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butterfly that flutters over them, -:--who, I say, that ad-

mires the fair and lovely in nature, can be indifferent to

the fairest and. loveliest of all her productions? As the

mistress, however, of by far the strongest-minded man I

ever knew, there was more of scrutiny in my glance than,

usual, and I felt a deeper interest in her than mere beauty

could have awakened. She was perhaps rather below

than above the middle size, but formed in such admirable

proportion. that it seemed out of place to think of size in

reference to her at all. Who, in looking at the Venus de

Meclicis, asks whether she be tall or short? The bust and

neck were so exquisitely moulded that they reminded me of

Burke's fan ciflil remark, viz. that our ideas of beauty orig

inate in our love of the sex, and that we deem every object

beautiful which is described by soft waving lines, resem.

bling those of the female neck and bosom. Her feet and.

arms, which were both bare, had a statue-like symmetry

and marble-like whiteness. But it was on her expressive

and lovely countenance, now lighted up by the glow of

joyous feeling, that nature seemed to have exhausted her

utmost skill. There was a fascinating mixture in the ex

pression of superior intelligence and child-like simplicity;
a soft, modest light dwelt in the blue eye; and in the en

tire contour and general form of the features tliem'e was a

nearer approach to that union of the straight and the

rounded- which is found in its perfection in only the

Grecian face -than is at all common, in our northern lat

itudes, among the descendants of either the Celt or the

Saxon. I felt, however, as I gazed, that, when lovers meet,

the presence of a third person, however much the friend of

either, must always be less than agreeable.

"Mr. Burns," I said, "there is a beautiful eminence a

few hundred yards to the right, from which I am desirous
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