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THE CONFESSIONS

OF AN

ELDERLY LADY.

How interminably long the days are! Though
broken by repasts, visits, airings, and reading,
still they creep on with leaden feet. Heigh-ho!
It was not thus in the days of my youth. Then
the hours seemed to have wings, and flew away
so rapidly, that I often wished to retard their
flight. But every thing is changed ! The very
seasons are no longer the same; and theit pro-
ductions bear no more comparison with those
that I remember, than—what shall I say ?—
than the young persons, misnamed beauties, in
these degenerate days, do, with the lovely women
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2 THE CONFESSIONS OF

who were my contemporaries. Yes, the flowers
have lost their fragrance, the fruit its flavour,
and the vegetables taste as if created by some
chemical process. The newspapers, too, par-
take the general change; and are, for the most
part, filled with the movements of stupid lords and
silly ladies ; or the speeches of some demagogue
placarded into notice, by the praise of one party
and abuse of another. Parliamentary debates,
instead of displaying the magniloquent march of
sonorous words that were wont to charm my
youthful ears, rendering each speech worthy of
a place in that excellent work, entitled ¢ Enfield’s
Speaker,” are now reduced to colloquies, quite
as familiar as if the debaters were seated round
their tables after dinner, and had only their
convivial guests, and not the nation, as audience.
To be sure, people did assert that Dr. Johnson
wrote the reported speeches, but so much the
better, say I; for they will stand as honorable
records of the abilities of my contemporaries,

when the world no longer remembers the rumour



AN ELDERLY LADY. 3

of their Johnsonian parentage, and will form an
admirable contrast to the inflated common places,
or flimsy theories of the present time.

I have but one consolation for the degeneracy
of the age, and that consists in the conviction
that few records of it will descend to posterity.
People seem to loose all respect for the past;
events succeed each other with such velocity
that the most remarkable one of a few years
gone by, is no more remembered than if centuries
had closed over it. The present race seem to
think only of the actual minute. They are pro-
digals, who give no thought to their predecessors,
and no care to their successors. People were
not thus heartless in my youthful days—but
every thing is changed !

The magazines, too, how they are fallen off'!
No longer do two interesting looking heads,
ycleped A téte-a-téte,” or “The fair deceiver,
and the enamoured Philander,” meet the gaze,
initiating one into some recent morgeaw of amusing
scandal. No—the portrait of some would-be-

B 2



4 THE CONFESSIONS OF

beauty, or modern author, stares one in the face,
endeavouring to look handsome, or clever, with
all her, or his, might; but as it is not often that
artists succeed in bestowing either of these ex-
pressions on their subjects, they are frequently,
as unkindly treated by art, as by nature.

Then the matter of these magazines—how
infinitely inferior are they to those of my youth !
Pretentious philosophical disquisitions on recent
discoveriesinscience—sketchy tales, with shadowy
personages—crude reviews on as crude literary
productions—poems guiltless of thought —and
a réchauffée of the events of the past month, as
insipid as réchauffées generally are.

The editors of the ephemeral productions to
which I allude, ambitious to contain in their
pages some attractive article, and knowing the
craving appetites of their readers for personali-
ties, dress up a forgotten anecdote, or obsolete
scandal, with the sauce piquant of inuendoes
and exaggerations; or else with tales professing

to treat of fashicnable life, with characters that
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bear no more resemblance to living ones, than
do the figures on which milliners and tailors
display their garments for sale. But their con-
clusions satisfy the crowd, who, unable to pene-
trate the sanctuaries of aristocratic life, cannot
judge of the coarseness and want of truth of the
pretended representations.

The study of history, I carefully eschew —
for modern historians are all would-be-philoso-
phers ; who, instead of relating facts as they
occurred, give us their version, or rather per-
versions of them, always coloured by their
political prejudices, or distorted to establish
some theory, and rendered obscure by cumbrous
attempts to trace effect from cause. They tell
us not only what potentates, heroes, and states-
men said, or are imagined to have said, but also,
not unfrequently, favour us with what they
thought ; though they do not quite satisfy us as
to the authenticity of the sources whence they
derived their information. Poetry I have been

compelled to abandon, ever since Byron de-
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moralized the public taste, by substituting passion
for sentiment; and originated a herd of servile
imitators of all his defects, but who possess not
one ray of the genius that redeemed them.
Dryden, Waller, Pope, were the poets read
in my youth. Their lofty thoughts came to
us in as lofty diction, like the beauties of that
day, attired in their court dresses. Novels
were then an agreeable resource. Sir Charles
Grandison, Clarissa Harlowe—how often have
I dwelt on your pages, my sympathy excited,
and my reason satisfied. Yes—Richardson’s
lLeroines were not only women, but, with the
exception of Pamela, they were gentlewomen, a
class that seems now to have passed away from
our modern novels, as wholly as they have from
society: a genus ycleped ¢ladies” being substi-
tuted, which no more resembles their dignified
progenitors, than the flimsy draperies of the
modern originals of these meretricious shadows,
do the substantial velvets and brocades in which

my stately contemporaries were attired.
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Times are indeed sadly changed! Fashion,
a nondescript which, like Milton’s allegorical
personification of death, has no definite shape,
has now usurped the place of decorum; and,
like death, levels all distinctions. This same
fashion is a monstrous growth of these degenerate
days, which, like the idol of Juggernaut, often
crushes those who prostrate themselves before
her revolving wheel. 1t is the sworn foe to all
that is good and respectable ; and encourages
only the parvenus which spring up beneath its
unwholesome shade, as does the fungus beneath
that of some tree, whose deleterious moisture
gives it birth.

Well 7, at least, have not bowed dgwn and
worshipped this colossal idol. I have not left
the residence of my ancestors, because fashion
had proscribed its precincts, to become the neigh-
bour of some returned nabob, or retired bill-
broker, with no recommendation, save his ill-
acquired wealth. I have not dismantled my

mansion” of its cumbrous, but richly carved
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furniture, to adopt, at a later period, a com-
position in imitation of it. No—Isaw the rage
for Grecian and Roman decoration pass by, as
calmly as I have since seen them replaced by
the angular ameublement of the melo-dramatic
Emperor of the French; and have lived to witness
the solid magnificence of the fourteenth Louis,
revived by those who are as incapable of com-
prehending, as of emulating the splendor and
abilities of that dignified model for kings. I
smile at beholding the ill-executed imitations in
the mansions of my acquaintance, of the costly
furniture which, from mine, has never been
displaced; while they would gladly purchase
back their ancestral possessions from the brokers
who have collected them to sell again at more
than thrice their original cost.

Yes, it is very satisfactory to my feelings to
witness the restoration of true taste in furniture,
at least; almost as much so as it was to see Louis
X VIIL restored to the throne of his forefathers,

whence his less fortunate brother has been
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exiled. We have fallen upon evil days; ¢ the
march of intellect,” as they call it, has been in
my opinion a triumphal march over the pro-
strated privileges of sovereigns, who dare no
longer consider their subjects as their unalienable
property, nor govern by the good old monar-
chical principle of ¢ Je veuz.”

This, is a melancholy and an unnatural state
of things; but I console myself with thinking
that it cannot last, though, alas! it bids fair to
endure my time; consequently, I am somewhat
disposed to adopt the philosophy of the fifteenth
Louis, and exclaim ¢ dprés nous le deluge.”

I wish I had children, for I should in that
case, have had now around me a third genera-
tion of scions from the parent stem, who might
have loved me, and whom I might have loved ;
at all events, over whose destinies my fortune
would have given me an influence, and next to
loving, and being loved, is the pleasure of gc-
verning. But this wearisome solitude, imposed
by age and infirmities, and uncheered by fond

B3



10 THE CONFESSIONS OF

faces, ‘or affectionate voices, it i1s hard to bear.
Nature has implanted in every breast the yearning
desire to be an object of sympathy and affection
to its fellow. The young feel it, but they feel
too, the glad consciousness of possessing the
power to excite, and repay the sentiment ; while
the old are too well aware how unlovely is age,
not to distrust the appearance of an attachment,
they fear they are incapable of creating. They
become suspicious and peevish from this humi-
liating self-knowledge, and consequently less
worthy of the affection for which they vearn.
Lvery one now writes, and the occupation may
serve to amuse me, even though its fruits fail to
amuse others; and thus I who love to live in the
past, may borrow from it the means of rendering
the present less insupportable. Shall I then
take courage, make my confessions to the public,
and trust to it for absolution. It is an indul-
gent monster after all, which swallows much
that is bad. Why, therefore, should I fear it?

But who will read the confessions of an old
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woman ? and in an age when every thing old,
except furniture, plate, and wine, is exploded ?
N’importe, if those only wrote, who were sure of
being read, we should have fewer authors; and
the shelves of libraries would not.groan beneath
the weight of dusty tomes more voluminous than
luminous. Yes, I will write my memoirs.

¢ Did your ladyship speak ?” asked that much
enduring woman, my dume de compagnie, one
of the most uncompanionable of that class of
persons denominated companions. My con-
science does sometimes reproach me for sundry
pettish reproofs, and petulant phoos and pshaws,
addressed to this modern Griseldé, who ¢ assents
to all I will, or do, or say,” with a meekness very
trying to a temper like mine. She, however, is
at least ten years my junior, and will, in all
human probability, live to enjoy the comfortable
provision I have secured her in my will; thinking
perhaps that she has well earned it, by a twenty
years’ daily and hourly practice of that difficult

virtue— Patience.
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Yes, I will write my confessions, and ¢ naught
extenuate, or set down aught in malice.” As a
proof of my sincerity, I shall record my dialogue
with my dame de compagnie.

¢ Mrs. Vincent, ring the bell, if you please—
here, that will do; you always ring it as if you
imagined the servants to be deaf.”

¢ I beg your ladyship’s pardon; but, if you
will be pleased to recc;llect, you, this morning,
complained that I rang the bell so gently that
the servants never heard the first pull.”

¢¢ Pray don’t ask me to be pleased to recollect;
I never am pleased to recollect such puerile
fiddle faddle. Your memory is so tenacious,
that you can quote every syllable I utter in the
course of a week.”

It will be perceived by the malicious reader,
that in my petulance I was unconsciously com-
prising my own conversation within the con-
temptuous epithet of fiddle faddle. But whether
my unhappy companion was equally acute,A I

cannot determine; for she was far too well dis-

Pl
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ciplined to allow any indication of discovery to
be perceptible.

% Why don’t you ring the bell again? you see
no one has answered.”

Enter John.

¢ And so, John, here has Mrs. Vincent been
ringing this last half hour. It really is ‘oo
provoking that none of you will answer the
bell.” i

« Very sorry, indeed, your ladyship; but I
only heard the bell once.”

¢ There, you are copvinced, Mrs. Vincent; I
always tell you, that you do not ring sufficiently
loud; I wish you would remember this another )
time. Let me consider, what did I want. What
did I require, Mrs. Vincent ?”

¢ Indeed, madam, I do not know, your lady-
ship did not inform me.”

¢ There it is, you never remember what I
want; it really is enough to vex a saint.”

¢ I'm sure, madam, I am very sorry.”

“ So you always say, I hear nothing but

¢I beg your pardon,” and ‘I am very sorry,’



14 THE CONFESSIONS OF

all day long.—Place the easy chair with an extra
pillow before my writing-desk, wheel the desk
close to the window, and put a tabouret for my
feet. 'There, that will do. See that the pens
are good, the ink not too thick, and lay a quire
of foolscap wove paper on the desk; not that
abominable glazed paper which dazzles my eyes.
I intend to write, Mrs. Vincent, yes, to write a
good deal, unless it should fatigue me: so wipe
my spectacles. You had better remain in the
room, to see that the fire does not go out. You
can read, if you like it; but mind you do not
make a noise in turning over the leaves, yon
“know vou have a trick of doing so. And re-
member, too, you do not make that disagreeable
sound to which youn are much addicted, a sort
of clearing of the trachea, which is extremely
trying to my nerves. There again, Mrs. Vin-
cent, have I not told you a thousand times not
to give way to that offensive habit of sighing.
I cannot bear it.”
“1 beg your ladyship’s pardon, I am very

sor”
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« Oh! dear—Oh! dear, I never can say a
word to you, that you do not forthwith answer
me with ¢ I beg your pardon, I am very sorry.’”

¢¢ Indeed, madam”——

“ Don’t say another word, spare my nerves;
you know, or ought to know, that I detest ex-
planations.”

If my readers are not disgusted with this
specimen of my irritability and egotism, I will
proceed with my task.

My first recollections point to Walsingham
Castle, where my happiest days were passed.
Well do I remember a certain dressing-room in
it that breathed the mingled odours of every-’
fragrant flower, odours ever since associated in
my mind with the memory of that chamber and
its inmate. Reclined in an easy ehair, propped
by pillows, a fragile form draped in muslin of
a snowy whiteness, used to meet my gaze. A
pale but beautiful face, with large lustrous eyes,
whose tender expression is even now remem-

bered, used to welcome me with smiles. A soft
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delicate hand used to smooth my curls, and draw
me fondly to her heart; and a low sweet voice,
that only uttered words of love, used to greet me.
Never can I forget the warm tears that often
fell on my face and shoulders, when strained in
the convulsive embrace of that lovely being.

“ Why does mamma weep when she kisses
me ?” demanded I, one day, of the upper
nurse.

¢ You must not ask questions, Lady Arabella,”
was the satisfactory reply; a reply that generally
met all the interrogatories I addressed to the
pragmatical Mrs. Sydenham.

Good Mrs. Mary, as I designated her assistant,
was less taciturn; and to my reiterated demand
of why mamma wept? told me, with a deep sigh
and melancholy shake of the head, that it was
because mamma was going to leave me; and
was sorry.

¢ But she sha’n’t go, if she does not like it,”
answered I, with the wilfulness that even then

characterised me, ¢ I won’t let her go.”
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¢ Poor child,” murmured good Mrs. Mary,
and a tear trembled in her eye.

‘The next time I entered the odorous dressing~
room, mamma appeared to me suffering more
than usual. Papa was sitting by her side, and
held one of her hands in his. She embraced me
fondly, and he took me on his knee. They
looked at me, and then at each other, with an
expression so piteous, that it reminded me of
good Mrs. Mary’s explanation of mamma’s tears,
and I uttered imploringly, Do not go away, dear
sweet mamma, stay with papa, and Arabella.”

She burst into a passion of tears, and my
father, too, became greatly agitated.

¢« Oh! yes,” resumed I, ¢« good Mrs. Mary
told me you wept because you were sorry to go
away.”

She sobbed in agony, and caught me to her
breast, and my father pressed us both in his arms.

I saw my mother no more in the fragrant
dressing-room ; but was afterwards taken a few

times to her bed-room, whence my father seldom
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- moved. She looked paler than ever,and her voice
was so low, that it could only whisper; still it ut-
tered fond words, and sounded sweetly in my ears.
Every one moved so gently, and spoke so softly
in that room, that my steps only were heard;
the other persons glided about like shadows.
My father looked nearly as pallid as my mother,
and scarcely ever glanced from her; unless when
he turned to conceal the tears, that were con-
tinually springing to his eyes.

One day, I was sent for, and found my mother
supported by pillows, and her eyes half closed.
My father had been reading aloud to her; and
I heard her murmur, ¢ Thy will, not mine, be
done, O Lord )”

He took me in his arms, and held me to her.
She pressed me faintly, but fondly; a few burning
tears fell on my face, and she pronounced, in
accents broken by the approach of death, a mo-
ther’s last blessing. I, too, wept, though, alas! I
knew not then what bitter cause I had for tears;

and when my father offered to withdraw me from
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her fond embrace, I clung passionately to her.
At this moment, the clergyman was announced:
she relaxed her hold of me, and I was taken from
the chamber violently sobbing.

"I remember, that when T reached the door, I
looked back, and caught her tearful eyes strained
to sce me to the last. What agony was then in
their expression !

I never saw my mother again, for she died in
two hours after I was torn from her. To this
early bereavement of the truest, tenderest friend
that youth can ever know, I attribute all the
errors of my life.

The next day, and the following one, I asked
repeatedly to be taken to mamma. Mrs. Syden-
ham looked grave, said it could not be ; and good
Mistress Mary wept, and, though always affec-
tionate to me, appeared still more so, notwith-
standing that Mrs, Sydenham more than once
reprimanded her, and sternly desired her not to
spoil me.

In a week after, I was dressed in black, and
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noticed that all the household was similarly clad.
I objected to this change in my dress, and said
that mamma would not like my ugly black frock,
as she was only fond of pretty white ones. This
remark produced a few more tears from good
Mistress Mary, who was again rebuked by Mrs.
Sydenham, for being, as she termed it, always
whimpering. I had an instinctive dislike to the
upper nurse, and a preference to Mary, whose
tears, though I knew not their source, soothed me.

The next day, the sounds of many carriage
wheels, and the champing of steeds, drew me to
the window of my nursery, which overlooked the
court of the castle. I clapped my hands in
childish glee, when I saw the cortege decked
with nodding plumes, that moved slowly and
proudly along.

« Where are all these fine carriages going ?”’
asked I, “and why are so many of them black ?”

“They are taking away your mamma,” an-
swered Mary, as well as her tears and sobs would

allow her.



AN ELDERLY LADY. 21

I, too, began to weep, exclaiming that they
should not take my own dear, sweet mamma
away; but the cortege continued to advance,
until the last nodding plume vanished from my
tearful sight, and I sank on the bosom of good
Mary, exhausted by my sorrow. How silent "
was the whole castle! Not a sound was heard
save the tolling of the church bell, that came
booming on the ear from the distance, or the
chimes of the great clock, as it marked the flight
of time.

The gloom chilled me, and yet it was in uni-
son with my feelings; for though too young to
comprehend the misfortune that had befallen me,
a mysterious sympathy seemed to render silence
and sorrow congenial to me.

The following day, my father sent for me.
I found him in the library, so pale and care
worn, that, young as I was, the alteration in his
appearance struck me forcibly. He was clad in
deep mourning, and his eyes indicated that tears

“had lately been no strangers to them.
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I rushed into his arms and wept as I hid my
face in his bosom, to which I fondly nestled, as I
had been wont to do to the maternal one. He
dismissed the attendant; and as he bent his
head over mine, I felt his tears fall on my hair
and neck, and heard the deep sighs that heaved
his breast.

“ You weep, dear papa,” said I, ¢ because my
own sweet mamina is gone away. She, too, wept,
for she was sorry to leave you and me. Do you
remember, papa, how she cried and kissed us
both ?”

He clasped me convulsively, called me his last,
his only comfort.

< But won’t dear mamia come back to us?”
asked I.

¢¢ No, my precious child, never; but we shall
go to her.”

« O! Iam so glad; I hope, papa, it will be
soon. And shall we too go in that black coach,
with all the nodding feathers? and will the bells

toll, as when dear mamma went? How glad I :
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shall be that day; and you, papa, will you not
be glad ?”

My poor father sobbed aloud, and I repeatedly
- kissed his cheek.

“ Look here,” my dear Arabella,” said he,
opening the miniature case now before me,
¢ Do you know this face ?”

“’Tis my own mamma; my dear, sweet
mamma,” answered I. <O/ let me always have
it to look at.”

I'rom this period, I spent a considerable por-
tion of every day with my father, who never
failed to show me the cherished miniature, or to
talk to me of its dear and lost original.

A year elapsed before he left the solitude of
Walsingham Castle ; during that epoch he made
me comprehend that my mother was dead. How
well I recollect the feeling of awe that crept
through my young heart, as he explained the
nature of this tremendous but inevitable passage
to-eternity. Yet, though awed, I loved to dwell

on the subject; and death and a union with my
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mother, henceforth became an association of
ideas in my mind, that robbed the one of its
terrors, and softened the regret entertained for
the other.

My father, never of a robust constitution,
began to show symptoms of confirmed ill health,
in less than a year from the decease of my mother.
So fervent had been his attachment to her, that
time, though it soothed the bitterness of grief,
could not obliterate her image, or console him
for her loss; and I believe, that had he been
childless, he would have hailed death as a release
from an existence which had lost all charm for
him since she had been torn from his arms.

It was solely for my sake that he submitted to a
regime the most abstemious, and to a system of
medical care, which condemned him to the most
monotonous mode of existence imaginable. I was
his constant companion; seated on a low tabouret,
by his invalid chair or sofa, I established all my
toys in his library, built card houses on his couch,

accompanied him in all his airings, prattling to
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him every thought that passed through my infant
mind, and never leaving him but with sorrow.

A fear that I inherited the malady of my
mother, or his own delicacy of constitution, ope-
“rated continually on his imagination, rendered
morbidly apprehensive, by a degree of sensibility
rarely belonging to the male character, and
nursed into existence by the loss he had sustained,
and the seclusion in which he lived.

Mrs. Sydenham had been discharged soon
after my mother’s death, owing to some symp-
toms of dislike displayed towards her by me; and
good Mrs. Mary, in consequence of the partiality
I had evinced towards her, was elevated to the
place of upper nurse.

Various and minute were the questions put by
my poor dear father to her, when she brought
me every morning to the library.

« How had I slept—had I eat my breakfast
with appetite—had I been cheerful ?” were in-
terrogatories daily made. My countenance was
anxiously examined, and my pulse felt, -by the

.

C
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affectionate and nervous valetudinarian; and a
physician was in regular attendance, to report
on the state of my health.

No wonder, then, that I soon began to dis-
cover that I was an object of no little importance
in the house; a discovery almost always danger-
ous to the discoverer, whether infant or adult.
Consequently, Ispeedily displayed some infallible
proofs of my acquired knowledge, by indulging
in sundry caprices and petulancies not peculiarly
agreeable to good Mrs. Mary; and very alarming
to my poor father, when repeated to him, in my
nurse’s phraseology, which thus represented my
ebullitions of ill humour: ¢ Lady Arabella had
been a little uneasy all the morning. Her
ladyship had made a good breakfast, it was true,
but she had refused to allow her mouth to be
washed after, which she, good Mrs. Mary, was
afraid was a sign of something feverish in the
habit. Her little ladyship had thrown by all
her dolls—in short, she had not been as cheerful

as usual.”
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Well did I observe the anxiety this intelli-
gence occasioned my too indulgent parent; and
my pride was gratified by it. The bell was rung,
. Dr. Warminster, the Halford of his day, sent
for, and all good Mrs. Mary’s information de-
tailed to him with scrupulous exactitude. My
pulse was felt, my tongue examined, my eyes
scrutinised; and after the termination of this
profound investigation, I was pronounced, ex
cathedrd, to be in a state of perfect health.

 But, my dear doctor,” asked my father,
“how do you account for her uneasiness? Do
you not think it must have proceeded from some
incipient feverish excitement acting on the sys-
tem, some nervous derangement—eh, my good
doctor ?”

« I think, my dear lord,” was the answer,
¢ that your little girl requires at this period a
governess more than a physician; and advise,
by all means, your lordship’s providing her with
one, as soon as a person befitting the situation

can be found.”
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¢ A governess, doctor, you surprisc me,” re-
plied my father, ¢ What can a governess Lave
to do with the symptoms of uneasiness I have
related ?”

“ A good one, may prevent a repetition of
them, my lord. 'The truth is, your danghter is
now of an age to stand in need of a more intel-
lectual person than Mrs. Mary; one who can
control her temper and direct her pursuits, as
well as attend to her health.”

¢« I assure you, doctor, that her temper is
faultless,” said my father, ¢ and with regard to
her pursuits, she is as far advanced as most
children of her age. She can already spell several
words, and is peculiarly intelligent.”

¢« Her intelligence I admit,” responded the
doctor, with a peculiar smile, “but her progress
in learning I think not very forward. Why, let
me see, Lady Arabella must be now eight years
old; and I do not know a child of that age that
cannot read fluently, and speak two or more

languages.”
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How attentively I listened to this dialogue! and
how cordially did I dislike Doctor Warminster,
who made so light of my acquirements !

My poor father looked distressed, and half
offended; for I believe, that, judging from the
precocious shrewdness of my observations viewed
through the flattering medium of parental affec-
tion, he had hitherto considered me a sort of
prodigy. The truth is, that from never having
mingled with other children, and having lived
so continually with my father, my intellectnal
faculties had attained a maturity disproportioned
to my age and acquirements. I could hink
long before I could read ; and now, that for the
first time, 1 became aware that children of my
age were more advanced in education than my-
self, my vanity was cruelly wounded; and I
determined, with that strong volition that even
then formed a peculiar characteristic of my
nature, to forthwith apply myself to study.

When Doctor Warminster withdrew, I ap-

proached my father, and looking in his face,
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asked him, in a reproachful tone, why I had not
been taught toread? He appeared embarrassed,
but tenderly embracing me, said that my studies
should forthwith commence.

¢ What is a governess ?” demanded 1.

¢ A lady, my dear,” replied my father, ¢“who
undertakes to instruct children in all that it is
necessary that they should know.”

 Then let me have a governess directly,
papa; however she must be a nice, pretty go-
verness; not an old ugly woman like Mrs.
Sydenham, but one who will teach me to read
very soon, and help me to build card houses on
your sofa.”

Never shall I forget the expression of per-
plexity which my poor father’s countenance
exhibited at this request.

% Why, my child,” answered he, ¢ when you
have a governess, you must study your lessons
with her, in another apartment;” and he sighed
deeply as he finished the sentence.

¢ But I won’t learn my lessons any where else
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but here,” rejoined I petulantly; ¢ and my
governess shall teach me here!/” And I burst
into a paroxysm of tears,

This exhibition of my temper convinced my
poor father of the justice of Doctor Warminster’s
observations relative to the necessity of having a
governess for me. But it did not suggest to him
the prudence of checking my wilfulness; for in-
stead of reprehending my peevishness, he fondly
embraced and soothed me, promising that I
should have a nice governess; though he was
less explicit as to his intentions respecting her
professional duties, a point which I had deter-
mined on exacting, being performed in his pre-
sence in the library. :

A few letters were next day addressed to the
nearest female relations of my father, stating his
desire of procuring a governess for me. Iknow
not whether he informed them that good looks
were an indispensible requisite in the lady who
was to undertake the office; but I do know that

the half dozen Mistresses and Misses who came
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recommended by them, might have served as
specimens of female ugliness, A glance at me,
who returned it by a look of undisguised dis-
approval of the candidates, induced my father to
dismiss each successively, with a polite intimation
that they should hear from him in a few days.

Then came letters of remonstrance from the
ladies who had sent them ; each being extremely
surprised that her protegeé, Mrs. or Miss Tom-
kins or Thompson, had not been engaged, as
she was precisely the most suitable, desirable,
and appropriate person in existence. All these
letters, of course, my father was compelled to
answer ; and the difficulty and anxiety of invent-
ing plausible excuses, which should be satisfac-
tory to the patronesses, and yet not unjust or
offensive to the objects of their recommendation,
increased the nervous trepidation of the poor
invalid in no common degree.

I now began to think that a pretty governess
was an unattainable good ; and, in proportion to

this belief, became my impatient desire to possess
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so precious a rarity. My father, with some
hesitation and embarrassment, informed Doctor
Warminster of his wish to procure a young lady
as governess; and added, that his poor dear Ara-
bella positively insisted that good looks should
distinguish the person to be selected for the
situation.

I was present when this statement was made;
and could as little imagine why my poor father’s
pale cheek became tinged with red, as I could
divine why Doctor Warminster first looked sur-
prised, then smiled in a peculiar way, and at
length, rubbing his hands, and positively chuck-
ling outright, repeated,

« A young and pretty governess, my lord?
why, bless my soul, youth and beauty are so
generally objected to in teachers, that 1 am
rather surprised—that is, I am somewhat as-
tonished that your lordship should consider them
as indispensible requisites.”

My father’s cheek became still more red, as
he hesitatingly replied,

c3
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¢ You mistake, my good doctor, it is not I,
but my daughter, who entertains this desire;
and my poor Arabella has been so accustomed
to be indulged, that in a point on which she
seems to have set her heart, I do not wish that
she should be thwarted.”

“ But your lordship is aware, that a young
and pretty woman living in the house of a single
man, may give rise to surmises injurious to her,
and not agreeable to her employer.”

My father looked still more embarrassed, but
he falteringly replied,

« My reputation, doctor, ought to be, I should
hope, a sufficient guarantee against all such sur-
mises. No one who knows me, could suppose
that I could so far forget what is due to my only
child, as to place an instructress over her, of
whose morals I had not the best opinion.”

“ 1 beg your lordship’s pardon; I did not
presume to doubt your morals, nor those of the
voung lady, whoever she may be, who is to fill

the situation of governess to Lady Arabella; I
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only alluded to what the world would be likely
to say on such a subject.”

“ I won’t have an ugly governess, that I
won’t,” said I, bursting into tears; for I had
conceived the impression, that Doctor War-
minster was opposed to my having a pretty one.

The doctor smiled spitefully, as I thought;
and my poor father wiped my eyes, and kissed
my cheeks. Encouraged by his caresses, I re-
peated, ¢ I will have a pretty governess! a very
pretty governess ! shan’t I, dear papa?”

As I thus vociferated, I looked triumphantly
at the doctor, who took his leave, promising to
seek for the sort of person ¢that would satisfy
the fastidious taste of Lady Arabella.”

The following week brought a letter from the
widow of a beneficed clergyman on one of my
father’s estates, detailing, that from her scanty
income and large family, she was anxious to
place one of her daughters in some family as
governess ;- and entreating his lordship to exert

himself with his female relations to procure her a
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situation.  She added, that she hoped the youth
of her daughter would not be an insuperable
objection, as she was remarkably steady.

¢ Why, this is the very thing,” said my father.

¢ 'What, papa?” asked I.

¢ I think, my dear,” answered he, ¢ that I
have at last found you a governess.”

« Q! Iam so glad, so very glad,” and I clapped
my hands with joy; ¢is she very young, dear
papa? and is she very, very pretty ?”

“Yes, very young, my dear,” replied my
father, «and very good, I am sure; for her
father was an exemplary man, and her mother,
I have heard, is an amiable woman.”

¢ But is she very pretty, papa?”

«] don’t know, my love, for I have never
seen her; but, dear Arabella, remember what I
have often told you, that it is better to be good
than pretty.”

¢ But I will have her pretty, and good too ;
for all pretty people are good, and ugly people
are bad and cross.”
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¢ Indeed you are wrong, my child.”

Doubtlessly he was proceeding to demonstrate
my error; but I interrupted him, by saying,

“ No, indeed, papa, I am not wrong; don’t
you remember how pretty, how very, very pretty
my own dear sweet mamma was, and you often
told me, no one was ever so good.”

He pressed me to his breast, and a tear mois-
tened my cheek; but I had not yet finished my
exordium, so continued

“ And you, dear papa, you are very pretty,
and who was ever so good ?”

He kissed me again.

¢ But naughty Mrs. Sydenham, who was al-
ways cross and disagreeable, she was ugly, very
ugly, was she not, papa? while good Mrs. Mary
is pretty, though not so pretty as I want my
governess to be. Yes, all pretty people are good,
and ugly people are naughty; so I will have a
pretty governess.,”

The allusion to my mother, and perhaps the

compliment to himself, silenced, if they did not
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convince my too indulgent father ; and he deter-
mined to write to Mrs. Melville, to send up her
daughter, as he wished to engage a governess
for his little girl. If Miss Melville suited, she
would be retained; and if not, a compensation
would be bestowed upon her for the trouble and
expense of the journey.

I counted the hours until an answer was re-
ceived ; and shortly after, Miss Melville, attended
by her brother, arrived. How my heart palpi-
tated when she was announced ! and how Ilonged
to have the deep bonnet and black veil, which
though turned back, still shaded her face, re-
moved, that I might ascertain if she was indeed
very pretty.

¢ Tell her to take off her bonnet, dear papa,”
whispered 1.

¢« No, not now, my dear,” said he, sotto voce.

The sound of her voice pleased me, it was
low, soft, and clear; and there was a timidity in
her manner, that prepossessed me in her favour.

My father kindly desired that her brother
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might remain in the house, and ordered an
apartment to be prepared for him, and good
Mrs. Mary was summoned, to conduct Miss
Melville to hers.

¢ Let me go with her,” said I, inﬂuénced by
the curiosity I experienced to behold her face;
and taking her hand, I led her up the grand
staircase, though good Mrs. Mary was for con-
ducting her by the back stairs. When we had
entered the room prepared for her, I scarcely
allowed her to remove her gloves, before I en-
treated her to take off her bonnet; nay, I began
to untie its strings myself, so impatient was I to
examine her face. An exclamation of delight
escaped me as I beheld it; for never did a more
lovely one meet human gaze. A profusion of
chesnut coloured silken ringlets shaded a coun-
tenance of exquisite beauty, on which candour
and innocence had set their seal; and a figure,
slight but of rounded symmetry, was revealed
when the large cloak in which it had been

enveloped was removed.
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Her beautiful face became suffused with blushes
as I exclaimed, clapping my hands all the while,

¢ O yes, she is so pretty, so very, very pretty!
Now, I have a nice pretty governess, I never
will let her leave me!” and I kissed her affec-
tionately.

I thought, but perhaps it might be only fancy,
that good Mrs. Mary did not seem so delighted
with my new governess as I expected she would
be, for I had already made up my mind that all
who loved me should love her; consequently,
I resented this imagined slight to my new
favourite.

I left her, while she prepared to change her
travelling dress for another, and rushed frantic
with joy to my father, vehemently exclaiming,
« Oh! dear papa, she is so beautiful, so very,
very beautiful, that 1 am sure she must be
good !”

I was disappointed by the air of indifference
with which this information was received; and

was disposed to reproach my father with his
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insensibility, but I observed that he looked more
pale and languid than usual, and therefore from
an instinct of affection forbore.

Doctor Warminster coming in soon after, pro-
nounced that my father had caught a cold, and
manifested a feverish tendency; consequently,
commanded that he should confine himself to
his chamber for a day or two, and see no one.

How I hated the doctor for this command !
for I had set my heart on astonishing my father
by the beauty of Miss Melville; and could not
support with common patience, the idea of any
postponement of the gratification of my impe-
tuous wishes.

¢ Perhaps, my dear doctor, you would do me
the favour of seeing Miss Melville and her bro-
ther,” said my father. ¢ You will, in a conver-
sation with her, ascertain whether she is capable
of discharging the duties of the situation which
I wish her to fill; for, if otherwise, the sooner
she knows that she cannot retain it, the less

painful will be the loss of it to her.”
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¢« I won’t have my pretty governess sent away,”
sobbed I—¢ I love Miss Melville, and I will
have her stay with me always.”

My father gave a look of helpless languor to
the doctor, who in return shrugged up his
shoulders, a favourite movement with him when
not pleased, and left the library to see Miss
Melville, and report progress.

¢ I know he won’t like my pretty governess,”
said I; ¢ for he wanted me to have an ugly old
cross one, I know he did ; and I don’t like nasty,
ugly Doctor Warminster, that I don’¢!”

¢ Really, my dear Arabella,” replied my fa-
ther, ¢ you are now unjust, and unreasonable.
Doctor Warminster has been always kind and
attentive, and you grieve me when I see you
thus obstinate and ungrateful.”

“ You grieve me,” was the severest reproof
I had ever heard from my kind father’s lips, and
its power over me was omnipotent. It imme-
diately rendered me docile; and, as 1 kissed

him, T promised never again to designate Doctor
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Warminster, as being ¢ nasty,” or ¢ ugly;” two
expressions which my father observed were ex-
ceedingly unbecoming in the mouth of a young
. lady.

I counted the minutes impatiently during the
doctor’s absence. At the end of an hour, how-
ever, he returned; and confirmed my report as
to the appearance of Miss Melville, by stating it
to be, according to his guarded phraseology,
¢ peculiarly prepossessing. But what is more
important,” continued he, ¢ the young lady ap-
pears sensible, modest; intelligent, and well
educated ; and, notwithstanding her youth, I
hope your lordship will have reason to be satis-
fied with her. The brother, too, is a well man-
nered, gentlemanly person, who wishes to enter
the church, for which he has been brought up.”

My father appeared highly gratified by this
account, while I, though greatly pleased at
having my favourable impressions relative to my
pretty governess confirmed, felt abashed at the
consciousness of the injustice I had rendered to

Dr. Warminster.
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The indisposition of my poor father proved
more serious than even his physician had first
apprehended. It confined him to his bed-room
for above a fortnight, to which I was prohibited
more than a daily visit of five minutes’ duration,
perfect quiet being pronounced essential to his re-
covery. But even in that limitted space I forgot
not to repeat the warmest praises of dear, good
MissMelville, omitting the epithet ¢ pretty,”which
she had requested me never to apply to her.

¢ But you are pretty, prettier than any one,”
would I say, in remonstrance to her request on
this subject; ¢ and the trnth should always be
spoken, papa has often told me.”

¢ We are all formed by the Almighty,” would
Miss Melville answer, it is His will, that we
should be plain, or otherwise, and we should
never attach any importance to the matter.”

The fortnight of my father’s illness being spent
entirely with my governess, enabled me to make
a rapid progress in learning. Her gentleness,

and patient attention, were assisted by my own
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anxious desire, and I was delighted, when not at
my lessons, to be read to by Miss Melville.
Though the time passed quickly, and agreeably
.in my new studies, still I longed for my dear
father’s convalescence, that I might enjoy his
society as well as Miss Melville’s, and that I
might also witness his surprise and pleasure at
beholding her.  He evinced, however, no desire
on this point; on the contrary, he had been
some days in the library, and had resnmed his
ordinary routine of life, and yet he still post~
poned a compliance with my oft reiterated
request to see her. ‘

What he refused to my entreaties, he at length
yielded to my tears; and it was agreed that Miss
Melville should be invited to the library that
evening. I watched, anxiously watched his coun-
tenance, as she entered the room. But, to my
great surprise and disappointment, I discovered
no symptom of the rapturous admiration I had
childishly anticipated. His reception of her was

polite, nay, kind; and her timidity, which had
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no rustic awkwardness in it, but evidently arose
from native modesty, rendered him still more
affable to her.

Vain of the little I had already acquired, I
now displayed all my learning to my delighted
father, who was as surprised as gratified by my
rapid progress.

Two hours fleeted quickly and happily away :
Miss Melville was requested to give a list of all
the books required for my scholastic pursuits;
and politely offered permission to use any works
the library contained, for her own perusal. She
then left my father’s presence, evidently pleased
with her reception; and my father seemed no
less so with her.

The next day, her brother was received by
my father, who, after a long conversation, found
him so sensible and well informed, that he wrote

a letter to his friend the Bishop of

, to
recommend him for holy orders; being fully
determined to bestow on him a small living

in his gift,
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This unlooked for good fortune delighted Miss
Melville, who devoted every hour, and I may
add every thought, to my improvement, which
was as rapid as it was gratifying to my father.
‘Our evenings were always spent in the library;
where, in a short time, at my request, a piano-
forte was installed, from which® Miss Melville,
drew sounds that answer only to a master hand.
We soon persuaded her to accompany them
with her voice; and it would be difficult to say,
whether the father or daughter listened with
more pleasure to her dulcet tones.

Having heard my father desire Doctor War-
minster to look out for a gentleman to read to
him, an hour or two a day, his own sight being
too weak to permit his studying without pain,
I entreated him to let Miss Melville undertake
this office. At first he declined, but at length
yielded, as he generally did, to my pertinacious
perseverance.

The ﬂexibility, and delicate sweetness of her

voice, the distinctness of her enunciation, and
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the correctness of her style, at once surprised
and charmed him. How triumphant was I, at
witnessing this effect, though I longed to be able
to share this new task with her. Two hours a
day were-henceforth devoted to this occupation.
The books selected had a reference to my stu-
dies. History, travels, and belles lettres were
perused. I soon learned to point out, on the
map, the different places named in the books,
and made no inconsiderable progress in chrono-
logy. My mind expanded; every day marked
my improvement, and my father witnessed it
with gratitude and pleasure. His health, too,
appeared to become less delicate, now that he
had a constant and cheerful society, and music,
which always soothed and cheered him.

Six months flew by, and found me each day
more fondly attached to Miss Melville. In her
gentle ear was poured every thought of my
youthful mind, and on her sympathy did I al-
ways count, and never in vain in all my plea-

sures or pains, and the latter were but ¢ few,
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and far between.” The manner of my dear
father towards this charming young woman, was
marked by a respectful kindness, that never
varied, a kindness as remote from familiarity as
from hauteur. Hers towards him, was the de-
ferential attention of a modest young woman,
who never presumed on his affability, but was
anxious to merit a continuance of it. Doctor
Warminster soon became one of her warmest
friends, and was never tired of commending her
to my father.

We were all happy, when a letter arrived,
announcing a visit from a maiden aunt of my
father, who rarely visited London, but who,
when she came, took up her abode at his man-
sion. Young as I was, I could perceive that this
announcement gave him pain; and when he
communicated it to Doctor Warminster, the good
man shook his head and shrugged his shoulders
in a manner that indicated quite as expressively
as words could do, that the expected arrival
afforded him no satisfaction. I had no recol-

D
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lection of the Lady Theodosia Conningsby, but
beholding the impression her intended visit con-
veyed, I began to form a thousand fancies rela-
tive to her. I observed that my father became
thoughtful and nervous from the moment her
intention of coming was announced, until she
made her appearance; and this alteration in him
impressed me with no pleasurable anticipations
with regard to the cause of it.

Punctual to the hour she had named, Lady
Theodosia Conningsby’s old fashioned chariot,
surmounted by capacious imperials, and high
bonnet-cases, rolled to the door. Two ancient
servitors, in rich liveries, made in a fashion as
obsolete as that of the chariot, slowy descended
from the roomy dicky-box, and as slowy assisted
their mistress to alight, who, followed by her
female attendant, bearing in her arms a lap-dog,
entered the house.

When Miss Melville and I were summoned
to the library in the evening, we found Lady

Theodosia seated vis-a-vis to my father, in a large
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arm-chair. Her appearance was remarkably
outrée—her dress being that a-la-mode, some half
a century before. She was tall and extremely
thin, her face long and meagre, her nose sharply
pointed, her lips thin and descending at the
corners, and her chin of inordinate length,
and singularly protruded, as if in search of
a view of the rest of her face. DBut her eyes !
There is no possibility of rendering justice to
them. They were of a light greenish hue, and
were so obliquely placed in their sockets that
when fixed on one object, she seemed to be
regarding some other, in a precisely contrary
direction.

In short, her whole appearance would have
been considered grotesque, had not an expression
of extreme ill-nature and acerbity pervaded
every portion of her physiognomy, and the ob-
liquity of her vision increased this repulsive and
sinister character. -

“Give me leave to present to you Miss
Melville,” said my father politely—and Miss

D2
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Melville courtesied to Lady Teodosia, who vouch-
safed not the slightest notice in return.

¢ This is my danghter,” continued my father,
who had not observed her ladyship’s rudeness to
my governess. ¢ Arabella, go and welcome
Lady Theodosia.”

I approached her with reluctance—and she
pressed her skinny and parched lips to my fore-
head. I was for retreating after this salutation,
but she sternly told me to remain, that she might
examine my face, and see which of the family I
most resembled. She drew forth a pair of spec-
tacles, carefully wiped them, placed them astride
her nose, and then deliberately surveyed me.

“] think, nephew, that she resembles my
grandmother very strongly—don’t you agree with
me? You, of course, never saw the Duchess,
but her portrait you must remember. 1 was
considered to bear a very striking family likeness
to her.”

My poor father, to whom I turned an ap-

pealing glance, could with difficulty repress a
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smile that played about his lips; and Miss
Melville looked intently at the carpet to avoid
meeting my eyes.

% Arabella has the family nose,” continued
Lady Theodosia, ¢ yes, we all have that feature
high and prominent, a beauty peculiar to those
of noble and ancient race. The Bourbons all
have it. Her eyes, too, are exactly like those
of my grandmother. Do you not remember the
portrait 7’

«T confess the likeness does not strike me,”
replied my father. '

¢ Whom then do you think she resembles ?”
demanded Lady Theodosia in an imperious
tone.

« Her dear mother,” replied my father—and
his lip trembled with emotion, as it never failed
to do when she was alluded to.

«] see not the slightest likeness,” answered
she, ¢ on the contrary, I think the child bears a

most remarkable family resemblance to our
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family,” laying a peculiar emphasis on the word
our.

My father, who detested arguments, refrained
from dissenting. But this tacit admission of her
opinion by no means satisfied the pertinacious
old lady.

¢ I perceive, nephew, that you do not agree
with me,” resumed she.

¢¢ I confess we differ,” said my father, depre-
catingly, ¢“but every eye, you know, varies in its
perception on those points.”

¢ No, nephew, I can admit no such fallacy.
The eyes must be strange eyes indeed,”—and
here she squinted most abominably—: that do
not discover that Arabella’s are as like those of
her grandmother’s portrait as it is possible for
eyes to be, and bear a strong resemblance to
mine.

“No they don’t—do they papa?” exclaimed
I—all my incipient vanity wounded by the as-

sertion, and tears starting to the lids of the
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libelled orbs. A beseeching look from my
father, and a terrified one from Miss Melville
prevented me from finishing the sentence, which
would have been extremely offensive to Lady
Theodosia.

« Upon my word, I cannot compliment the
young person who enacts the part of governess
to your daughter, on her pupil’s progress in
politeness,” said Lady Theodosia ﬁaughtily and
bitterly. ¢ Had you, nephew, engaged Mistress
Jefferson, whom I recommended, I think Lady
Arabella would have been guilty of no such
instance of ill breeding as that to which I have
been a disgusted witness.”

Miss Melville’s cheeks were suffused with
blushes, and my poor father felt scarcely less
embarrassed at the unfeeling rudeness of his
callous and acrimonious aunt.

« May I inquire why you did not attend to
my recommendation, and to whom you are in-
debted for the young person before me, whose

extreme juvenility and inexperience render her
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totally unfit for so grave and important a
task 7’

Tears now stole down the fair cheeks of Miss
Melville, which I observing, immediately ran
and embraced her, begging her not to weep at
any thing that old cross lady said.

“’Pon my word, this is too bad, nephew,”
said my aunt angrily, “I never beheld such a
spoilt and rude child in my life as your daughter.
But this comes of having young governesses, who
fancy themselves beauties forsooth, and who are,
perhaps, encouraged in the erroneous belief by
those who have the folly to employ them.”

¢ Really, Lady Theodosia, I must entreat,”
said my father, agitated beyond measure,  that
you will reserve your strictures for another
occasion.”

¢« Will your lordship excuse my withdrawing ?”’
said Miss Melville, with that meckness that ever
characterised her.

“Pray, by all means let her go—I always

think that such persons are wholly out of their
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place when I see them intruded into the society
of their superiors,” observed Lady Theodosia.

I followed Miss Melville from the library,
leaving my poor dear nervous father to support,
as best he might, the continuation of his dis-
agreeable aunt’s discussion; and tried all my
efforts to sooth Miss Melville, who wept bitterly
at the rudeness to which she had been exposed.

When Dr. Warminster came next day, he
found my poor father confined to bed, and more
indisposed than he had lately been. Miss Mel-
ville had been summoned at an early hour of the
morning to Lady Theodosia’s dressing-room,
whence a long lecture from her ladyship sent
her back—her cheeks crimsoned, and her eyes
bathed in tears. It was at this moment that
Doctor Warminster entered the school-room.

«Bless me, bless me, what is the matter ?”
asked the good man, on beholding the agitation
of my governess. Sobs and tears were the only
answer he received for five or six minutes; but
when he had taken from the family medicine

D3
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chest some sal volatile, and presented a glass of
water, into which he had poured a few drops of
it, to Miss Melville, she shortly became able to
articulate.

“O doctor! you do not—cannot believe—
the dreadful reports which Lady Theodosia
asserts are circulated relative to me

¢« What reports? I know not even to what
‘you refer; and I dare be sworn they originate
wholly and solely in her ladyship’s own brain,
-always prolific in ill-nature.”

¢ She has said such ¢ruel, cruel things to me,
doctor ” and here the poor girl’s tears streamed
afresh. ¢ Some of them,” and she blushed to
her very temples, “I could not repeat—they
are too dreadful. She declares that my resi-
dence beneath the roof of an unmarried man is a
gross violation of all decency, that my reputation
is destroyed for ever, and that I must leave the
house. O doctor! my poor mother—my sisters—
my brother—what will they, what can they
say, when they hear this dreadful calumny?
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But they know I am innocent!” and she wept
bitterly. I heard no more, for I stole hastily
from the apartment, ran to that of my father,
.and mounting on his bed, threw myself sobbing
into his arms, exclaiming—

¢ Papa! papa! that nasty cross old lady has
scolded poor dear Miss Melville, and made her
cry, and said she shall not live with you and me.
Do, dear papa, send that cross old lady away,
and do not let my dear pretty governess leave
me 1”

My tears gushed plentifully at the dread of
losing Miss Melville, and I declared with sobs
that I could not be happy, I could not live,
without my own pretty, dear, good governess.
My poor father appeared greatly agitated, but
Doctor Warminster, who now came to his room,
informed him that he had succeeded in soothing
the wounded feelings of Miss Melville.

¢ As your lordship is too much indisposed
to bear being harrassed by any scene with this

very troublesome lady, who has deranged all the
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comfort of your. house, perhaps it would be as
well for me to seek an interview with her, and
endeavour to make her sensible of the mischief
she has caused.”

¢« How kind of you, my dear friend,” replied
my poor father, “do pray see her, and let me
know the result.”

In half an hour the doctor returned more dis-
composed . than I thought he could ever have
been rendered; for he was habitually a calm, dis-
passionate man.

«“ By Jove, my Lord,” said he, ¢ Lady
Theodosia is a perfect she-dragon! she main-
tains that Miss Melville