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LoNg ago, that is to say about two bundred
years 2go, there sat in one of the large roems
of the palace of St James, a group of beauti-
ful young women, the walls of the room were
hung-with rich damask, and ornamented with
beaatifully svrought tapestry, on which shone
flowers of beauty but no perfume. As the
sunbeams streamed in softened radiance
through the stained windows, and danced upon
the damusked walls, and kissed the cheeks of
the maidens that were curtained with bright
glittering curls. The saloon appeared to be a
magmficent corbeille filled with blossoms ef
tha rarest tints and fruits of the richest lustre.
Each of these young wemen bent over a
tambouring frame, and with her silken thread
and needle and nimble taper little fingers, made
bougquets of beautifally blended roses and tu-
lips; and ranunculusses to grow on a her silk-
en web. They were the maids of honour to
the queen, and light of heart and full of hope
were they, for merry glances and cheerful
words, and jocund lavghter, burst from their
eyes, their lips, and hearts, until the very por-
traits of the grim old kings and cardinals upon
the walls, seemed to be smitten with the in-
feetion of their glee, and to look upon them
with sunny smiles. One alone, by her age
and gravity, invested the beautiful and harmo-
nious tableau with a tonch of sombre shadow,
and by her primness and dignity preserved an
idea of courtly tnanners amidst the natural
flow of fresh emotion; it was the lady St. Al<
bans, first of the dames of honor, and mistress
of the robes. Amongst those courtly flowers,
however, so beautiful, and fresh, and voung,
there was one whose sweet and placid features
whose looks so full of modesty, and whose
dress, remarkable for its simplicity, could not
fail to attract and interest the altention, Her
robe of black velvet fitted closely to her haund-
gome form, and, opening in front, exposed an
under-drese of the richest white satin. On her
neck was a plaited collarette of Jawn, as white
and pare as drifted snow. The sleeves of her
upper robe reached to her elbows, and ther ap-
peared arms and hands which were models of
symmetry and beauty. Round her neck, aod
over her transparent collarette lay a chain of
gold, from which was hung suspended at her
breast a  crucifix of ebony. Her hair was
braided on her brow, and its rich lvxuriance
was restrained by a bandeau of velvet, while,
attached to the bandeau bebind, a scarfof Me-
chlin lace fell in graceful and elegant folds
down her back.

Mary Ruthvea was from the ¢ north country’
where wild, rugged mountains towered up into
the sky, and where great lakes he sleeping
amongst bleak wildernesses and dark tforests of
fir. Her father possessed a considerable traet
of land, and many fierce and strurdy retainers,
but his pedigree was louger than his puvse,
and the emblazonry on his escutcheon was
more illastrious and plentiful than his gold. The
maiden, inorder to gratify the pride of her
father, had been sent from her native country
of Scotiand to the English court, that she might
acquire the tastes and elegancies of a courtly
education, and bear herself as became the
duughter of a great lord when she returned
once wmore to her ancestral halls She had,
however, yielded to duty and the demands of
her conventional station, more than te inelina-
tion; her mind, naturally of a refective and
grave caaracter, had nursed itself into the com~
parative seciusion of her father’s house, upen
the phenomenon of nature and the work of art
which adorned her home, Her heurt was gen-
tle and tender us woman’s might be; and as
she possessed in a high degree the postic tem-
permeot of ber natiop; that heart was even
more susceptible to the intleences of beauty
thao if it had been only fomenine. T'he sub-
Junities of her native land had illaminated her
ideality with! the brightness of nature’s glory,
aud thesindy of'tho pts of ; s which
began t> grace the walls of her mutive home,
from the pencils of tha great Flemish masters,
had inspired her with an ardent e and  fine
taste for art.  In painting, she discovered an
infinitude of treasurs upon which to feed her
fancy and her love.  In her solitide, sympathies
had been ereated for thi ii art for both
her sadness and herjoy. "I'he tears and smiles
beaming from the glowing canvrss, and ia or-
der to multiply those silent con panions of her
lenely hours she had studied most' saccesstully
to imitate models placed bafore :
She had created an ideal world for herself from
the silent’ reserip's which Pau! Veronese, Gui-
do and Rebens had given hes of the warld of
reality. © The groaps of mute vet eloguent fi-
gures whizh had grown beneath the peneils of
these grand masters wers ber  (isods, and
she felt war nly in her heart to the
men whose geain »«d for her, in the
midst of solitude mpathies and
placid joys.  Her contras-
ted strongly with those of ]
nions, who had been accustomed to wore in-
dependance and liberty, Timid and g le in
her disposition, she eonld only reply w'th mild
looks or sparkling glunces of the eye to the
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voices at the same time; and jast as sundry
reasons were about to be hazarded regarding
the delay of the subject of their attention, the
door ot the room was thrown open, and the
painter Vandyke was announced. At that
word the tinkling sound of jewels and the rust-
ling of satin proceeded from the ladies, and
then the odour of the musk and civit floated
through the apartment, as if a breeza of wmd
had puassed over a bed of flowers. Each one
of them bent over her velvet tabouret, display-
ed her long rabe, andsought by studied art to
invest ber form with a new and striking grace.
The young pupil of Rubens, accustomed as he
was to coutemplate beaaty, could not restrain
an expression of admiration and surprise at find-
ing himself so suddeuly introduced into a cir-
cle so brilliant and'so striking.

The dowager of St. Albans, attributing the
downcast eyes and embarrassed looks 8f the
youth to the majesty of the presence in which
he found himself, sought to remove the weight
of his trouble by courtly condescension; and
torning tewards him with a smile of sublime
patronage, and graciously nodding her head,
she exclaimed, ‘ They say that you are pos-
sessed of some talent, sir.’

¢ Thay do mwe too much honour, who conde-
scend to say so, madam,’ replied the painter,
raising his eyer and looking the dowager calm-
ly inthe face. ¢ They judge me by my inten-
tions, I fear. I have not yet produced any-
thing to merit so avble an encomium.’

The painter’s voice and manner syere conti-
dent of both firmness and pride as he respond-
ed to the imrpertinent language of the noble
dame. Mary Ruthven, proud as a Scottish
woman could be, and full of sympathy for
the youth, had reddened at the insulting tene
and wanaer of the Duchess, and she therefore
smiled with secret pleasure as she listened to
the response of Vandyke: and as she lifted
her beaming eyes towards him, full of kind re-
gards, he canght her glance, and comprehend-
ing its language, he thanked her in his heart.

¢ Well, well, we shall see,” said the dowa-
ger, tossiog her head; ¢ the queen has sent for
you to see you give some proof of your talent.
Her Majesty wishes you to renew the orna-
ments of her chapel, so that yoa will have
sufficient time to exemplify your skill. ' There
are apartments selected for you in the old
monastic mansion of the Greyfriars,” said the
lady, with great dignity, ¢ in which your win-
ter labours ean be carried on. You can see
it from this place,” she continued, rising and
walking with a stately step to the wndow,
which she threw open; ¢ you see yon shall be
at perfect liberty and in solitude. Jn summer
another mansien shall be placed at your ser-
vice;and besides all this, you shall receive a
pension from the state.. I hope this is suffici-
ent to satisfy an artist.’

¢ Art is a sovereignty which money cannot
purcaase, madam,’ said = Vandyke, quietly;
¢ and if I mizht possess the talent to which [
aspire, the fuvours ef’ which you vaunt were
not suffieient to pay my pencils.’

¢ All that is very well,” 'said the dowager,
throwing back ber head in such a manwer, as
but dowagers can do. ¢ You are proud and
talented, and we are great; but a truce to dis-
putes regarding the honouars pertaining to condi-
tion. The queen shall proclaim you her chief
painter, also, when you shail have gained the
prize in the competition now open to the siu-
dents of Rome for the production of tha best
head of'the virgin.

¢ Alas, madam,” said the paiater modestly,’
if the protection of the gueen is dependont op-
on this condition, 1 much tear I shall never ob-
tainit.

<And how,
Duchess.

¢ Because that T shall not gain the prize,’
replied Vandyke, with an expression of sud-
ness, thatawakened all the gentlest sympathies
in the soel of Mary, which were immediately
reflected in her beaming (ace.

¢ Anc wherefore refuse to try to gain it?’
said the dowager; ¢ there is a double honour
awaiting your success; but herhaps you have
not suflicient tine for the enterprise?”

¢ You mistake we, madam,’ replied the
painter, gently, * I have the will to ake the
trizl, and U have enough of time, bat how
shall [ represent the Madonna as she ought to
be represented without a model?’ Ag he ;p ke
these words he cast his eyes wowardg Mary
Ruthven, <1 have searched anxiously,” he con-
unued, ¢ but hitherto in vaia, for u colestial vis-
age equal to niy 1deal of hers. | pave not
been able to discover one illuminateq by that
beautiful caudesr of sonl which beams in the
heavenly countenance, nor possessed of that
sweet and wonderful banevolsnce, which re-
venls in each of her motions the indu'zent
ter of women.’ %

Allthe young women at onca raised their
eyes towards Vanayke, and they were strack
with his neble and beantifol form, and his Joftv
smoothe and intsliectunl brow, which was i
lumined with 1he pure rays of geping.

¢ Indeed !’ said the lady St Albans; with an
incredulous smile; * 1 thoushy painters were
never at a loss for medeis.’

Mr. Painter?’ inquired ‘ the
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All her companions had caught the stolen
glance of the painter, and all, with feelings f
envious dispite, discovered thut Mary ' was
the woman of whom the painter spoke. The
aged dowager, who had not perceived this se-
cret intelligence, asked of him, ¢and who iy
this great dame, Mr. Painter?’

¢ A virgia herself, madam,’ replied Vandyke
while his eyes sparkled with the force of his
emotions. He then bowed to the ladies of the
court, threw a last adien to Mary, and said to
the Dowager, “I shall endeavour to gain the
prize which you esteem so homorable, madam;
aod if I do not [ shall leave England.’

Vandyke, in compliance with the arrange-
meats that bud been made, took possession of
those seciuded apartments in the vicinity of
the castle, which had been set apart for him,
and there he began to execute his picture for
the compeiition, and at the same time. to wark
at the frescoes of the chapel. He seized his
peneils, and with his imagination teeming with
recollections of Mary Ruthven’s beauty, he
essayed to trace her lovely features upon his
canvas; bat vhat inspiration so useful to art,
when sileni, subduing influences operate upon
the artist, and fix his miod upen one grand
object,was too strong for Vandyke. His epirit
was too much moved—too much engaged and
interested in the inward emotion, to give it
outward expression. His soul was absorbed in
the ideal which filled and peopled s fancy,
and it refased to guide his hand in its attempts
at delineation, so that ha fiiled to convey to
his canvas a rescript <f the picture which his
mind zaw, He passed a day in vain. aud  fu-
tile trials, and night surprised him, sadly and
coldly, - standing belore his easel, and striving
in vain to trace that fugitive resemblance,
that_haunted his imagination.

From the momen: that he had, quitied the
palace, all the jests and mocking glances of
her companions had been directed towards
poor Mary, and they paid her back a surcharge
of scorn and envious raillery for the preference
and praises bestowed uvpon her by the young
painter. At last, on the evening of the suc-
ceading day, the gay throng broke up, and all
seewed to have binished the memory of the
plebian artist from their minds; but. Mary trea-
sured ome fond recollection in her warm and
gentle heart, and the natue of Vandyke mingled
that night in her prayers, and the last thought
that haunted her” waking ‘moments was a
thought of hiwn.

It was midnight and a thousand stars spark-
led in the vaunlt of heaven. - Silence brooded
over the mighty city, while sleep waved his
mysterious and potent sceptre over the brows
of slumbering king and beggar. No yoice
broke the stillness of the night—the. very
wind seemed to whisper as it stole slowly
througn the long corridors of the palace, and
the open arches of - the old  cloisters—and the
few lights that were hung in the piazzas and
lobbies seemed to wink sleepily, as it they but
half illumined the vast and soltary building.
One lamp, suspended in the outer gateway,
«eemed to be more lively than the red fogay
cressets which companioned it, and it threw
its rays on the building where Vandyke lodged,
as if it looked with interest upon the old solita-
ry roin, which, sad and solemn, seemed to
pray amongst the loneliness of its own ' cramb-
ling aesolation.  Suddenly a window of the
palace opened, and a figure wrapt in the loose
white drapery of slumber, appeared upon -the
baleony. Silent and swilt as a shadow, tha
solitary and secret night wanderer glided  to-
wards the grand stair, and rapidly descending
the steps, flitted across the great square, and
was lost in the shade of the plazza. With the
confidence of one who knew the localties, the
spectre passed through a long passage, and is—
sued from a fittle door into the galleries of the
chapel. In afew instants sne had traversed
their solitary passages and found the studio of
the pamter, whose floor she swifily crossed
without seeming to notice anything aronnd
her, and, approaching an old carved oaken
chair, sat down before the easel of the paint-
er.

The youth had stood for a long time before
his canmvas in a s'ate of deep ubstraction. He
had striven in vain to impress upon the surfuce
before him the thoughis that filled his fancy.
arownd him lay models and hnif-finished works
in all forms of artistic confusion; and from the
ceiling of his apartraent hung a huge iron cres-
set, from which a strorg light and shadow
were thrown upon himge{f and the other objects
in his apartment, As the ravs of the lamp
irradiated his fuce full of disappontment, apd
his handsome form hulf hent in an attitude of
weariness, he might have been taken for a mo-
del of Adonis, centemplating the paltry Jresults
of a long nnd toiisome chase. As the ealm,
composed, and beauntiful vision, however seat.
ed herself before him, he started from his reve-
rie and gazed, half in wondering admiration
and half in fear, upon the unlooked for visi-
tant. The unfortunate artist, so sad so hope-
less but a few minutes ago, could scarcely be-
lieve the reality. of the ' sight, which, niodest
and beantiful es anangel was bofore him, He
looked upon the celestial form of Mary Ruth.
ven, whieh, in silent aud breathing beauty now
sat a8 a model; but he had scarcely power to
move as he gazed upon her. I1fwhe hud eame
to fill the measure-of his ambition, ana, like
his guardian angel, to minister fo his success
nnd glory, he did not seem to have at this mo
ment'the courage or ability to profit by her
condescension: he looked upon her .at thig in- l
stant, 13 a devotee, and not 28 an artist. He
fixed his eyes tenderly upon her face, bot she ;
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did not seem to feel the electrie ardour of his
glance, and not'a ‘eature changed 1n her love-
ly countenance. At last .all the vigour of bis
gentus atirred his heart with gratitude, and he

threw himsell on his knees before the maiden
to thank her, when, with a dignified gign she
motionea: him towards his eswel.  Iier face
was iliumined with an expression so pure and
fuli of innocence, that forgetting the reality of
the vision in the plentitude of its beauty, he sei-
zed his pencils, and lost in the regions of his
fancy, he wrought with all the ability and suec-
cess that inspiration might have been supposed
to vouchsafe to his genius. The yowth, who
but an hour before, had, in the fullness of des-
pair, thrown down at his feet the ins:ruments
of bie art, seemed filled with a new life. The
artist had again risen superior to the man; and
mute, alicost afraid to breathe, yet strengihen-
ed by an unknown power, he saw rise heneath
his creative hand in a few hours the loveliest
and purest of his Virgins. Thae maiden seem-
ed to perceive that the artist had accomphshed
his work ; for, as he stood, wrapt in silent con-
templation before his eusel, and smiled upon
the pictura, she rose, and, in ‘silent but stately
dignity, glided from the apartment and left ‘the
young painter again alone. = With fixed and
wondering  gaze, suppressed breathing, and
flushed countenance, the youth, as if fixed to
the gronnd, saw her depart without an effort
to detain her. She appeared to him 10 ba
more than mortal, and her visit, which partook
so much of the wmysterious, confirmed him in
this idea. She had scarcely van shed from
his sight, however, when overcame by his la-
bors and excitement, he sunk wpon his couch
and slept,

His first thonght, when he awoke in the
morning, was to hasten to his canvass. Trans-
ported withijoy as he beheld the “face which
seemed 10 breathe and swmile upon. him, he fell
vpon his kness, and,in glowing lunguage, thank=
ed either the angel or woman who had appesr-
ed to him. It was in vain that he sought to
unveil the mystery which yet enshrouded the
advent of his model: All his recellections were
confused, and every effort of his memory and
reason failed tobring him any nearer to the truth
Divided between the mystic and the real, n®
somatimes thought that it must be a vision of
ike Virgin, and atother times he imagined that
it must have been Mary Ruthven. At last, 1o
order to, solve kis perplexing doubts, he deter-
wined toaddréss to the maiden the following
epistle, ¢ Lady, forgive me if, led by the im-
pulses of a mistaken idea, I address a few var
intelligible expressions to. you. If I am not
mistaken you will understand me, and conde«
scend, Lhope, toget my mind at rest, . Tell the
poer artist whom you have blessed with inspir
ation, if it waa thee or an angel that sat as 8
model of the Virgin during the night.’ J

Unfortunately for young men in _a cerigift
condition of mind, they are not generally bles
sed with too much judgment, If this epistlo
had fallen into tha hands of Mary Ruarhven on=
ly. there would have been little more ahoat its
but as the Dowager Lady St. Albans, es 88°
perior duenna, had the privilege of supervising
the correspondence of her young charges, dir®
was the scorn, and wrath, and indignatio®
that illuminated the visage of that great dam®
when she broke the seal of the painter’s audé®
cious but incoherent note.

¢ Horror!” eried she in n shrill tone,, and 9“
the young ladies suspended their labors to 1
ten to the sequel; * a lady of a lofty honse #
far degrades berself, and forgets what she owe®
to her station, as (o go alone at night to se®
thestudio of a painter.” As she spoke sho
looked secornfally on the culprit, as if she
would have slain her. Buot her wrath redﬂﬂbl‘d
as she beheld Mary, gentle and undisturbed ’,’
ever she wagr, listen to her reproaches a¥ s
sho did not understand them. The do'fl.ﬂ“’
who had expected a scenc, who had anticip®”
ted a deep and eudden confusion, and hope
receive a sincere avowal as the price of p{"do',‘"
saw that she was not likely, from the m:uf"“i‘
sn thor ughly composed manner, to obtain €
ther. Thealarm was accordingly sounde 2
the palace; and it was decided by a P"’d'"
ment of ladies, that the poor, lost, and
graded Mary Ruthven, should retorn t s
father’s house on the morrow. Neizhcf'“’n‘
nor prayers, nor protestations, would be limte
ed to; and on the following day the s:ld;wl
weeping maiden must leave her courtly s€ -
and retarn witha dishonored uame to hor @ be
native Jand; snd, in order that she might pl
strictly under due surveillance until her deP;
ture, the dowager placed her couch in her ®
department. o

Midnigit sounded, and Mary Ruthven ‘.,
the preceding night, arose, Awakened y(b’
movament, from her unquiet slumbers: ¢
Dowager, also rejoicing in an oppm'“"',zr in
convincing those who yet clung to a behe,
the maiden’s innocence, called sever?
of the palace to behold the noctnrnsl WARL b
go forth agnin to the painter’s roow?.
ing their flambeaux, the downges an
of ladies followed the footsieps of the § p
like maiden. She trayversed the great * and
and the corridors as on the provioud A8 Ctppe
moved towards the galleries of the ehap&e
duenna turned towards the ladies, A% jent
in their hanghty, scornful \i*‘\g“";_"': rhey
proof of their belief in Mary ’s culpabi u,t{. :
followed her into the studio of the M,u'c be-
found her quietly and composedly #20° - the
fore the easel. 'I'he sound of many henes’
exclamations of sarprise, and the mp pes®”
h threw theiv sndden light upon b
“tonich 8 she
Jen stA™d od

her eocls
art
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wh
tiful face, all combined to uston
the maiden, and,, with a snds
spread ont her hands, rose 10 e
tooked atound her as she ottered @ (o
She had beaen asleep, +Jt was 8% "dir' of ‘h:;
bolist tha: she had gone to the a’:]" Sie ho
painter and had gorved asa KR
remdered to him unconsciously,
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