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From the Metropolitan Magazine, 

THE LAWYER'S TWO VISITS. 

Here I discovered a connecting chan 
between my * two visits which was 

quite romantic: the son of Eiwyn, it 
appeared; was the detected lover of the 
poor disinherited Alice’ Mostyn. I did 
not, however, inforra the father and 

mother of the distressing object of my 
late visitin Cavendish Square, deeming 

that their cup of grief was full enough 
already without the addition of another 
drop on my part. I werely contented 

myself with saying, ¢ S'nce Lady 
Mostyn is your kind friend, do you not 
think ske might assist you in your diffi- 
culties?’ 

¢ [ am sure she would, if it were in 
her power,’ replied Elwyn; * bat Sir 
William, fearful of her liberal spirit, 
exacts from ber an account of the large 
sums with which he ostentatiously sup- 
plies her. I could not ask her for two 
hundred pounds, but some slight assis- 
tance I am persuaded she will be able 
and willing to afford us. My poor Jo- 
anna’s health requires medical advice 
end our termagant landlady 1s clamor» 
ous for the three mouth’s arrears of her 
rent. All that I possess to meet these 
demands,’ he continued with a melan- 
choly smile, ¢is comprised in a manu. 
script tragedy which has bteea rejected 
by both houses,a half finished epic poem, 
and a collection of tonnets, which if not 
most ¢ musical,” are certainly ¢ most me- 
lancholy.’ 

¢ Lady Mostyn will probably soon be 
a free agent,’ said I; © Sir Wilham was 
not expecied to live when I left the 
house a few hours ago.’ 

¢ Is it, indeed, <0?’ exclaimed Elwyn, 
clasping his hands. ‘I forgive him all 
the injury ke has done to me, I pray 
that he may be also forgiven and acecpt- 
ted by God. 

¢ From my heart I join in the prayer,’ 
said Mrs. Elwyn, whose suppressed 
sobbing showed that the intelligence, 
if not painful, wns least very agitating 
to her. ¢ I wa: wonderiug in my mind 
at these manifestations of excitement in 
my new friends. when 1 was startled 
by a loud knock at the street door. 
You may know some people by their 
knock, as well as you may know some 
musicians by their tonch; and Z ichariah 
Brigos was quite a Paganini in his way: 
his succession of little quick staccato raps 
could not be mistaken. My heart ached 
for poor Elwyn. I knew Zechariah’s 
merciless disposition, and utter want of 
feeling, and I anticipated that, impatient 
at my delay, he had followed me to add 
his own voluntary insults to my compel. 
Jed persecution of his unfortunate debtor, 
Zerhariah was ushered in by the sulky 
cross landladv, who was arrayed in carl 
papers, a dingy cop, and a still darker 
frown. She oppareatly closed the door, 
but left it a shghtajar, and as I sat near 
ity I could discern that she had taken up 
her station in the passage in the bonor. 
able character of a listener. I was per- 
fectly electrified at the appearance of 
Zechariah; he was dressed in his very 
best attire, such as he wore when he 
waited on heedless young nobleman to 
settle the terms of a mortgage with them, 
a benevolent smile sat on his counten- 
ance, and diamond studs sparkled in his 
shirt; in his left hand be held a new 
superfine hat, und his right, laden with 
glittering rings, he extended to the sur- 
prised Elwyn. 

¢ [ bave hastened to you, my dear 
sir,” he said, ¢ fearing that my good 
young friend, in his zeal for my inter 
ests, might possibly induce you to sup- 
pose that [ was in a hurry for the lictle 
sum which 1 bad the pleasure of advan- 
cing to yon. ¥a fact, I have never ceas- 
ed to blame myself for directing him to 
trouble you about it all, and I must in- 
s15t that you take your own time to re- 
pay me. A man of your intellect, my 
excellent friend, (if you will permit me 
to call you so,) is sare to die rich.’ 

¢ If I either live or die rich, Mr. 
Briggs,’ said Eiwyn, just touching the 
fingers of the Moneylender, ¢ [am per- 
suaded that I shall not have to thank 
my intellect for it. I am rather disposed 
to conjecture, hy your unexpected ur- 
banity, ‘that the report which [ have 
heard is trae, and that Sr William 
Mostyn is ia imminent danger.’ 

[ do not trust to reports, my dear sir, 
replied Zechariah; # in passing through 
Cavendish Sqaare, about an hour ago 
I perceived Sir William Mostyn’s house 
closed up. lingmred the cause of the 
servants, who informed me that thew 
masier’s death had just taken place, and 
I rejoice thut I have the pleqsura of 
veing the first to congratulate the new 
waronet and his lady.’ 

I looked with amazement on Zecha- 
rinh, who sat playfully twirling the 
bottems of his black velvet waistcoat, 
and could not help thinking that a strait 
waistcoat would be a miore appropriate 
garment for him; but Sir Henry Mostyn 
for such indeed was his nnme, turned 
to me and said, ¢ Strange as these cir- 
cumstances may appear, they are no less 
true; my brother cast me eff in displeas 
sure at the disappoietment which my 
marriage inflicted on his ambitious 
views, and when [ returned to England 
in poverty, after a tesidence of four 
and twenty 
determined that I would not make my- 
self known 10 any of my still surviving 
friends, but call myselt by the name of 
Eiwyn, which I intended to adopt as a 
writer. Joanna. hnwever, while abroad, 
had frequently corresponded with ber 
sister 1n law, who had been her early 
schoolfellow, and who had endeavored, 
although without <uccess, to induce her 
husband to be reconciled to us; we 
therfore wailed on Lady Mostyn, and 
informed «her of all our plans, she 
eagerly forwarded the scheme of infro- 
ducing our son into her family as an 
artist, in hop-s that he might win the 

favor of Sir William, but that expecta- 
tion, as you know, proved completely 
fallacious. | bave only now to return 
my thanks to Mr Briggs for his long 
delayed lenity, and tv tell him that | 
will take advantage of his kind trust in 
my honor till to.morrow, when I will 
repay him, with gratitude to Heaven 
for having enabled me so to do. 

Zechariah, alter a few more speeches 
to Sir Henry of congratulation and com- 
pliment, and a hint to his lady, that 
she could not employ a better agent 
than himself whenever she wished to 
purchase diamonds, shuffled out of the 
room, und we were all relieved by his 
departure. 

It appeared that when Elwyn wished 
to raise two hundred pounds, he im 
parted to Zecharinh his relationship to 

Sir William Mostyn, Sir Williom was 
just then in one of his fits of fancied 
illness, when he declared to everybody 
who called on him the impossibility of his 
living a week, = Zechariah heard of this 

circumstance, snd cheerfuily advanced 
the money, delighted in the idea of 
obliging the new ‘baronet; but when Sir 

William recovered, and it became un- 
certain whe her there would be a new 
baronet at all, the money lender began 

bitterly to repent of his speculation, and 
poor Elwyn woun'd shortly have ex- 
changed his shabby lodzings for a prison, 
hid not the death of his brother given 
him the preferable option of exchanging 
them both for a mansion in Cavendish 
Square. 
While he was telling me of these 

circumstances, the landlady, who had 
accompan'ed Zechariah to the door, and 
then visited her own apartment, re. 
entered. The time had been well em~ 
ployed; she bad a profusion ef curls 
sporting beneath a cap trimmed with 
rose colored ribbons, her countenance 
was beaming withsmiles, and her voice, 
to quote from an amusing writer, was 
«like honey spread upon velvet.’ She 
addressed herself to the new Lady Mos- 
tyn. 

¢« [ am sure, my dear lady,’ she «aid, ¢ 1 
have never been happy since I used 
the few hasty words to you about the 
trifle owing to me. I had rather give 
it up entirely than look forward to the 
grief of Josing you. | am sure, when 

I think of the illnesses | bave nursed 
you through, and the care [ have taken 
of you, I seem to feel ten times more 
attached to you than il you had always 
been strong und bealthy, and never 
stood in need.of my little attentions. 

Jranna, meek as she was, did not 
respond very courteously to this address: 
visions of “ill-made arrow-roor, thick 
gruel, and weak beef tea, came across 
her mind, coupled with recollections of 
sullen looks, unanswered bells, and 
audible stage asides, about “the deal of 
trouble that invalids give in a heuse.’ 

« As we are shout to leave you, Mrs, 
Carter,” she said, ‘we will not enter 
into any discussion of the past. Twill 
trouble yoa to send my son to us us 
soon as be returns.’ 

¢ He isnow speaking to Zechariah 
Briggs. at the corner of the street,’ 
said. Sir Henry, who was standing at 
the window; ¢[ thinkk I can account 
for him that, when he has once heard 

bis communication, he will not waste a 
moment in coming to us.’ 

Mrs. Carter leit the room, expressing 
aloud the delight she always felt in open: 
ing the door for the < sweet young gen: 
tleman,” whose muddy boots she bad 
anathematize¢ that very morning in no 
measured or gentle terms, A quick step 
was heard oa the stairs, and the lover 
of Alice Mostyn entered; he wag hand 

years on the continent, [| 

«ome enoagh to be the hero of one of | for the disinheritanee of the sweet Al 
his own pictures, and I could scarccly | Mostyn, and now I have received dire 

His | tions from Sir Henry to make resdy* blama Alice for her prepossession. 
mother threw herself iato his arms: her 
excited feelings found vent in tears, and 
I took wmy departure, feeling that I 
filled a superfluous place in a family 
group, far trauscending in interest all 
that had ever been traced by the pencil 
of the young artist who formed a pro- 
minent figure in it. 

Six mouths have elapsed since I paid 
¢ my two visits," and all the characters 
concerned in them stand in a different 
position [rom that which they occupied 
on that eventful day. ‘I'ne poor disin= 
herited Alice could scarcely believe her 
happiness when her humble lover was 
introduced to her by her mother as her 
wealthy cousin, and Louisa, who had 
shared with soothing sympathy in the 
sorrows of her sister, shared with warm 
enthusiasm in her joys. Lady Mostyn 
bad not verified the kind predictions of 
her husband by locating bersell either in 
a damp coftage, a watering place first 
floor, or a continenial second floor. 
Joanna, delicate in frame, snc nervous 
in mind, absolutely shrank from the idea 
of entering the fashionable world which 
was now to be her appropriste sphere, 
without: the sanction and protection ol 
her beloved sister in law, and, at the 
earnest intercession. of hersell and her 
husband, Lady Mostyn and her daugh- 
ters occupy a suite of apartments both 
mm Cavendish Square and at Woodlands, 
Many people pity tbe widow for no 
longer ¢ having an establishment of her 
own,’ but in reality she is lar more the 
mistress of herself, her time, her money, 
and her daughlers, than she was when 
her every action was submitted to the 
prying and fault-seeking criticism of 
Sie William. Miss Crawley was buts 
terly disappointed by the death of the 
baronet, he bad always as.ured her 
that be bad bequeathed to her a legacy 
equal in value to a thousand pounds, 
end she felt magnanimously indifferent 
whether it was 10 houses or lands, con- 
sols or South Sea stock. The legacy, 

however, proved to be a diary whch 
Sir William had been keeping for toe 
last quarier of a century. Hs had (re- 
quently read portions of it to Miss 
Crawley, and they had always excited 

her rapturous applause, and regret * that 
_suh a treasure should be lost, to the 
public?” Sir Wiham modestly raced 
the copy-right at a thousand pounds, 
and generously gave to Miss Crawley 
the so'e authority overit.. ‘I'ne. anxious 
legatee journeyed wih her, merchan- 
dize from Conduit street to New Pur- 
lington street, and from Albemarie street 
to Paternoster Row, bat the most inde- 
fatigable ¢ reader’ of the most enterpri- 
sing publisher could not contrive to do 
more than: get through a dezen puges 

of the baronet’s prosing, laborious 
conceited egotisms, 

All declined the copyright, and at 
length Miss Gawley courageously re. 
solved to publish the work on her ac 
count. 

in: he was desirous to pievent the. ex- 
posure of the meanness and littleness of 
bis brother’s character: he guve Miss 
Crawley an bundred pounds for the 
manusctipt, and then commuted it to 
the flames. Miss Crawley ‘was highly 
pleased with the bargain, and, as a mark 
of gratitude to the family, wrote an 
elegy on the death of Sir William, the 
last line of which appeared to nie to 
display ‘a remarkable combination of 
sentiment, truth, and revignation=-it 
was, * We would not wich these back 
sgnin?” She then took her leave of Ca- 
vendish Sqnare, und accepted ihe office 

| 

“her gown, she came to have it pU 

Sir Hénry Mostyn here stepped | 

of compunion to a snappish old downger | 
of quality, who had quarrelled with all | 
her [riends ¢ because they would speuk 
such plain (ruths’ to her!’ Sir ‘Henry 
Mostyn and hs son derive oné 'advin- | 
tage from their chance of situation 
their talents are now fully apprec uted by | 
the world. 
with a perfect avalanche of albums, in 
which he is entreated to write, and no 

Sir Henry is uverwhelmed | 

one of his scquainiance ventures even | 
to purchase an annual without consult. | 
my him as to the choice of it, 
is considered the paragon of artists, and 

Mostyn | 

is constantly lavoured with offers of sit | 
tags from young ladies with large eyes, 
Grecian noses, and coral lips, wand! 
would be ¢ quite delighted if he conld | 
make any thing of them,’ "I'hese offers | 
Bowever, have lately rather declined in 
number, for Mostyn's encagement is now 
generally known, and the young ladies 
are aware that, whatever the amateur 
artist may ¢ muke of them,” he will cer- 
tainly not make a bride of any one but 
bis fair cousin Alice. ‘I have not yet 
mentioned myseif, but [ am beyond des- 
eription tappier at present than I wag 
this day six months. Then, | was com. 
pelled unwillingly to prepare a codicil | of the army, should that honorable 

munificent marrage settiement, 
will lavishly endow her with world! 
goods, at the same time that she 
ceives the greater good -—-an excell! 
husband. 

THE WIDOW IN WANT OF 
HUSBAND. r 

SHE became every day, mere Kind sod 
more lamiiiar; she took a thousand 
liberties which she had never befor 
ventured ‘to take, as if to show P 

that although he wns not, as yet reat 
ber husband, she was nevertheless biv 
very loving widow, and considered De" 
self within a shade of being his affectio™ 
ate wife, : 
Thus, if she had only to lean forwd™ 

to stir the fire, or lift the kettle off, # 
could not do so without resting one pad 
on his knee. or if he had been out, sho 
fancied the dust h«d set'led on his f8¢ 
and in the corners of his eyes, and po! 
would wet the corner of a towel, ® 
with many endearing terms make "% 
bold ‘up his head, while she wiped 

lied 
lace, When her collar got crum 
she came to Gruff tc have it 
down: ra pin was wrong 1n the back 

out. Then she thanked him in sueh® 
way, and losked at him so. sweetlys 
Gregory wis sometimes compelled {0 [ 
down to Parson Preedom’s and Pre 
upon him to read a few pagsages © 
manuscript + H story and Antiquities 
Sutton cum-Bottersford, before he Ther 

pov? again thoroughly recover himself. 
she was always leaving something 8 be 
in Gregory's bed-room, either 08 Jy 
drawers or chairs, or upon the bed jtee 
sometimes a collar, a bonnet, a trope 
a slipper, for the widow had a very oh 

and handsome foot; and trifling a8 hh 
matters were, they sometimes played 
very deuce with Gregory. But the 21%) 
muster stroke was the hanging up of ¥ 
own portrait in Grufi’s chamber, 
opposite the very foot of the bed. 
That portrait made sad havoc Ie 

him, There it hung.—even wilh 
same quiet, killing look ¢ let him dor 
which ever vay he would those te 
eyes still followed hum; that port 
would have upset even the philosorhhl 
an Epictetus. Then there wae some! 
very reproachful in the little lap 

whch the artist had struck undef ji 
arm, for there was a chureh in 1.7 
seemed to say, ¢ come npd marry Fine 
and looked as if it had brought Cog + 
church with it: and as the othel Tog § 
bore a prayer book, threataned 10 pel? : 

the ceremony itself, and without the i 
of o parson, to marry the first “how ; 
He never awoke in a morning, 
eyes seemed to reproach him 

alone; he never went to bed al mM 
without th-m appearing to Mllow bit 
il they said, ¢ Oh, Mr. Graff! Dow Sid 
vou sleep by yoursel!!—"X'hat pictor oli’ 
more towards bringing matters {0 Kind" 
max than all the widow’s previous 

ness.— Godfrey Malvern 
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From Battles of the British BARAT 1 

Joseph Allen, of Greenwich H ; ong CAPTURE OF THE HERMISTg | 
On the 21st of May. the Britt bet 

gun frigate Active, Captain =o 

Sawyer, and 18 gun sloop Fa 
Ph lemon Pewnal, cruizing o% % pe £4 
the hope of in‘ercepting » ric 1 
preted from Lima, di-covered 00 Foy | 
chase to the Sp nish register ship: cy i 
one. Having arrived up with atl 
tain Sawyer hailed the [rigatés ted {be 
forming them of the war, requetil of” 
Spanish captain to strike. ber: 
tun, being nnprovided for 8 a apt 
after a short ti ne submitted £0 alos? 

session was tnken of the most a hov” 
prize which had been taken p the B% 
the war. ‘lhe net proceeds © £5191 
mione’s cargo amounted 10 
1s 9d. one ¥ 

I'he treasure from the Rene ered d 
landed at Portsmouth, and ¢ decors 

London in twenty waggon$ So gf 
with British colours over PA Chive: b 
under escort of a party of $1 iso 8 
They made a grand proggis TA 

entered London on the 12h neste 
the day on which bis Roya! Ha itt 
Prince of Wales (his late Mage terisl!] 
George 1V.) was born, and Me peide” 
contributed to increase the joY 
oa that occasion 

ioe Cel HesdiBABT Sell ot 
From tha [ilosteated Londo? Le i 

SIR G. MURKAY, G.C.B. Ging 
The name. of Sir George Murrsys vice 1 bs 

od as it is, by long ond gallant #€° ado bY pt 
fiold, and familiar as it has baer bine's 0 
political connection with the © aly 
recently been brought more prose 
the public, se the probable comMA™r 4 oq 
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