother," said Helen, sighing, "I'm sure I don't 

pretend to any philosophy." 
" V-l ell then, a sudden fit of caprice, Helen 1 " 
"No, indeed, ma'am." 
"No, indeed, ma'am," said Mrs. Temple, still rallying her. 

" Why, Helen, my dear, you have ansvrnred, ' No, indeecl, 
ma'am,' to everything I've said this half-hour." _ 

"No, indeed, mother," said Helen; "but I assure you, ma'am," 
continued she, in a hurried manner, "if you would only give me 
foave to explain--" 

"My dear child," said Mrs. Temple, "this is no time for 
€xplanations ; make haste and dress yourself, and follow me 
down to tea." Mr. Mountague was engaged to drink tea with 
Mrs. Temple. · 

How many reflections sometimes pass rapidly in the mind in 
the course of a few minutes ! 

"I 'am weak, ridiculous, and unjust," said Helen to herself. 
"Because Lady Augusta won a silver arrow, am I vexed 1 ,Vhy 
should I be displeased with Mr. Mountague's admiring her 1 I 
will appear no more like a fool ; and heaven forbid I should ever 
become envious." 

As this last thought took possession of her mind, she :finished 
dressing herself, and went with Emma down to tea, The well 
,, rought up dignity with which Helen entered the parlour~ was 
however thrown away upon this occasion; for opposite to her 
mother at the tea-table, there appeared, instead of Mr. Moun­
tague, only an empty chair, and an empty tea-cup and saucer, 
with a spoon in it. He was gone to the ball, and when 
Mra. Temple and her daughters arrived there, they found him at 
the bottom of a country dance, talking in high spirits to his 

3 
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partner, Lady Augusta --, who, in the course of the evening, 
cast many looks of triumph upon Helen. But Helen kept to 
her resolution of commanding her own mind, and maintained an 
easy serenity of manner, which the consciousness of superior 
temper never fails to bestow. Towards the end of the night she 
danced one dance with Mr. Mountague, and, as he was leading 
her to her place, Augusta and two or three of her companions 
came up, all seemingly stifling a laugh. "What is the matter 1" 
said Helen. "Vlhy, my dear creature," said Lady Augusta, who 
still apparently laboured under a violent inclination to laugh, and 
whispering to Helen, but so loud that she could distinctly be 
overheard, "you must certainly be in love." 

"Madam ! " said Helen, colouring and much distressed. 
"Yes, you certainly must," pursued Lady Augusta, rudely; 

for ladies of quality can be as rude, sometimes ruder, than other 
people. "Must not she, Lady Di 1" appealing to one of her 
companions, and laughing affectedly; "must not she be either 
in love or out of her sen~es 1 Pray, Miss Temple, put out your 
foot." Helen put out her foot. 

,: Ay, that's the black one; well, the other." Now the other 
was white. The ill-bred raillery rncommenced; Helen, though 
somewhat abashed, smiled with great good humour, and walked 
on towards her seat. "What is the matter, my dead" said her 
mother. 

"Nothing, madam," answered Mr. Mountague, "but that Miss 
Helen Temple's shoes are odd, and her temper even." These 
few words, which might pass in a ball-room, were accompanied 
with a look of approbation which made ample amends for the 
pain she had felt. He then sat down by Mrs. Temple, and, 
without immediately adverting to anyone, spoke with indigna­
tion of coquetry, and lamented that so many beautiful girls 
should be spoiled by affectation. 

"If they be spoiled, should they bear all the blame 1 :, said 
Mrs. Temple. "If young women were not deceived into a 
belief that affectation pleases, they would scarcely trouble them­
selves to practise it so much." 

"Deceived! " said Mr. Mountague; "but is any body deceived 
by a person's _saying, 'I have the honour to be, madam, your 
obedient humble servant 1' Besides, as to pleasing, what do we 
mean 1-pleasing for a moment, for a day, or for life 1" 

"Pleasing for a moment," said Hckn, smiling, "is of some 
consequence : for if we take care of the moments, the years '.vill 
take care of themselves, you know." 
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"Pleasing for one moment though," said Mr. Mountague, "is 

very different, as you must perceive, from pleasing every moment." 
Here the country dance suddenly stopped, and three or four 

couples were thrown into confusion. The gentlemen were stoop­
ing down, as if looking for something on the floor. "Oh, I beg, 
I insist upon it-you·can't think how much you distress me!". 
cried a voice, which sounded like Lady Augusta's. Mr. Mountague 
immediately went to see what was the matter. "It is only my 
bracelet," said she, turning to him. "Don't, pray don't trouble 
yourself," cried she, as he stooped to assist in collecting tho 
scattered pearls, which she received with grace in the whitest 
hand imaginable. "Nay, now I must insist upon it," said she 
to Mr. Mountague, as he stooped again; "you shall not plague 
yourself any longer." And in her anxiety, to prevent him from 
plaguing himself any longer, she laid upon his arm the white 
hand which he had an instant before so much admired. Whether 
all t.1:r. Mountague's sober contempt of coquetry was at this 
moment the prevalent feeling in his mind, we. cannot presume 

· to determine ; we must only remark, that the remainder of the 
evening was devoted to Lady Augusta: he sat beside her at 
supper, and paid her a thousand compliments, which Helen in 
vain endeavoured to persuade herself meant nothing more than 
-" I am, madam, your obedient humble servant." 

"It is half -afti;r two," said Mrs. Temple, when she rose to go. 
"Half after two," said Mr. Mountague, as he handed Mrs. Temple 
to her carriage. "Bless me ! can it be so late~" 

All the way home Emma and Mrs. Temple :were obliged to 
support the conversation; for H elen was so extremely entertained 
with watching the clouds passing over the moon that nothing 
else could engage her ~ttention. 

The gossiping old lady's information respecting Mr. Mountague, 
was as accurate as the information of gossips usually is found to 
be. 1\fr. 1\fonntagne, notwithstanding her opinion and sagacity, 
h0!i thoughts of Miss H efon T ernple. During some months which 
he had spent at his uncle's, who lived very near Mrs. Temple, he had had opportunities of studying H elen's character and 
temper, which he found perfectly well suited to his own; but he 
had nevet yet declared his attachment to her. Things were in 
this undecided situation, when he saw and was struck with the 
beauty of Lady Augusta -- at this archery ball. Lord George 
-- introduced him to Lady S--, and in consequence of a pressing invitation he received from her lady hip, he went to spend a few days at S-- hall. 
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" So Mr. Mountague is going to spend a week at s-· - hall, 
I find," said Mrs. Temple, as she and her daughters were sitting 
at work, the morning after the archery ball. To this simple 
observation of Mrs. Temple's, a silence, which seemed as if it 
never would be broken, ensued. 

" Helen, my dear,;' said Mrs. Temple, in a soft voice. 
" Ma'am ! " said Helen, starting. "You need not start so, 
my dear ; I am not going to say anything very tremendous. 
When you and your sister were children, if you remember, ·I 
often used to tell you that I looked forward with pleasure to the 
time when I should live with you as friends and equals. That 
time is come, and I hope now that your own reason is sufficiently 
matured to be the guide of your conduct, that you do not think 
I any longer desire you to be governed by my will. Incleecl ," 
continued she, "I consider you as my equals in every respect 
but in age, and I wish to make that inequality useful to you, by 
giving you, as far as I can, that advantage which only age can 
give-experience." 

" You are very kind, dear mother," said Helen. 
"But you must be sensible," said Mrs. Temple, in a graver 

tone, "that it will depend upon yourselves in a great measure 
whether I can be so much your friends a8 I should wish." 

"Oh, mother," said Helen, "be my friend! I shall never 
have a better; and indeed, I want a friend," added ·she, the tears 
starting from her eyes. " You'll think me very silly, very vain. 
He never gave me any reason, I'm sure, . to think so; but I did 
fancy that Mr. Mountague liked me." 

"And," said Mrs. Temple, taking her daughter's hand, "with­
out being very silly o.r very vain, may not one sometimes be 
mistaken 1 Then you thought you had won Mr. Montague's 
h~art 1 But what did you think about your own 1 Take care 
you don't make another mistake "-smiling. "Perhaps you 
thought he could never win yours 1" 

"I never thought much about that," replied Helen, "till 
yesterday." 

"And to-day 7" said Mrs. Temple; "what do you think about 
it to-clay 1" 

"Why," said Helen, "don't you think, mother, that Mr. 
Mountague has a great many good qualities 1" 

"Yes; a great many good qualities, a great many advantages, 
and amongst them the power of pleasing you." 

"He would not think that any advantage," said Helen, ' 1 there­
fore I should be sony that he had it." 
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'' And so should I," said Mrs. Temple, "be very 1:;orry that 
my daughter's happiness should be out of her own power." !' It is the uncerta,inty that torments me," resumed Helen, 
after a pause. " One moment I fancy that he prefers me; th~ 
next moment-I am certain he prefers another. Yesterday, wheri. 
we were coming away from -the green, I heard Mrs. Hargrave 
say to Lady S--. But why, mother, should I take up yonr 
time with these minute circumstances 1 I ought not to think 
any more about it." 

"Ought not," repeated Mrs. Temple j "my . dear, it is a 
matter of prudence, rather than duty. By speaking to your 
mother with so much openness, you secure her esteem and 
affection j and amongst the goods of this life, you will find .the 
esteem and affection of a mother worth having," concluded Mrs. 
Temple, with a · smile j and H elen parted from her mother with 
a feeling of gratitude, which may securely be expected from an 
ingenuous well-educated daughter, who is treated with similar 
kindness. 

No one was ready for breakfast the morning that Mr. Mount­
agne arrived at S-- hall, and he spent ::m hour alone in the 
breakfast-room. At -length the silence was interrupted by a 
shrill female voice, which, as it approached nearer, he perceived 
to be the voice of a foreigner, half suffocated with ineffectunl 
desire to make her anger int0lligible. He could only distinguish 
the words-" I ring, ring, ring- ay, twenty time-and nobody 
mind my bell nor me, no more dan noting at all." With a 
violent push the breakfast -room door flew open, and Mademoi­
selle P anache, little expecting to find anybody there, entered, 
volubly repeating-" Dey let me ring, ring, ring ! " Surprised 
at the sight of a gentleman, and a young gentleman, she repented 
having been so loud in her anger. However, upon the second 
reconnoitring glance at Mr. Mountague, she felt much in doubt 
how to behave towards him. Mademoiselle boasted often of the 
well-bred instinct by which she could instantly distinguish­
" un honim,e comme il f aut" from any other j yet sometimes, like 
Falstaff's, her instinct was fallacious. Recollecting that Lady 
S-- had sent for an apothecary, she took it into her h ead 
that Mr. Mountague was this apothecary. " Miladi is not visible yet, sir," said she j "does she know you are here ~" 

"I hope not, ma'am, f or I should be very sorry she were to be disturbed after sitting up so late last night." 
" Oh, tlat , ill do her no harm, for I gave her, pardonnez, 

some e~cellc:nt white wine whey out of my own head last night, 
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when she got into her bed. I hope you don't make no objection 
to white wine whey, sid" 

" I ! not in the least, ma'am." 
"Oh, I'm glad you don't disapprove of what I've done! You 

aLtend many family in this country,· sir 1" 
"Madam!" said Mr. Mountague, taking an instant's time to 

consider what she could mean by attend. 
" You visit many family in this country, sir 1" persisted 

1\Iademoiselle. 
"Very few, ma'am ; I am a stranger in this part of the world, 

except at Mrs. Temple's." 
"Madame Temple, ah, oui, I know her very well; she has two 

fine daughters-I mean when dey have seen more of the world. 
It's a great pity too, dey have never had de advantage of a native, 
to teach elem de good prononciation de la langite Fran9aise. 
Madame Temple will repent herself of dat when it is too late, as 
I toll her always. But, sir, you have been at her house 7 I am 
sorry, we did not hear none of the family had been indisposed." 

"They are all now perfectly well, ma'am," replied Ur. M:oun­
tague, "except, indeed, that Mrs. Temple had a slight cold last 
week." 

"But she is re-establish by your advise, I suppose-and she, 
did she recommend you to miladi 7" 

" No, madam," said Mr. 1\fountague, not a little puzzled by 
Mndemoisello's phraseology; "Lord George -- did me the 
honour to introduce me to Lady S--." 

"Ah, milord George ! are you a long time acquainted wid 
milord 7" 

"Yes, ma'am, I have known Lord George many years." 
".A.11, many year ! you be de family physician, apparemment?" -
" The family physician ! Oh, no, ma'am!" said Mr. Mountague, 

smiling. 
"Eh ! " said Mademoiselle, '! but dat is being too modest. 

Many take de titre of physician, I'll engage, wid less pretensions. 
And," added she, looking graciously, "absolument, I will not 

·have .you call yourself family apothicaire." 
At this moment Lord George came in, and shook his family 

.apothecary by the hand with an air of familiarity which 
astounde(l 1\fatlcmoiselle. " Q,u'est-ce que c'est ?" whispered she 
to Dash wood, who followocl his lordship. "Is not dis his apothi­
caire?" Dashwoocl, at this question, burst into a loud laugh . 

. , "Mr. Mountngue," cried he, "have you been prescribing for 
:Mademoiselle 7-she 4,Sks, if you a.re not an apothecary, ll -
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Immediately Lord George, who was fond of a joke, especially 
·when there was a chance of throwing riLlicule upon anybody 
superior to him in abilities, joined most heartily in Dashwood's 
mirth; repeating the story as "an excellent thing," to every one, 
as they came down to breakfast ; espe<:ially to Lady Augusta, 
whom he congratulated the moment she entered the room, upon 
her having danced the preceding evening with an apothecary. · 
"Here he is!" said he, pointing to Mr. Mountague. "Ma cliere 
amie I man emu1· I tink of my mistaking your Mr. Mountague for 
such a sort of person. If you had only told 1rre, sir, dat you 
were Miladi Augusta's partner last night, it would saved me 
de necessity of making ten million apologies for my stupid­
ity, dat could not find it out. Ma chere amie I man cmu1· ! 
Mila.di Augusta, will you make my excuse 1" 

"Ma chere ami I man cceu1· I" repeated Mr. Mountague to 
_himself; " is it possible that this woman can be an intimate 
friend of Lady Augusta's 1" What was his surprise when he 
discovered that Mademoiselle Panache had been her ladyship's 
governess! He fell into a melancholy reverie for some moments. 
"So she has been educated by a vulgar, silly, conceited French 
governess," said he to himsalf; "but that is her-misfortune, not 
·her fault. She is very young, and a man of sense might make 
her what he pleased." When Mr. Mountague recovered from his 
reverie, he heard the company, as they seated themselves at the 
breakfast-table, begin to talk over the last night's ball. "You 
did not tire yourself last night with dancing, my lord," said 
Dash wood. 
' "No · I hate dancina" replied Lord Georo-e · "I wish the J o, b J • 

ladies would take to dancing with one another; I think that 
would be an excellent scheme." An aunt of his lordship's, who 
was present, took great offence at this suggestion of her nephew's. 
She had been used to the deference paid in former times to the 
sex; and she said she could not bear to see women give up their 
proper places· in society. "Really, George," added she, turning 
to her nephew, '' I wish you would not talk in this manner. The 
young men now give themselves the strangest airs. Lady S-­
I will ex1 ose him : do you know, last night he was lolling at his 
full length upon a bench in the ball-room, while three young 

,,. hand orue ladies were standing opposite to him tired to death." 
"They could not be more tired than I was, I am sure, ma'am." 
"\\'by, you had not been dancing, and they had." 
"Had they, ma'am 1 that was not my fault. I did not ask 

'ein to da.ncc, auc1 I llon't see it was my bu,sin,c~ to ask 'e~1 to 
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sit down. I did not know who they wel'e, at any rate," con, 
eluded his lordship, sullenly. 

"You knew they wer~ women, a11<1. as such entitled to your 
respect." 

Lord George gave a sneering smile, looked at Dashwood, and 
pulled up his boot. 

"Another thing : you were in the house three weeks with 
Miss Earl last summer; you met her yesterday evening, and 
you thought proper not to take the least notice of her." 

"Miss Earl, ma'am, was she there 1" 
"Yes ; close to you, and you never even bowed to her." 
"I did not see her, ma'am." 
"Mrs. Earl spoke to you." 
"I didn't hear her, ma'am." 
"I told you of it at the moment.» 
"I didn't understand you, ma'am." 
"Besides, ma'am," interposed Dash wood, "as to Miss Earl, if 

she meant that my lord should bow to her, she shoulJ have 
curtsied first to him," 

" Curtsied first to him ! " 
"Ye~; that's the rule-that's the thing now. The ladies are 

always to speak first." 
"I have nothing more to say, if that be the case. Lady 

Augusta, what say you to all this 1" 
"Oh, that it's shocking, to be sure," said Lady Augusta, "if 

one thinks of it; so the only way is not to think about it." 
"An excellent ban · 1not I" exclaimed Dash wood. "It's 

thinking that spoils conversation, and everything else." 
"But," added Lady Augusta, who observed that her bon 11wt 

was not as much admired by all the company as by Dashwood, 
"I really only mean that one must do as other people do." 

"Assu1'bnent," said Mademoiselle; "not dat I approve of de 
want of gallantry in our gentlemen, neider; but I tink Madem­
oiselle Earl is as stiff as de poker J and. I don't approve of dat 
neider. Je n' aime pas les zn·udes, moi." 

'' But without prudery may not there be dignity of manners 1" 
said the ·old lady, gravely. 

'' Dignite I Oh, I don't say nothing against dignite neider; 
not but I tink de English reserve is de frap. I tink a lady of a 
certain rank has always good principles enough, to be sure; and 
as to de rest, qu'importe I dat's my notions." 

Mr. Mountague looked with anxiety at Lady Augusta, to see 
what she thought of her governess's notions; but 9111 th~t ha 
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could judge from her countenance ,ms, that she did not think at 
all. "Well, she has time enough before her to learn to think)u 
said he to himself. "I am glad she did not assent to Madem­
oiselle's notions, at least. I hope she has learned nothing from 
her but 'the true French pronunciation.'" 

No sooner was breakfast finished, than Lord George -- gavo 
his customary morning yawn, and walked as usual to the. 
·window. "Come," said Dashwood; in his free manner, "come,, 
Mademoiselle, you must come down with us to the water-side,, 
and Lady Augusta, I hope." 

"Ay," whispered Lord George to Dashwood, "and let's settle. 
our wager about Mademoiselle and my blackamore; don't think 
I'll let you off that." 

"Off! I'm ready to double the bet, my lord," said Dashwood,, 
aloud, and in the same moment turned to mademoiselle with. 
some high-fl.own co111pliment about the beauty of her complexion, 
and the dangers of going without a veil on a hot sunny clay. 

"Well, Mr. Dash wood, when you've persuaded Mademoiselle 
to take the veil, we'll set out if you please," said Lady Augusta. 

Mt. Mountague, who kept his attention continually upon Lady 
Augusta, was delighted to see that she waited for the elderly 
lady who at breakfast had said so much in favour of dignity of 
manners. Mr. Mountague did not at this moment consider that 
this elderly lady was Lord George's aunt, and that the attention 
pai<l. to her by Lady Augusta might possibly proceed from 
motives of policy, not from choice. Young men of open tempers 
and generous dispositions are easily deceived by coquettes, 
because they cannot stoop to invent the meanness of their artifices. 
As Mr. Mountague walked down to the river, Lady Augusta con­
trived to entertain him so completely, that Helen Temple nevor 
once came into his. mind; though he had sense enough to per­
ceive his danger, he had not sufficient courage to avoid it: it 
sometimes requires courage to flee from danger. From this 
agreeable tete-a-tete he was roused, however, by the voice of 
Mademoiselle Panache, who, in an affected agony, was struggling 
to get a,vay from Dashwood, who· held both her hands. "No! 
no! Non I 1wn I I will not-I will not; I tell you I will not." 

"Nay, nay," said Dashwood; "but I have sworn to get you 
into the boat." 

"Ah! into de boat a la bonne heure/ but notwid datvilain black." 
"Well, then, persuade Lord GP,orge to send back his man ; 

and you'll acknowledge, my lord, in that case it's a drawn bet 1" 
sniu Dashwood. 
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"I! not I; I'll acknowledge nothing," replied his lordship; 
and he swore his black Tom should not be sent away. "He's a 
capital boatman, and I can't do without him." 

"Den I won't stir," said Mademoiselle passionately to Dash­
wood. 

"Then I must carry you, nrnst I 1" cried Dash wood, laugh­
ing; and immediately, to Mr. Mountague's amazement, a romping 
3cene ensued between this tutor and governess, which ended in 
Dashwood carrying Mademoiselle in his arms into the boat, 
amidst the secret derision of two footmen and the undisguised 
laughter of black Tom, who were spectators of the scene. 

Mr. Mountague trembled at the. thought of receiving a wife 
from the hands of a Mademoiselle Panache; but turning his 
eye upon Lady Augusta, he thought she blushed: and this blush 
at once saved her in his opinion, and increased his indignation 
n.gainst her governess. Mademoiselle, being now alarmed, and 
provoked by the laughter of the servants, the dry sarcastic 
manner of Lord George, the cool air of Mr. Mountague, and the 
downcast looks of her pupil, suddenly turned to Dashw-0od, and 
in a high angry tone assured him "that she had never seen 
nobody have so-nrnch assurance;" and she demanded furiously, 
"how he could ever tink to take such liberties wid her? Only 
tell me how you could dare to tink of it?" 

"I confess I, did not think as I ought to have clone, Madem­
oiselle," replied Dashwood, looking an apology to Lady 
Augusta, which, however, he took great care Mademoiselle 
should not observe. "But your bet, my lord, if you please," 
added he, attempting to turn it off in a joke; "there was no 
scream; my bet's fairly won." 

"I assure you, sir, dis won't do; it's no good joke, I promise 
you ; rna chere arnie, man cffiur," cried Mademoiselle to Lady 
Augusta. "Viens, come let us go. Don't touch dat," pursued 
she roughly to black Tom, who was going to draw away the 
plank that led to the shore. "I will go home <lis minute, and 
speak to Miladi S--. Viens, viens, ma chere amie I" and she 
darted out of the boat, whilst Dashwood followed, in vain 
attempting to stop her. She prudently, however, took the 
longest way through the park, that she might have a full oppor­
tunity of listening to reason, as Dashwood called it; and before 
she reached home she was perfectly convinced of the expediency 
of moderate measures. "Let the thing rest where it is," said 
Dash wood; "it's a joke, and _there's an end of it; but if you 
take it in earnest, you know the story might not tell so well, 

I 
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e:veri if you told it; and there would never be an encl of it." 
All this, followed by a profusion of compliments, ratifie<l. a 
peace, which, the moment he had made, he la1;1ghed at hi1:11-self 
for having taken so much trouble to effect; whilst Mademoiselle 
rested in the blessed persuasion that Dashwood was desperately 
in love with her; nay, so little knowledge had she of the human 
heart, as to believe that the scene which had just passed was a 
proof of his passion. 

"I wonder where's Miladi Augusta: I tought she was wid 
me all dis time," said she. 

" She's coming, don't you see her at the end of the grove 
with Mr. Mouutague 1 we have walked fast." 

"Oh, she can't never walk so fast as me; I tink I am as 
youug as she is." 

Dashwood assented, . at .the same time pondering upon the 
consequences of the attachment which he saw rising in Mr. 
Mountague's min<l. for Lady Augusta. If a-man of sense were to 
gain an influence over her, Dashwood feared that all his hopes 
would be destroyed, and he resolved to use all his power over 
Maclemoiselle to prejudice her, and by her means to prejudice 
her pupil against this gentleman. Mademoiselle's having begun 
~y taking him for an apothicafre, was a circumstance much in 
favour of Dashwood's views, because she felt herself pledged to · 
justify, or at l.9ast to persist in the her opinion, that he di , not 
look like "un hom,me comnie il faut." 
_ In the mean time, Mr. Mountague was walking slowly towards 
them with Lady Augusta, who found it necessary .to walk as 
slowly as possible because of the heat. He had been refl ecting 
very soberly upon her ladyship's late blush, which, accordii1g to 
his interpretation, said, as plainly as a blush could say, all that 
the most refined sense and delicacy could dictate. Yet such is, 
upon some occasions, the inconsistency of the human mind, that 
he by no means felt sure that the lady had blushed at all. Her 
colour was, perhaps, a shade higher than usual, but then it was 
hot weather, and she had been walking. The doubt, however, 
Mr. Mountague thought proper to suppress; anJ. the reality of 
the blush once thoroughly establishe<l. in his imagination, formed 
the foundation of several ingenious theories of moral sentiment, 
and some truly logical deductions. A passionate admirer of 
grace and beauty, he could not help wishing that he might find 
Lady Augusta's temper and understanding equal to her personal 
accompli hments. When we are very anxious to discover per­
foctions in a.n.y character, we generally succeed, or fancy that wo 
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succee<l. Mr. Mountague quickly discovered many amiable and 
interesting qualiti~s in this fair lady j and though he perceived 
some defects, he excused them to himself with most philosophic ingenuity. 

"Affectation," the judicious Locke observes, "has always the 
laudable aim of pleasing" j upon this principle Mr. Mountague 
could not reasonably think of it with severity. "From the 
desire of pleasing," argued he, "proceeds not only all that is 
amiable, but much of what is most estimable in the female sex. 
This desire leads to affectation and coquetry, to folly and vice 
only when it is extended to unworthy objects. The moment a 
woman's wish to please becomes discriminative, the moment she 
feels any attachment to a man superior to the vulgar herd, she 
not only ceases to be a coquette, but she exerts herself to excel 
in everything that he approves, and from her versatility of 
manners, she has the happy power of adapting herself to his 
taste, and of becoming all that his most sanguine wishes coul<l 
desire." The proofs of this discriminative taste, and the first 
symptoms of this salutary attachment to a man superior to the 
vulgar herd, Mr. Mountague thought he discerned very plainly 
in Lady Augusta, nor did he ever forget that she was but 
eighteen. "She is so very young," said he to himself, "that it 
is but reasonable I should constantly consider what she may 
become, rather than what she is." To do him justice, we should 
observe, that her ladyship at this time, with all the address of 
which so young a lady was capable, did everything in her power 
to confirm Mr. l\fountague in his favourable sentiments of her. 

Waiting for some circumstance to decide his mind, he was 
at length determined by the ganerous enthusiasm, amiable simpli­
city and candid good sense, which Lady Augusta showed in 
speaking of a favourite friend of hers, of whom he could not 
approve. This friend, Lady Diana, was one of the rude ladies who had laughed with so much ill-nature at Helen's white and 
black shoes at the archery ball. She was a dashing, rich, extra­
vagant, fashionable widow, affecting bold horsemanlike manners, 
too often "touching the brink of all we hate" without exciting 
nny passions allied to love. Her look was almost an oath; her 
language was suitable to her looks j she swore, and dressed in the height of the fashion j she could drive four horses in hand ; 
was a desperate huntress ; and so loud in the praises of her dogs 

· and horses, that she intimidated even sportsmen and jockeys. She talked so much of her favourite horse Spanker, that she 
acquired, q.monsst a particular set of gentlc1uen1 the appe1latior1 
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of my Lady Di Spanker. Lady Augusta perceived that the 
soft affectations remarkable in her own manners were in agree­
able contrast in the company of this masculine dame: she there­
fore cultivated her acquaintance, and Lady S-- could make 
no objection to a woman who was well received everywhere; 
she was rather flattered to see her daughter taken notice of by 
this dashing belle: consequently Lady Di Spanker (for by that 
name we also shall call her) frequently rode over from Chelten• 
ham, which was some miles distant from S-- Hall. One 
morning she called upon Lady Augusta, and insisted upon her 
coming out to try her favourite horse. All the gentlemen went 
<lown immediately to assist in putting her ladyship on horseback. 
This was quite unnecessary, for Lady Diana took that office upon 
herself. Lady Augusta was all timidity, and was played off to 
great ad vantage by the rough raillery of her friend. At length 
she conquered her fears so much, as to seat herself upon the 
side-saddle : her riding-mistress gathered up the reins for her, 
and fixed them properly in her timid hands ; then armed her 
with her whip, exhorting her "for God's sake not to be such a 
coward ! " Scarcely was the word coward pronounced, when 
LaJy Augusta, by some unguarded motion of her vvhip, gave 
offence to her high-mettled steed, who instantly began to rear: 
there was no danger, for Mountague caught hold of the reins, 
and Lady Augusta was dismounted in perfect safety. "How 
now, Spanker!" exclaimed Lady Di, in a voice calculated to 
strike terror into the nerves of a horse; "how now, Spanker ! " 
and mounting him with masculine boldness of gesture, " I'll 
teach you, sir, who's your mistress," continued she; "I'll make 
you pay for these tricks!" Spanker reared again, and Lady Di 
gave him what she called "a complete dressing!" In vain 
LaJy Augusta screamed; in vain the spectators entreate_d the 
angry amazon to spare the whip; she persisted in beating Spanker 
till she fairly mastered him. When he was perfectly su0dned, 
she dismounted with the same carelessness with which she had 
mounted, and, giving the horse to her groom, pushed back her 
hat, and looked round for applause._ Lord George, roused to 
a degree of admiration which he had never before been heard 
to express for anything female, swore, that in all his life he had 
never seen anything better done; and Ln.dy Di Spanker received 

-- his congratulations with a loud laugh and a hearty shake of the 
hand. "Walk him about, Jack," added she, turning to the 
groom, who held her horse ; "walk him about, for he's all in a 
lather, and when he's cool bring him up here again. And then, 
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my dear child," she said to Lady Augusta, "you shall give hfrn 
a fair trial." 

" I ! oh ! never, never ! " cl'ied Lady Augusta, shrinking back 
with a faint shriek; "this is a trial to which you must not put my 
friendship. I must insist upon leaving Spanker to your manage­
ment: I would not venture upon him again for the universe." 

"How can you talk so like a child ;-so like a woman!" cried 
her friend. 

"I confess, I am a very woman," said Lady Augus_ta, with a 
sigh; "and I fear I shall never be otherwise." 

"Fea1· I" repeated Mr. M9untague, to whom even the affecta­
tion of feminine softness and timidity appeared at this instant 
charming, from the contrast with the masculine intrepidity and 
disgusting coarseness of Lady Diana Spanker's manners. The 
tone in which he pronounced the single vrnrd f ea1·, was suffi cicnt 
to betmy his feelings towards both the ladies. Lady Di gave 
him a look of sovereign contempt. "All I know and can tell 
you," cried she, "is that f ea1· should never get a-horseback." 
Lord George burst into one of his loud laughs. "But as to the 
rest, f ea1· may be a confounded good thing in its proper place ; 
but they say it's catching, so I must run away from you, child," 
said she, to Lady Augusta. "Jack, bring np Spanker, I've 
twenty miles to ride before dinner. I've no time to lose [ pulling 
out her watch ]-faith I've fooled away an hour here- Spanker 
must make it up for me. God bless ye all !-Good bye !" and 
she mounted her horse, and galloped off full speed. " God bless 
ye ! Good bye to ye, Lady Di Spanker, " cried Dash wood, the 
moment she was out of hearing : "Heaven preserve us from 
amazons ! " Lord George did not say, Amen. On the contrary, 
he declared she was a fine dashing woman, and seemed to have 
a great deal of blood about her. Mr. Mountague watched Lady 
Augusta's countenance in silence, and was much pleased to 
observe that she did not assent to his lordship's encomiums. 
"She has good sense enough to perceive the faults of her new 
friend ; and now her eyes are open, she will no longer make a 
favourite companion, I hope, of this odious woman," thought hr.. 
"I am afraid, I am sadly afraid you are right, " said Lady Augusta, 
going up to the elderly lady, "·horn we formerly mentioned, who 
had seen all that had passed from the open windows of the 
drawing-room. "I own I do see something of what you told 
me the other day you dislik_ed so much in my friend Lady Di;" 
and Lady Augusta giwe the candid sigh of ex12iring friendship 
as she uttered ~hese words. 
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"Do you know," cried Dasbwood, "that this spanking horse­wom::m has frightened us all out of our senses 1 I vow to l}caven I nevet· was so terrified in my life as when I saw you, Lady . Augusta, upon that vicious animal." 
"To be sure," said Lady Augusta, "it was very silly of me to venture; I almost broke my neck out of pure friendship ." 
"It is well it is no worse," said the elderly lady; "if a fall from a horse was the worse evil to be expected from a friendshir with a woman of this sort it would be nothing_ very terrible." Lady Augusta, with the appearance of ingenuous canJour, sighed again, and replied, "It is so difficult to see any imper­fections in those one loves ! Forgive me, if I spoke with too much warmth, madam, the other day, in vindication of my friend. I own I ought_ to have paid more deference to your judgment and knowledge of the world, so much superior to my own! but certainly, I must confess, the impropriety of her amazonian manners, as Mr. Dashwood calls them, never struck my partial eyes till this morning. Nor could I, nor would I, believe half the world said of her ; indeed, even now, I am persuaded she is, in the main, quite irreproachable; but I feel the truth of what you said to me, madam, that young ,vomen cannot be too care-/ ful in t};ie choice of their female friends ; that we are judged of by our companions : how unfairly one must be judged of sometimes !" concluded her ladyship, with a look of pensive reflection. 

Mr. Mountague never thought her half so beautiful as at this instant. "How mind embellishes beauty!" thought he. "And what quality of the mind more amiable than candour ! AlLthat was wanting to her character was reflection, and could one expect so much reflection as this from a girl of eighteen, who has been educated by Mademoiselle P anache ! " Our readers will observe, that this genUeman now reasoned like a madman, but not like a fool: his deductions from the appearances before him were adm irable ; but these appearances were false. H e had not ob erved that Lady Augusta's eyes were opened to the defects of her amazonian friend in the very moment · that Lor<l. George -- was rou ed to admiration by this horseman belle. M1·. Mountague did not perceive that the candid reflections addressed to his lordship's aunt were the immediate consequence of female j ealousy. 
The next morning, at breakfast, Lord George was summoned three times before he made his appearance ; at length he bur.st in with a piece of news he ha<l. j ust heard from his groom,-
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" that Lnt1y Di Spanker, in r,iding home full-gallop the preceding 
day, had been thrown from her horse by an old woman. Faith 
I couldn't believe the thing," added Lord George, with a 
loud laugh ; "for she certainly sits a horse better than any 
woman in England; but my groom had the whole story from 
the grand-daughter of the old woman who was run over." 

"Run over!" exclaimed Lady Augusta, "was the poor woman 
run over 1 1lv as she hurt 1" 

·" Hnrt j yes, she was hurt, I fancy," said Lord George. "I 
never heart of anybody's being run over without being hurt. 
The girl has a petition, that will come up to us just now, I 
suppose. I saw her in the back yard as I came in." 

"Oh! let us see the poor child," said Lady Augusta; "do let 
. us have her called to this window." The window opened down 

to the ground, and as soon as the little girl appeared with the 
:petition in her hand, Lady Augusta threw open the sash, and 
l'eceived it from her timid hand with a smile, which to Mr. 
Mountague seemed expressive of sweet and graceful benevolence . 
.Lady Augusta read th~ petition with much feeling, and her 
II.over thought her voice never before sounded so melodious. She 
wrote her name eagerly at the head of a subscription. The 
money she gave was rather more than the occasion required; 
bu.t, thought Mr. Mountague,-

''Jf the generous spirit flow 
Beyond where prudence fen.rs to go, 
'l'hose errors are of nobler kind 
1'han virtues of a narrow mind."* 

By a series of pretty artifices, Lady Augusta contrived to 
make herself appear most engaging and amiable to this artless 
young man ; but the moment of success was to her the moment 
of danger. 8he was little aware that when a man of sense began 
to think seriously of her as a wife, be would require very 
different qualities from those which please in public assemblies. 
Her ladyship fell into a mistake not uncommon in her sex : she 
thought, that "love blinds when once he wounds the swain."t 
Coquettes have sometimes penetration sufficient to see what will 
please their different admirers; but even those who have that 
versatility of manners which can be all things to all men, forget 
that it is possible to support an assumed cha,racter only for a, 
'time; the moment the immediate motive for dissimulation 

* Soame J·enyns. • Collins's Eclogues, 
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uiminishes, the power of habit acts, and the real disposition and manners appear. 
When Lady Augusta thought herself sure of her captive, and consequently when the power of habit was beginning to act with all its wonted force, she was walking out with him in a shrub­bery near the house; and Mademoiselle, with Mr. Dashwood, who generally was the gallant partner of her walks, accompanieu them. Mademoiselle stopped to gather some fine carnations ; near the carnations was a rose-tree, of which the buds had been pulled off early in the spring, and which flowered therefore later than usual. Mr. Mountague, as three of these roses, one of them in full bloom, one half bloom, and another a pretty bud, caught his eye, recollected a passage in Berkeley's romance of " Gaudentio di Lucca."* "Did you ever happen to meet with 'Gaudentio di Lucca i' do _you recollect the story of Berilla, Lady Augusta i" said he. 
" .No ; I have never heard of Berilla,-w hat is the story 1 " said she. 
"I wish I had the book," said Mr. Mountague; "I cannot do . it justice, uut I will borrow it for you from Miss IL Temple. I lent it to her some time ago ; I dare she has finished reading it." At these words Lady Augusta's desire to have "Gnadentio di Lucca " suddenly increased; and she expressed vast curiosity to know the story of Berilla. "And pray what put you in mind of this book just now i" said she. 
"These roses. In Berl~eley's 'Utopia,' which he calls Mezzorania (every philosopher, you know, Mr. Dashwood, must have a 'Utopia,' under whatever name he pleases to call it) in Mezzorania, Lady Augusta, gentlemen did not, as amongst us, make declarations of love by artifi cial words, but by natural flowers. The lover in the beginning of his attachment declared it to his mistress by the offer of an opening bud; if she felt favourably inclined towards him, she accepted, arnl ·wore the bud. When time ha l increased his affection-for in Mezzorania, it is supposed that time increases affe6tion for those that deserve it, -the lover presented a half-blown flower; and after this also was graciously accepted, he came, we may suppose, not very long afterward with a full-blown flower, the emblem of mature affection. The ladies who accepted these flull-blown fl owers, ancl wore them, ·were looked upon amongst the simple l\iczzomnians as engaged for life ; nor did the gentlemen 

* Gn.udentio di Lucca, p. 202, 
4 
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when they offered their flowers, make one single proiestation 
or vow of eternal love, yet they ,rere believed, and deserved, 

it is saitl, to be so." 
· " Qu'est-ce que c'est? Qu'est-ce que c'est?" repeated l\Iadem­
oiselle several times to Dashwood, whilst Mr. Mountague was 

speaking; she did not understand English snfficiP-ntly to com­
prehend him, and Daslnvood was obliged to make the thing 
intelligible to her in 1''rcnch. 1Nhilst he was occupied with her, 

Mr. Mountague gathered three roses-a bud, a half blown, an<l 
a full-blown rose, and playfully presented them to LaJy Angusta 
for her choice. "I'm dying to see this 'Gau<lentio di Lucca;' 

you'll get the book for me to-morrow from Miss Helen Templr., 
will you 1" said Lady Angusta, as she, with a coquettish smile, 
took the rose-bud and put it into her bosom. 

"Bon I" cried Mademoiselle, stooping to pick up the full­
·uown rose, which Mr. Mountn.gue threw away carelessly; 

." Bon I but it is great pity dis should be thrown awn.y." 
"It is not thrown away upon Mademoiselle Panache!" said 

Dash wood. • 
"Dat may be," said Mademoiselle; "but I observe, wid all 

your _fine compliment, you let me stoop to pick it up for myself 

-ct l'Anglaise ! " 
"A la Fmnr;,aise, then," said Dash wood, laughing, "permit 

me to put it into your nosegay." 
"Dat is more dan you deserve," replied Mademoiselle. 

"Ehl non, non. I can accommodate it, I tell you, to my own 
taste best." She settled and resettled the flower; but suddenly 
she stopped, uttered a piercing shriek, plucked the full blown 
rose from her bosom, and threw it upon the ground w.ith a 
theatrical look of horror. A black earwig now appeared creeping 
ont of the rose: he ,ms running away, but Mademoi clle 
J >msued, sGt her foot upon him, and crushed him to Jeath. 
"Oli ! I hope to heaven, Mr. Mountague, there are none of 
those vile creatures in the bud you've given me!" exclaimed 
Lndy Augusta. She looked at her bud as she spoke, and espied 
npon. one of the leaves a small green caterpillar; with a look 
scarcely less theatrical than :Mademoiselle's, she tore off th e leaf 
ancl flung it from her; then, from hnbitual imitation of her 
governess, she set her foot upon the harmless caterpillar, aml 
crushed it in a moment. 

In the same moment Lady Augusta's whole person seemed 
metamorphosed to the eyes of her lover. She censctl to be 
beautiful_: he seemed to sec her countenn.ncc• (li:::tortctl 1.,y 
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mn1ernlence; he saw in her gestures disgusting cruelty j and all 
the graces Yanished. 

"\Yhen Lacly Augusta was a girl of twelve years ol<l, she saw 
·nraJcmoisell e Panache crush a spider to death without emotion j 
the ll:ssou on humanity was not lost upon her. From imitation 
she learned her governess's foolish terror of insects ; and from 
example, she was also taught that species of cruelty by which 
at eighteen she disgusted a man of humanity, who was in love 
with her. Mr. Mountague said not one word upon the occasion. 
They walked on. A few minutes after the caterpillar had been 
crushed, Lady Augusta exclaimed-" Why, Mademoiselle, what 
have you done with Fanfan 1 I thought my dog was with us; 
_for H eaven's sake, where is he 1" 

" H e is run, he is run on,'' replied Madem(?iselle. 
" Oh, he'll be lost ! he ran down the avenue, quite out upon 

the turnpike road. I am sure I was frightened to death when 
Mr. Dashwood told me of it. Fanfan ! Fanfan ! " 

"Don't alarm, don't distress yourself," cried Dashwood; "if 
your ladyship will permit me, I'll seek for Fanfan instantly, and 
bring him back to you, if he is to be found in the universe." 

"Oh, Lord! don't trouble yourself, I only spoke to .Madem­
oiselle, who regularly loses Jfanfan when she takes him out 
with her." Dashwood set out in search of the dog; and Lady 
Augusta, overcome with affectation, professed herself unable to 
walk one yard farther, and sank down upon a seat under a tree 
iu a very graceful, languid attitude. Mr. Mountague stood 
silent beside her. Mademoiselle went on with a voluble defence. 
of her conduct towards Fanfan, which lasted till Dashwood 1·e-appeared, hurrying towards them with the dog in his arms­
" Ah, le voilci I chere Fanfan ! " exclaimed Mademoiselle. 

"I am sure I am really excessively obliged to Mr. Dash wood, 
I must say," cried Lady Augusta, looking reproachfully at Mr. 
Iountague. "I observe Mr. Mountague is vastly too polite to 

beli eve in vulgar proverbs," said she, looking down upon her 
rosebud, and pulling a leaf from it; "he expects also that I 
should have no faith in them either. Love me, love my dog, 
you know, is a shocking vulgar proverb, is not it 1" 

Mr. Mountague was saved from the difficulty of reply by Dashwood's near approach, who, with panting, breathless eager­
ness, announced. a terrible misfortune, that F anfan had got a 
t horn or something in his fore-foot. Lady Augusta received Fanfan upon her lap with expressions of the most tender con­
dolence j and Dash wood knelt down at her feet to sympathize 
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in her sorrow, and to examine the dog's paws. Mademoiselle 
produced n needle to extract the thorn. 

"I "·ish we had a magnifying glass," said Dash wood, looking 
with strained solicitude nt the wound. "Oh, you insensible 
monster! positively you sha'n't touch Fanfan," cried Lady 
Augusta, guarding her lapdog from Mr. Mountague, who stoopeJ 
now, for the first time, to see what was the matter. "Don't 
touch him, I say; I woulu. not trust him to you for the universe. 
I know you hate lapdogs. You'll kill him, you'll kill him." 

'' l kill him! Oh, no," said Mr. Mountague, "I would not even 
kill a eaterpillar." 

Lady Augusta coloured at these words; but she recovereu. 
herself when Dashwood laughed, and asked Mr. Mountague how 
long it was since he had turned · Brahmin; and how long since 
he had professed to like caterpillars and earwigs. 

"B_on Dieu /-earwig! " interrupted Mademoiselle, "is it 
possible that monsieur, or anybody dat has sense, can like close 
earwig 1" 

"I do not remember," answered Mr. Mountague, calmly, "ever 
to have profe~scd any liking for earwigs." 

"vVell, pity,-you profess pity for them," said Mr. Dashwood; 
·" and pity, you know, is 'akin to love.' Pray, did your ladyship 
ever hear of the man who had a pet toad 1 "* 

"Oh, the odious wretch! " cried Lady Augusta, affectedly; 
"but how could the man bring himself to like a toad 1" 

"He began by pitying him, I suppose," said Dashwood. " :For 
rny part, I own, I must consider that man to be in a most 
enviable situation whose heart is sufficiently at ease to sympa­
thize with the insect creation." 

"Or with the brute creation 1 n said Mr. Mountague, smiling, 
and looking at Fanfan, whose paw Dashwoocl was at that instant 
1rnrsing with infinite tenderness. "Oh, gentlemen, let us have 
110 more of this, for Heaven's sake!" said Lady Augusta, inter­
posing with affected anxiety, as if she imagined a quarrel would 
ensue. "Poor dear Fanfan, you would not have anybody quarrel 
about you, would you, Fanfan 1" She rose as she spoke, and 
delivering the dog to Dash wood to be carried home, she walked 
towards the house, with an air of marked displeasure towards 
Mr. Mountague. 

Her ladyship's displeasure <lid not affect him as she expected. 
Her image, her gesture, stamping upon the caterpillar, recurred 

"' Vitle Smellie's N n.tural Hist., vol, II, 
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to her lover's minJ. many times in the course of the evening, aml 
in the silence of the night, antl "whenever the idea of her came 
into his mind, it was attended with this picture of active cruelty." 

"Has your ladyship," said Mr. Mountague, addressing him­
self to Lady S--, "any commands for l\frs. Temple 1 I am 
going to ride over to see her this morning." 

Lady S-- said that she would trouble him with a card for 
Mrs. Temple-a card of invitation for the ensuing week. "And 
pray don't forget my kindest remembrances," cried Lady Augusta, 
"especially to Miss Helen Tern ple; and if she should have entirely 
finisheJ. the book we were talking of, I should be,glad to see it." 

·when Mr. Mountague arrived at Mrs. Temple's, he was shown 
into the usual sitting-room. The servant told him that none of 
the ladies were at home, but that they would soon return, he 
believed, from their walk, as they were gone only to a cottage at 
about half a mile's distance. 

The room in which he had passed so many agreeable hours 
awakened in his mind a number of dormant associations. vVork, 
books, drawing, writing ! he saw everything had been going for­
ward just as usual in his absence. "All the domestic occupa­
tions," thought he, "which make home delightful, are here; I 
see nothing of these at S-- hall." Upon the _table, near a 
11eat work basket, which he knew to be Helen's, lay an open book; 
it was "Gaudentio di Lucca." Mr. Mountague recollected the 
hud he had given to Lady Augusta, and he began to whistle­
hut not for want of thought. A music-book on the desk of the 
pianoforte caught his eye; it was open at a favourite lesson of 
his, which he remembered to have heard Helen play the last 
evening he was in her company. Helen was no great proficient 
in music, but she played agreeably enough to please her 
friends, and she was not ambitious of exhibiting her accom­
plishments. Lady Augusta, on the contrary, seemed never to 
consider her accomplishments as occupations, but as the 
means of attracting admiration. To interrupt the comparison 
which Mr. Mountague was beginning to enter into between her 
ladyship and Helen, he thought the best thing he could do was 
to ·walk to meet Mrs. Temple; wisely considering, that putting 
the body in motion sometimes stops the current of the mind. 
He had at least observed that his schoolfellow Lord George-­
seemed to find this a specific against thought; and for once 
he was willing to imitate his lordship's example, and to hmry 
about from place to place without being in a hurry. He rang 
the bell, inquired in haste which way the ladies were gone, 
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nml wa1kc<l after them like a man ·who haJ the business of 
tlie nation upon his hands; yet he slacke:1ed his pace when he 
came near the cottage where he knew that he was to meet 
Mrs. Temple and her danghters. When he entered the cottage, 
the first object that he saw was Helen, sitting by the side of a 
tlecrepit old woman, who was resting her head upon n. crutch, · 
and who seemed to be in pain; this was the poor womn.n ·who 
had been run over by Lady Di Spn.nker. A farmer who livr(l 
near Mrs. Temple, and who was coming homeward at the time 
the accident happened, hacl the humanity to carry the wretched 
womn.n to this cottage, which was occupied by one of Mrs. 
Temple's tenants. As soon as the news reached l\frs. Templr, 
she sent for a surgeon, and went with her daughters to give tlwt 
species of consolation which the rich and happy can so well 
bestow upon the poor and miserable-the consolation not of gold 
but of sympathy. Without benevolent sympathy, the mind of · 
the sufferer is wounded even by charity. . 

There was no affectation, no ostentn.tion of sensibility, Mr. 
Mountn.gnc observed, in this cottage scene; the ease and simpli­
city of Helen's manner never appeared to him more amiable. 
He recollected Lady Augusta's picturesque attitnde when she 
was speaking to this old woman's grand-daughter; but there was 
something in what he now beheld that gave him more the idea 
of nature and reality; he heard, he saw, that much had actually 
been done to relieve distress, and done when there were no 
spectators to applaud and admire. Slight circumstances show 
whether the mind be intent upon self or not . . An awkward 
Rerrnnt-girl brushed by Helen whilst she was speaking to ·the old 
woman, and with a great black kettle, which she was going to 
set upon the fire, blackened Helen's white dress in a manner 
which no lady intent upon her personal appeamnce could have 
borne with patience. Mr. Mountague saw tho black streaks 
before Helen perceived them, and when the maid was reproved 
for her carelessness, Helen's good-natured smile assured her 
"that there was no great harm done." 

When they returned home, Mr. Mountague found that Helen 
conversed with him with all her own ingenuous freedom; but 
there was something more of softness and dignity, and less of 
sprightliness, than formerly in her manner. Even this hap­
pened to be agreeable to him, for it 

1

was in contrast with the con­
stant appearance of effort and artificial brilliancy conspicuous in 
the manners of Lady Augusta; he felt a sort of relief, like what 
the eye feels, which, after having been over excited anu fatigued 
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by strong light or gaudy colours, rests upon refrc:::hing grcc11. 

The constant round of cards and company, the noise and bustle 

at S-- hall, made it more like tow1 than country life, aml he 

had often observed that in the interrnls between dressing and 

visiting and gallantry, his belle rnaitresse was frequently subject 

to languor and ennui. He recollected that in the many domestic 

hours he had spent at Mrs. Temple's, he had never beheld this 

French demon, who makes the votaries of dissipation and icllencss 

his victims. What advantages a man has, in judging of female 

character, who can see a woman in the midst of her own family; 

"who can read her history" in the eyes of those who know her 

most intimately; who can see her conduct as a daughter and · a 

sistet and in the most important relations of life can form a 

c0rtnin judgment from what she has been, of what she is likely 

to be! But how can a man judge what sort of wife he may 

probably expect in a lady whom he meets with only at public 

places, or whom he never sees even at her own house without all 

the advantages or disadvantages of stage decoration? A man 

who marries a showy entertaining coquette and expect:t that she 

will make him a charming companion for life, commits as absurd 

a blunder as that of the famous nobleman, who, delighted ·with 

the wit and humour of Punch at a puppet-show, bonglrt Punch, 

and ordered him to be sent home for his private amusement. 

,Vhether all or any of those reflections occurred to Mr. 

Mountague during his morning visit at Mrs. Temple's, we cm1-

not pretend to say, but his silence and absence seemed to show 

that his thoughts were busily engagell. Neyer did He1 cn 

appear to him so amiable as she did this morning, when the 

dignity, delicacy, and simplicity of her manners were contrastc<l 

in his imagination with the caprice and coquetry of his new 

mistress. He felt a secret idea that he was beloved, and a sober 

certainty that Helen had a heart capable of sincere and per­

manent affection, joined to a cultivated understanding and 

reasonable principles, which would wqar through life, and insm c 

happiness with power superior to the magic of passion. 

It was with some difficulty that he asked Helen for "Gau­

dentio di Lucca," and with yet greater difficulty that he took 

leave of her. As he was riding towards S-- hall, "revolving 

in his altered mind the various turns of fate below," he was srnl­

denly roused from his meditations by the sight of a phaeton 

overturned in the midrlle of the road, another phaeton-ancl-fonr 

empty, and fl group of people gathered near a bank by the road­

siue. Mr. Mountague rode up as fast a possil>le to the scene of 
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action: the overturned phaeton was Lord George's; the other, 
Lady Di Spanker's; the group of people was composed of fever.ii 
servants, Lord George, Lady Di, and Mademoiselle, all smTomid­
ing a fainting fair one, who was no other than Lauy Angnsta 
herself. Lord George was shaking his own arms, legs, and head, 
to make himself sure of their safety. Lady Di eagerly toltl 
the whole story to Mr. Mountague, that Lord George haLl been 
running races with her, and by his confounded bad clri \'ing lrnll 
overturned himself and Lady Augusta. " Poor thing, she's not 
hurt at all, luckily ; but she's terrified to death, as usual, and 
she has been going from one fainting-fit to another." 

" Bon Dieu I" interrupted Mademoiselle, "but what will 
Miladi S-:__ say to us. I wish Miladi Augusta would come to 
her senses." 

Lady Augusta opened her beautiful eyes, and just came suffi­
ciently to her senses to observe who was looking ~t her; she put 
aside Mademoiselle's smelling-bottle, and in a soft voice bcggcLl 
to have her own salts. Mademoiselle felt in one of her lauy­
ship's pockets for the salts in vain; Lady Di plunged her haml 
in the other pockDt, and pulled out in the first. place a book, 
which she threw upon the bank, and then came out the salls. 
In due time the lady was happily restored to the full use of her 
senses, anu was put into her mother's coach, which had been 
sent for to convey her home. The carriages drove away, and 
Mr. l\fountague ·was just mounting his horse, when he saw the 
book which had been pulled out of Lady Augusta's pocket, and 
which by mistake was left where it had been thrown upon t,hc 
grass. vVhat was his astonishment when, upon opening it, he 
saw one of the very worst books in the ]Trm1ch language-a 
book which never could have been found in the possession of 
any woman of delicacy, of decency. Her lover stood for some 
minutes in silent amazement, disgust, and, we may add, terror. 

These feelings had by no means subsided in his mind when, 
upon his entering the drawing-room at S-- Hall he was 
accosted by Mademoiselle Panache, who, with no small degree 
of alarm in her countenance, inquired whether he knew any­
thing of the book which had been left upon the road. No one 
was in the room but the governess and her pupil: Mr. Moun­
tague produced the book, and Lady Augusta received it with a 
deep blush. 

"Put a good face upon the matter, at least," whispered her 
governess, in French. 

" I can assure you," said her la l,rship, "I don't' know what's 

of 
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in this book ; I never opened it : I got it this morning at the 
circulating-library at Cheltenham: I put it into my pocket in a 
hurry--pray what is it 1" 

"If you have not opened it," said Mr. Mountague, laying his 
hand upon the book; "I may hope that you never will; hut thia 
is the second volume." 

"Maybe so," said Lady Augusta; "I suppose in my hurry I 
mistook--" 

"She never had the first, I can promise you," cried l\.fadem­
oiselle. 

"Never," said Lady Augusta.-The assertions had not the 
power to convince; they were P!'Onotmced with mnch vehe­
mence, but not with the simplicity of truth. Mr. Mount,1gue 
·was determined to have the point cleared up, and he immediately 
offered to ride back to Cheltenham, and return the secon<l 
volume. At this proposal, Lady Augusta, who foresaw that her 
falsehood would be detected, turned pale ; but Mademoiselle, 
with a laugh of effrontery, which she thought was putting a 
good face upon the matter, exclaimed-" what a piece of work 
and tintamarre for noting ; will de house come down over our 
head for having dis book in it 1-what occasion to ride and lose 
your dinner at dis time of day for n.oting 1 " 

"Is it nothing," said Mr. Mountague, "to make myself sure 
of a fact upon which--" 

"Eh! what kind of a husband den will you make, I want to 
know," interrupted Mademoiselle, " ·when you begin in dis wn.y 
wid your facts, and your suspicions. Can you be so little of a 
gentleman," added she in a tone of raillery, "to question de 
word and truth of a fair lady." 

"I did•not question it, that I recollect," replied Mr. Moun­
tague, "I wished to put it out of my own power to-' doubt, 
yet doat, suspect, yet fondly love.' All confidence, all reason­
able confidence, is surely founded upon the experience we have 
had; and a man who lays this foundation solidly in his own 
mind, does not appear to me to be in danger of becoming a 
suspicious husband." 

Mademoiselle, who now saw that he was positively deter­
mined upon his ride to the circulating-library, and who knew 
the consequences, stopped him as he moved towards the door. 

"Eh, listen to me : you may spare yomself de trouble of 
your ride," said she, "for de truth is, I have de first volume. 
klon Dieu I I have not committed murder: <lo not look so shock 
-what signify what I read at my age~" 
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"But, LaJy Augusta, your pupil ! " saiJ ::fyfr. lVIountague. 
"I tell you she has never read one word of it; and after all, 

is she a child now~ -~Nhcn she was, Miladi S-- was very 
particular, and I of consequence and of course, in de choice of 
her books ; but now, oder a.ffafre--she is at liberty; and my 
maxim is-Tout est sain aux sains." 

Mr. Mountague's indignation was now strongly raised against 
Otis odious governess, and he looked upon her pupil with an eye 
of compassion. "So early, so young, tainted by the pernicious 
maxims of a worthless woman ! " 

"Eh, done, what signify 1-your silence and your salts," cried 
Mademoiselle, turning to her. 

"If I could be spared this scene at" present," said Lady 
Augusta, faintly,-" I really am not well. "\Ve had better talk 
over this business some other time, Mr. Mountague : " to this he 
acceded, and the lady gained more by her salts and silence than 
1ier governess did by her garrulous effrontery. 

·when she talked over the business with Mr. Mountague, she 
-threw all the blame upon Mademoiselle, and she appeared 
extremely shocked and alarmed at the idea that she had lessened 
herself by her folly, as she called it, in the esteem of a man of 
superior sense and taste. It was perhaps possible tl1at at this 
moment of her life her character might have taken a new turn 
-that she might really have been awakened to higher views 
and nobler sentiments than any she had ever yet known; but 
the baleful influence of her constant attendant and .conductress 
prevailed against her better self. Mademoiselle continually 
represented to her that she did not know or exert the whole of 
her power over Mr. Mountague, and she excitec1 her to caprice 
and coquetry. The fate of trifling characters is generally decided 
by trifles. vVe must beg leave to relate the important history of 
a turban. 

Mademoiselle Panache, who piqued herself much upon her 
skill as a milliner, made up a certain turban for Lady Augusta, 
which Dashwood admired extremely, but which Mr. Mountague 
had the misfortune not to think perfectly beautiful. Vexed that 
he should dare to differ from her in taste, Lady Augusta could 
not rest without endeavouring to make him give up his opinion. 
He thought that it was not worth while to dispute about a trifle, 
and though he could not absolutely say that it was pretty, he 
condescended so far as to allow that it might perhaps be pretty 
if it were put on <lifferently. 

"This is the way I always wear it,-everybody wears it so, 
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and I shall not alter it," said Lady Augusta, who was quite out 
of temper. 

Mr. Mountao-ue looked grave; the want .of temper was an eYil 
which he dre~ded beyond measure in a companion for life. 
Smiles and dimples usually adorned Lady Augusta's face, but 
these were artificial smiles. Now, passions which one should 
scarcely imagine such a trifle could excite, darkeneJ. her brow, 
and entirely altered the air of her whole person, so as to make 
it absolutely disagreeable to her admirer. LOl'cl G8orge, who 
w·as standing by, and who felt delighteJ. with such scenes, winked 
at Dashwood, and with more energy than he usually exprcs.c,cJ 
upon any subject, now pronounced that in his humble opinion 
the turban was quite the thing, and could not be better put on. 
Lady Augusta turned a triumphant insulting eye upon 1\lr. 
Mountague; he was silent. Hi~ silence she took as a token of 
submission: in fact, it was an expression of contempt. The 
next day, at dinner, her ladyship appeared in the same turban, 
put on sedulously in the same manner. Lord George seated 
himself beside her, and as she observed that he paid her unusual 
attention, she ·fancied that at length his icy heart would tlrnw. 
Always more intent upon making nets than upon making cages, 
Lady Augusta bent lier mind upon <;aptivating a new admirer.· 
Mr. Mountague she saw was displeased, but she nmv really felt 
and showed herself indifferent to his opinion. How variable, 
how wretched, is the life of a coquette ! The ne.xt day Lord 
George's heart froze again as hard as ever, and Lady Augusta. 
lightened upon the irupassive ice in vain. She was mortified 
beyond measure, for her grand object was conquest. Mr. Moun­
tague she had taken pains to attract, that she might triumph 
over poor H elen ; Dashwood, though far beneath her ladyship 
in fortune and in station, she deemed worth winning as a man 
of wit and gallantry. Lord George, to be sure, had little wit 
and less gallantry; but he was Lord George-and that is saying 
enough. In short, Lady Augusta exacted tribute to her vanity 
without any di crimination, and she counted her treasures by 
number and not by weight. A man of sense is mortified to see 
himself confounded with the stupid and the worthless. 

Mr. Mountague, after having loved like a madman, felt it not 
in the least incumbent upon him to love like a fool. He had 
imprudently declared himself an admirer of Lady Augusta's, but 
he now resolved never to unite himself to her without some 
reasonable prospect of happiness. Every day some petty cause of 
disagreement arose between them, whilst Mademoiselle, by her 
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silly and impertinent interferenr.e, made matters ,vorsc. J\fauenwi­
selle had early expressed her strong abhorrence of prmfos-li er 
pupil seemed to have caught the sume abhonence. She saw tli;it 
Mr. Mountague was alarmed by her spirit of coquetry, yet st ill 
it continued in full force. For instance, she would, in spite of 
his remonstrances, continually go out with Lord George in 11 i . ., 
phaeton, though she declared every time he handed her in, "that 
she ,vas certain he would break her neck." She would receive 
verses from Dashwood, and keep them embalmcu in her pocket­
book, though slie allowed tbat she thought them "sad stnff.n 

However, in these verses, something more was rncnnt tlrnn 
met the ear. Ho began with addressing a poem to her ladyship, 
called "The Turhau," which her silly mother extolled with 
eagerness, and seemed to think by no means inferior to the 
"Rape of the Lock." Lady Augusta wrote a few lines in answer 
to "The Turban;" reply produced reply, nonsense nonsense, till 
Dashwood now and then forgot his poetical character. Lady 
Augusta forgave ip; he of course forgot himself again into a 
lover in prose. For some time the sonnets were shown to Lndy 
S--, but at length some were received which it was thongl 1t 
as well not to show to anybody. In short, betweer_ fancy, 
flattery, poetry, passioll, jest, and earnest, Lady Augusta was 
drawn on till she hardly knew where she was; but Dashwoo(l 
knew perfectly well where he was, and resolved to keep his 
ground resolutely. 

When, encouraged by the lady's coquetry, he first formed his 
plans, he imagined that a promise of a wedding-present would 
easily secure her governess. Bnt this was a slight mistake ; 
avarice happened not to be the ruling, or-at least at this time 
the reigning passion of Mademoiselle's mind, and quickly per­
ceiving his error, he paid assiduous court to her vanity. She 
firmly believeu that she had captivated him, and was totally 
Llinu to his real designs. The grand difficulty with -Dash wood 
was not to persuade her of his passion, but to prevent her from 
believing him too soon; and he thought it expedient to delay 
c0mpletirig his conquest of the governess till he had gained an 
equally powerful influence over her pupil. One evening, Dash­
wood, passing through a sheltered walk, heard Lady Augusta and 
J\fr. Mountague talking very loudly and eagerly. They passed 
thl'ough the grove so quickly, that he coulu cateh only the words 
"phaeton-imprudence." -

" Pshaw, j ealousy- nonsense !" 
"Reasonable woman for a wife." 
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"Pooh! no such thing." 
"My unnJtcrablc resolution "-were the concluding words of 

Mr. Mountague, in a calm but decided voice; and "As you 
please, sir; I've no notion of giving up my will in everything," 
the concluding words of Lady Augusta, pronounced in a pettish 
tone, as she Lroke from him ; yet pausing for a moment, Dash­
wood, to his great smprise and concern, heard her in a softer 
tone add a but, which showed she was not quite willing to break 
from Mr. Mountague for ever. Dashwood was alarmed beyond 
measure, but the lady did not long continue in this frame of 
mind, for upon going into her dressing-room to rest herself, she 
found her governess at the glass. 

"Bon Dieu I" exclaimed Mademoiselle, turning roun<l. : 
" Miladi told me you was gone out-niais qu' est-ce que c' est ? -
vous voilc't, pale I you are as _white-blanc comme man linge," 
cried she, with emphasis, at the same time touching a handker­
chief which was so far from white, that her pupil could not help 
bursting out into a laugh at the unfortunate illustration. "Paiw1·e 
petite I tenez," continued Mademoiselle, running up to her with 
salts, apprehensive that she was going into fits. "I am not ill, 
thank you," said Lady Augusta, taking the smelling-bottle. 

"But don't tell me dat," said Mademoiselle; "I saw you 
walking, out of de window, wicl dat man, and I know dis .is some 
new demele wid him. Come, point de secret, man enjant. Has 
not he been giving you one good lecture ?" 

"Lecture," said Lady Augusta, rising with becoming spirit­
" no, Mademoiselle, I am not to be lectured by anybody." 

"No, to be sure, dat is what I say; and surtout not by a 
lover. Quel hormne I why, I would not have him to pay his 
court to me for all de world. Why, pauvre petite, he has made 
you look ten year older ever since he began to fall in love wid 
you; dis what you call a lover in Eng1and? Bon, why, I know 
noting of de matter, if he be one bit in love wid you, man 
enfant." 

" Oh, as to that, he certainly is in love with me : whatever 
other faults he has, I must do him justice." 

"Justice I Oh, let him have justice, de tout man cmu·r; but 
I say, if he be a man in love, he is de oddest man in love I ever 
happen to see ; he cat, drink, sleep, talk, laugh, se possede tout 
comm,e un aidre . Bon Dieu I I would not give noting at all 
myself for such a sort of a lover. },![ on enfant, dis is not de way 
I would wish to see you lo·rnd-dis is not de way no man ought 
for to dare for to love you." 
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"And how ought I to be loved 1" askcJ Lady Augusta, 
irn p:iticntly. 

"La belle question I Eh! don't everybody:_·de stupidest 
person in de world know how dey ought to be love 1 Mais 
11r1,._c;s/'.onement, eperdwnent-dere is a-a j e ne sais q_uoi, Jat 
i11falliblement distinguish de true lover from de false." 

'-' Then," said Lady Augusta, "you really don't think that Mr. 
1\.Iountague loves me 1" 

"Tink ! " replied Mademoiselle, "I don't tink about it; but 
have not I said enough 1-open your eyes-make your o_wn 
coniparaisons." 

Before Lady Augusta had made her comparisons, a knock at 
the door from her maid came to let her know that Lord George 

_ was waiting. 
"Ah! Milord George! I won't keep you den: va-t'en." 
"But now, do you know, it was only because I just said that 

I was going out with Lord George, that Mr. l\fountague made all 
this rout." 

"Den let him make his route-qu'impo1'fe ? Miladi . votre 
chern mc1·e make no objections. Quelle impertinence I If ho 
was milord due he could not give himself no more airs. Va, 
mon enfant-dis a lover ! Quel lwmme I q_uel tyran I and den 
of course when he grows to be a husband, he will be worserer 
and worserer, and badderer and badderer, when he grows to be 
your husband." 

" Oh," cried Lady Augusta, snatching up her gloves hastily, 
'' my husband he shall never be, I am determined. So now I'll 
give him his coup de grace." 
· "Bon I" said Mademoiselle, following her pupil, '! and I must 
not miss to be by, for I shall love to see dat man mortify." 

"You are going, then 1" said Mr. Mountague, gravely, as he 
passed. "Going, going, going, gone ! " cried Lady Augusta, 
tripping carelessly by; and she gave her hand to the sulky lord: 
then, springing into the phaeton, said, as usual, "I know, milord, 
you1ll break my neck;" at the same time casting a look at Mr. 
Mountague, which seemed to say> "I hope you'll break you1· 
heart, at least." 

·when she returned from· her airing, the first glance at Mr. 
JHountague's countenance convinced her that her power was at 
an end. She was not the only person who observed this; Dash­
wood , under his air·of thoughtless gaiety, watched all that passed 
with the utmost vigilance, and he knew how to avail himself of 
every circumstance that could be turned to his own advantage. 
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He well knew that a la<ly's ear i ~ nerer o h:1ppi · prepn.r for 
the voice of flattery a after having been forced -0 hear tlrn of 
sincerity. Da~hwood contrived to mee Lady .AuO'u ta ju~ after 
she had been mortified by her late admirer ~ to al recov r · of hi 
liberty ; and seizing well hi~ moment, pre ed hi ui with 
gallant ardour. As he exhibited all tho e sign~ of ias~ion \\'hich 
her governess would have deemed unequivocal the youn (l' hd · 
thought herself ju tifiecl in not ab olutely drivin him o de3pair. 

\Vhere was Lady S-- all this time 1 Wh re 1 .At h card.­
table, playing very judiciou ly at whi t. \\ ith au indolent 
secmity, which will be thought incredible by tho c who liav 
not seen similar instances of folly in great families, he let v ry­
thing pass before her eyes " ·i_thout seeing it. Confid nt that 
her daughter, after having gone through th u nnl rou iu , wonhl 
meet with some suitable establishment, that the ttl m 'uts 
would then be the father's business, the choice of the j 'W 1 
hers, she left her dear Augusta. in the mean time to con<luct her- • 
self, or, what was ten times worse, to be conducted by :Ma.<l -
moiselle Panache. Thus to the habitual indol nc or t mporary 
convenience of parents a1·e the peace and r 'putntion of a family 
secretly sacrificed. And we may observe that tho wh tak 
the lea t precautions to prevent impmdence in t.h ir 'hildr 'n 
nre most enraged and implacable when the evil becom irr -
mediablo. 

In losing Mr. Mountague's heart, Lady Au O" u ta' vani ty f ·lt 
n, double pang, from tho apprehen ion that H 1 n ". ukl prol n,bly 
recover her captive. Acting merely from the impul f th 
moment, her ladyship was perfectly a child in her omlu t · h 
,seluom knew her own mind two hours togeth r, and r ally did 
not foresee the consequences of any one of her actionq. Half n. 
dozen incompatible wi hes fill ed her heart-or, rath r, h rim­
agination. Tho most immediate obj ect of vanity had n,lwn.y­
thc greatest power over her ; and upon this habit of ruind :d1-
wood calculated with security. 

In the pride of conquest, her lady hip had r j ic 1 n.t h r 
mother's inviting Mr . Templ and h r dnucrhL r to nn nt rln,in­
ment at S-- Hall, where h ft att red h r 1£ t11nt fr. J\t un­
.tague would appear n. her declared admir r. Th dn nln ! 
ca.mo; but thing had taken a uew turn, nnd Lady ucru ta was 
as impatient that tho vi it hould bo fini h c.1, a h hnd b n 
eag r to have tho invitation s •nt. - L'l.dy - - wa n t l r -
ciscly informed of all lhat ,rn going on in h or wn h u , :1 
we have observed.: and h was ther for a liUle urpri ·cd at 
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the look of vexation with wliich her cln.11rrhtcr heard that sho 
Juul pressed J\Irs. Temple to stay all nigl~t. "My dear," said 
Lady S--, "you know you can sleep iu Mademoiselle's room 
for this one night, and Miss Helen Temple will have yours. 
One should be civil to people, especially when one secs them 
but seldom." Lady Augusta was much out of humour with her 
mother' ill-timed civility j but there was no remedy. Tn the 
hurry of moving her things at night, Lady Augusta left i1! her 
dressing-table drawer a letter of Dash wood's-a letter which slw 
would not have had seen by Miss Helen Temple for any con­
sideration. Our readers may imagine what her ladyship's con­
sternation must have been when the next morning Helen put 
the letter into her hand, saying-" There's a paper you left in 
your dressing-table, Lady Augusta, at my mercy." The 
ingenuous countenance of Helen, as she spoke, might have con­
vinced any 9ne but Lady Augusta, that she was incapaole of 
having opened this paper, but her ladyship judged otherwise: 
she had no doubt that every syllable of the letter had been seen, 
and that her secret would quickly be divulged. The company 
had_not yet assembled at breakfast. She retired precipitately 
to her own room, to consider what could possibly be done in 
this emergency. She at length resolved to apply to Mr. 
Mountague for assistance; for she had seen enough of him to 
feel assured that he was a man of honour, and that she might 
safely trust him. When she heard him go downstairs to break­
fast she followed, and contrived to give him a note, which he 
read with no small degree of surprise. 

"How to apologize for myself I know not, nor have I one moment's 
time to deliberate. Believe me, I feel my sensibility and deli cacy severely 
wounded; but an ill-fated uncontrollable pass ion must plead my excuse. 
1 candidly own that my conduct must appear to you in a strange light; 
but spare me, I beseech you, all reproaches, and pardon my weakness, for 
on your generosity and honour must 1 rely in this moment of distress. 

"A letter of mine, a fatal letter from Dash wood, has fallen into the hands 
of Miss H elen Temple. All that I hold :c:iost dear is at her mercy. I a.111 
fully persuaded that were she to promise to keep my secret, nothing on 
earth would tempt her to betray me; but I know she hn.s so much the 
habit of speaking of everything to her moth er, tha.t I n.m in torture till 
thi s promise is obtained. Your influence I mu t depend upon. Speak to 
her. l conjure you, the moment breakfast is over; and n.ssure yourself of 
my' unalterable gratitude. 

"AUGUST.A-," 

The moment breakfast was over, Mr. Mountague followed 
Helen into the library; a portfolio full of prints lay open on the 
(,able, and as he turned them over he stopped at n. print of 
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Alexander putting his seal to the lips of Parmenio, whom he 
<letected reading a letter over his shouhler. H elen, as she loo]m l 
at the print, said, she admired the delicacy of Alexander's reproo f 
to his friend; but observed_ that it was scarcely probable the 
seal shoul<l bind Parmenio's lips. 

"How so 1 " said Mr. 1\fountague, eagerly. 
" Because," said Helen, "if honour coul<l not restrain his 

curiosity, it would hardly secure his secrecy." 
"Charming girl!" exclaimed Mr. Mountague, ·with enthusiasm. 

H elen, struck with surprise, and-a variety of emotions, colouretl 
deeply. "I beg your pardon," said Mr. Mountague, changing 
his tone, "for being so abrupt. You found a letter of Lady 
Augusta's last night. She is in great, I am sure, needless, 
anxiety about it." 

" N eedlcss, indeed; I did not think it necessary to assure 
La<ly Augusta, when I retnrned the letter that I ha<l not read 
i t,. As she has mentioned this subject to you, I hope, sir, you 
, r ill persna<le her of the truth: you seem to be fully convinced 
of it yourself." 

"I am, indeed, fully convinced of your integrity, of the 
generosity, the simplicity of your mind. May I ask whether 
you formed any conjecture, whether you know, whom that letter 
was from~" 

H elen, with an ingenuous look, replied, "Yes, sir, I did form 
a conjecture ; I thought it was from you." 

" ]from me ! " exc1nimed Mr. Mountague ; " I must undeceive 
you there ; the letter was not mine, I am eager," continncu he, 
smiling, "to undeceive you. I wish I might flat ter myself this 
explanation could ever be half as interesting to you as it is to 
me. That letter was not mine, and I can never, in future, be 
on any other terms with Lady Augusta than those of a common 
acquaintance." 

H erc they were interrupted by the sudden _en .... trancc of 
Mademoiselle, followed by Dashwood, to whom she was talk­
ing with great earnestness. Mr. Mountague, when he had 
coll ected his thoughts suffic iently to think of Lady Augusta, 
wrote the following answer to her letter :-

'.' Your lactrship may be perfectly at ease wi th res pect to your note. 
Miss Helen Temple hn s not read it, nor ha she, I am convi nced , the 
sli ghtest uspicion of its contents, or its au thor. I beg leave to assure 
your lad>shi p that I am sen ible of the h onour of your confi dence, and that 
you_ shall nen~r have any reason to repent of havin g- trusted in my d is­
creti on. Yet permi t me, even at the hazard of appearing impert inen t-at 
the still great hazard of incurrng your displcn nre, to express my most 

5 
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earnest hope that nothing will tempt you to, form a connection which; I 
nm persuadedhwould prove fatal to the happiness of your future life.-! 
am, with muc respect, your ladyship's obedient servant, . 

"F. MOUNTAGUE," 

Lady Augusta read this answer to her note with the greatest 
eagerness; the first time she ran her eye over it, joy to find her 
secret yet undiscovered suspended every other feeling; but, upon 
a second perusal, her ladyship felt extremely displeased by the 
cold civility of the style, and somewhat alarmed at the conclud­
ing paragraph. With no esteem, and with little affection for 
Dashwood, she had suffered herself to imagine that her passion 
for him was uncontrollable. v\That degree of felicity she was 
likely to enjoy with a man destitute equally of fortune and 
principle, she had never attempted to calculate; but there was 
something awful in the words, '' I earnestly hope that nothing 
will tempt you to form a connection which will prove fatal to 
your future happiness." ·while she was pondering upon these 
words, Dashwood met her in the park, where she was walking 
alone. "Why so grave 1" exclaimed he, with anxiety. 

"I am only thinking that-I am afraid-I think this is a 
silly business; I wish, Mr. Dash wood, you wouldn't think any 
more of it, and give me back my letters." 

Dash wood vehemently swore that her letters were dearer to him 
than life, and that the "last pang should tear them from his heal't.'1 

"But if we go on with all this," resumed Lady Augusta, "it 
will at last break my mother's heart, and Mademoiselle's into 
the bargain ; besides, I don't half believe you; I really~-" 

"I really-what 1" cried he, pouring forth protestations of pas: 
sion, which put Mr. Mountague's letter entirely out of her head. 

A number of small motives sometimes. decide the mind in the 
most important actions of our lives; and faults are often attri­
buted to passion which arise from folly. The pleasure of duping 
her governess, the fear of witnessing Helen's triumph over her 
lover's recovered affections, and the idea, of the bustle and 6.clat 
of an . elopement, all mixed together, ·went under the general 
denomina,tion of Jove ! Cupid is often blamed for deeds in 
which he has no share. 

"But," resumed Lady Augusta, after making the last pause 
of ex-piring prudence, "what shall we <lo about Mademoiselle 1" 

"Poor Mademoiselle ! " cried Dash wood, leaning back against 
a tree to support himself, whilst ho laughed violently; "what 
do you think she is a.bout at this instant ?- packing up her 
clothes in a bundLox." 

at 
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'' Packing up her clothes in a bandbox!" 
"Yes; she verily believes that I am dying with impa,tience to carry her off to Scotland, and at four o'clock to-mor~ow morni11g she trips downstairs, out of the garden-door, of which she keeps the key, flies across the park, scales the gate, gains the village, and takes refuge with her good friend Miss Lacey, the milliner, where she is to ·wait for me. Now in the meantime, the moment the coast is clear, I fly to you, my 'real angel." 

"Oh, no, upon my word," said Lady Augusta, so faintly, that Dashwoocl went on exaq_tly in the same tone. "I fly to you, my angel, and we shall be halfway on our trip to Scotland before MaLlemoiselle's patience is half exhausted, and before Miladi S-- is quite awake." 
Lady Augusta cemkl not forbear smiling at this idea; and thus, by an unlucky stroke of humour, was the grand event of her life debided. 
Marmon tel'~ well-known story called "He.ureuscment," is certainly not a moral tale; to counteract its effects, he should have written "Malheureusement," if he could. 

othing happened to disconcert the measures of Lady Augusta aud Dashwood. 
The next morning Lady S-- came down, according to her usual custom, late to breakfast. Mrs. Temple, I-Jelen, Emma, Lord George, Mr. Mountague, &c., were assembled; "Has not Mademoiselle made breakfast for us yet ? " said Lady S-_-; she sat down, and expected every moment to see Madm!loiselle P anache and her daughter make their appearance. But she waited in vain. Neither Mademoiselle, Lady Augusta, nor Dashwood, were anywhere to be found. Everybody round the breakfast-table looked at each other in sil ence, waiting the event. "They arc out walking, I suppose," said Lady S--, which supposition contented her for the first five minutes ; but then she exclaimcLl, "It's very strange they don't come back l " ""\ ery strange-I mean rather strange," said Lord George, helping himself, as he spoke, to his usual quantity of butter, and then drumming upon the table, whilst l\fr. Iountague, all the time, looked down and preserved a profound silence. 

At length the door opened, and Mademoiselle Panache, in a riding-habit, made her appearance. "Bon jou1·, miladi I B (ln jour I" said she, looking round at the silent party with a half­ierrifieu, half-astonished countenance, '' Je vous deniande mille pardons-Q,u'est-ce que c'est? I have only been to take a walk dis morning into de village to de milliner's. She has dis-
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appointed me of ·my tings, dat kept me waiting; but I am come 
back in- time for breakfast, I hope." 

"But where is my daughter~" cried Lady S--, rouseJ at 
last from her natural indolence-" '\\There is.Lady Augusta?" 

"Bon Dieu I miladi, I don't know. Bon D.ieu I in her bed, 
I suppose-Bon D ieu I" exclaimed she a third time, and turned 
as pale as ashes. "But where den is Mr. Dashwood 1" At 
this instant, a note, direeted to Mademoiselle, was brought into 
the room; the servant said that Lady Augusta's maid had just 
found it upon he1: lady's toilet-Mademoiselle tore open the note. 

"Excuse me to my mother; yoM can Lest plead my excuse. You 'IVi!l 
not sec me again till I am AUGUSTA DASHWOOD." 

"Ah, scelerat I Ah, scelerat I Il m' a trahi I " screamed Madem­
oiselle ; she threw down the note, and sunk upon the sofa in 
violent hysterics, whilst Lady S--, seeing in the one and the 
same moment her own folly, and her daughter's ruin, fi xed her 
eyes upon the words, "Augusta Dashwood, " and fainte<l. Mr. 
Mountague led Lord George out of the room with him, whilst 
Mrs. Temple, H elen, and her sister ran to the assistance of the 
unhappy mother and distressed governess. 

As soon as Mademoiselle had recovered tolerable composure, 
she recollected that she had betrayed too violent emotion on 
this occasion. "Il m'a trahi" were words, howeyer, that she 
could not recall; it was in vain she at tempted to fabrica te some 
apology for herself. No apology could avail, for it was now too 
evident that she had fa tal reasons to lament tho loss of her 
lover. And whilst Lady S--, in silent anguish, wept for her 
own and her daughter's folly, the governess, in loud and gross 
terms, abused Dashwood, and reproached her pupil with having 
shown duplicity, ingratitude., and a bad heart. 

"A bad education ! " exclaimed Lady S--, with a voice of 
mingled anger and sorrow; "leave the room, Mademoiselle­
leave my house. How could I choose such a governess for my 
daughter 1 Yet, indeed, " added her ladyship, turning to Mrs. 
Temple, " she was well recommended to me, and how coulJ I 
foresee all this ? " 

To such- an appeal, at such a time, there was no reply to be 
made ; it is cruel to point out errors to those who feel that they 
nre irreparable ; but it is benevolent to point them out to others 
who have yet their choice to make. 

DALZI E L BROTH ERS, CAMUEN PRESS, LONUON , N, W. 
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