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THE CAXTONS.

CHAPTER I.

There is a beautiful and singular passage in Dante,

(which has not perhaps attracted the attention it

deserves,) wherein the stem Florentine defends Fortune

from the popular accusations against her. According

to him,<she is an angelic power appointed by the

Supreme Being to direct and order the course of

human splendours
; she obeys the will of God ; she is

blessed, and, hearing not those who blaspheme her,

calm and aloft amongst the other angelic powers,

revolves her spheral course, and rejoices in her

beatitude.*

This is a conception very different from the popular

* Dante here evidently associates Fortune with the planetary-

influences of judicial astrology. It is doubtful whether Schiller ever

read Dante ; but in one of his most thoughtful poems, he undertakes

the same defence of Fortune, making the Fortunate a part of the

Beautiful.



4 THE CAXTONS:

notion which Aristophanes, in his true instinct of things

popular, expresses by the sullen lips of his Plutus.

That deity accounts for his blindness by saying, that

" when a boy he had indiscreetly promised to visit

only the good," and Jupiter was so envious of the

good that he blinded the poor money-god. Whereon

Chremylus asks him, whether, " if he recovered his

sight, he would frequent the company of the good?"

" Certainly," quoth Plutus, " for I have not seen them

ever so long. " " Nor I either, " rejoins Chremylus

pithily, " for all I can see out of both eyes."

But that misanthropical answer of Chremylus is

neither here nor there, and only diverts us from the real

question, and that is, "Whether Fortune be a heavenly.

Christian angel, or a blind, blundering, old heathen

deity ?" For my part, I hold with Dante—for which

if I were so pleased, or if, at this period of my memoirs,

I had half a dozen pages to spare, I could give many

good reasons. One thing, however, is quite clear

—

that, whether Fortune be more like Plutus or an angel,

it is no use abusing her—one may as well throw

stones at a star. And I think if one looked naiTowly

at her operations, one might perceive that she gives

every man a chance, at least once in his life ; if he

take and make the best of it, she will renew her visits

;

if not, itur ad astra ! And therewith I am reminded

of an incident quaintly narrated by Mariana in his
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" History of Spain, " how the army of the Spanish

kings got out of a sad hobble among the mountains at

the pass of Losa, by the help of a shepherd, who

showed them the way. " But, " salth Mariana, paren-

thetically, " some do say the shepherd was an angel

;

for, after he had shown the way, he was never seen

more. " That is, the angelic nature of the guide was

proved by being only once seen, and, after having got

the army out of the hobble, leaving it to fight or run

away, as it had most mind to. Now I look upon that

shepherd, or angel, as a very good type of my fortune

at least. The apparition showed me my way In the

rocks to the great " Battle of Life
;

" after that,—hold

fast and strike hard

!

Behold me in London with Uncle Roland. My
poor parents naturally wished to accompany me, and

take the last glimpse of the adventurer on board

ship ; but I, knowing that the parting would seem less

dreadful to them by the hearthstone, and while they

could say, " He is with Roland—he Is not yet gone

from the land "—insisted on their staying behind

;

and so the farewell was spoken. But Roland, the old

soldier, had so many practical instructions to give

—

could so help me in the choice of the outfit, and the

preparations for the voyage, that I could not refuse

his companionship to the last. Guy Bolding, who

had gone to take leave of his father, was to join me
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in town, as well as my humbler Cumberland col-

leagues.

As my uncle and I were both of one mind upon the

question of economy, we took up our quarters at a

lodging-house in the City ; and there it was that I

first made acquaintance with a part of London, of

which few of my politer readers even pretend to be

cognisant. I do not mean any sneer at the City itself,

my dear alderman ; that jest is worn out. I am not

alluding to streets, courts, and lanes ; what I mean

may be seen at the west end—not so well as at the east,

but still seen very fairly ; I mean

—

the House-

tops!



CHAPTER II.

BEING A CHAPTER ON HOUSE-TOl'S.

The house-tops! what a soberising effect that

prospect produces on the mind. But a great many

requisites go towards the selection of the right point

of survey. It is not enough to secure a lodging in

the attic
;
you must not be fobbed off with a front

attic that faces the street. First, your attic must be

unequivocally a back attic; secondly, the house in

which it is located must be slightly elevated above its

neighbours ; thirdly, the window must not lie slant on

the roof, as is common with attics—in which case you

only catch a peep of that leaden canopy which infatu-

ated Londoners call the sky—but must be a window

perpendicular, and not half blocked up by the parapets

of that fosse called the gutter ; and, lastly, the sight

must be so humoured that you cannot catch a glimpse

of the pavements : if you once see the world beneath,
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the whole charm of that world above is destroyed.

Taking it for granted that you have secured these

requisites, open your window, lean your chin on both

hands, the elbows propped commodiously on the sill,

and contemplate the extraordinary scene which spreads

before you. You find it difficult to believe life can be

so tranquil on high, while it is so noisy and turbulent

below. What astonishing stillness ! Eliot Warbur-

ton (seductive enchanter!) recommends you to sail

down the Nile if you want to lull the vexed spirit. It

is easier and cheaper to hire an attic in Holbom

!

You don't have the crocodiles, but you have animals

no less hallowed in Egypt—the cats! And how

harmoniously the tranquil creatures blend with the

prospect—how noiselessly they glide along at the

distance, pause, peer about, and disappear. It is only

from the attic that you can appreciate the picturesque

which belongs to our domesticated tigerkin ! The

goat should be seen on the Alps, and the cat on the

house-top.

By degrees the curious eye takes the scenery in

detail : and first, what fantastic variety in the heights

and shapes of the chimney-pots 1 Some all level in a

row, uniform and respectable, but quite uninteresting

;

others, again, rising out of all proportion, and impera-

tively tasking the reason to conjecture why they are

so aspiring. Eeason answers that it is but a homely
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expedient to give freer vent to the smoke ; wberewltli

Imagination steps in, and represents to you all the

fretting, and fuming, and worry, and care, which the

owners of that chimney now the tallest of all endured,

before, by building it higher, they got rid of the

vapours. You see the distress of the cook, when the

sooty invader rushed down, " like a wolf on the fold,"

full spring on the Sunday joint. You hear the ex-

clamations of the mistress, (perhaps a bride,—house

newly furnished,) when, with white apron and cap,

she ventured into the drawing-room, and was straight-

way saluted by a joyous dance of those monads, called

^'ulgarly smuts. You feel manly indignation at the

brute of a bridegroom, who rushes out from the door,

with the smuts dancing after him, and swears, " Smoked

out again ! By the Arch-smoker himself! I'll go and

dine at the club. " All this might well have been,

till the chimney-pot was raised a few feet nearer

heaven ; and now perhaps that long-suffering family

owns the happiest home in the Bow. Such contri-

vances to get rid of the smoke ! It is not every one

who merely heightens his chimney ; others clap on the

hollow tormentor all sorts of odd headgear and cowls.

Here, patent contrivances act the purpose of weather-

cocks, swaying to and fro with the wind ; there, others

stand as fixed, as if by a " sicjubeo " they had settled

the business. But of all those houses that, in the
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street, one passes bj, unsuspicious of what's the matter

within, there is not one in a hundred but what there

has been the devil to do, to cure the chimneys of

smoking ! At that reflection, Philosophy dismisses

the subject ; and decides that, whether one lives in

a hut or a palace, the first thing to do is to look to

the hearth—and get rid of the vapours.

New beauties demand us. What endless undulations

in the various declivities and ascents ; here a slant,

there a zig-zag I With what majestic disdain yon roof

rises up to the left !—Doubtless, a palace of Genii or

Gin, (which last is the proper Ai'abic word for those

builders of halls out of nothing, employed by Aladdin.)

Seeing only the roof of that palace boldly breaking

the skyline—^how serene your contemplations ! Perhaps

a star twinkles over it, and you muse on soft eyes far

away ; while below, at the threshold—No, phantoms

!

we see you not from our attic. Note, yonder, that

precipitous fall—how ragged and jagged the roof-

scene descends in a gorge. He who would travel on

foot through the pass of that defile, of which we see

but the picturesque summits, stops his nose, averts his

eyes, guards his pockets, and hurries along through

the squalor of the grim London lazzaroni. But, seen

above, what a noble break in the skyline I It would

be sacrilege to exchange that fine gorge for a dead flat

of dull roof-tops. Look here—how delightful !—that
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desolate house with no roof at all—gutted and skinned

by the last London fire ! You can see the poor green

and white paper still clinging to the walls, and the

chasm that once was a cupboard, and the shadows

gathering black on the aperture that once was a

hearth ! Seen below, how quickly you would cross

over the way ! That great crack forebodes an

avalanche
;
you would hold your breath, not to bring

it down on your head. But, seen above, what a com-

passionate inquisitive charm in the skeleton ruin !

How your fancy runs riot—repeopling the chambers,

hearing the last cheerful good-night of that destined

Pompeii—creeping on tiptoe with the mother, when

she gives her farewell look to the baby. Now all is

midnight and silence ; then the red, crawling serpent

comes out. Lo ! his breath ; hark ! his hiss. Now,

spire after spire he winds and he coils ; now he soars

up erect— crest superb, and forked tongue— the

beautiful horror ! Then the start from the sleep, and

the doubtful awaking, and the run here and there, and

the mother's rush to the cradle ; the cry from the

window, and the knock at the door, and the spring of

those on high towards the stair that leads to safety

below, and the smoke rushing up like the surge of a

hell ! And they run back stifled and blinded, and

the floor heaves beneath them like a bark on the sea.

Hark ! the grating wheels thundering low ; near and
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near comes the engine. Fix the ladders !—there !

there ! at the window, where the mother stands with

the babe I Splash and hiss comes the water
;
pales,

then flares out, the fire : foe defies foe ; element,

element. How sublime is the war ! But the ladder, the

ladder !—there at the window ! All else are saved:

the clerk and his books; the lawyer, with that

tin box of title-deeds ; the landlord, with his policy

of insurance ; the miser, with his bank - notes and

gold : all are saved— all, but the babe and the

mother. What a crowd in the streets ! how the light

crimsons over the gazers, hundreds on hundreds ! All

those faces seem as one face, with fear. Not a man

mounts the ladder. Yes, there—gallant fellow ! God

inspires—God shall speed thee I How plainly I see him

!

—his eyes are closed, his teeth set. The serpent

leaps up, the forked tongue darts upon him, and the

reek of the breath wraps him round. The crowd

has ebbed back like a sea, and the smoke rushes over

them all. Ha ! what dim forms are those on the

ladder? Near and nearer—crash come the roof-tiles.

Alas, and alas!— no; a cry of joy— a "Thank

Heaven !

" and the women force their way through

the men to come round the child and the mother. All

is gone save that skeleton ruin. But the ruin is seen

from ahove. Art ! study life from the roof-tops

!



CHAPTEE III.

I WAS again foiled in seeing Trevanion. It was

the Easter recess, and he was at the house of one of

his brother ministers, somewhere in the north of

England. But Lady EUinor was in London, and I

was ushered into her presence. Nothing could be

more cordial than her manner, though she was

evidently much depressed in spirits, and looked wan

and careworn.

After the kindest inquiries relative to my parents

and the Captain, she entered with much sympathy

into my schemes and plans, which she said Trevanion

had confided to her. The sterling kindness that

belonged to my old patron (despite his aifected anger

at my not accepting his proffered loan) had not only

saved me and my fellow-adventurer all trouble as to

allotment orders, but procured advice, as to choice of

site and soil, from the best practical experience, which

we found afterwards exceedingly useful. And as
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Lady Ellinor gave me the little packet of papers with

Trevanion's shrewd notes on the margin, she said with

a half sigh, " Albert bids me say, that he wishes he

were as sanguine of his success in the cabinet as of

yours in the Bush." She then turned to her husband's

rise and prospects, and her face began to change. Her

eyes sparkled, the colour came to her cheeks—" But

you are one of the few who know him," she said,

interrupting herself suddenly ; " you know how he

sacrifices all things—joy, leisure, health— to his

country. There is not one selfish thought in his

nature. And yet such envy—such obstacles still !

and " (her eyes dropped on her dress, and I perceived

that she was in mourning, though the mourning was

not deep,) " and," she added, " it has pleased heaven

to withdraw from his side one who would have been

worthy his alliance."

I felt for the proud woman, though her emotion

seemed more that of pride than sorrow. And perhaps

Lord Castleton's highest merit in her eyes had been

that of ministering to her husband's power and her

own ambition. I bowed my head in silence, and

thought of Fanny. Did she, too, pine for the lost rank,

or rather mourn the lost lover?

After a time I said hesitatingly, " I scarcely pre-

sume to condole with you. Lady Ellinor ! yet believe

me, few things ever shocked me like the death you
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allude to. I trust Miss Trevanlon's health has not

much suffered. Shall I not see her before I leave

England?"

Lady EUInor fixed her keen bright eyes searchlngly

on my countenance, and perhaps the gaze satisfied her,

for she held out her hand to me with a frankness

almost tender, and said—" Had I had a son, the

dearest wish of my heart had been to see you wedded

to my daughter."

I started up— the blood rushed to my cheeks, and

then left me pale as death. I looked reproachfully

at Lady Ellinor, and the word " cruel !
" faltered on

my lips.

" Yes," continued Lady Ellinor, mournfully, " that

was my real thought, my impulse of regret, when I

first saw you. But as it is, do not think me too hard

and worldly, if I quote the lofty old French proverb.

Noblesse oblige. Listen to me, my young friend,

—

we may never meet again, and I would not have your

father's son think unkindly of me with all my faults.

From my first childhood I was ambitious—not as

women usually are, of mere wealth and rank—but

ambitious as noble men are, of power and fame. A
woman can only indulge such ambition by investing

it in another. It was not wealth, it was not rank, that

attracted me to Albert Trevanion : it was the nature

that dispenses with the wealth, and commands the
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rank. Nay," continued Lady EUinor, in a voice tLat

slightly trembled, " I may have seen in my youth,

before I knew Trevanion, one (she paused a moment,

and went on hurriedly)—one who wanted but ambition

to have realised my ideal. Perhaps, even when I

married—and it was said for love—I loved less with

my whole heart than with my whole mind. I may

say this now, for now every beat of this pulse is

wholly and only true to him with whom I have

schemed, and toiled, and aspired
; with whom I have

grown as one ; with whom I have shared the struggle,

and now partake the triumph—realising the visions of

my youth."

Again the light broke from the dark eyes of this

grand daughter of the world, who was so superb a

type of that moral contradiction— an ambitious

woman.

" I cannot tell you," resumed Lady EUinor, soften-

ing, " how pleased I was when you came to live with

us. Your father has perhaps spoken to you of me,

and of our first acquaintance?"

Lady EUinor paused abruptly, and surveyed me as

she paused. I was silent.

" Perhaps, too, he has blamed me?" she resumed,

with a heightened colour.

" He never blamed you, Lady EUinor !

"

" He had a right to do so—^though I doubt if he
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would have blamed me on the true ground. Yet,

no; he never could have done me the wrong that

your uncle did, when, long years ago, Mr de Caxton

in a letter—the very bitterness of which disarmed all

anger—accused me of having trifled with Austin

—

nay, with himself! And Ae, at least, had no right

to reproach me," continued Lady Ellinor warmly,

and with a curve of her haughty lip ;
" for if I felt

interest in his wild thirst for some romantic glory,

it was but in the hope that, what made the one

brother so restless, might at least wake the other to

the ambition that would have become his intellect,

and aroused his energies. But these are old tales of

follies and delusions now no more : only this will I

say, that I have ever felt in thinking of your father,

and even of your sterner uncle, as if my conscience

reminded me of a debt which I longed to discharge

—

if not to them, to their children. So, when we knew

you, believe me that your interests, your career,

instantly became to me an object. But mistaking

you— when I saw your ardent industry bent on

serious objects, and accompanied by a mind so fresh

and buoyant ; and, absorbed as I was in schemes or

projects far beyond a woman's ordinary province of

hearth and home—I never dreamed, while you were

our guest—never dreamed of danger to you or Fanny.

I wound you—pardon me ; but I must vindicate

VOL. III. B
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myself. I repeat that, if we had a son to inherit our

yy name, to bear the burthen which the world lays upon

-^ those who are bom to influence the world's destinies,

there is no one to whom Trevanion and myself would

sooner have intrusted the happiness of a daughter.

But my daughter is the sole representative of the

mother's line, of the father's name : it is not her

happiness alone that I have to consult, it is her duty

—duty to her birthright, to the career of the noblest

of England's patriots—duty, I may say, without

exaggeration, to the country for the sake of which

that career is run !

"

" Say no more, Lady EUinor ; say no more. I

understand you. I have no hope—I never had hope

—it was a madness—it is over. It is but as a friend

that I ask again, if I may see Miss Trevanion in

your presence, before—before 1 go alone into this

long exile, to leave, perhaps, my dust in a stranger's

soil I Ay, look in my face—you cannot fear my

resolution, my honour, my truth. But once. Lady

Ellinor—but once more ! Do I ask in vain ?"

Lady Ellinor was evidently much moved. I bent

down almost in the attitude of kneeling ; and, brushing

away her tears with one hand, she laid the other on

my head tenderly, and said in a very low voice

—

^ " I entreat you not to ask me ; I entreat you not

to see my daughter. You have shown that you are
/^,
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not selfish—conquer yourself still. What if such an

interview, however guarded you might be, were but

to agitate, unnerve my child, unsettle her peace,

prey upon"

—

"Oh, do not speak thus— she did not share my

feelings
!

"

"Could her mother own it if she did? Come,

come, remember how young you both are. When

you return, all these dreams will be forgotten ; then

we can meet as before—then I will be your second

mother, and again your career shall be my care ; for

do not think that we shall leave you so long in this

exile as you seem to forebode. No, no ; it is but an

absence— an excursion— not a search after fortune.

Your fortune—leave that to us when you return !

"

" And I am to see her no more ! " I murmured, as

I rose, and went silently towards the window to con-

ceal my face. The great struggles in life are limited

to moments. In the drooping of the head upon the

bosom—in the pressure of the hand upon the brow

—

we may scarcely consume a second in our threescore

years and ten; but what revolutions of our whole

being may pass within us, while that single sand

drops noiseless down to the bottom of the hour-glass.

I came back with firm step to Lady Ellinor, and

said calmly, " My reason tells me that you are right,

and I submit. Forgive me ! and do not think me
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ungrateful and over-proud, if I add, that you must

leave me still the object in life that consoles and

encourages me through all."

" What object is that ? " asked Lady Ellinor, hesi-

tatingly.

" Independence for myself, and ease to those for

whom life is still sweet. This is my twofold object;

and the means to effect it must be my own heart and

my own hands. And now, convey all my thanks to

your noble husband, and accept my warm prayers for

yourself and her—whom I will not name. Farewell,

Lady Ellinor."

" No, do not leave me so hastily ; I have many

things to discuss with you— at least to ask of you.

Tell me how your father bears his reverse ?—tell me,

at least, if there be aught he will suffer us to do for

him? There are many appointments in Trevanion's

range of influence that would suit even the wilful

indolence of a man of letters. Come, be frank with

one f"

I could not resist so much kindness; so I sat down,

and, as collectedly as I could, replied to Lady Ellinor's

questions, and sought to convince her that my father

only felt his losses so far as they affected me, and

that nothing in Trevanion's power was hkely to tempt

him from his retreat, or calculated to compensate for

a change in his habits. Turning at last from my
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parents, Lady Ellinor inquired for Roland, and, on

learning that he was with me in town, expressed

a strong desire to see him. I told her I would

communicate her wish, and she then said thought-

fully-

" He has a son, I think, and I have heard that there

is some unhappy dissension between them."

" Who could have told you that?" I asked in

surprise, knowing how closely Roland had kept the

secret of his family afflictions.

" Oh, I heard so from some one who knew Captain

Roland—I forget when and where I heard it—but is

it not the fact?"

" My uncle Roland has no son."

"How!"
" His son is dead."

" How such a loss must grieve him !

"

I did not speak.

" But is he sure that his son is dead ? What joy

if he were mistaken—If the son yet lived
!

"

" Nay, my uncle has a brave heart, and he is re-

signed ;—but, pardon me, have you heard anything

of that son?"

" I !—what should I hear ? I would fain learn,

however, from your uncle himself, what he might like

to tell me of his sorrows—or if, indeed, there be any

chance that"

—
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"That—what?"
" That—that his son still survives."

" I think not," said I; " and I doubt whether you

will learn much from my uncle. Still there is some-

thing in your words that belies their apparent mean-

ing, and makes me suspect that you know more than

you will say."

" Diplomatist 1 " said Lady EUinor, half smiling;

but then, her face settling into a seriousness almost

severe, she added—" It is terrible to think that a

father should hate his son !

"

" Hate !—Roland hate his son ! What calumny is

this?"

" He does not do so, then ! Assure me of that ; I

shall be so glad to know that I have been mis-

informed."

" I can tell you this, and no more—for no more do

I know—that if ever the soul of a father were wrapt

up in a son—fear, hope, gladness, sorrow, all reflected

back on a father's heart from the shadows on a son's

life—Roland was that father while the son lived

stiU."

" I cannot disbelieve you ! " exclaimed Lady EUi-

nor, though in a tone of surprise. " Well, do let me

see your uncle,"

" I will do my best to induce him to visit you, and

learn all that you evidently conceal from me."
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Lady EUinor evasively replied to this insinuation,

and shortly afterwards I left that house in which I

had known the happiness that brings the folly, and

the grief that bequeaths the wisdom.



CHAPTER IV.

I HAD always felt a warm and almost filial affection

for Lady Ellinor, Independently of her relationship to

Fanny, and of the gratitude with which her kindness

inspired me : for there is an affection very peculiar in

its nature, and very high in its degree, which results

from the blending of two sentiments not often allied,

—viz., pity and admiration. It was impossible not

to admire the rare gifts and great qualities of Lady

Ellinor, and not to feel pity for the cares, anxieties,

and sorrows which tormented one who, with all the

sensitiveness of woman, went forth into the rough

world of man.

My father s confession had somewhat impaired my

esteem for Lady Ellinor, and had left on my mind

the uneasy impression that she had trifled with his

deep, and Roland's impetuous, heart. The conversa-

tion that had just passed allowed me to judge her

with more justice—allowed me to see that she had
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really shared the affection she had inspired in the

student, but that ambition had been stronger than ,

love—an ambition, it might be, irregular and not

strictly feminine, but still of no vulgar nor sordid

kind. I gathered, too, from her hints and allusions,

her true excuse for Roland's misconception of her

apparent interest in himself: she had but seen, in the

wild energies of the elder brother, some agency by

which to arouse the serener faculties of the younger.

She had but sought, in the strange comet that flashed

before her, to fix a lever that might move the star.

Nor could I withhold my reverence from the woman

who, not being married precisely from love, had no

sooner linked her nature to one worthy of it, than her

whole life became as fondly devoted to her husband's

as if he had been the object of her first romance and

her earliest affections. If even her child was so

secondary to her husband—if the fate of that child

was but regarded by her as one to be rendered sub-

servient to the grand destinies of Trevanion—still it

was impossible to recognise the error of that conjugal

devotion without admiring the wife, though one might

condemn the mother. Turning from these medita-

tions, I felt a lover's thrill of selfish joy, amidst all the

mournful sorrow comprised in the thought that I

should see Fanny no more. Was it true, as Lady

Ellinor implied, though delicately, that Fanny still
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cherished a remembrance of me—which a brief inter-

view, a last farewell, might re-awaken too danger-

ously for her peace ? Well, that was a thought that

it became me not to indulge.

What could Lady Ellinor have heard of Roland

and his son? Was it possible that the lost lived

still? Asking myself these questions, I arrived at

our lodgings, and saw the Captain himself before me,

busied with the inspection of sundry specimens of the

rude necessaries an Australian adventurer requires.

There stood the old soldier, by the window, examin-

ing narrowly into the temper of hand-saw and tenor-

saw, broad axe and drawing-knife ; and as I came up

to him, he looked at me from under his black brows,

with gruff compassion, and said peevishly

—

" Fine weapons these for the son of a gentleman

!

—one bit of steel in the shape of a sword were worth

them all."

" Any weapon that conquers fate is noble in the

hands of a brave man, uncle !

"

" The boy has an answer for everything," quoth

the Captain, smiling, as he took out his purse and

paid the shopman.

When we were alone, I said to him—" Uncle, you

must go and see Lady EUrnor ; she desires me to tell

you so."

"Pshaw!"
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"YouwIUnot?" (

" No I

"

" Uncle, I think that she has something to say

to you with regard to— to—pardon me!—to my

cousin."

"To Blanche?"

" No, no—the cousin I never saw."

Eoland turned pale, and, sinking down on a chair,

faltered out—" To him—to my son ?"

" Yes ; but I do not think it is news that will afflict

you. Uncle, are you sure that my cousin is dead?"

" What !—how dare you !—who doubts it ? Dead y/^

—dead to me for ever ! Boy, would you have him
'''

live to dishonour these gray hairs
!

"

" Sir, sir, forgive me—uncle, forgive me : but,

pray, go to see Lady EUinor ; for whatever she has

to say, I repeat that I am sure it will be nothing to

woimd you."

" Nothing to wound me—yet relate to Mm !
"

It is impossible to convey to the reader the despair

that was in those words.

" Perhaps," said I, after a long pause, and in a low

voice—for I was awe-stricken—" perhaps—if he be

dead—he may have repented of all offence to you

before he died."

" Kepented !—ha, ha !

"

"Or, if he be not dead"—
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"Hush, boy—hush!"
" While there Is life, there is hope of repentance."

" Look you, nephew," said the Captain, rising and

folding his arms resolutely on his breast—" look you,

I desired that that name might never be breathed. I

have not cursed my son yet ; could he come to life

—

the curse might fall ! You do not know what torture

your words have given me, just when I had opened

my heart to another son, and found that son in you.

With respect to the lost, I have now but one prayer,

and you know it—the heartbroken prayer—that his

name never more may come to my ears !

"

As he closed these words, to which I ventured no

reply, the Captain took long disordered strides across

the room ; and suddenly, as if the space imprisoned,

or the air stifled him, he seized his hat, and hastened

into the streets. Eecovering my surprise and dismay,

I ran after him ; but he commanded me to leave him

to his own thoughts. In a voice so stem, yet so sad,

that I had no choice but to obey. I knew, by my

own experience, how necessary is solitude In the

moments when grief is strongest and thought most

troubled.



CHAPTER Y.

HoUES elapsed, and the Captain had not returned

home. I began to feel uneasy, and went forth in

search of him, though I knew not whither to direct my

steps. I thought it, however, at least probable, that

he had not been able to resist visiting Lady Ellinor,

80 I went first to St James's Square. My suspicions

were correct ; the Captain had been there two hours

before. Lady Ellinor herself had gone out shortly

after the Captain left. While the porter was giving

me this information, a carriage stopped at the door,

and a footman, stepping up, gave the porter a note

and a small parcel, seemingly of books, saying simply,

" From the Marquis of Castleton." At the sound of

that name I turned hastily, and recognised Sir Sedley

Beaudesert seated in the carriage, and looking out of

the window with a dejected, moody expression of

countenance, very different from his ordinary aspect,

except when the rare sight of a gray hair, or a twinge
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of the toothach, reminded him that he was no longer

twenty-five. Indeed, the change was so great that I

exclaimed, dubiously—" Is that Sir Sedley Beaude-

sert?" The footman looked at me, and touching his

hat said, with a condescending smile,—" Yes, sir

—

now the Marquis of Castleton."

Then, for the first time since the young lord's death,

I remembered Sir Sedley's expressions of gratitude to

Lady Castleton, and the waters of Ems, for having

saved him from " that horrible marquisate."" Mean-

while, my old friend had perceived me, exclaiming,

—

" What ! Mr Caxton ! I am delighted to see you.

Open the door, Thomas. Pray come in, come in."

I obeyed ; and the new Lord Castleton made room

for me by his side.

" Are you in a hurry?" said he; " if so, shall I

take you anywhere ?—if not, give me half an hour of

your time, while I drive to the City."

As I knew not now in what direction, more than

another, to prosecute my search for the Captain, and

as I thought I might as well call at our lodgings to

inquire if he had not returned, I answered that I

should be very happy to accompany his lordship
;

" though the City," said I, smiling, " sounds to me

strange upon the lips of Sir Sedley—I beg pardon, I

should say of Lord—

"

" Don't say any such thing ; let me once more hear
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the grateful sound of Sedley Beaudesert. Shut the

door, Thomas ; to Gracechurch Street—Messrs Fudge

and Fidget."

The carriage drove on.

" A sad affliction has befallen me," said the mar-

quis, " and none sympathise with me!"

" Yet all, even unacquainted with the late lord,

must have felt shocked at the death of one so young,

and so full of promise."

" So fitted in every way to bear the burthen of the

great Castleton name and property—and yet you see

it killed him ! Ah ! if he had been but a simple gen-

tleman, or if he had had a less conscientious desire to

do his duties, he would have lived to a good old age.

I know what it is already. Oh, if you saw the piles

of letters on my table ! I positively dread the post.

Such colossal improvements on the property which

the poor boy had begun, for me to finish. What do

you think takes me to Fudge and Fidget's ? Sir, they

are the agents for an infernal coal-mine which my
cousin had re-opened in Durham, to plague my life

out with another thirty thousand pounds a-year

!

How am I to spend the money ?—how am I to spend

it ! There's a cold-blooded head-steward, who says

that charity is the greatest crime a man in high station

can commit ; it demoralises the poor. Then, because

some half-a-dozen farmers sent me a round-robin, to



32 THE CAXTONS

:

the effect that their rents were too high, and I wrote

them word that the rents should be lowered, there was

such a hullabaloo—you would have thought heaven

and earth were coming together. ' If a man in the

position of the Marquis of Castleton set the example

of letting land below its value, how could the poorer

squires in the county exist?—or, if they did exist,

what injustice to expose them to the charge that they

were grasping landlords, vampires, and bloodsuckers

!

Clearly, if Lord Castleton lowered his rents, (they were

too low already,) he struck a mortal blow at the pro-

perty of his neighbours, if they followed his example

;

or at their character, if they did not.' No man can

tell how hard it is to do good, imless fortune gives him

a hundred thousand pounds a-year, and says,—' Now,

do good with it
!

' Sedley Beaudesert might follow

his whims, and all that would be said against him was

* good-natured, simple fellow !
' But if Lord Castleton

follow his whims, you would think he was a second

Catiline—unsettling the peace, and undermining the

prosperity, of the entire nation ! " Here the wretched

man paused, and sighed heavily ; then, as his thoughts

wandered into a new channel of woe, he resumed,

—

" Ah ! if you could but see the forlorn great house I am

expected to inhabit, cooped up between dead walls,

instead of ray pretty rooms, with the windows full on

the Park ; and the balls I am expected to give, and
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tlie parliamentary interest I am to keep up ; and the

villanous proposal made to me to become a lord steward ,

or lord cliamberlain, because it suits my rank to be a

sort of a servant. Oh, Pisistratus ! you lucky dog— .'

not twenty-one, and with, I dare say, not two hundred

pounds a-year in the world!"

Thus bemoaning and bewailing his sad fortunes, the

poor marquis ran on, till at last he exclaimed, in a tone

of yet deeper despair,

—

" And everybody says I must marry, too !—that

the Castleton line must not be extinct ! The Beau-

deserts are a good old family eno'—as old, for what

I know, as the Castletons; but the British empire

would suflfer no loss if they sunk into the tomb of the

Capulets. But that the Castleton peerage should

expire, is a thought of crime and woe, at which all

the mothers of England rise in a phalanx ! And so,

instead of visiting the sins of the fathers on the sons,

it is the father that is to be sacrificed for the benefit

of the third and fourth generation
!

"

Despite my causes far seriousness, I could not help

laughing | my companion turned on me a look of

reproach,

" At least," said I, composing my countenance,

" Lord Castleton has one comfort in his afflictions— t

if he must marry, he may choose as he pleases." I

" That is precisely what Sedley Beaudesert could,
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aud Lord Castleton cannot do," said the marquis

gravely. " The rank of Sir Sedley Beaudesert was

a quiet and comfortable rank—he might many a

curate's daughter, or a duke's—and please his eye or

grieve his heart as the caprice took him. But Lord

Castleton must marry, not for a wife, but for a mar-

-^chioness,—marry some one who will wear his rank

for him,—^take the trouble of splendour oflP his hands,

and allow him to retire into a comer, and dream that

he is Sedley Beaudesert once more ! Yes, it must be so

—the crowning sacrifice must be completed at the altar.

But a truce to my complaints. Trevanion informs

me you are going to Australia,—can that be true?"

" Perfectly true."

" They say there is a sad want of ladies there."

" So much the better,— I shall be all the more

steady."

" Well, there's something in that. Have you seen

LadyEllinor?"

" Yes—this morning."

" Poor woman !—a great blow to her—we have

tried to console each other. Fanny, you know, is

staying at Oxton, in Surrey, with Lady Castleton,

—

the poor lady is so fond of her—and no one has com-

forted her like Fanny."

" I w^as not aware that Miss Trevanion was out of

town."
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" Only for a few days, and then she and Lady

Ellinor join Trevanion in the north—you know he is

with Lord N , settling measures on which—but

alas, they consult me now on those matters—force

their secrets on me. I have. Heaven knows how many

votes ! Poor me ! Upon my word, if Lady Ellinor

was a widow, I should certainly make up to her ; very

clever woman—^nothing bores her." (The marquis

yawned— Sir Sedley Beaudesert never yawned.)

" Trevanion has provided for his Scotch secretary,

and is about to get a place in the Foreign Office for

that young fellow Gower, whom, between you and

me, I don't like. But he has bewitched Trevanion !

"

" What sort of a person is this Mr Gower ?—

I

remember you said that he was clever, and good-

looking."

" He is both, but It is not the cleverness of youth

;

he Is as hard and sarcastic as If he had been cheated

fifty times, and jilted a hundred ! Neither are his

good looks that letter of recommendation which a

handsome face is said to be. He has an expression

of countenance very much like that of Lord Hertford's

pet bloodhound, when a stranger comes Into the room.

Very sleek, handsome dog, the bloodhound is certainly

—well-mannered, and I dare say exceedingly tame
;

but still you have but to look at the comer of the eye,

to know that It is only the habit of the drawing-room
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that suppresses the creature's constitutional tendency

to seize you by the throat, instead of giving you a

paw. Still this Mr Gower has a very striking head

—something about it Moorish or Spanish, like a pic-

ture by Murillo : I half suspect that he is less a Gower

than a gipsy
!

"

"What!"—1 cried, as I listened with rapt and

breathless attention to this description. " He is then

very dark, with high narrow forehead, features slightly

aquiline, but very delicate, and teeth so dazzling that

the whole face seems to sparkle when he smiles

—

though it is only the lip that smiles, not the eye."

" Exactly as you say
;
you have seen him, then?"

" ^Tiy, I am not sure, since you say his name is

Gower."

' " He says his name is Gower," returned Lord

Castleton, drily, as he inhaled the Beaudesert

mixture.

" And where is he now ?—with Mr Trevanion ?"

" Yes, I believe so. Ah ! here we are—Fudge and

Fidget ! But perhaps," added Lord Castleton, with

a gleam of hope in his blue eye,— "perhaps they are

not at home !

"

Alas, that was an illusive " imagining," as the poets

of the nineteenth century unaffectedly express them-

selves. Messrs Fudge and Fidget were never out to

such clients as the Marquis of Castleton : with af deep
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sigh, and an altered expression of face, the Victim of

Fortune slowly descended the steps of the carriage.

" I can't ask you to wait for me," said he : Heaven

only knows how long I shall be kept ! Take the

carriage where you will, and send it back to me."

" A thousand thanks, my dear lord, I would rather

walk—but you will let me call on you before I leave

town."

" Let you !—I insist on It. I am still at the old

quarters—under pretence," said the marquis, with a

sly twinkle of the eyelid, " that Castleton House

wants painting
!

"

" At twelve to-morrow, then?"

" Twelve to-morrow. Alas ! that's just the hour at

which Mr Screw, the agent for the London property,

(two squares, seven streets, and a lane!) is to call."

" Perhaps two o'clock will suit you better ?
"

" Two !—just the hour at which Mr Plausible, one

of the Castleton members, Insists upon telling me

why his conscience will not let him vote with

Trevanion!"

"Three o'clock?"

" Three !—just the hour at which I am to see the

Secretary of the Treasury, who has promised to

relieve Mr Plausible's conscience ! But come and

dine with me—you will meet the executors to the

will!"
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"Naj, Sir Sedlej— that Is, my dear lord — I will

take my chance, and look in after dinner."

" Do so ; my guests are not lively ! What a firm

step the rogue has ! Only twenty, I think— twenty !

and not an acre of property to plague him!" So

saying, the marquis dolorously shook his head, and

vanished through the noiseless mahogany doors,

behind which Messrs Fudge and Fidget awaited the

unhappy man,—with the accounts of the great Castle-

ton coal-mine.



CHAPTER VI.

On mj way towards our lodgings, I resolved to

look In at a humble tavern. In the coffee-room of

which the Captain and myself habitually dined. It

was now about the usual hour in which we took that

meal, and he might be there waiting for me. I had just

gained the steps of this tavern, when a stage coach

came rattling along the pavement, and drew up at an

inn of more pretensions than that which we favoured,

situated within a few doors of the latter. As the

coach stopped, my eye was caught by the Trevanion

livery, which was very peculiar. Thinking I must be

deceived, I drew near to the wearer of the livery, who

had just descended from the roof, and while he paid

the coachman, gave his orders to a waiter who

emerged from the inn— " Half-and-half, cold with-

out ! " The tone of the voice struck me as familiar,

and, the man now loolcing up, I beheld the features of

Mr Peacock. Yes, unquestionably It was he. The

\
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whiskers were shaved—there were traces of powder

in the hair or the wig— the livery of the Trevanions

(aj, the very livery—crest-button, and all) upon that

portly figure, which I had last seen in the more august

robes of a beadle. But Mr Peacock it was—Peacock

travestied, but Peacock still. Before I had recovered

my amaze, a woman got out of a cabriolet, that

seemed to have been in waiting for the arrival of the

coach, and, hurrying up to Mr Peacock, said in the

loud impatient tone common to the fairest of the fair

sex, when in haste—" How late you are !—I was just

going. I must get back to Oxton to-night."

Oxton—Miss Trevanion was staying at Oxton ! I

was now close behind the pair—I listened with my

heart in my ear.

" So you shall, my dear—so you shall
;
just come

in, will you."

" No, no ; I have only ten minutes to catch the

coach. Have you any letter for me from Mr Gower ?

How can I be sure, if I don't see it under his own

hand, that"

—

"Hush!" said Peacock, sinking his voice so low

that I could only catch the words, " no names—letter,

pooh, I'll tell you." He then di-ew her apart, and

whispered to her for some moments. I watched the

woman's face, which was bent towards her compa-

nion's, and it seemed to show quick intelligence. She
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nodded her head more than once, as if in impatient

assent to what was said
;

and, after a shaking of

hands, hurried off to the cab ;
then, as if a thought

struck her, she ran back, and said

—

" But in case my lady should not go—if there's any

change of plan."

" There'll be no change, you may be sure—posi-

tively to-morrow—not too early
5
you understand ?

"

" Yes, yes
;
good-by "— and the woman, who was

dressed with a quiet neatness, that seemed to stamp

her profession as that of an abigail, (black cloak, with

long cape— of that peculiar silk which seems spun on

purpose for ladies'-maids—bonnet to match, with red

and black ribbons,) hastened once more away, and in

another moment the cab drove off furiously.

What could all this mean ? By this time the waiter

brought Mr Peacock the half-and-half. He despatched

it hastily, and then strode on towards a neighbouring

stand of cabriolets. I followed him ; and just as, after

beckoning one of the vehicles from the stand, he had

ensconced himself therein, I sprang up the steps and

placed myself by his side. " Now, Mr Peacock," said/^^

I, " you will tell me at once how you come to wear

that livery, or I shall order the cabman to drive to

Lady Ellinor Trevanion's, and ask her that question

myself."

" And who the devil !— Ah, you're the young
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gentleman that came to me behind the scenes—

I

remember."

" Where to, sir?" asked the cabman.

" To—to London Bridge," said Mr Peacock.

The man mounted the box, and drove on.

" Well, Mr Peacock, I wait jour answer. I guess

by jour face that jou are about to tell me a lie ; I

advise jou to speak the truth."

" I don't know what business jou have to question

me," said Mr Peacock sullenlj ; and, raising his

glance from his own clenched fists, he suffered it to

wander over mj form with so vindictive a signifi-

cance that I interrupted the survej bj sajing, " ' Will

JOU encounter the house ?
' as the Swan interro-

gativelj puts it— shall I order the cabman to drive

to St James's Square?"

" Oh, JOU know mj weak point, sir ; anj man who

can quote Will—sweet W^ill— has me on the hip,"

rejoined Mr Peacock, smoothing his countenence, and

spreading his palms on his knees. " But if a man

does fall in the world, and, after keeping servants of

his own, is obhged to be himself a servant,

' I will not shame

To tell you what I am.'
"

" The Swan sajs, * To tell jou what I was^^ Mr

Peacock. But enough of this trifling ; who placed

JOU with Mr Trevanion ?
"
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Mr Peacock looked down for a moment, and then,

fixing his eyes on me, said—" Well, I'll tell you : you

asked me, when we met last, about a young gentle-

man—Mr—Mr Vivian."

PiSiSTRAT us.—Proceed.

Peacock.—I know you don't want to harm him.

Besides, " He hath a prosperous art," and one day or

other,—mark my words, or rather my friend Will's

—

" He will bestride this narrow world

Like a Colossus,"

Upon my life he will—like a Colossus,

" And we petty men—

"

PlSlSTEATUS {savagely.)—Go on with your story.

Peacock {snappishly.)— I am going on with it!

You put me out ; where was I— oh— ah yes. I had

just been sold up—not a penny in my pocket ; and if

you could have seen my coat—yet that was better

than the small-clothes ! Well, it was in Oxford

Street—no, it was in the Strand, near the Lowther

—

" The sun was in the heavens ; and the proud day

Attended, with the pleasures of the world."

PiSiSTRATUS, {lowering the glass.)—To St James's

Square ?

Peacock.—No, no ; to London Bridge.

" How use doth breed a habit in a man !"
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I will go on—honour bright. So I met Mr Vivian,

and as he had known me in better days, and has a

good heart of his own, he says

—

" Horatio,—or I do forget myself."

Pisistratus puts his hand on the check-string.

Peacock, [correcting himself.)—I mean—" Why,

Johnson, my good fellow."

Pisistratus.—Johnson !—oh, that's your name

—

not Peacock.

Peacock.—Johnson and Peacock both, {with dig-

nity.) When you know the world as I do, sir, you

will find that it is ill travelling this " naughty world"

without a change of names in your portmanteau.

" Johnson," says he, " my good fellow," and he

pulled out his purse. " Sir," said I, " if, ' exempt

from public haunt,' I could get something to do when

this dross is gone. In London there are sermons in

stones, certainly, but not ' good in everything,'—an

observation I should take the liberty of making to the

Swan, if he were not now, alas !
' the baseless fabric

of a vision.'

"

Pisistratus.—Take care

!

Peacock, {hurriedly.)—Then says Mr Vivian, " If

you don't mind wearing a livery, till I can provide

for you more suitably, my old friend, there's a

vacancy in the establishment of 3Ir Trevanion." Sir,
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I accepted the proposal, and that's why I wear this

livery.

PiSiSTEATUS.—And, pray, what business had you

with that young woman, whom I take to be Miss

Trevanion's maid?—and why should she come from

Oxton to see you ?

I had expected that these questions would confound

Mr Peacock, but if there really were anything in them

to cause embarrassment, the ci-devant actor was too

practised in his profession to exhibit it. He merely

smiled, and, smoothing jauntily a very tumbled shirt-

front, he said, " Oh sir, fie !

' Of this matter,

Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made.'

If you must know my love affairs, that young woman

is, as the vulgar say, my sweetheart."

" Your sweetheart
!

" I exclaimed, greatly relieved,

and acknowledging at once the probability of the

statement. " Yet," I added suspiciously—" yet, if

so, why should she expect Mr Gower to write to

her?"

" You're quick of hearing, sir ; but though

' All adoration, duty, and observance :

All hiimbleness, and patience, and impatience,'

The young woman won't marry a livery servant

—

proud creature !—very proud !—and Mr Gower, you

see, knowing how it was, felt for me, and told her, if
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I may take such liberty with the Swan, that she

should

" ' Never lie by Johnson's side

With an unquiet soul,'

for that he would get me a place in the Stamps ! The

silly girl said she would have it in black and white

—

as if Mr Gower would write to her !

" And now, sir," continued Mr Peacock, with a

simpler gravity, " you are at liberty, of course, to say

what you please to my lady, but I hope you'll not

try to take the bread out of my mouth because I wear

a livery, and am fool enough to be in love with a

waiting-woman—I, sir, who could have married ladies

who have played the first parts in life—on the metro-

politan stage."

I had nothing to say to these representations

—

they seemed plausible ; and though at first I had

suspected that the man had only resorted to the

bufibonery of his quotations in order to gain time for

invention, or to divert my notice from any flaw in his

narrative, yet at the close, as the narrative seemed

probable, so I was willing to believe the bufibonery

was merely characteristic. I contented myself there-

fore with asking

—

" Where do you come from now?"

" From Mr Trevanion, in the country, with letters

to Lady EUinor."
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" Oh ! and so the young woman knew you were

commg to town?"

" Yes, sir ; Mr Trevanlon told me, some days ago,

the day I should have to start."

" And what do you and the young woman propose

doing to-morrow, if there is no change of plan?"

Here I certainly thought there was a slight, scarce

perceptible, alteration in Mr PeacocVs countenance,

but he answered readily, " To-morrow, a little assig-

nation, if we can both get out ;

—

' Woo me, now I am in a holiday humour.

And like enough to consent.'

Swan again, sir."

" Humph !—so then Mr Gower and Mr Vivian are

the same person?"

Peacock hesitated. " Thafs not my secret, sir;

' I am combined by a sacred vow.' You are too much

the gentleman to peep through the blanket of the

dark, and to ask me, who wear the whips and stripes

—I mean the plush small-clothes and shoulder-knots

—the secrets of another gent, to whom ' my services

are bound.'

"

How a man past thirty foils a man scarcely twenty!

—^what superiority the mere fact of living-on gives

to the dullest dog ! I bit my lip, and was silent.

" And," pursued Mr Peacock, " if you knew how

the Mr Vivian you inquired after loves you ! When
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I told liim incidentally, how a young gentleman

had come behind the scenes to inquire after him, he

made me describe you, and then said, quite mourn-

fully, " If ever I am what I hope to become, how

happy I shall be to shake that kind hand once more,'

—very words, sir !—honour bright

!

* I think there's ne'er a man in Christendom

Can lesser hide his hate or love than he.'

And if Mr Vivian has some reason to keep himself

concealed still—if his fortune or ruin depend on your

not divulging his secret for awhile—I can't think you

are the man he need fear. 'Pon my life,

* I wish I was as sure of a good dinner,'

as the Swan touchingly exclaims. I dare swear that

was a wish often on the Swan's lips in the privacy of

his domestic life
!

"

My heart was softened, not by the pathos of the

much profaned and desecrated Swan, but by Mr

Peacock's unadorned repetition of Vivian's words;

I turned my face from the sharp eyes of my com-

panion—the cab now stopped at the foot of London

Bridge.

I had no more to ask, yet still there was some uneasy

' curiosity in my mind, which I could hardly define to

myself,—was it not jealousy ? Vivian so handsome and

so daring

—

he at least might see the great heiress;
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Lady Ellinor perhaps thought of no danger there.

But—I—I was a lover still, and—nay, such thoughts

were folly Indeed

!

" My man," said I to the ex-comedian, " I neither

wish to harm Mr Vivian (if I am so to call him,) nor

you who imitate him in the variety of your names.

But I tell you fairly, that I do not like your being in

Mr Trevanion's employment, and I advise you to get

out of it as soon as possible. I say nothing more as

yet, for I shall take time to consider well what you

have told me."

With that I hastened away, and Mr Peacock con-

tinued his solitary journey over London Bridge.



CHAPTER VII.

Amidst all that lacerated my heart, or tormented

my thoughts, that eventful day, I felt at least one

joyous emotion, when, on entering our little drawing-

room, I found my micle seated there.

The Captain had placed before him on the table

a large Bible, borrowed from the landlady. He

never travelled, to be sure, without his own Bible,

but the print of that was small, and the Captain"'s

eyes began to fail him at night. So this was a Bible

with large type ; and a candle was placed on either

side of it ; and the Captain leant his elbows on the

table, and both his hands were tightly clasped upon

his forehead—tightly, as if to shut out the tempter,

and ^>rce his whole soul upon the page.

He sat, the image of iron courage ; in every line

of that rigid form there was resolution. " I will not

listen to my heart ; I ^cill read the Book, and learn

to suffer as becomes a Christian man.

"
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There was such a pathos in the stern sufferer's

attitude, that it spoke those words as plainly as if his

lips had said them.

Old soldier! thou hast done a soldier's part in

many a bloody field ; but if I could make visible to

the world thy brave soldier's soul, I would paint thee

as I saw thee then !—Out on this tyro's hand !

At the movement I made, the Captain looked up,

and the strife he had gone through was written upon

his face.

" It has done me good, " said he simply, and he

closed the book.

I drew my chair near to him, and hung my arm
over his shoulder.

" No cheering news, then ?" asked I in a whisper.

Koland shook his head, and gently laid his finger

on his lips.



CHAPTER VIII.

It was impossible for me to intrude upon Eoland'

thoughts, whatever their nature, with a detail of those

circumstances which had roused in me a keen and

anxious interest in things apart from his sorrow.

Yet as " restless I roll'd around my weary bed,

"

and revolved the renewal of Vivian's connexion with

a man of character so equivocal as Peacock, the esta-

blishment of an able and unscrupulous tool of his own

in the service of Trevanion, the care with which he

had concealed from me his change of name, and his

intimacy at the very house to which I had frankly

offered to present him ; the familiarity which his

creature had contrived to effect with Miss Trevanion's

maid, the words that had passed between them

—

plausibly accounted for, it is true, yet still suspicious

—and, above all, my painful recollections of Vivian''s

reckless ambition and unprincipled sentiments—nay,

the effect that a few random words upon Fanny's
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fortune, and the luck of winning an heiress, had suf-

ficed to produce upon his heated fancy and audacious

temper : when all these thoughts came upon me,

strong and vivid, in the darkness of night, I longed

for some confidant, more experienced in the world

than myself, to advise me as to the course I ought to

pursue. Should I warn Lady Ellinor ? But of what ?

—the character of a servant, or the designs of the

fictitious Gower ? Against the first I could say, if

nothing very positive, still enough to make it prudent

to dismiss him. But of Gower or Vivian, what could

I say without not indeed betraying his confidence—for

that he had never given me—but without belying the

professions of friendship that I myself had lavishly

made to him ? Perhaps, after all, he might have dis-

closed whatever were his real secrets to Trevanion

;

and, if not, I might indeed ruin his prospects by

revealing the aliases he assumed. But wherefore

reveal, and wherefore warn ? Because of suspicions

that I could not myself analyse—suspicions founded

on circumstances most of which had already been

seemingly explained away. Still, when morning

came, I was irresolute what to do ; and after watching

Roland's countenance, and seeing on his brow so great

a weight of care, that I had no option but to postpone

the confidence I pined to place in his strong under-

standing and unerring sense of honour, I wandered
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out, hoping that in the fresh air I might recollect my

thoughts, and solve the problem that perplexed me.

I had enough to do in sundry small orders for my

voyage, and commissions for Bolding, to occupy me

,
some hours. And, this business done, I found myself

moving westward: mechanically, as it were, I had

/ come to a kind of half-and-half resolution to call upon

Lady Ellinor, and question her, carelessly and inci-

dentally, both about Gower and the new sei*vant

admitted to the household.

Thus I found myself in Regent Street, when a car-

riage, borne by post-horses, whirled rapidly over the

pavement—scattering to the right and left all humbler

equipages—and hurried, as if on an errand of life and

death, up the broad thoroughfare leading into Port-

land Place. But, rapidly as the wheels dashed by, I

' had seen distinctly the face of Fanny Trevanion in

the carriage, and that face wore a strange expression,

which seemed to me to speak of anxiety and grief;

and, by her side—was not that the woman I had seen

with Peacock ? I did not see the face of the woman,

but I thought I recognised the cloak, the bonnet, and

peculiar turn of the head. K I could be mistaken

there, I was not mistaken at least as to the servant on

the seat behind. Looking back at a butcher's boy,

who had just escaped being run over, and was reveng-

ing himself by all the imprecations the Dirge of London
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slang could suggest, the face of Mr Peacock was ex-

posed in full to my gaze.

My first impulse, on recovering my surprise, was

to spring after the carriage; in the haste of that

impulse, I cried " Stop !" But the carriage was out

of sight in a moment, and my word was lost in air.

After pausing for a moment, full of presentiments of

some evil— I knew not what— I then altered my

course, and stopped not, till I found myself, panting

and out of breath, in St James"^ Square—at the door

of Trevanion's house—in the hall. The porter had a

newspaper in his hand as he admitted me.

" Where is Lady Ellinor? I must see her in-

stantly."

" No worse news of master, I hope, sir?" /'

" Worse news of what ?—of whom ?—of Mr Tre-

vanion ^

" Did you not know he was suddenly taken ill, /

sir ; that a servant came express to say so last night ? |

Lady Ellinor went ofi" at ten o'clock to join him."

" At ten o'clock last night?"

" Yes, sir; the servant's account alarmed her lady-

ship so much."

" The new servant, who had been recommended

byMrGower?"
" Yes, sir—Henry," answered the porter, staring

at me. " Please, sir, here is an account of master's
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attack in the paper. I suppose Henry took it to the

office before he came here, which was verj Avrong in

him ; but I am afraid he's a very foolish fellow."

"Never mind that. Miss Trevanion—I saw her

just now

—

^he did not go with her mother: where

was she going, then?"

" Why, sir—but pray step into the parlour."

" No, no—speak."

" Why, sir, before Lady Ellinor set out, she was

afraid that there migftt be something in the papers to

, alarm Miss Fanny, and so she sent Henry down to

' Lady Castleton''s, to beg her ladyship to make as light

/ of it as she could ; but it seems that Henry blabbed

the worst to Mrs Mole."

"Who is Mrs Mole?"

"Miss Trevanion's maid, sir— a new maid; and

Mrs Mole blabbed to my young lady, and so she took

fright and insisted on coming to town. And Lady

Castleton, who is ill herself in bed, could not keep

her, I suppose—especially as Henry said, though he

ought to have known better, ' that she would be in

time to arrive before my lady set off.' Poor Miss

Trevanion was so disappointed when she found her

mamma gone. And then shc' would order fresh

horses, and would go on, though Mrs Bates (the

housekeeper, you know, sir) was very angry with Mrs

Mole, who encouraged Miss ; and—

"
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" Good heavens ! Why did not Mrs Bates go with

her?"

" Why, sir, you know how old Mrs Bates is, and

my young lady is always so kind that she would not

hear of it, as she is going to travel night and day

;

and Mrs Mole said she had gone all over the world

with her last lady, and that—

"

" I see it all. Where is Mr Gower?"

" Mr Gower, sir
!

"

N
"Yes! Can't you answer?" (

" Why, with Mr Trevanion, I believe, sir." i

" In the north—what Is the address?"

i'- Lord N , C Hall, near W "

I heard no more.

The conviction of some vlllanous snare struck me

as with the swiftness and force of lightning. Why,

if Trevanion were really ill, had the false servant

concealed it from me ? Why suffered me to waste

his tlnie, instead of hastening to Lady Ellinor?

How, if Mr Trevanion's sudden illness had brought

the man to London—how had he known so long

beforehand (as he himself told me, and his appoint-

ment with the waiting woman proved) the day h^

should arrive ? Why now, if there were no design of 1

which Miss Trevanion was the object—why so frus- /

trate the provident foresight of her mother, and take '

advantage of the natural yearning of aifectlon, the

,/
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quick impulse of youth, to hurry off a girl whose very

</ station forbade her to take such a journey without

suitable protection—against what must be the wish,

and what clearly were the instructions, of Lady

Ellinor ? Alone, worse than alone ! Fanny Tre-

vanion was then in the hands of two servants, who

were the instruments and confidants of an adventurer

like Vivian ; and that conference between those ser-

vants—those broken references to the morrow, coupled

with the name Vivian had assumed; needed the

unerring instincts of love more cause for terror?

—

terror the darker, because the exact shape it should

assume was obscure and indistinct.

I sprang from the house.

I hastened into the Haymarket, summoned a cab-

riolet, drove home as fast as I could (for I had no

money about me for the journey I meditated ;) sent

the servant of the lodging to engage a chaise-and-

four, rushed into the room, where Eoland fortunately

' still was, and exclaimed—" Uncle, come with me !

—

take money, plenty of money !—some villany I know,

/' /though I can't explain it, has been practised on the

^ Trevanions. We may defeat it yet. I will tell you

all by the way—come, come !"

" Certainly. But villany !

—

and to people of such

a station— pooh !— collect yourself. Who is the

villain?"
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" Oh, the man I had loved as a friend—the man

whom I myself helped to make known to Trevanlon

—Vivian—Vivian !

"

"Vivian!— ah, the youth I have heard you speak

of. But how?—villany to whom—to Trevanion?"

" You torture me with your questions. Listen

—

this Vivian (I know him) —he has introduced into

the house, as a servant, an agent capable of any

trick and fraud ; that servant has aided him to win

over her maid—Fanny's—Miss Trevanion's. Miss

Trevanion is an heiress, Vivian an adventurer. My
head swims round, I cannot explain now. Ha! I

will write a line to Lord Castleton—tell him my fears

and suspicions—he will follow us, I know, or do what

is best."

I drew ink and paper towards me, and wrote

hastily. My uncle came round and looked over my

shoulder.

Suddenly he exclaimed, seizing my arm, " Gower,

Gower. What name is this ? You said ' Vivian.'"

" Vivian or Gower—the same person."

My uncle hurried out of the room. It was natural

that he should leave me to make our joint and brief

preparations for departure.

I finished my letter, sealed it, and when, five

minutes afterwards, the chaise came to the door, I

gave it to the ostler who accompanied the horses,
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with injunctions to deliver it forthwith to Lord Cas-

tleton himself.

My uncle now descended, and stepped from the

threshold with a firm stride. " Comfort yourself,"

he said, as he entered the chaise, into which I had

already thrown myself. " We may be mistaken yet."

" Mistaken ! You do not know this young man.

He has every quality that could entangle a girl like

Fanny, and not, I fear, one sentiment of honour, that

would stand in the way of his ambition. I judge

him now as by a revelation—too late—oh Heavens,

if it be too late !

"

A groan broke from Roland's lips. I heard in it

a proof of his sympathy with my emotion, and

grasped his hand ; it was as cold as the hand of the

dead.



PART FIFTEENTH.





PART FIFTEENTH.

CHAPTER I.

There would have been nothing in what had

chanced to justify the suspicions that tortured me,

but for my Impressions as to the character of Vivian.

Reader, hast thou not. In the easy, careless socia-

bility of youth, formed acquaintance with some one.

In whose more engaging or brilliant qualities thou hast

—^not lost that dislike to defects or vices which is

natural to an age when, even while we err, we adore

what is good, and glow with enthusiasm for the en-

nobling sentiment and the virtuous deed—no, happily,

not lost dislike to what Is bad, nor thy quick sense of

it,—but conceived a keen interest in the struggle

between the bad that revolted, and the good that

attracted thee, in thy companion? Then, perhaps,
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thou hast lost sight of hun for a time—suddenly thou

hearest that he has done something out of the way of

ordinary good or common-place evil : And, in either

—

the good or the evil—thy mind runs rapidly back over

its old reminiscences, and of either thou sayest, " How-

natural !— only So-and-so could have done this

thing!"

Thus I felt respecting Vivian. The most remark-

able qualities in his character were his keen power of

calculation, and his unhesitating audacity—qualities

that lead to fame or to infamy, according to the cul-

tivation of the moral sense and the direction of the

passions. Had I recognised those qualities in some

agency apparently of good—and it seemed yet doubt-

ful if Vivian were the agent—I should have cried, " It

is he ! and the better angel has triumphed ! " With

the same (alas ! with a yet more impulsive) quickness,

when the agency was of evil, and the agent equally

dubious, I felt that the qualities revealed the man, and

that the demon had prevailed.

Mile after mile, stage after stage, were passed, on

the dreary, interminable, high north road. I naiTated

to my companion, more intelligibly than I had yet

done, my causes for apprehension. The Captain at

first listened eagerly, then checked me on the sudden.

" There may be nothing in all this ! " he cried. " Sir,

we must be men here—have our heads cool, our reason
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clear ; stop
!

" And, leaning back in the chaise,

Roland refused farther conversation, and, as the night

advanced, seemed to sleep. I took pity on his fatigue,

and devoured my heart in silence. At each stage we

heard of the party of which we were in pursuit. At

the first stage or two we were less than an hour

behind
;
gradually, as we advanced, we lost ground,

despite the most lavish liberality to the postboys. I

supposed, at length, that the mere circumstance of

changing, at each relay, the chaise as well as the

horses, was the cause of our comparative slowness

;

and, on saying this to Eoland, as we were changing

horses, somewhere about midnight, he at once called

up the master of the inn, and gave him his own price

for permission to retain the chaise till the journey's

end. This was so unlike Roland's ordinary thrift,

whether dealing with my money or his own—so un-

justified by the fortune of either—that I could not

help muttering something in apology. 1

" Can you guess why I was a miser?" said Roland \

calmly. /

" A miser !—anything but that ! Only prudent

—

military men often are so."

" I was a miser,"" repeated the Captain, with em-

phasis. " I began the habit first when my son was

but a child. 1 thought him high-spirited, and with a

taste for extravagance. ' Well,' said I to myself, ' I
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will save for him ; boys wiU be boys. ' Then, after-

wards, when he was no more a child, (at least he began

to have the vices of a man !) I said to myself, ' Patience,

he may reform still ; if not, I will save money that I

may have power over his self-interest, since I have

none over his heart. I will bribe him into honour !

'

And then—and then—God saw that I was very proud,

and I was punished. Tell them to drive faster

—

faster—why, this is a 8nail"'s pace
!

"

All that night, all the next day, till towards the

evening, we pursued our journey, without pause, or

other food than a crust of bread and a glass of wine.

But we now picked up the ground we had lost, and

gained upon the carriage. The night had closed in

when we arrived at the stage at which the route to

Lord N 's branched from the direct north road.

And here, making our usual inquiry, my worst sus-

picions were confirmed. The carriage we pursued had

changed horses an hour before, but had not taken the

way to Lord N 's ;—continuing the direct road

into Scotland. The people of the inn had not seen

the lady in the carriage, for it was already dark, but

the man-servant (whose livery they described) had

ordered the horses.

The last hope that, in spite of appearances, no

treachery had been designed, here vanished. The

Captain, at first, seemed more dismayed than myself,
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but he recovered more quickly. " We will continue

the journey on horseback, " he said ; and hurried to

the stables. All objections vanished at the sight of

his gold. In five minutes we were in the saddle, with

a postilion, also mounted, to accompany us. We did

the next stage in little more than two-thirds of the

time which we should have occupied in our former

mode of travel—indeed, I found it hard to keep pace

with Roland. We remounted ; we were only twenty-

five minutes behind the carriage. We felt confident

that we should overtake it before it could reach the

next town—the moon was up—we could see far before

us—we rode at full speed. Milestone after milestone

glided by ; the carriage was not visible. We arrived

at the post-town, or rather village ; it contained but

one posting-house. We were long in knocking up

the ostlers—no carriage had arrived just before us

;

no carriage had passed the place since noon.

What mystery was this ?

" Back, back, boy !

" said Roland, with a soldier's

quick wit, and spurring his jaded horse from the yard.

" They will have taken a cross-road or by-lane. We
shall track them by the hoofs of the horses or the print

of the wheels.

"

Our postilion grumbled, and pointed to the panting

sides of our horses. For answer, Roland opened

his hand—full of gold. Away we went back through
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the dull sleeping village, back into the broad moonlit

thoroughfare. We came to a cross-road to th,e right,

but the track we pursued still led us straight on. We
had measured back nearly half the way to the post-

town at which we had last changed, when, lo ! there

emerged from a by-lane two postilions and their

horses.

At that sight our companion, shouting loud, pushed

on before us and hailed his fellows. A few words

gave us the information we sought. A wheel had

come oflf the carriage just by the turn of the road, and

the young lady and her servants had taken refuge in

a small inn not many yards down the lane. The

man-servant had dismissed the postboys after they

had baited their horses, saying they were to come

again in the morning, and bring a blacksmith to repair

the wheel.

" How came the wheel off?" asked Koland sternly.

" Why, sir, the linch-pin was all rotted away I

suppose, and came out.

"

" Did the servant get off the dickey after you set

out, and before the accident happened?"

"Why, yes. He said the wheels were catching

fire, that they had not the patent axles, and he had

forgot to have them oUed.

"

" And he looked at the wheels, and shortly after-

wards the linch-pin came out?—Eh?"
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" Anan, sir !
" said the postboy, staring ; " why,

and indeed so it was !

"

" Come on, Pisistratus, we are in time ; but pray

God—pray God—that
—

"" the Captain dashed his spur

into the horse's sides, and the rest of his words was

lost to me.

A few yards back from the causeway, a broad patch

ofgreen before it, stood the inn—a sullen, old-fashioned

building of cold gray stone, looking livid in the moon-

light, with black firs at one side, throwing over half

of it a dismal shadow. So solitary ! not a house, not-"^

a hut near it. If they who kept the inn were such

that villany might reckon on their connivance, and

innocence despair of their aid—there was no neighbour-

hood to alarm—no refuge at hand. The spot was

well chosen.

The doors of the inn were closed; there was a

light in the room below ; but the outside shutters

were drawn over the windows on the first floor.

My uncle paused a moment, and said to the pos-

tilion

—

" Do you know the back way to the premises ?
"

" No, sir ; I doesn't often come by this way, and

they be new folks that have taken the house—and I

hear it don't prosper over much."

" Knock at the door—we will stand a little aside

while you do so. If any one ask what you want

—
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merely say you would speak to the servant—that you

have found a purse ;—here, hold up mine.""

Roland and I had dismounted, and my uncle drew

me close to the wall by the door. Observing that my

impatience ill submitted to what seemed to me Idle

preliminaries,

" Hist
!

" whispered he ;
" if there be anything to

conceal within, they will not answer the door till some

one has reconnoitred : were they to see us, they would

refuse to open. But seeing only the postboy, whom

they will suppose at first to be one of those who brought

the carriage—they will have no suspicion. Be ready

to rush in the moment the door is unbarred."

My uncle's veteran experience did not deceive him.

There was a long silence before any reply was made

to the postboy's summons ; the light passed to and fro

rapidly across the window, as if persons were moving

within. Roland made sign to the postboy to knock

again ; he did so twice—thrice—and at last, from an

attic window in the roof, a head obtruded, and a voice

cried, " Who are you ?—what do you want ?
"

" I'm the postboy at the Red Lion ; I want to see

the servant with the brown carriage : I have found

this purse
!

"

" Oh, that's all—wait a bit."

The head disappeared ; we crept along under the

projecting eaves of the house ; we heard the bar lifted
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from the door ; the door itself cautiously opened ; one

spring and I stood within, and set my back to the

door to admit Roland.

" Ho, help !—thieves !—help ! " cried a loud voice,

and I felt a hand gripe at my throat. I struck at

random in the dark, and with effect, for my blow was

followed by a groan and a curse.

Roland, meanwhile, had detected a ray through the

chinks of a door in the hall, and, guided by it, found

his way into the room at the window of which we had

seen the light pass and go, while without. As he

threw the door open, I bounded after him, and saw,

in a kind of parlour, two females—the one a stranger,

no doubt the hostess, the other the treacherous abigail.

Their faces evinced their terror.

" Woman," I said, seizing the last, " where is Miss

Trevanion ? " Instead of replying, the woman set up /^

a loud shriek. Another light now gleamed from the /
staircase which immediately faced the door; and I

heard a voice, that I recognised as Peacock's, cry out,

" Who's there ?—what's the matter?"

I made a rush at the stairs. A burly form (that

of the landlord, who had recovered from my blow)

obstructed my way for a moment, to measure its

length on the floor at the next. I was at the top of

the stairs ; Peacock recognised me, recoiled, and ex-

tinguished the light. Oaths, cries, and shrieks now
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resounded through the dark. Amidst them all, I sud-

denly heard a voice exclaim, " Here, here !—help !

"

It was the voice of Fanny. I made my way to the

right, whence the voice came, and received a violent

blow. Fortunately, it fell on the arm which I ex-

tended, as men do who feel their way through the

dark. It was not the right arm, and I seized and

closed on my assailant. Roland now came up, a

candle in his hand ; and at that sight my antagonist,

who was no other than Peacock, slipped from me, and

made a rush at the stairs. But the Captain caught

him with his grasp of iron. Fearing nothing for

E/oland in a contest with any single foe, and all my

thoughts bent on the rescue of her whose voice again

broke on my ear, I had already (before the light of

the candle which Roland held went out in the struggle

between himself and Peacock) caught sight of a door

at the end of the passage, and thrown myself against

it: it was locked, but it shook and groaned to my

pressure.

" Hold back, whoever you are
!

" cried a voice

from the room within, far different from that wail of

distress which had guided my steps. " Hold back,

at the peril of your life
!

"

The voice, the threat, redoubled my strength ; the

door flew from its fastenings. I stood in the room. I

saw Fanny at my feet, clasping my hands; then,
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raising herself, she hung on my shoulder and mur-

mured, " Saved !" Opposite to me, his face deformed

by passion, his eyes literally blazing with savage fire,

his nostrils distended, his lips apart, stood the man I /

have called Francis Vivian.

" Fanny—Miss Trevanion— what outrage—what

villany is this ? You have not met this man at your

free choice,—oh speak !
" Vivian sprang forward.

" Question no one but me. Unhand that lady,— y
she is my betrothed—shall be my wife."" /'^

" No, no, no,—don't believe him," cried Fanny ;
" I

have been betrayed by my own servants—brought

here, I know not how ! I heard my father was ill 5 I

was on my way to him : that man met me here, and

dared to"

—

" Miss Trevanion—yes, I dared to say I loved you."

" Protect me from him !—you will protect me froni

him!"

" No, madam ! " said a voice behind me, in a deep

tone, " it is I who claim the right to protect you from-^

that man ; it is I who now draw around you the arm

of one sacred, even to him ; it Is I who, from this spot,

launch upon his head—a father's curse. Violator of

the hearth ! Baffled ravisher !—go thy way to the doom

which thou hast chosen for thyself. God will be

merciful to me yet, and give me a grave before thy

course find its close in the hulks—or at the gallows !

"
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A sickness came over me—a terror froze my veins

—I reeled back, and leant for support against the

wall. Roland had passed his arm round Fanny, and

she, frail and trembling, clung to his broad heart,

looking fearfully up to his face. And never In that

face, ploughed by deep emotions, and dark with un-

utterable sorrows, had I seen an expression so grand

in its wrath, so sublime in its despair. Following the

direction of his eye, stem and fixed as the look of one

/"who prophesies a destiny, and denounces a doom, I

y' shivered as I gazed upon the son. His whole frame

seemed collapsed and shrinking, as if already withered

by the curse : a ghastly whiteness overspread the cheek,

usually glowing with the dark bloom of oriental youth

;

the knees knocked together ; and, at last, with a faint

exclamation of pain, like the cry of one who receives

a deathblow, he bowed his face over his clasped hands,

and so remained—still, but cowering.

Instinctively I advanced and placed myself between

the father and the son, murmuring, " Spare him ; see,

his own heart crushes him down." Then stealing to-

wards the son, I whispered, " Go, go ; the crime was

not committed, the curse can be recalled," But my

words touched a wrong chord In that dark and rebel-

lious nature. The young man withdrew his hands

hastily from his face and reared his front in passionate

defiance.
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Waving me aside, he cried, " Away ! I acknowledge

no authority over my actions and my fate ; I allow no

mediator between this lady and myself. Sir," he con-

tinued, gazing gloomily on his father—" sir, you for-'

get our compact. Our ties were severed, your power

over me annulled ; I resigned the name you bear ; to

you I was, and am still, as the dead. I deny your

right to step between me and the object dearer to me

than life."

" Oh !
" (and here he stretched forth his hands to-

wards Fanny)—" Miss Trevanion, do not refuse me

one prayer, however you condemn me. Let me see

you alone but for one moment ; let me but prove to

you that, guilty as I may have been, it was not from

the base motives you will hear imputed to me—that

it was not the heiress I sought to decoy, it was the

woman I sought to win ; oh hear me"

—

"No, no," murmured Fanny, clinging closer to

Koland, " do not leave me. If, as it seems, he is your

son, I forgive him ; but let him go—I shudder at his

very voice I"

" Would you have me, indeed, annihilate the very

memory of the bond between usV said Eoland, in a

hollow voice ;
" would you have me see in you only

the vile thief, the lawless felon,—deliver you up to

justice, or strike you to my feet. Let the itiemory still

save you, and begone !"
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Again I caught hold of the guiltj son, and again

he broke from mj grasp.

" It is," he said, folding his arms deliberately on

his breast, " it is for me to command in this house :

all who are within it must submit to my orders. You,

sir, who hold reputation, name, and honour at so high

a price, how can you fail to see that you would rob

them from the lady whom you would protect from

the insult of my affection? How would the world

receive the tale of your rescue of Miss Trevanion ?

how believe that— Oh pardon me, madam,— Miss

Trevanion—Fanny—pardon me— I am mad ; only

hear me— alone— alone— and then if you too say

* Begone,' I submit without a murmur ; I allow no

arbiter but you."

But Fanny still clung closer, and closer still, to

Roland. At that moment I heard voices and the

trampling of feet below, and supposing that the accom-

plices in this villany were mustering courage, perhaps,

to mount to the assistance of their employer, I lost all

the compassion that had hitherto softened my horror

of the young man's crime, and all the awe with which

that confession had been attended. I therefore, this

time, seized the false Vivian with a gripe that he could

no longer shake off, and said sternly

—

" Beware how you aggravate your offence. If strife

ensues, it will not be between father and son, and—

"
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Fanny sprang forward. " Do not provoke this

bad, dangerous man, I fear him not. Sir, I will

hear you, and alone."

" Never !" cried I and Roland simultaneously.

Vivian turned his look fiercely to me, and with a

sullen bitterness to his father, and then, as if resign-

ing his former prayer, he said—" Well then, be it so ; ^)

even in the presence of those who judge me so severely •^

I will speak at least." He paused, and, throwing )

into his voice a passion that, had the repugnance at

his guilt been less, would not have been without

pathos, he continued to address Fanny :
" I own that,

when I first saw you, I might have thought of love,

as the poor and ambitious think of the way to wealth

and power. Those thoughts vanished, and nothing

remained in my heart but love and madness. I was

as a man in a delirium when I planned this snare. I

knew but one object—saw but one heavenly vision.

Oh ! mine—mine at least in that vision—are you indeed

lost to me for ever !

"

There was that in this man's tone and manner which,

whether arising from accomplished hypocrisy or actual

if perverted feeling, would, I thought, find its way at

once to the heart of a woman who, however wronged,

had once loved him ; and, with a cold misgiving, I

fixed my eyes on Miss Trevanion. Her look, as she

turned with a visible tremor, suddenly met mine, and
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I believe that she discerned my doubt; for after suffer-

ing her eyes to rest on my own, with something of

moumfdl reproach, her lips curved as with the pride

of her mother, and for the first time in my life I saw

anger on her brow.

" It is well, sir, that you have thus spoken to me in

the presence of others, for in their presence I call upon

you to say, by that honour which the son of this gen-

tleman may for a while forget, but cannot wholly

forfeit,—I call upon you to say, whether by deed,

word, or sign, I, Frances Trevanion, ever gave you

cause to believe that I returned the feeling you say

you entertained for me, or encouraged you to dare

this attempt to place me in your power."

" No !

" cried Vivian readily, but with a writhing

lip
—" no ; but where I loved so deeply, periled all

my fortune for one fair and free occasion to tell you

so alone, I would not think that such love could meet

only loathing and disdain. WhatJz:rhas_natHreshaped

mejo^un^indlyy that,where,I loYe,M.JftKe-can jcepjy ?

What !—has the accident of birth shut me out from

the right to woo and mate with the highborn ? For

the last, at least, that gentleman in justice should tell

you, since it has been his care to instil the haughty

lesson into me, that my lineage is one that befits lofty

hopes, and warrants fearless ambition. My hopes,

my ambition—they were you ! Oh, Miss Trevanion,
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it is true that to win you I would have braved the

world's laws, defied every foe, save him who now rises

before me. Yet, believe me, believe me, had I won

what I dared to aspire to, you would not have been

disgraced by your choice ; and the name, for which I

thank not my father, should not have been despised

by the woman who pardoned my presumption,—nor

by the man who now tramples on my anguish, and

curses me in my desolation.""

Not by a word had Roland sought to interrupt his

son—nay, by a feverish excitement, which my heart

understood in its secret sympathy, he had seemed

eagerly to court every syllable that could extenuate

the darkness of the offence, or even imply some less

sordid motive for the baseness of the means. But as

the son now closed with the words of unjust reproach

and the accents of fierce despair ;—closed a defence that

showed in its false pride, and Its perverted eloquence,

so utter a blindness to every principle of that honour

which had been the father's idol, Roland placed his

hand before the eyes that he had previously, as if

spell-bound, fixed on the hardened offender, and once

more drawing Fanny towards him, said

—

" His breath pollutes the air that innocence and ^
honesty should breathe. He says ' All in this house /

are at his command,'—why do we stay?—^let us go." /

He turned towards the door, and Fanny with him. ;
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Meanwhile the louder sounds belowhad been silenced

for some moments, but I heard a step in the hall.

Vivian started, and placed himself before us.

" No, no, you cannot leave me thus. Miss Treva-

nion. I resign you—be it so ; I do not even ask for

pardon. But to leave this house thus, without car-

y'' riage, without attendants, without explanation !—the

blame falls on me— it shall do so. But at least vouch-

safe me the right to repair what 1 yet can repair of

the wrong, to protect all that is left to mfi:::-your

name.^'

As he spoke, he did not perceive (for he was facing

us, and with his back to the door,) that a new actor

had noiselessly entered on the scene, and, pausing by

the threshold, heard his last words.

"The name of Miss Trevanion, sir— and from

what?" asked the new comer, as he advanced and

surveyed Vivian with a look that, but for its quiet,

would have seemed disdain.

" Lord Castleton
!

" exclaimed Fanny, lifting up

the face she had buried in her hands.

Vivian recoiled in dismay, and gnashed his teeth.

" Sir," said the marquis, "I await your reply;

for not even you, in my presence, shall imply that

one reproach can be attached to the name of that

lady."

" Oh, moderate your tone to me, my Lord Castle-
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ton I " cried Vivian : "in you at least there is one

man I am not forbidden to brave and defy. It was .

to save that lady from the cold ambition of her parents s^

—it was to prevent the sacrifice of her youth and /

beauty, to one whose sole merits are his wealth and )

his titles—it was this that impelled me to the crime I /

have committed, this that hurried me on to risk all

for one hour, when youth at least could plead its cause

to youth ; and this gives me now the power to say

that it does rest with me to protect the name of the

lady, whom your very servility to that world which

you have made your idol forbids you to claim from

the heartless ambition that would sacrifice the daugh-

ter to the vanity of the parents. Ha ! the future

Marchioness of Castleton on her way to Scotland with

a penniless adventurer ! Ha ! if my lips are sealed,

who but I can seal the lips of those below in my

secret ? The secret shall be kept, but on this condi-

tion—you shall not triumph where I have failed ; I

may lose what I adored, but I do not resign it to

another. Ha! have I foiled you, my Lord Castleton?

—ha, ha!"

" No, sir ; and I almost forgive you the villany you

have not efi'ected, for informing me, for the first time,

that, had I presumed to address Miss Trevanion, her

parents at least would have pardoned the presumption.

Trouble not yourself as to what your accomplices may
VOL. ni. F
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say. They have already confessed their Infamy and

your. own. Out of my path, sir!"

Then, with the benign look of a father, and the

lofty grace of a prince, Lord Castleton advanced to

Fanny. Looking round with a shudder she hastily

placed her hand in his, and, by so doing, perhaps pre-

vented 8om% violence on the part of Vivian, whose

heaving breast, and eye bloodshot, and still unquailing,

showed how little even shame had subdued his fiercer

passions. But he made no offer to detain them, and

his tongue seemed to cleave to his lips. Now, as

Fanny moved to the door, she passed Roland, who

stood motionless and with vacant looks, like an image

of stone ; and with a beautiful tenderness, for which,

(even at this distant date, recalling it,) I say, " God

requite thee, Fanny," she laid her other hand on

Roland's arm, and said, " Come too : your arm still
!"

But Roland's limbs trembled and refused to stir

;

his head, relaxing, drooped on his breast, his eyes

closed. Even Lord Castleton was so struck (though

unable to guess the true and terrible cause of his

dejection) that he forgot his desire to hasten from the

spot, and cried with all his kindliness of heart, " You

are ill—you faint
;
give him your arm, Pisistratus."

" It is nothing," said Roland feebly, as he leant

heavily on my arm, while I turned back my head

with all the bitterness of that reproach which filled my
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heart, speaking in the eyes that sought him whose

place should have been where mine now was. And,

oh !—thank heaven, thank heaven !—the look was not

in vain. In the same moment the son was at the

father's knees.

" Oh, pardon—pardon ! Wretch, lost wretch though

I be, I bow my head to the curse. Let it fall—but

on me, and on me only—not on your own heart too."

Fanny burst into tears, sobbing out, " Forgive him,

as I do." I

Roland did not heed her.

" He thinks that the heart was not shattered before

the curse could come," he said, in a voice so weak as

to be scarcely audible. Then, raising his eyes to

heaven, his lips moved as if he prayed inly. Pausing,

he stretched his hands over his son's head, and avert-

ing his face, said, " I revoke the curse. Pray to

thy God for pardon."

Perhaps not daring to trust himself farther, he

then made a violent effort, and hurried from the room.

We followed silently. When we gained the end of

the passage, the door of the room we had left closed

with a sullen jar.

As the sound smote on my ear, with it came so

terrible a sense of the solitude upon which that door

had closed—so keen and quick an apprehension of

some fearful impulse, suggested by passions so fierce,
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to a condition so forlorn—that Instinctively I stopped,

and then hurried back to the chamber. The lock of

the door having been previously forced, there was no

barrier to oppose my entrance. I advanced, and

beheld a spectacle of such agony, as can only be con-

ceived by those who have looked on the grief which

takes no fortitude from reason, no consolation from

conscience—the grief which tells us what would be the

earth were man abandoned to his passions, and the

CHANCE of the atheist reigned alone in the merciless

heavens, Pride humbled to the dust ; ambition shiv-

ered into fragments ; love, (or the passion mistaken

for it,) blasted into ashes ; life, at the first onset,

bereaved of its holiest ties, forsaken by its truest

guide ; shame that writhed for revenge, and remorse

that knew not prayer—all, all blended, yet distinct,

were in that awful spectacle of the guilty son.

And I had told but twenty years, and my heart

had been mellowed in the tender sunshine of a happy

I
home, and I had loved this boy as a stranger, and, lo !

< —^he was Roland's son ! I forgot all else, looking

/ upon that anguish ; and I threw myself on the ground

' by the form that writhed there, and, folding my arms

round the breast which in vain repelled me, I whis-

pered, " Comfort— comfort— life is long. You shall

redeem the past, you shall efface the stain, and your

father shall bless you yet
!

"



CHAPTER II.

I COULD not stay long with my unhappy cousin,

but still I staid long enough to make me think it

probable that Lord Castleton's carriage would have

left the inn : and when, as I passed the hall, I saw it

standing before the open door, I was seized with fear

for Roland ; his emotions might have ended in some

physical attack. Nor were those fears without founda-

tion. I found Fanny kneeling beside the old soldier

in the parlour where we had seen the two women, and

bathing his temples, while Lord Castleton was binding

his arm ; and the marquis's favourite valet, who,

amongst his other gifts, was something of a surgeon,

was wiping the blade of the penknife that had served

instead of a lancet. Lord Castleton nodded to me,

" Don't be uneasy—a little fainting fit—we have bled

him. He is safe now—see, he is recovering."

Roland's eyes, as they opened, turned to me with

an anxious, inquiring look. I smiled upon him as I
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kissed his forehead, and could, with a safe conscience,

whisper words which neither father nor Christian

could refuse to receive as comfort.

In a few minutes more we had left the house. As

Lord Castleton's carriage only held two, the marquis,

having assisted Miss Trevanion and Roland to enter,

quietlj mounted the seat behind, and made a sign to

me to come by his side, for there was room for both.

(His servant had taken one of the horses that had

brought thither Roland and myself, and already gone

on before.) No conversation took place between us

then. Lord Castleton seemed profoundly affected, and

I had no words at my command.

When we reached the inn at which Lord Castleton

had changed horses, about six miles distant, the

marquis insisted on Fanny's taking some rest for a

few hours, for indeed she was thoroughly worn out.

I attended my uncle to his room, but he only

answered my assurances of his son's repentance with

a pressure of the hand, and then, gliding from me,

went into the farthest recess of the room, and there

knelt down. When he rose, he was passive and

tractable as a child. He suffered me to assist him to

undress ; and when he had lain down on the bed, he

turned his face quietly from the light, and, after a few

heavy sighs, sleep seemed mercifully to steal upon him.

I listened to his breathing till it grew low and regular,
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and then descended to the sitting-room in which I had

left Lord Castleton, for he had asked me in a whisper

to seek him there.

I found the marquis seated by the fire, in a thought-

ful and dejected attitude.

" I am glad you are come," said he, making room

for me on the hearth, " for I assure you I have not

felt so mournful for many years ; we have much to

explain to each other. Will you begin : they say the

sound of the bell dissipates the thunder-cloud. And

there is nothing like the voice of a frank, honest naturew

to dispel all the clouds that come upon us when we

think of our own faults and the villany of others. But ^

I beg you a thousand pardons— that young man,

your relation ! — your brave uncle's son ! Is it

possible
!

"

My explanations to Lord Castleton were necessarily

brief and imperfect. The separation between Eoland

and his son, my ignorance of its cause, my belief in

the death of the latter, my chance acquaintance with

the supposed Vivian ; the interest I took in him ; the

relief it was to the fears for his fate with which he

inspired me, to think he had returned to the home I

ascribed to him : and the circumstances which had

induced my suspicions, justified by the result—all this

was soon hurried over.

" But, I beg your pardon," said the marquis, inter-



88 THE CAXTONS

:

rupting me, " did you, in your friendship for one so

unlike you, even by your own partial account, never

suspect that you had stumbled upon your lost

cousin ?
"

" Such an idea never could have crossed me.

"

And here I must observe, that though the reader,

at the first introduction of Vivian, would divine the

secret,—the penetration of a reader is wholly different

from that of the actor in events. That I had chanced

on one of those curious coincidences in the romance

of real life, which a reader looks out for and expects

in following the course of narrative, was a supposition

forbidden to me by a variety of causes. There was

not the least family resemblance between Vivian and

any of his relations ; and, somehow or other, in Rol-

and's son I had pictured to myself a form and a char-

acter wholly diiFerent from Vivian's. To me it would

have seemed impossible that my cousin could have

been so little curious to hear any of our joint family

affairs ; been so unheedful, or even weary, if I spoke of

Eoland—never, by a word or tone, have betrayed a

sympathy with his kindred. And my other conjecture

was so probable !—son of the Colonel Vivian whose

H^me he bore. And that letter, with the post-mark

of ' Godalming !
' and my belief, too, in my cousin's

death ; even now I am not sui-prised that the idea

never occurred to me.
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I paused from enumerating these excuses for my
dulness, angry with myself, for I noticed that Lord

Castleton's fair brow darkened ;—and he exclaimed,

" What deceit he must have gone through before he

could become such a master in the art
!

"

" That is true, and I cannot deny it, " said I. But

his punishment now is awful : let us hope that repen-

tance may follow the chastisement. And, though

certainly it must have been his own fault that drove

him from his father's home and guidance, yet, so driven,

let us make some allowance for the influence of evil

companionship on one so young—for the suspicions

that the knowledge of evil produces, and turns

into a kind of false knowledge of the world. And in

this last and worst of all his actions "

—

" Ah, how justify that !

"

" Justify it !—good heavens 1 justify it !—no. I

only say this, strange as it may seem, that I believe

his affection for Miss Trevanion was for herself : so he

says, from the depth of an anguish in which the most

insincere of men would cease to feign. But no more

of this,—she is saved, thank IJeaven
!

"

" And you believe, " said Lord Castleton musingly,

" that he spoke the truth, when he thought that I—'"

The marquis stopped, coloured slightly, and then went

on. " But no ; Lady EUinor and Trevanion, what-

ever might have been in their thoughts, would never
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have 80 forgot their dignity as to take him, a youth

—

almost a stranger—nay, take any one into their con-

fidence on such a subject."

" It was but by broken gasps, Incoherent, discon-

nected words, that Vivian,—I mean my cousin,—gave

me any explanation of this. But Lady N , at

whose house he was staying, appears to have enter-

tained such a notion, or at least led my cousin to think

80."

" Ah! that is possible," said Lord Castleton, with

a look of relief. " Lady N and I were boy and

girl together ; we correspond ; she has written to me

suggesting that Ah ! I see,—an indiscreet woman.

Hum ! this comes of lady correspondents !

"

Lord> Castleton had recourse to the Beaudesert

mixture ; and then, as if eager to change the subject,

began his own explanation. On receiving my letter,

he saw even more cause to suspect a snare than I had

done, for he had that morning received a letter from

Trevanion, not mentioning a word about his illness
;

and on turning to the newspaper, and seeing a para-

graph headed, " Sudden and alarming illness of Mr

Trevanion," the marquis had suspected some party

manoeuvre or unfeeling hoax, since the mail that had

brought the letter must have travelled as quickly as any

messenger could who had given the information to the

newspaper. He had, however, immediately sent down
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to the office of the journal to inquire on what authority

the paragraph had been inserted, while he despatched

another messenger to St James's Square. The reply

from the office was, that the message had been brought

by a servant in Mr Trevanion's livery, but was not

admitted as news until it had been ascertained by in-

quiries at the minister's house that Lady EUinor had

received the same intelligence, and actually left town

in consequence.

" I was extremely sorry for poor Lady Ellinor's

imeasiness, " said Lord Castletgn, " and extremely

puzzled, but I still thought there could be no real

ground for alarm until your letter reached me. And

when you there stated your conviction that Mr Gower

was mixed up in this fable, and that it concealed some

snare upon Fanny, I saw the thing at a glance. The

road to Lord N 's, till within the last stage or two,

would be the road to Scotland. And a hardy and

unscrupulous adventurer, with the asistance of Miss

Trevanion"'8 servants, might thus entrap her to Scot-

land itself, and there work on her fears ; or, if he had

hope in her affections, entrap her into consentto a Scotch

marriage. You may be sure, therefore, that I was on

the road as soon as possible. But as your messenger

came all the way from the city, and not so quickly per-

haps as he might have come ; and then as there was

the carriage to see to, and the horses to send for, I
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found myself more than an hour and a half behind

you. Fortunately, however, I made good ground^i

and should probably have overtaken you half-way,

but that, on passing between a ditch and waggon, the

carriage was upset, and that somewhat delayed me.

On arriving at the town where the road branched off

to Lord N 's, I was rejoiced to learn you had

taken what I was sure would prove the right direction,

and finally I gained the clue to that villanous inn by

the report of the postboys who had taken Miss Tre-

vanion's carriage there, and met you on the road.

On reaching the inn, I found two fellows conferring

outside the door. They sprang in as we drove up,

but not before my servant Summers—a quick fellow,

you know, who has travelled with me from Norway to

Nubia—had quitted his seat, and got into the house,

into which I followed him with a step, you dog, as

active as your own ! Egad ! I was twenty-one then !

Two fellows had already knocked down poor Summers

and showed plenty of fight. Do you know, " said the

marquis, interrupting himself with an air of serio-

comic humiliation— " do you know that I actually

—

no, you never will believe it—mind 'tis a secret

—

actually broke my cane over one fellow's shoulders ?

—look ! " (and the marquis held up the fragment of

the lamented weapon.) "And I half suspect, but I can't

say positively, that 1 had even the necessity to demean
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myself by a blow with the naked hand—clenched too

!

—quite Eton again—upon my honour it was. Ha,

ha!"

And the marquis, whose magnificent proportions, in

the full vigour of man's strongest, if not his most

combative, age, would have made him a formidable

antagonist, even to a couple of prize-fighters, suppos-

ing he had retained a little of Eton skill in such

encounters—laughed with the glee of a schoolboy,

whether at the thought of his prowess, or his sense of

the contrast between so rude a recourse to primitive

warfare, and his own indolent habits, and almost

feminine good temper. Composing himself, however,

with the quick recollection how little I could share his

hilarity, he resumed gravely, " It took us some time

—I don't say to defeat our foes, but to bind them,

which I thought a necessary precaution ;—one fellow,

Trevanion's servant, all the while stunning me with

quotations from Shakspeare. I then gently laid hold

of a gown, the bearer of which had been long trying

to scratch me ; but being luckily a small woman, had

not succeeded in reaching to my eyes. But the

gown escaped, and fluttered off to the kitchen. I

followed, and there I found Miss Trevanion's Jezebel

of a maid. She was terribly frightened, and affected

to be extremely penitent. I own to you that I don't

care what a man says in the way of slander, but a
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woman's tongue against another woman—especially If

that tongue be In the mouth of a lady's lady—I think

it always worth silencing ; I therefore consented to

pardon this woman on condition she would find her

way here before morning. No scandal shall come

from her. Thus you see some minutes elapsed before

I joined you ; but I minded that the less, as I heard

you and the Captain were already In the room with

Miss Trevanion ; and not, alas ! dreaming of your

connexion with the culprit, I was wondering what

could have delayed you so long,—afraid, I own It, to

find that Miss Trevanlon's heart might have been

seduced by that—hem—hem !—handsome—young

—

hem — hem! — There's no fear of that?" added

Lord Castleton, anxiously, as he bent his bright eyes

upon mine.

I felt myself colour as I answered firmly, " It Is

just to Miss Trevanion to add, that the unhappy man

owned, in her presence and In mine, that he had never

had the slightest encouragement forhis attempt—never

one cause to believe that she approved the affection,

which I try to think blinded and maddened himself.

"

" I believe you ; for I think"—Lord Castleton

paused uneasily, again looked at me, rose, and walked

about the room with evident agitation ; then, as if he

had come to some resolution, he returned to the hearth

and stood facing me.
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" My dear young friend," said he, with his irresis-

tible kindly frankness, " this is an occasion that ex-

cuses all things between us, even my impertinence.

Your conduct from first to last has been such, that I

wish, from the bottom of my heart, that I had a

daughter to offer you, and that you felt for her as I

believe you feel for Miss Trevanion. These are not

mere words ; do not look down as if ashamed. All

the marqulsates in the world would never give me the

pride I should feel, if I could see in my life one steady

self-sacrifice to duty and honour, equal to that which

I have witnessed in you."

"Oh, my lord! my lord!"

" Hear me out. That you love Fanny Trevanion

I know ; that she may have innocently, timidly, half

unconsciously, returned that affection, I think pro-

bable. But—"

" I know what you would say ; spare me—I know

it all."

" No ! it is a thing impossible ; and. If Lady EUinor

could consent, there would be such a life-long regret

on her part, such a weight of obligation on yoiu-s, that

—no, I repeat, it is impossible ! But let us both think

of this poor girl. I know her better than you can

—

have known her from a child ; know all her virtues

—

they are charming
; all her faults—they expose her to

danger. These parents of hers—with their genius
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and ambition—may do very well to rule England, and

influence the world ; but to guide the fate of that child

—no ! " Lord Castleton stopped, for he was affected.

I felt my old jealousy return, but it was no longer

bitter.

" I say nothing," continued the marc[uis, " of this

position, in which, without fault of hers, Miss Trevanion

is placed : Lady Ellinor's knowledge of the world, and

woman's wit, will see how all that can be best put right.

Still it is awkward, and demands much consideration.

But, putting this aside altogether, if you do firmly be-

lieve that Miss Trevanion is lost to you, can you bear

to think that she is to be flung as a mere cipher into

the account of the worldly greatness of an aspiring

politician—married to some minister, too busy to watch

over her ; or some duke, who looks to pay off" his

mortgages with her fortune— minister or duke only

regarded as a prop to Trevanion's power against a

comiter cabal, or as giving his section a preponderance

in the Cabinet? Be assured such is her most likely

destiny, or rather the beginning of a destiny yet more

mournful. Now, I tell you this, that he who marries

Fanny Trevanion should have little other object, for

/ the first few years of marriage, than to correct her

failings and develop her virtues. Believe one who,

alas I has too dearly bought his knowledge of women

—hers is a character to be formed. Well, then, if this
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prize be lost to you, would It be an Irreparable grief to

your generous affection to think that it has fallen to

the lot of one who at least knows his responsibilities,

and who will redeem his own life, hitherto wasted, by

the steadfast endeavour to fulfil them ? Can you take

this hand still, and press it, even though it be a rival's?
"'

" My lord ! This from you to me, is an honour

that—"

" You will not take my hand ? Then, believe me, it

is not I that will give that grief to your heart."

Touched, penetrated, melted by this generosity in

a man of such lofty claims, to one of my age and

fortunes, I pressed that noble hand, half raising it to

my lips—an action of respect that would have misbe-

come neither ; but he gently withdrew the hand, in

the instinct of his natural modesty. I had then no

heart to speak further on such a subject, but, faltering

out that I would go and see my uncle, I took up the

light, and ascended the stairs. I crept noiselessly into

Roland's room, and shading the light, saw that, though

he slept, his face was very troubled. And then I

thought, " What are my young griefs to his?" and^/"^

sitting beside the bed, communed with my own heart

and was still

!

VOL. in.



CHAPTER III.

At sunrise I went down into the sitting-room,

having resolved to write to my father to join us ; for

I felt how much Roland needed his comfort and his

counsel, and it was no great distance from the old

Tower. I was surprised to find Lord Castleton still

seated by the fire ; he had evidently not gone to

bed.

" That's right," said he ;
" we must encourage each

other to recruit nature," and he pointed to the break-

fast things on the table.

I had scarcely tasted food for many hours, but I

was only aware of my own hunger by a sensation of

faintness. I eat unconsciously, and was almost

ashamed to feel how much the food restored me.

" I suppose," said I, " that you will soon set ofi" to

LordN.'s?"

" Nay, did I not tell you, that I have sent Summers

express, with a note to Lady EUinor, begging her to
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come here ? I did not see, on reflection, how I could

decorously accompany Miss Trevanion alone, without

even a female servant, to a house full of gossiping

guests. And even had your uncle been well enough

to go with us, his presence would but have created an

additional cause for wonder ; so as soon as we arrived,

and while you went up with the Captain, I wrote my

letter and despatched my man. I expect Lady Ellinor

will be here before nine o'clock. Meanwhile, I have

already seen that infamous waiting-woman, and taken

care to prevent any danger from her garrulity. And

you will be pleased to hear that I have hit upon a

mode of satisfying the curiosity of our friend Mrs

Grundy—that is, ' The World'—without injury to any

one. We must suppose that that footman of Treva-

nion's was out of his mind—it is but a charitable,

and your good father would say, a philosophical

supposition. All great knavery is madness ! The

world could not get on if truth and goodness were

not the natural tendencies of sane minds. Do you

understand?"

" Not quite."

" Why, the footman, being out of his mind, invented

this mad story of Trevanion's illness, frightened Lady

Ellinor and Miss Trevanion out of their wits with his

own chimera, and hurried them both off, one after the

other. I having heard from Trevanion, and knowing
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he could not have been ill when the servant left him,

set off, as was natural in so old a friend of the family,

saved her from the freaks of a maniac, who, getting

more and more flighty, was beginning to play the

Jack 0^ Lantern, and leading her. Heaven knows

where ! over the country ;—and then wrote to Lady

Ellinor to come to her. It is but a hearty laugh at

our expense, and Mrs Grundy is content. If you

don't want her to pity, or backbite, let her laugh.

She is a she Cerberus—she wants to eat you : well

—

stop her mouth with a cake.

" Yes," continued this better sort of Aristippus, so

wise under all his seeming levities; "the cue thus

given, everything favours it. K that rogue of a lackey

quoted Shakspeare as much in the servant's hall as

he did while I was binding him neck and heels in the

kitchen, that's enough for all the household to declare

he was moon-stricken ; and if we find it necessary to

do anything more, why, we must get him to go into

Bedlam for a month or two. The disappearance of

the waiting-woman is natural; eitlier I or Lady Ellinor

send her about her business for her folly in being so

gulled by the lunatic. If that's unjust, why, injustice

to servants is common enough—public and private.

Neither minister nor lackey can be forgiven, if he help

us into a scrape. One must vent one's passion on

something. Witness my poor cane
; though, indeed,
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a better illustration would be the cane that Louis XIV.

broke on a footman, because his majesty was out of

humour with a prince whose shoulders were too sacred

for royal indignation.

" So you see," concluded Lord Castleton, lowering

his voice, " that your uncle, amongst all his other

causes of sorrow, may think at least that his name

is spared in his son's. And the young man himself

may find reform easier, when freed from that despair

of the possibility of redemption, whiclj Mrs Grundy

inflicts upon those who— Courage, then ; life is

long!"

" My very words !

" I cried ;
" and so repeated by

you, Lord Castleton, they seem prophetic."

" Take my advice, and don't lose sight of your

cousin, while his pride is yet humbled, and his heart

perhaps softened. I don''t say this only for his sake.

No, it is your poor imcle I think of: noble old fellow.

And now, I think It right to pay Lady EUinor the

respect of repairing, as well as I can, the havoc three

sleepless nights have made on the exterior of a

gentleman who is on the shady side of remorseless

forty."

Lord Castleton here left me, and I wrote to my

father, begging him to meet us at the next stage,

(which was the nearest point from the high road to

the Tower,) and I sent off the letter by a messenger
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on horseback. That task done, I leant my head upon

my hand, and a profound sadness settled upon me,

despite all my efforts to face the future, and think

only of the duties of life—not its sorrows.



CHAPTER IV.

Before nliie o^clock, Lady Ellinor arrived, and

went straight into Miss Trevanion's room. I took

refuge in mj uncle's. Eoland was awake and calm,

but 80 feeble that he made no eflfort to rise ; and it

was his calm, indeed, that alarmed me the most—it

was like the calm of nature thoroughly exhausted.

He obeyed me mechanically, as a patient takes from

your hand the draught, of which he is almost imcon-

scious, when I pressed him to take food. He smiled

on me faintly when I spoke to him ; but made me a

sign that seemed to implore silence. Then he turned

his face from me, and burled it in the pillow ; and I

thought that he slept again, when, raising himself a

little, and feeling for my hand, he said in a scarcely

audible voice,

—

"Where is he?"

" Would you see him, sir?"
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" No, no; that would kill me—and then—what

would become of him?"

" He has promised me an interview, and in that

interview I feel assured he will obey your wishes,

whatever they are."

Koland made no answer.

" Lord Castleton has arranged all, so that his

name and madness (thus let us call it) will never be

known."

"Pride, pride! pride still!"—murmured the old

soldier. " The name, the name — well, that is

much ; but the living soul !— I wish Austin were

here."

" I have sent for him, sir."

Roland pressed my hand, and was again silent.

Then he began to mutter, as I thought, incoherently,

about the Peninsula and obeying orders; and how

some officer woke Lord Wellesley at night, and said

that something or other (I could not catch what—the

phrase was technical and military) was impossible;

and how Lord Wellesley asked " Where's the order-

book?" and looking into the order-book, said, " Not

at all impossible, for it is in the order-book;" and so

Lord Wellesley turned round and went to sleep again.

Then suddenly Roland half rose, and said in a voice

clear and firm, " But Lord Wellesley, though a

great captain, was a fallible man, sir, and the order-
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book was Ills own mortal handiwork.—Get me the

Bible!"

Oh Roland, Roland! and I had feared that thy

mind was wandering

!

So I went down and borrowed a Bible in large

characters, and placed it on the bed before him,

opening the shutters, and letting in God's day upon

God's word.

I had just done this, when there was a slight knock

at the door. 1 opened it, and Lord Castleton stood

without. He asked me, in a whisper, if he might

see my uncle. I drew him in gently, and pointed to

the soldier of life, " learning what was not impos-

sible," from the unerring Order-Book.

Lord Gastleton gazed with a changing counte-

nance, and, without disturbing my uncle, stole back.

I followed him, and gently closed the door.

" You must save his son," he said in a faltering
|

voice—" you must ; and tell me how to help you. /

That sight !— no sermon ever touched me more. \

Now come down, and receive Lady EUinor's thanks. *

We are going. She wants me to tell my own tale /

to my old friend, Mrs Grundy : so I go with them.

Come."

On entering the sitting-room, Lady Ellinor came

up and fairly embraced me. I need not repeat her

thanks, still less the praises, which fell cold and hollow
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on my ear. My gaze rested on Fanny where she

stood apart—her eyes, heavy with fresh tears, bent

on the ground. And the sense of all her charms

—

the memory of the tender, exquisite kindness she had

shown to the stricken father; the generous pardon

she had extended to the criminal son ; the looks she

had bent upon me on that memorable night—looks that

had spoken such trust in my presence—the moment

in which she had clung to me for protection, and her

breath been warm upon my cheek,—all these rushed

over me ; and I felt that the struggle of months was

undone—that I had never loved her as I loved her

"then—when I saw her but to lose her evermore!

And then there came for the first, and, I now rejoice

to think, for the only time, a bitter, ungrateful accu-

sation against the cruelty of fortune and the disparities

of life. What was it that set our two hearts eternally

apart, and made hope impossible? Not nature, but

the fortune that gives a second nature to the world.

Ah, could I then think that it is in that second nature

that the soul is ordained to seek its trials, and that

the elements of human virtue find their harmonious

place! What I answered I know not. Neither

know I how long I stood there listening to sounds

which seemed to have no meaning, till there came

other sounds which indeed woke my sense, and made

my blood run cold to hear,—the tramp of the horses,
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the grating of the wheels, the voice at the door that

said, " All was ready."

Then Fanny lifted her eyes, and they met mine

;

and then Involuntarily and hastily she moved a few

steps towards me, and I clasped my right hand to my

heart, as If to still Its beating, and remained still.

Lord Castleton had watched us both. I felt that

watch was upon us, though I had till then shunned his

looks : now, as I turned my eyes from Fanny's, that

look came full upon me—soft, compassionate, benig-

nant. Suddenly, and with an unutterable expression

of nobleness, the marquis turned to Lady Ellinor,

and said—" Pardon me for telling you an old story.,

A friend of mine— a man of my own years—had the

temerity to hope that he might one day or other win

the affections of a lady young enough to be his

daughter, and whom circumstances and his own heart

led him to prefer from all her sex. My friend had

many rivals ; and you will not wonder—for you have

seen the lady. Among them was a young gentleman,

who for months had been an Inmate of the same

house—(Hush, Lady Ellinor! you will hear me out;

the interest of my story is to come)—who respected

the sanctity of the house he had entered, and left It

when he felt he loved, for he was poor and the lady

rich. Some time after, this gentleman saved the lady

from a great danger, and was then on the eve of
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leaving England— (Husli ! again—hush !) My friend

was present when these two young persons met,

before the probable absence of many years, and so

was the mother of the lady to whose hand he still

hoped one day to aspire. He saw that his young

/-rival wished to say, ' Farewell!' and without a wit-

ness : that farewell was all that his honour and his

reason could suffer him to say. My friend saw that

the lady felt the natural gratitude for a great service,

and the natural pity for a generous and unfortunate

affection; for so. Lady EUinor, he only interpreted

the sob that reached his ear ! What think you my

friend did ? Your high mind at once conjectures.

He said to himself—' If I am ever to be blest with

the heart which, in spite of disparity of years, I yet

hope to win, let me show how entire is the trust that

I place in its integrity and innocence: let the romance

of first youth be closed—the farewell of pure hearts

be spoken—unimbittered by the idle jealousies of one

mean suspicion.' With that thought, which you^

Lady Ellinor, will never stoop to blame, he placed

his hand on that of the noble mother, drew her

gently towards the door, and calmly confident of the

result, left these two young natures to the unwit-

nessed impulse of maiden honour and manly duty."

All this was said and done with a grace and

earnestness that thrilled the listeners : word and
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action suited each to each with so inimitable a har-

mony, that the spell was not broken till the voice

ceased and the door closed.

That mournful bliss for which I had so pined was

vouchsafed : I was alone with her to whom, indeed,

honour and reason forbade me to say more than the

last farewell.

It was some time before we recovered— before we

felt that we were alone.

O, ye moments, that I can now recall with so little

sadness in the mellow and sweet remembrance, rest

ever holy and undisclosed in the solemn recesses of

the heart. Yes!—whatever confession of weakness

was interchanged, we were not unworthy of the trust

that permitted the mournful consolation of the parting.

No trite love-tale—with vows not to be fulfilled, and

hopes that the future must belie—mocked the realities

of the life that lay before us. Yet on the confines of

the dream we saw the day rising cold upon the world

:

and if— children as we wellnigh were—we shrunk

somewhat from the light, we did not blaspheme the

sun, and cry " There is darkness in the dawn !

"

All that we attempted was to comfort and

strengthen each other for that which must be : not

seeking to conceal the grief we felt, but promising,

with simple faith, to struggle against the grief. If

vow were pledged between us

—

that was the vow

—
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each for the other's sake would strive to enjoy the

blessings Heaven left us still. Well may I say that

we were children ! I know not, in the broken words

that passed between us, in the sorrowful hearts which

those words revealed—I know not if there were that

which they who own, in human passion, but the storm

and the whirlwind, would call the love of maturer

years—the love that gives fire to the song, and

tragedy to the stage ; but I know that there was

neither a word nor a thought which made the

sorrow of the children a rebellion to the heavenly

Father.

And again the door unclosed, and Fanny walked

with a firm step to her mother's side, and, pausing

there, extended her hand to me, and said, as I bent

over it, " Heaven WILL be with you I"

A word from Lady Ellinor ; a frank smile from him

—the rival ; one last, last glance from the soft eyes

of Fanny, and then Solitude rushed upon me—rushed,

as something visible, palpable, overpowering. I felt

it in the glare of the sunbeam—I heard it in the

breath of the air : like a ghost it rose there—where

she had filled the space with her presence but a

moment before ? A something seemed gone from the

universe for ever ; a change like that of death passed

through my being ; and when I woke to feel that my

being lived again, I knew that it was my youth and
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its poet -land that were no more, and that I had

passed with an unconscious step, which never could

retrace its way, into the hard world of laborious

man!
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PAET SIXTEENTH.

CHAPTER I.

"Please, sir, be this note for you?" asked the

waiter.

" For me—yes ; it is my name."

I did not recognise the handwriting, and yet the

note was from one whose writing I had often seen.

But formerly the writing was cramped, stiff, perpen-

dicular, (a feigned hand, though I guessed not it was

feigned;) now it was hasty, irregular, impatient

—

scarce a letter formed, scarce a word that seemed

finished— and yet strangely legible withal, as the

handwriting of a bold man almost always is. I opened

the note listlessly, and read

—

" I have watched for you all the morning. I saw

her go. Well !—I did not throw myself mider the
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hoofs of the horses. I write this in a public-house,

not far. Will you follow the bearer, and see once

again the outcast whom all the rest of tlie world will

shun?"

Though I did not recognise the hand, there could

be no doubt who was the writer.

" The boy wants to know if there's an answer,"

said the waiter.

I nodded, took up my hat, and left the room. A
ragged boy was standing in the yard, and scarcely

six words passed between us, before I was following

him through a narrow lane that faced the inn, and

terminated in a turnstile. Here the boy paused, and,

making me a sign to go on, went back his way whist-

ling. I passed the turnstile, and found myselfin a green

field, with a row of stunted willows hanging over a

narrow rill. I looked round, and saw Vivian (as I

intend still to call him) half kneeling, and seemingly

intent upon some object in the grass.

My eye followed his mechanically. A young un-

fledged bird that had left the nest too soon, stood, all

still and alone, on the bare short sward— its beak

open as for food, its gaze fixed on us with a wistful

stare. Methought there was something in the forlorn

bird that softened me more to the forlomer youth, of

whom it seemed a type.

" Now,"" said Vivian, speaking half to himself, half
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to me, " did the bird fall from the nest, or leave the

nest at its own wild whim ? The parent does not

protect it. Mind, I say not it Is the parent's fault

—

perhaps the fault is all with the wanderer. But, look

you, though the parent is not here, tlie foe Is !

—

yonder, see
!"

And the young man pointed to a large brindled

cat, that, kept back from its prey by our unwelcome

neighbourhood, still remained watchful, a few paces

off, stirring its tall gently backwards and forwards,

and with that stealthy look in its round eyes, dulled

by the sun—half fierce, half frightened—•which belongs

to its tribe, when man comes between the devourer

and the victim.

"I do see,"" said I; "but a passing footstep has

saved the bird
!""

" Stop!" said Vivian, laying my hand on his own

—and with his old bitter smile on his lip
—" stop !

do you think it mercy to save the bird ? What from?

and what for ? From a natural enemy—from a short

pang and a quick death? Fie!—Is not that better

than slow starvation ? or, if you take more heed of

it, than the prison-bars of a cage ? You cannot restore

the nest, you cannot recall the parent ? Be wiser in

your mercy : leave the bird to its gentlest fate
!""

I looked hard on Vivian ; the lip had lost the bitter

smile. He rose and turned away. I sought to take
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up the poor bird, but it did not know its friends, and ran

from me, chirping piteously—ran towards the very

jaws of the grim enemy. I was only just in time to

scare away the beast, which sprang up a tree, and

glared down through the hanging boughs. Then t

followed the bird, and, as I followed, I heard, not

knowing at first whence the sound came, a short,

quick, tremulous note. Was it near ? was it far ?

—

from the earth ? in the sky ?—Poor parent-bird ! like

parent-love, it seemed now far and now near ; now on

earth, now in sky !

And at last, quick and sudden, as if born of the

space, lo ! the little wings hovered over me

!

The young bird halted, and I also.

" Come," said I, " ye have found each other at

last ; settle it betweien you !

"

I went back to the outcast.



CHAPTER 11.

PisiSTRATUS—How came you to know we had

stayed in the town ?

Vivian—Do you think I could remain where you

left me ? I wandered out—wandered hither. Pass-

ing at dawn through yon streets, I saw the ostlers

loitering by the gates of the yard, overheard them

talk, and so knew you were all at the inn—all ! {He

sighed heavily.)

PiSiSTEATUS— Your poor father is very ill!

cousin, how could you fling from you so much love !

Vivian—Love !—his !—my father's

!

PisiSTRATUS—Do you really not believe, then, that

your father loved you ?

Vivian—If I had believed it, I had never left him I-'

All the gold of the Indies had never bribed me to

leave my mother

!

PisiSTRATUS—This is indeed a strange misconcep-

tion of yours. If we can remove it, all may be well
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yet. Need there now be any secrets between us?

{persuasively.) Sit down, and tell me all, cousin.

After some hesitation, Vivian complied; and by

the clearing of his brow, and the very tone of his

voice, I felt sure that he was no longer seeking to dis-

guise the truth. But, as I afterwards learned the

father''s tale as well as now the son's, so, instead of

repeating Vivlan''s words, which—not by design, but

by the twist of a mind habitually wrong— distorted

the facts, I will state what appears to me the real

case, as between the parties so unhappily opposed.

Reader, pardon me if the recital be tedious. And if

thou thinkest that I bear not hard enough on the err-

ing hero of the story, remember that he who recites

judges as Austin's son must judge of Eoland's.



CHAPTER III.

VIVIAN.

AT THE ENTRANCE OF LIFE SITS—THE MOTHER.

It was during the war In Spain that a severe wound,

and the fever which ensued, detained Roland at the

house of a Spanish widow. His hostess had once been

rich ; but her fortune had been ruined In the general

calamities of the country. She had an only daughter,

who assisted to nurse and tend the wounded English-

man; and when the time approached for Roland's

departure, the frank grief of the young Ramouna

betrayed the impression that the guest had made upon

her affections. Much of gratitude, and something, it

might be, of an exquisite sense of honour, aided, In

Roland's breast, the charm naturally produced by the

beauty of his young nurse, and the knightly compas-
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sion he felt for her ruined fortunes and desolate con-

dition.

In one of those hasty impulses common to a generous

nature—and which too often fatally vindicate the rank

of Prudence amidst the tutelary Powers of Life

—

Roland committed the error of marriage with a girl

of whose connexions he knew nothing, and of whose

nature little more than its warm spontaneous suscep-

tibility. In a few days subsequent to these rash nup-

tialsj Roland rejoined the march of the army ; nor

was he able to return to Spain till after the crowning

victory of Waterloo.

Maimed by the loss of a limb, and with the scars

of many a noble wound still fresh, Roland then has-

tened to a home the dreams of which had soothed the

bed of pain, and now replaced the earlier visions of

renown. During his absence a son had been bom to

him—a son whom he might rear to take the place he

had left in his country's service ; to renew, in some

future fields, a career that had failed the romance of

his own antique and chivalrous ambition. As soon as

that news had reached him, his care had been to pro-

^>vide an English nurse for the infant—so that, with

the first sounds of the mother's endearments, the child

might yet hear a voice from the father's land. A
female relation of Bolt's had settled in Spain, and

was induced to undertake this duty. Natural as this
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appointment was to a mau so devotedly English, it

displeased his wild and passionate Ramouna. She

had that mother's jealousy, strongest in minds un-

educated ; she had also that peculiar pride which

belongs to her country-people, of every rank and

condition ; the jealousy and the pride were both

wounded by the sight of the English nurse at the

child's cradle.

That Roland, on regaining his Spanish hearth,

should be disappointed in his expectations of the

happiness awaiting him there, was the inevitable

condition of such a marriage ; since, not the less for

his military bluntness, Roland had that refinement of

feeling, perhaps over- fastidious, which belongs to all

natures essentially poetic : and as the first illusions of

love died away, there could have been little indeed

congenial to his stately temper in one divided from

him by an utter absence of education, and by the

strong but nameless distinctions of national views and

manners. The disappointment probably, however,

went deeper than that which usually attends an ill-

assorted union ; for. Instead of bringing his wife to

his old tower, (an expatriation which she would^

doubtless have resisted to the utmost,) he accepted,
j

maimed as he was, not very long after his return to

Spain, the offer of a military post under Ferdinand.

The Cavalier doctrines and intense loyalty of Roland
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attached him, without reflection, to the service of a

throne which the English arms had contributed to

establish ; while the extreme unpopularity of the

Constitutional Party in Spain, and the stigma of

irreligion fixed to it by the priests, aided to foster

Roland's belief that he was supporting a beloved king

against the professors of those revolutionary and

Jacobinical doctrines, which to him were the very

atheism of politics. The experience of a few years

in the service of a bigot so contemptible as Fer-

dinand, whose highest object of patriotism was the

restoration of the Inquisition, added another dis-

appointment to those which had already imbit-

tered the life of a man who had seen in the grand

hero of Cei'vantes no follies to satirise, but high

virtues to imitate. Poor Quixote himself—he came

mournfully back to his La Mancha, with no other

reward for his knight-errantry than a decoration

which he disdained to place beside his simple Waterloo

medal, and a grade for which he would have blushed

to resign his more modest, but more honourable

English dignity.

But, still weaving hopes, the sanguine man re-

turned to his Penates. His child now had grown from

infancy into boyhood—the child would pass naturally

into his care. Delightful occupation !—At the thought,

Home smiled again.
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Now, behold the most pernicious circumstance in

tliis ill-omened connexion.

The father ofRamouna had been one of that strange

and mysterious race which presents in Spain so many

features distinct fi'om the characteristics of its kindi'ed

tribes in more civilised lands. The Gitanfc^ or gipsy /^

/

of Spain, is not the mere vagrant we see on our com-

mons and roadsides. Retaining, indeed, much of his

lawless principles and predatory inclinations, he lives

often in towns, exercises various callings, and not

unfrequently becomes rich. A v^ealthy GitanOyy^

had married a Spanish woman ;* Roland's wife had

been the offspring of this marriage. The Gitanfl had

died while Ramouna was yet extremely young, and

her childhood had been free from the influences

of her paternal kindred. But, though her mother,

retaining her own religion, had brought up Ramouna

in the same faith, pure from the godless creed of the

Gitanit'—and, at her husband's death, had separated

herself wholly from his tribe— still she had lost caste

with her own kin and people. And while struggling

to regain it, the fortune, which made her sole chance

of success in that attempt, was swept away, so that

she had remained apart and solitary, and could bring

* A Spaniard very rarely indeed marries a Gitana or female gipsy.

But occasionally (observes Mr Borrow) a wealthy Gitano marries a

Spanish female.
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no friends to cheer the solitude of Ramouna during

Roland's absence. But, while my uncle was still in

the service of Ferdinand, the widow died ; and then

the only relatives who came round Ramouna were her

{father's kindred. They had not ventured to claim

affinity while her mother lived ; and they did so now,

by attentions and caresses to her son. This opened

to them at once Ramouna's heart and doors. Mean-

while the English nurse—who, in spite of all that

could render her abode odious to her, had, from strong

love to her charge, stoutly maintained her post—died,

a few weeks after Ramouna's mother, and no healthful

influence remained to counteract those baneful ones to

which the heir of the honest old Caxtons was subjected.

But Roland returned home in a humour to be pleased

<x'with all things. Joyously he clasped his wife to his

breast, and thought, with self-reproach, that he had

forborne too little, and exacted too much— he would

be wiser now. Delightedly he acknowledged the

beauty, the intelligence, and manly bearing of the boy,

who played with his sword-knot, and ran off with his

pistols as a prize.

The news of the Englishman's arrival at first kept

the lawless kinsfolk from the house ; but they were

fond of the boy, and the boy of them, and interviews

between him and these wild comrades, if stolen, were

not less frequent. Gradually Roland's eyes became
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opened. As, in habitual intercourse, the boy aban-

doned the reserve which awe and cunning at first

imposed, Roland was inexpressibly shocked at the

bold principles his son affected, and at his utter inca-

pacity even to comprehend that plain honesty and that

frank honour which, to the English soldier, seemed

ideas innate and heaven-planted. Soon afterwards,

Eoland found that a system of plunder was carried on

in his household, and tracked it to the connivance of

the wife and the agency of his son, for the benefit of

lazy bravos and dissolute vagrants. A more patient

man than Roland might well have been exasperated

—a more wary man confounded by this discovery.

He took the natural step—perhaps Insisting on it too

summarily— perhaps not allowing enough for the

uncultured mind and lively passions of his wife—he

ordered her Instantly to prepare to accompany him

from the place, and to give up all communication with

her kindred.

A vehement refusal ensued ; but Roland was not a

man to give up such a point, and at length a false

submission, and a feigned repentance soothed his

resentment and obtained his pardon. They moved

several miles from the place ; but where they moved,

there, some at least, and those the worst, of the baleful

brood, stealthily followed. Whatever Ramouna's

earlier love for Roland had been, it had evidently
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long ceased In the thorough want of sympathy be-

tween them, and in that absence which, if it renews a

strong affection, destroys an affection abeady weak-

ened. But the mother and son adored each other

with all the strength of their strong, wild natures.

Even under ordinary circumstances, the father's in-

fluence over a boy yet in childhood is exerted in vain,

if the mother lend herself to baffle it. And in this

miserable position what chance had the blunt, stem,

honest Roland (separated from his son during the most

ductile years of infancy) against the ascendency of

a mother who humoured all the faults, and gratified

all the wishes, of her darling ?

In his despair, Roland let fall the threat that, if

thus thwarted, it would become his duty to withdraw

his son from the mother. This threat instantly

hardened both hearts against him. The wife repre-

sented Roland to the boy as a tyrant, as an enemy

—

as one who had destroyed all the happiness they had

before enjoyed in each other— as one whose severity

showed that he hated his own child ; and the boy

believed her. In his own house a firm union was

formed against Roland, and protected by the cunning

which is the force of the weak against the strong.

In spite of all, Roland could never forget the tender-

ness with which the young nurse had watched over the

wounded man, nor the love—genuine for the hour,
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though not drawn from the feelings which withstand

the wear and tear of life— that lips so beautiful had

pledged him in the bygone days. These thoughts

must have come perpetually between his feelings and

his judgment, to embitter still more his position— to

harass still more his heart. And if, by the strength

of that sense of duty which made the force of his

character, he could have strung himself to the fulfil-

ment of the threat, humanity, at all events, compelled

him to delay it— his wife promised to be again a

mother. Blanche was bom. How could he take the '^^

infant from the mother's breast, or abandon the

daughter to the fatal influences from which only, by

so violent an effort, he could free the son ?

No wonder, poor Roland, that those deep furrows

contracted thy bold front, and thy hair grew gray

before its time

!

Fortunately, perhaps, for all parties, Roland's wife
)

died while Blanche was still an infant. She was taken /

ill of a fever— she died delirious, clasping her boy to

her breast, and praying the saints to protect him from -/'

his cruel father. How often that deathbed haunted

the son, and justified his belief that there was no

parent's love in the heart which was now his sole

shelter from the world, and the " pelting of its pitiless

rain." Again I say, poor Roland ! for I know that,

in that harsh, unloving disrupture of such solemn ties,
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thy large generous heart forgot its wrongs ;
again

didst thou see tender eyes bending over the wounded

stranger—again hear low murmurs breathe the warm

weakness which the women of the south deem it no

shame to own. And now did it all end in those ravings

of hate, and in that glazing gaze of terror !



CHAPTEE IV.

THE PRECEPTOR,

Roland removed to France, and fixed his abode in

the environs of Paris. He placed Blanche at a con-

vent in the immediate neighbourhood, going to see her

dailj, and gave himself up to the education of his son.

The boy was apt to learn ; but to unlearn was here

the arduous task—and for that task it would have

needed either the passionless experience, the exquisite

forbearance of a practised teacher, or the love, and

confidence, and yielding heart of a believing pupil.

Roland felt that he was not the man to be the teacher,

and that his son's heart remained obstinately closed to

him. He looked round, and foimd at the other side of

Paris what seemed a suitable preceptor— a young

Frenchman of some distinction in letters, more espe-

cially in science, with all a Frenchman's eloquence of

talk, full of high-sounding sentiments that pleased
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the romantic enthusiasm of the Captain ; so Eoland,

with sanguine hopes, confided his son to this man's

care. The boy's natural quickness mastered readily

all that pleased his taste ; he learned to speak and

write French with rare felicity and precision. His

tenacious memory, and those flexile organs in which

the talent for languages is placed, served, with the

help of an English master, to revive his earlier know-

ledge of his father's tongue, and to enable him to

speak it with fluent correctness— though there was

(always in his accent something which had struck me

as strange ; but, not suspecting it to be foreign, I had

I

thought it a theatrical affectation. He did not go far

into science—little farther, perhaps, than a smattering

of French mathematics ; but he acquired a remarkable

facility and promptitude in calculation. He devoured

eagerly the light reading thrown in his way, and

picked up thence that kind of knowledge which novels

and plays afford, for good or evil, according as the

novel or the play elevates the understanding and

ennobles the passions, or merely corrupts the fancy,

and lowers the standard of human nature. But of all

that Roland desired him to be taught, the son remained

as ignorant as before. Among the other misfortunes

of this ominous marriage, Eoland's wife had possessed

/ all the superstitions of a Eoman Catholic Spaniard,

^ and with these the boy had unconsciously intermingled
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doctrines far more dreary, imbibed from the dark

paganism of the Git^nos.

Roland had sought a Protestant for his son's tutor.

The preceptor was nominally a Protestant—a biting

derider of all superstitions indeed ! He was such a

Protestant as some defender of Voltaire's religion says

the Great Wit would have been had he lived in a Pro-

testant country. The Frenchman laughed the boy

out of his superstitions, to leave behind them the

sneering scepticism of the Encyclopedie., without those

redeeming ethics on which all sects of philosophy are

agreed, but which, unhappily, it requires a philosopher

to comprehend.

This preceptor was doubtless not aware of the mis-

chief he was doing ; and for the rest, he taught his

pupil after his own system—a mild and plausible one,

very much like the system we at home are recom-

mended to adopt—" Teach the understanding, all else

will follow ;" " Learn to read something^ and it will all

come right ;" " Follow the bias of the pupil's mind ; thus

you develop genius, not thwart it." Mind, Under-

standing, Genius—fine things ! But, to educate the

whole man, you must educate something more than

these. Not for want of mind, understanding, genius,

have Borgias and Neros left their names as monuments

of horror to mankind. Where, in all this teaching, was

one lesson to warm the heart and guide the soul ?
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Oh, mother mine ! that the boy had stood by thy

knee, and heard from thy lips, why life was given us, in

what life shall end, and how heaven stands open to us

night and day ! Oh, father mine! that thou hadst been

his preceptor, not in book-learning, but the heart's

simple wisdom ! Oh that he had learned from thee, in

parables closed with practice, the happiness of self-

sacrifice, and how " good deeds should repair the bad !

'"

It was the misfortime of this boy, with his daring

and his beauty, that there was in his exterior and his

manner that which attracted indulgent interest, and a

sort of compassionate admiration. The Frenchman

liked him—believed his story—thought him ill-treated

by that hard-visaged English soldier. All English

people were so disagreeable, particularly English

soldiers ; and the Captain once mortally offended the

Frenchman, by calling Vilainton un grand komme^ and

denying, with brutal Indignation, that the English had

poisoned Napoleon ! So, instead of teaching the son

^ to love and revere his father, the Frenchman shrugged

^(^ his shoulders when the boy broke into some unfillal

complaint, and at most said, " Mais, cher enfant, ton

pere est Anglais,—c'est tout dire.'''' Meanwhile, as the

child sprang rapidly Into precocious youth, he was

permitted a liberty in his hours of leisure, of which he

availed himself with all the zest of his earlier habits

and adventurous temper. He formed acquaintances
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among the loose young haunters of caf(5s, and spend-

thrifts of that capital— the wits ! He became an

excellent swordsman and pistol-shot— adroit in all

games in which skill helps fortune. He learned betimes

to furnish himself with money, by the cards and the

billiard-balls.

But, delighted with the easy home he had obtained,

he took care to school his features, and smoothe his

manner, in his father's visits— to make the most of

what he had learned of less ignoble knowledge, and,

with his characteristic imitativeness, to cite the finest

sentiments he had found in his plays and novels.

What father is not credulous ? Roland believed, and

wept tears of joy. And now he thought the time was

come to take back the boy— to return with a worthy

heir to the old Tower. He thanked and blessed the

tutor—^he took the son. But, under pretence that he ^,

had yet some things to master, whether in book

knowledge or manly accomplishments, the youth \

begged his father, at all events, not yet to return to /

England—to let him attend his tutor daily for some I

months. Roland consented, moved from his old quar-

ters, and took a lodging for both in the same suburb

as that in which the teacher resided. But soon, when

they were under one roof, the boy's habitual tastes, and

his repugnance to all paternal authority, were betrayed.

To do my unhappy cousin justice, (such as that justice
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is,) though he had the cunning for a short disguise, he

had not the hypocrisy to maintain systematic deceit.

He could play a part for a while, from an exulting

joy in his own address ; but he could not wear a mask

with the patience of cold-blooded dissimulation.

Why enter into painful details, so easily divined by

the intelligent reader? The faults of the sou were

precisely those to which Roland would be least indul-

gent. To the ordinary scrapes of high-spirited boy-

hood, no father, I am sure, would have been more

lenient ; but to anything that seemed low, petty

—

that grated on him as gentleman and soldier— there,

not for worlds would I have braved the darkness of

his frown, and the woe that spoke like scorn In his

voice. And when, after all warning and prohibition

were in vain, Koland found his son, in the middle of

^the night, in a resort of gamblers and sharpers, carry-

ing all before him with his cue, in the full flush of

triumph, and a great heap of five-franc pieces before

him, you may conceive with what wrath the proud,

hasty, passionate man drove out, cane in hand, the

obscene associates, flinging after them the son's ill-

gotten gains ; and with what resentful humiliation the

son was compelled to follow the father home. Then

Roland took the boy to England, but not to the old

Tower ; that hearth of his ancestors was still too

sacred for the footsteps of the vagrant heir

!



CHAPTER V.

THE HEARTH WITHOUT TRUST, AND THE WORLD

WITHOUT A GUIDE.

And then, vainly grasping at eveiy arg-ument Lis

blunt sense could suggest—then talked Roland much

and grandly of the duties men owed— even if they

threw off all love to their father—still to their father's

name ; and then his pride, always so lively, grew

irritable and harsh, and seemed, no doubt, to the

perverted ears of the son, unlovely and unloving.

And that pride, without serving one purpose of good,

did yet more mischief: for the youth caught the disease,

but in a wrong way. And he said to himself,

—

" Ho, then my father is a great man, with all these

ancestors and big words! And he has lands and a-

castle—and yet how miserably we live, and how he

stints me ! But if he has cause for pride in all these

dead men, why, so have T. And are these lodgings,

./
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these appurtenances, fit for the ' gentleman"" he says I

am?*'

Even in England, the gipsy blood broke out as

before ; and the youth found vagrant associates,

heaven knows how or where; and strange-looking

forms, gaudily shabby and disreputably smart, were

seen lurking in the corner of the street, or peering

in at the window, slinking oflF if they saw Roland

—

and Roland could not stoop to be a spy. And the

son's heart grew harder and harder against his father,

and his father's face now never smiled on him. Then

bills came in, and duns knocked at the door. Bills

and duns to a man who shrunk from the thought of a

debt, as an ermine from a spot on its hide ! And the

) son's short answer to remonstrance was,—" Am I not

/ a gentleman ?— these are the things gentlemen

^ require." Then perhaps Roland remembered the

experiment of his French friend, and left his bureau

unlocked, and said, " Ruin me if you will, but no

^'debts. There is money in those drawers— they are

^ unlocked." That trust would for ever have cured of

extravagance a youth with a high and delicate sense

of honour : the pupil of the Gitanos did not under-

//^ stand the trust; he thought it conveyed a natural

though ungracious permission to take out what he

wanted—and he took! To Roland this seemed a

theft, and a theft of the coarsest kind : but when he

(
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SO said, the son started indignant, and saw in that

which had been so touching an appeal to his honour,

but a trap to decoy him into disgrace. In short,

neither could understand the other. Roland forbade

his son to stir from the house ; and the young man

the same night let himself out, and stole forth into

the wide world, to enjoy or defy it in his own wild

way.

It would be tedious to follow him through his

various adventures and experiments on fortune, (even

if I knew them all, which I do not.) And now,

putting altogether aside his right name, which he

had voluntarily abandoned, and not embarrassing the

reader with the earlier aliases assumed, I shall give

to my unfortunate kinsman the name by which I

first knew him, and continue to do so, until—heaven

grant the time may come !—having first redeemed,

he may reclaim, his own. It was in joining a set of

strolling players that Vivian became acquainted with

Peacock ; and that worthy, who had many strings to

his bow, soon grew aware of Vivian's extraordinary

skill with the cue, and saw therein a better mode of

making their joint fortunes than the boards of an

itinerant Thespis furnished to either. Vivian listened

to him, and it was while their intimacy was most

fresh that I met them on the highroad. That chance

meeting produced (if I may be allowed to believe his

y
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assurance) a strong, and, for the moment, a salutary

effect upon Vivian. The comparative innocence and

freshness of a boj's mind were new to him; the

elastic healthful spirits with which those gifts were

accompanied startled him, by the contrast to his own

forced gaiety and secret gloom. And this boy was

his own cousin

!

Coming afterwards to London, he adventured

inquiry at the hotel in the Strand at which I had

given my address ; learned where we were ; and,

passing one night into the street, saw my uncle at the

window—to recognise and to fly fi-om him. Having

then some money at his disposal, he broke off abruptly

from the set in which he had been thrown. He

resolved to return to France—he would try for a

more respectable mode of existence. He had not

found happiness in that liberty he had won, nor room

for the ambition that began to gnaw him, in those

pursuits from which his father had vainly warned

him. His most reputable friend was his old tutor;

he would go to him. He went; but the tutor was

now mariied, and was himself a father, and that made

a wonderful alteration in his practical ethics. It was

no longer moral to aid the son In rebellion to his

father. Vivian evinced his usual sarcastic haughti-

ness at the reception he met, and was requested

civilly to leave the house. Then again he flung
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himself on his wits at Paris. But there were plenty

of wits there sharper than his own. He got into

some quarrel with the police—not indeed for any

dishonest practices of his own, but from an unwary

acquaintance with others less scrupulous, and deemed

it prudent to quit France. Thus had I met him

again, forlorn and ragged, in the streets of London.

Meanwhile Roland, after the first vain search, had

yielded to the indignation and disgust that had long

rankled within him. His son had thrown off his

authority, because it preserved him from dishonour.

His ideas of discipline were stern, and patience had

been wellnigh crushed out of his heart. He thought

he could bear to resign his son to his fate—to disown

him, and to say, " I have no more a son." It was in

this mood that he had first visited our house. But

when, on that memorable night in which he had

narrated to his thrilling listeners the dark tale of a

fellow-sufferer's woe and crime— betraying in the

tale, to my father's quick sympathy, his own sorrow

and passion—it did not need much of his gentler

brother's subtle art to learn or guess the whole, nor

much of Austin's mild persuasion to convince Roland

that he had not yet exhausted all efforts to track the

wanderer and reclaim the erring child. Then he had

gone to London— then he had sought every spot

which the outcast would probably haunt—then had
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he saved and pinched from his own necessities, to

have wherewithal to enter theatres and gaming-

houses, and fee the agencies of police ; then had he

seen the form for which he had watched and pined,

in the street below his window, and cried in a joyous

, delusion, " He repents
!

" One day a letter reached

my uncle, through his banker's, from the French

tator, (who knew of no other means of tracing Ro-

land but through the house by which his salary had

been paid,) informing him of his son's visit. Roland

started instantly for Paris. Arriving there, he could

only learn of his son through the police, and from

them only learn that he had been seen in the com-

pany of accomplished swindlers, who were already in

the hands of justice; but that the youth himself,

whom there was nothing to criminate, had been suf-

fered to quit Paris, and had taken, it was supposed,

the road to England. Then at last the poor Captain's

stout heart gave way. His son the companion of

.--' swindlers!—could he be sure that he was not their

accomplice? K not yet, how small the step between

companionship and participation ! He took the child

left him still from the convent, returned to England,

and arrived there to be seized with fever and deli-

rium—apparently on the same day (or a day before

that on which) the son had dropped shelterless and

penniless on the stones of London.



CHAPTER VI.

THE ATTEMPT TO BUILD A TEMPLE TO FORTUNE OUT OF

THE RUINS OF HOME.

" But," said Vivian, pursuing his tale, " but when

you came to my aid, not knowing me— when you

relieved me—when from your own lips, for the first

time, I heard words that praised me, and for qualities

that implied I might yet be 'worth much'—Ah!

(he added mournfully,) I remember the very words

—

a new light broke upon me—struggling and dim, but

light still. The ambition with which I had sought

the truckling Frenchman revived, and took worthier

and more definite form. I would lift myself above

the mire, make a name, rise in life
!"

Vivian's head drooped, but he raised it quickly,

and laughed, his low mocking laugh. What follows

of his tale may be told succinctly. Retaining his
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bitter feelings towards his father, he resolved to con-

tinue his incognito—he gave himself a name likely

to mislead conjecture, if I conversed of him to my

family, since he knew that Roland was aware that a

Colonel Vivian had been afflicted by a runaway son

—

and, indeed, the talk upon that subject had first put the

notion of flight into his own head. He caught at the

idea of becoming known to Trevanion ; but he saw

reasons to forbid his being indebted to me for the

introduction—to forbid my knowing where he was

:

sooner or later that knowledge could scarcely fail to

end in the discovery of his real name. Fortunately,

as he deemed, for the plans he began to meditate, we

were all leaving London—he should have the stage

to himself. And then boldly he resolved upon what

he regarded as the master-scheme of life—viz., to

obtain a small pecuniary independence, and to eman-

cipate himself formally and entirely from his father's

control. Aware of poor Roland's chivalrous reve-

rence for his name, firmly persuaded that Roland had

no love for the son, but only the dread that the son

might disgrace him, he determined to avail himself

of his father's prejudices in order to effect his purpose.

He wrote a short letter to Roland, (that letter which

had given the poor man so sanguine a joy— that

letter after reading which he had said to Blanche,

" Pray for me,") stating simply, that he wished to
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see his father ; and naming a tavern in the City fjr

the meeting.

The interview took place. And when Roland, love ^

and forgiveness in his heart,—but (who shall blame
^'

him?) dignity on his brow, and rebuke in his eye

—

approached, ready at a word to fling himself on the

boy's breast, Vivian, seeing only the outer signs, and

interpreting them by his own sentiments—recoiled

;

folded his arms on his bosom, and said coldly,

" Spare me reproach, sir— it is unavailing. I seek

you only to propose that you shall save your name, /
and resign your son."

Then, intent perhaps but to gain his object, the

unhappy youth declared his fixed determination never

to live with his father, never to acquiesce in his

authority, resolutely to pursue his own career, what-

ever that career might be, explaining none of the

/jircumstances that appeared most in his disfavour

—

rather, perhaps, thinking that, the worse his father

judged of him, the more chance he had to achieve his

purpose. " All I ask of you," he said, " is this

:

Give me the least you can afford to preserve me from

the temptation to rob, or the necessity to starve ; and

I, in my turn, promise never to molest you in life

—

never to degrade you in my death; whatever my

misdeeds, they will never reflect on yourself, for you

shall never recognise the misdoer! The name you

VOL. lU. K
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prize so highly shall be spared." Sickened and

revolted, Eoland attempted no argument—there was

that in the son's cold manner which shut out hope,

and against which his pride rose indignant. A
meeker man might have remonstrated, implored, and

wept—that was not in Roland's nature. He had but

the choice of three evils, to say to his son :
" Fool, I

command thee to follow me ;" or say, " Wretch, since

thou wouldst cast me off as a stranger, as a stranger

I say to thee—Go, starve or rob, as thou wilt!" or

lastly, to bow his proud head, stunned by the blow,

and say, " Thou refusest me the obedience of the son,

thou demandest to be as the dead to me. I can

control thee not from vice, I can guide thee not to

virtue. Thou wouldst sell me the name I have in-

herited stainless, and have as stainless borne. Be it

80 !—^Name thy price !

"

And something like this last was the father's

choice.

He listened, and was long silent ; and then he said

slowly, " Pause before you decide."

" I have paused long—my decision is made ! this

is the last time we meet. I see before me now the

way to fortune, fairly, honourably
;
you can aid me

in it only in the way I have said. Reject me now,

and the option may never come again to either
!"

And then Roland said to himself, " I have spared
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and saved for this son ; what care I for aught else

than enough to live without debt, creep into a corner,

and await the grave ! And the more I can give, why,

the better chance that he will abjure the vile associate

and the desperate course." And so, out of his small

income, Roland surrendered to the rebel child more

than the half.

Vivian was not aware of his father's fortune—he

did not suppose the sum of two hundred pounds a-

year was an allowance so disproportioned to Roland's

means—yet when it was named, even he was struck

by the generosity of one to whom he himself had

given the right to say, " I take thee at thy word

;

'just enough not to starve !' "

But then that hateful cynicism which, caught from

bad men and evil books, he called " knowledge of

the world," made him think " it is not for me, it is

only for his name ;" and he said aloud, " I accept

these terms, sir; here is the address of a solicitor

with whom yours can settle them. Farewell for

ever."

At those last words Eoland started, and stretched

out his arms vaguely like a blind man. But Vivian

had already thrown open the window, (the room

was on the ground floor) and sprang upon the sill.

" Farewell," he repeated : " tell the world I am

dead."
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He leapt into the street, and the lather drew In

the outstretched arms, smote his heart, and said

—

" Well, then, my task in the world of man is over

!

I will back to the old ruin—the wreck to the wrecks

—and the sight of tombs 1 have at least rescued from

dishonour shall comfort me for all
!"



CHAPTER VII.

THE RESULTS—PERVERTED AMBITION—SELFISH PASSION

—

THE INTELLECT DISTORTED BY THE CROOKEDNESS OF

THE HEART.

Vivian's schemes thus prospered. He had an

income that permitted him the outward appearance^ /
of a gentleman—an independence modest, indeed, buf^

independence still. We were all gone from London.

One letter to me with the postmark of the town near

which Colonel Vivian lived, sufficed to confirm mv

belief in his parentage, and in his return to his friends.

He then presented himself to Trevanion as the young

man whose pen I had employed in the member's

service ; and knowing that I had never mentioned his

name to Trevanion—for, without Vivian's permission,

I should not, considering his apparent trust in me,

have deemed myself authorised to do so—he took that

of Gower, which he selected haphazard from an old
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Court Guide, as having the advantage—in common

with most names borne by the higher nobility of

England— of not being confined, as the ancient

names of untitled gentlemen usually are, to the mem-

bers of a single family. And when, with his usual

adaptability and suppleness, he had contrived to lay

aside, or smooth over, whatever in his manners would

be calculated to displease Trevanion, and had suc-

ceeded in exciting the interest which that generous

statesman always conceived for ability, he owned

candidly, one day, in the presence of Lady Ellinor

—

for his experience had taught him the comparative

ease with which the sympathy of woman is enlisted

in anything that appeals to the imagination, or seems

out of the ordinary beat of life—that he had reasons

for concealing his connexions for the present—that

he had cause to believe I suspected what they were,

and, from mistaken regard for his welfare, might

acquaint his relations with his whereabout. He

therefore begged Trevanion, if the latter had occasion

to write to me, not to mention him. This promise

Trevanion gave, though reluctantly; for the confi-

dence volunteered to him seemed to exact the pro-

mise; but as he detested mystery of all kinds, the

avowal might have been fatal to any farther acquain-

tance ; and under auspices so doubtful, there would

have been no chance of his obtaining that intimacy
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in Trevanion's house which he desired to estabhsh,

but for an accident which at once opened that house

to him almost as a home.

Vivian had always treasured a lock of his mother's

hair, cut off on her deathbed ; and when he was at '

his French tutor's, his first pocket-money had been

devoted to the purchase of a locket, on which he had <

caused to be inscribed his own name and his mother's.

Through all his wanderings he had worn this relic

;

and in the direst pangs of want, no hunger had been

keen enough to induce him to part with it. Now,

one morning the ribbon that suspended the locket

gave way, and his eye resting on the names inscribed

on the gold, he thought, in his own vague sense of right,

imperfect as it was, that his compact with his father

obliged him to have the names erased. He took it

to a jeweller in Piccadilly for that purpose, and gave

the requisite order, not taking notice of a lady in the

further part of the shop. The locket was still on the

counter after Vivian had left, when the lady coming

forward observed it, and saw the names on the sur-

face. She had been struck by the peculiar tone of

the voice, which she had heard before ; and that very

day Mr Gower received a note from Lady EUinor

Trevanion, requesting to see him. Much wondering,

he went. Presenting him with the locket, she said

smiling, " There is only one gentleman in the world
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who calls himself De Caxton, unless it be his son.

Ah I I see now why you wished to conceal yourself

/ from my friend Pisistratus. But how is this? can

/ you have any difference with your father? Confide

in me, or it is my duty to write to him."

Even Vivian's powers of dissimulation abandoned

him, thus taken by surprise. He saw no alternative

but to trust Lady Ellinor with his secret, and implore

X her to respect it. And then he spoke bitterly of his

father's dislike to him, and his own resolution to

prove the injustice of that dislike by the position he

would himself establish in the world. At present,

his father believed him dead, and perhaps was not ill

pleased to think so. He would not dispel that belief

till he could redeem any boyish errors, and force his

family to be proud to acknowledge him.

Though Lady Ellinor was slow to believe that

Holand could dislike his son, she could yet readily

believe that he was harsh and coleric, with a soldier's

high notions of discipline ; the young man''s story

moved her, his determination pleased her own high

spirit ;—always with a touch of romance in her, and

always sympathising with each desire of ambition,

she entered Into Vivian's aspirations with an alacrity

that surprised himself. She was charmed with the

idea of ministering to the son's fortunes, and ulti-

mately reconciling him to the father,—through her
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own agency ;—it would atone for any fault of which

Roland could accuse herself in the old time.

She undertook to impart the secret to Trevanion,

for she would have no secrets from him, and to

secure his acquiescence in its concealment from all

others.

And here I must a little digress from the chronolo-

gical course of my explanatory narrative, to inform

the reader that, when Lady Ellinor had her interview

with Roland, she had been repelled by the sternness

of his manner from divulging Vivian"'s secret. But

on her first attempt to sound or conciliate him, she

had begun with some eulogies on Trevanion's new

friend and assistant, Mr Gower, and had awakened

Roland's suspicions of that person's identity with his

son— suspicions which had given him a terrible

interest in our joint deliverance of Miss Trevanion.

But so heroically had the poor soldier sought to resist

his own fears, that on the way he shrank to put to me

the questions that might paralyse the energies which,

whatever the answer, were then so much needed.

" For," said he to my father, " I felt the blood surg-

ing to ray temples ; and if I had said to Pisistratus,

' Describe this man,' and by his description I had

recognised my son, and dreaded lest I might be too

late to arrest him from so treacherous a crime, ray

brain would have given way;—and so I did not dare
!"
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I return to the thread of my story. From the time

that Vivian confided in Lady EUinor, the way was

^'^ cleared to his most ambitious hopes ; and though his

acquisitions were not sufficiently scholastic and various

to permit Trevanion to select him as a secretary, yet,

short of sleeping at the house, he was little less inti-

mate there than I had been.

Among Vivian's schemes of advancement, that of

winning the hand and heart of the great heiress had not

been one ofthe least sanguine. This hope was annulled

when, not long after his intimacy at her father's house,

she became engaged to young Lord Castleton. But

he could not see Miss Trevanion with impunity

—

(alas ! who, with a heart yet free, could be insensible to

attractions so winning?) He permitted the love

—

such love as his wild, half-educated, half-savage nature

acknowledged—to creep into his soul—to master it

;

but he felt no hope, cherished no scheme while the

young lord lived. With the death of her betrothed,

Fanny was free ; then he began to hope—not yet

to scheme. Accidentally he encountered Peacock

—

partly from the levity that accompanied a false good

nature that was constitutional with him, partly from a

vague idea that the man might be useful, Vivian

established his quondam associate in the service of

Trevanion. Peacock soon gained the secret of

Vivian's love for Fanny, and, dazzled by the advan?-
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tages that a marriage with Miss Trevanion would

confer on his patron, and might reflect on himself, and

delighted at an occasion to exercise his dramatic

accomplishments on the stage of real life, he soon

practised the lesson that the theatres had taught him 1

—viz : to make a sub-Intrigue between maid and /

valet, serve the schemes and insure the success of the

lover. If Vivian had some opportunities to imply his

admiration, Miss Trevanion gave him none to plead

his cause. But the softness of her nature, and that

graceful kindness which surrounded her like an

atmosphere, emanating unconsciously from a girl's

harmless desire to please, tended to deceive him. His

own personal gifts were so rare, and, in his wandering

life, the effect they had produced had so Increased his

reliance on them, that he thought he wanted but the

fair opportunity to woo in order to win. In this state

of mental intoxication, Trevanion having provided for

his Scotch secretary, took him to Lord N 's. His

hostess was one of those middle-aged ladies of fashion, ^'

who like to patronise and bring forward young men,

accepting gratitude for condescension, as a homage to

beauty. She was struck by Vivian's exterior, and

that ' picturesque ' in look and in manner which

belonged to him. Naturally garrulous and indiscreet, .'

she was unreserved to a pupil whom she conceived (

.

the whim to make ' au fait to society. ' Thus she
,



I5ff THECAXTONS:

talked to him, among other topics in fashion, of Miss

Trevanion, and expressed her belief that the present

Lord Castleton had always admired her ; but it was

only on his accession to the marquisate that he had

made up his mind to marry, or, from his knowledge

of Lady Ellinor's ambition, thought that the Marquis

of Castleton might achieve the prize which would

have been refused to Sir Sedley Beaudesert. Then,

to corroborate the predictions she hazarded, she re-

peated, perhaps with exaggeration, some passages from

Lord Castleton's replies to her own suggestions on the

subject. Vivian's alarm became fatally excited ; un-

regulated passions easily obscured a reason so long

perverted, and a conscience so habitually dulled.

There is an instinct in all intense affection (whether

it be corrupt or pure) that usually makes its jealousy

prophetic. Thus from the first, out of all the brilliant

//idlers round Fanny Trevanion, my jealousy had pre-

eminently fastened on Sir Sedley Beaudesert, though,

to all seeming, without a cause. From the same

instinct, Vivian had conceived the same vague jealousy

—a jealousy, in his instance, coupled with a deep

dislike to his supposed rival, who had wounded his

self-love. For the marquis, though to be haughty or

ill-bred was impossible to the blandness of his nature,

had never shown to Vivian the genial courtesies he

had lavished upon me, and kept politely aloof from his
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acquaintance—while Vivian's personal vanity had been

wounded by that drawing-room eiFect which the pro-

verbial winner of all hearts produced without an

effort—an effect that threw into the shade the youth,

and the beauty (more striking but infinitely less pre-

possessing) of the adventurous rival. Thus animosity

to Lord Castleton conspired with Vivian's passion for

Fanny, to rouse all that was worst by nature and by

rearing, in this audacious and turbulent spirit.

His confidant, Peacock, suggested from his stage

experience, the outlines of a plot, to which Vivian's

astuter intellect instantly gave tangibility and colour-

ing. Peacock had already found Miss Trevanion's

waiting-woman ripe for any measure that might secure

himself as her husband, and a provision for life as a

reward. Two or three letters between them settled

the preliminary engagements. A friend of the ex-

comedian's had lately taken an inn on the North road,

and might be relied upon. At that inn it was settled

that Vivian should meet Miss Trevanion, whom Pea-

cock, by the aid of the abigail, engaged to lure there.

The sole difficulty that then remained would, to most

men, have seemed the greatest—viz. the consent of

Miss Trevanion to a Scotch marriage. But Vivian

hoped all things from his own eloquence, art, and

passion; and by an inconsistency, however strange,

still not unnatural in the twists of so crooked an intel-
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lect, he thought that, bj insisting on the intention of

her parents to sacrifice her youth to the very man of

whose attractions he was most jealous—by the picture

of disparity of years, by the caricature of his rival's

foibles and frivolities, by the commonplaces of" beauty

bartered for ambition," &c., he might enlist her fears

of the alternative on the side of the choice urged upon

her. The plan proceeded, the time came : Peacock

y/ pretended the excuse of a sick relation to leave Tre-

vanion; and Vivian, a day before, on pretence of

visiting the picturesque scenes in the neighbourhood,

obtained leave of absence. Thus the plot went on to

its catastrophe.

" And I need not ask," said I, trying in vain to

conceal my indignation, " how Miss Trevanion received

your monstrous proposition
!

"

Vivian's pale cheek grew paler, but he made no

reply.

" And if we had not arrived, what would you have

done ? Oh, dare you look into the gulf of infamy you

have escaped!"

/ "I cannot, and I will not bear this!" exclaimed

]
Vivian, starting up. " I have laid my heart bare

/ before you, and it is ungenerous and unmanly thus to

\
press upon its wounds. You can moralise, you can

i speak coldly—but I—I loved 1

"

" And do you thmk," I burst forth,—" do you think
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that I did not love too !—love longer than you have

done ; better than you have done
;

gone through

sharper struggles, darker days, more sleepless nights

than you,—and yet
—

"

Vivian caught hold of me.

" Hush !"" he cried; " is this Indeed true ! I thought

you might have had some faint and fleeting fancy for

Miss Trevanlon, but that you curbed and conquered

it at once. Oh no ! it was impossible to have loved V

really, and to have surrendered all chance as you did ! /

—have left the house, have fled from her presence ! I

No—no ! that was not love
!

"

/

" It was love ! and I pray Heaven to grant that, \

one day, you may know how little your affection

sprang from those feelings which make true love sub-

lime as honour, and meek as is religion ! Oh ! cousin,

cousin—with those rare gifts, what you might have

been ! what, if you will pass through repentance, and

cling to atonement—what, I dare hope, you may yet

be ! Talk not now of your love ; I talk not of mine

!

Love is a thing gone from the lives of both. Go back

to earlier thoughts, to heavier wrongs !—your father !

—that noble heart which you have so wantonly lace-

rated, that much-enduring love which you have so

little comprehended !

"

Then with all the warmth of emotion I hurried on

—

showed him the true nature of honour and of Roland
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(for the names were one!)—showed him the watch,

the hope, the manly anguish I had witnessed, and

wept—I, not his son—to see ; showed him the poverty

and privation to which the father, even at the last, had

condemned himself, so that the son might have no

excuse for the sins that Want whispers to the weak.

This, and much more, and I suppose with the pathos

that belongs to all earnestness, I. enforced, sentence

after sentence— yielding to no interruption, over-

mastering all dissent ; driving in the truth, nail after

nail, as it were, into the obdurate heart, that I con-

strained and grappled to. And at last, the dark,

bitter, cynical nature gave way, and the young man

fell sobbing at my feet, and cried aloud, " Spare me,

spare me !—T see it all now ! Wretch that I have

been !"



CHAPTER VIII.

On leaving Vivian, I did not presume to promise him

Eoland's immediate pardon. I did not urge him to

attempt to see his father. I felt the time was not

come for either pardon or interview. I contented

myself with the victory I had already gained. I

judged it right that thought, solitude, and suffering

should imprint more deeply the lesson, and prepare

the way to the steadfast resolution of reform. I left

him seated by the stream, and with the promise to

inform him at the small hostelry, where he took

up his lodging, how Roland struggled through his

illness.

On returning to the inn, I was uneasy to see how

long a time had elapsed since I had left my uncle.

But on coming into his room, to my surprise and

relief, I found him up and dressed, and with a serene

though fatigued expression of countenance. He asked

me no questions where I had been—perhaps from

VOL. III. L
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sympathy with my feelings in parting with Miss Tre-

vanion—perhaps from conjecture that the indulgence

of those feelings had not wholly engrossed my time.

But he said simply, " I think I understood from you

that you had sent for Austin—is it so ?
"

y' " Yes, sir ; but I named * * * *, as the nearest

point to the Tower, for the place of meeting."

" Then let us go hence forthwith—nay, I shall be

better for the change. And here, there must be

curiosity, conjecture— torture !
"—said he, locking his

hands tightly together :
" order the horses at once !"

I left the room, accordingly ; and while they were

getting ready the horses, I ran to the place where I had

left Vivian. He was still there, in the same attitude,

covering his face with his hands, as if to shut out the

sun. I told him hastily of Roland's improvement, of

our approaching departure, and asked him an address

in London at which I could find him. He gave me

as his direction the same lodging at which I had so

often visited him. " If there be no vacancy there for

me," said he, " I shall leave word where I am to be

found. But I would gladly be where I was, before
—

"

He did not finish the sentence. I pressed his hand

and left him.



CHAPTER IX.

Some days have elapsed : we are in London, my

father with us ; and Roland has permitted Austin

to tell me his tale, and received through Austin all

that Vivian's narrative to me suggested, whether in

extenuation of the past, or in hope of redemption

in the future. And Austin has inexpressibly

soothed his brother. And Roland's ordinary rough-

ness has gone, and his looks are meek, and his

voice low. But he talks little, and smiles never.

He asks me no questions ; does not to me name

his son, nor recur to the voyage to Australia, nor

ask ' why it is put off
;

' nor interest himself as

before in preparations for it—he has no heart for

anything.

The voyage is put off till the next vessel sails, and

I have seen Vivian twice or thrice, and the result of

the interviews has disappointed and depressed me. It

seems to me that much of the previous effect I had
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produced Is already obliterated. At the very sight of

the great Babel—the evidence of the ease, the luxury,

the wealth, the pomp, the strife, the penury, the

famine, and the rags, which the focus of civilisation,

in the disparities of old societies, inevitably gathers

together—the fierce combative disposition seemed to

awaken again ; the perverted ambition, the hostility

to the world ; the wrath, the scorn ; the war with

man, and the rebellious murmur against Heaven.

There was still the one redeeming point of repentance

for his wrongs to his father— his heart was still

softened there ; and, attendant on that softness, I

hailed a principle more like that of honour than I had

yet recognised In Vivian. He cancelled the agree-

ment which had assured him of a provision at the cost

of his father's comforts. " At least, there," he said,

*' I will injure him no more !"

But while, on this point, repentance seemed genu-

ine, it was not so with regard to his conduct towards

Miss Trevanion. His gipsy nurture, his loose asso-

ciates, his extravagant French romances, his theatrical

mode of looking upon love intrigues and stage plots,

seemed all to rise between his intelligence and the due

sense of the fraud and treachery he had practised.

He seemed to feel more shame at the exposure than

at the guilt ; more despair at the failure of success

than gratitude at escape from crime. In a word, the
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nature of a whole life was not to be remodelled at

once—at least by an artificer so unskilled as I.

After one of these interviews, I stole into the

room where Austin sat with Roland, and, watching

a seasonable moment when Roland, shaking off a

reverie, opened his Bible, and sat down to it, with

each muscle in his face set, as I had seen it before, into

iron resolution, I beckoned my father from the room.

PiSiSTRATUS.—I have again seen my cousin. I

cannot make the way I wish. My dear father, ymi,

must see him.

Mr Caxton.—I ?—yes, assuredly, if I can be of

any service. But will he listen to me ?

PiSiSTRATUS.—I think so. A young man will

often respect in his elder, what he will resent as a

presumption in his contemporary.

Mr Caxton.—It may be so : {then more thought-

fully^ but you describe this strange boy's mind as a

wreck !— in what part of the mouldering timbers

can I fix the grappling-hook ? Here, it seems that

most of the supports on which we can best rely,

when we would save another, fail us. Religion,

honour, the associations of childhood, the bonds

of home, filial obedience—even the intelligence of self-

interest, in the philosophical sense of the word. And

I, too !—a mere book-man ! My dear son !—I despair

!

PiSiSTRATUS.—No, you do not despair— no, you



IW THE CAXTONS :

must succeed ; for, if jou do not, what is to become of

Uncle Roland ? Do you not see his heart is fast

breaking ?

Mr Caxton.—Get me my hat ; I will go. I will

save this Ishmael— I will not leave him till he is

saved

!

PiSiSTEATUS.— {some minutes aft&r^ as they are

walking towards Vivian^s lodging.)— You ask me

what support you are to cling to. A strong and a

good one, sir.

Mr Caxton.—Ah! what is that ?

PisiSTRATUS.—Affection ! There is a nature capable

of strong affection at the core of this wild heart ! He

could love his mother
; tears gush to his eyes at her

name—he would have starved rather than part with

the memorial of that love. It was his belief in his

father's indifference or dislike that hardened and

embruted him—it is only when he hears how that

father loved him, that I now melt his pride and curb

his passions. You have affection to deal with !— do

you despair now ?

My father turned on me those eyes so inexpressibly

benign and mild, and replied softly, " No !

"

We reached the house ; and my father said, as we

knocked at the door, " If he is at home, leave

me. This is a hard study to which you have set

me ^ I must work at it alone." Vivian was at
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home, and the door closed on his visitor. My father

stayed some hours.

On returning home, to my great surprise I found

Trevanlon with my uncle. He had found us out—no

easy matter, I should think. But a good impulse

in Trevanion was not of that feeble kind which

turns home at the sight of a difficulty. He had

come to London on purpose to see and to thank us.

I did not think there had been so much of delicacy

— of what I may call the 'beauty of kindness'

—

in a man whom incessant business had rendered ordi-

narily blunt and abrupt. I hardly recognised the

impatient Trevanion in the soothing, tender, subtle

respect that rather implied than spoke gratitude, and

sought to insinuate what he owed to the unhappy

father, without touching on his wrongs from the son.

But of this kindness—which showed how Trevanion's

high nature of gentleman raised him aloof from that

coarseness of thought which those absorbed wholly

in practical affairs often contract—of this kindness,

so noble and so touching, Roland seemed scarcely

aware. He sat by the embers of the neglected fire,

his hands grasping the arms of his elbow-chair, his

head drooping on his bosom ; and only by a deep

hectic flush on his dark cheek could you have seen

that he distinguished between an ordinary visitor and

the man whose child he had helped to save. This
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minister of state—this high member of the elect, at

whose gift are places, peerages, gold sticks, and

ribbons—has nothing at his command for the bruised

spirit of the half-pay soldier. Before that poverty,

that grief, and that pride, the King''s Counsellor was

powerless. Only when Trevanion rose to depart,

something like a sense of the soothing intention which

the visit implied seemed to rouse the repose of the

old man, and to break the ice at its surface ; for he

followed Trevanion to the door, took both his hands,

pressed them, then turned away, and resumed his

seat. Trevanion beckoned to me, and I followed him

down stairs, and into a little parlour which was un-

occupied.

After some remarks upon Roland, full of deep and

considerate feeling, and one quick, hurried reference

to the son— to the effect that his guilty attempt

would never be known by the world—Trevanion then

addressed himself to me with a warmth and m-gency

that took me by surprise. " After what has passed,"

he exclaimed, " I cannot suffer you to leave England

thus. Let me not feel with you, as with your uncle,

that there is nothing by which I can repay—no, I

will not so put it— stay and serve your couutr}^ at

home : it is my prayer—it is Ellin or's. Out of all at

my disposal, it will go hard but what I shall find

something to suit you." And then, hurrying on.
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Trevanion spoke flatteringly of my pretensions, in

right of birth and capabilities, to honourable employ-

ment, and placed before me a picture of public life

—

its prizes and distinctions— which, for the moment

at least, made my heart beat loud and my breath

come quick. But still, even then, I felt (was it an

unreasonable pride?) that there was something that

jarred, something that humbled, in the thought of

holding all my fortunes as a dependency on the father

of the woman I loved, but might not aspire to;

—

something even of personal degradation in the mere

feeling that I was thus to be repaid for a service, and

recompensed for a loss. But these were not reasons

I could advance ; and, indeed, so for the time did

Trevanion's generosity and eloquence overpower me,

that I could only falter out my thanks, and my

promise that I would consider and let him know.

With that promise he was forced to content him-

self; he told me to direct to him at his favourite

country seat, whither he was going that day, and so

left me. I looked round the humble parlour of the

mean lodging-house, and Trevanion's words came

again before me like a flash of golden light. I stole

into the open air, and wandered through the crowded

streets, agitated and disturbed.



CHAPTER X.

Several days elapsed—and of each day my father

spent a considerable part at Vivian's lodgings. But

he maintained a reserve as to his success, begged me

not to question him, and to refrain also for the pre-

sent from visiting my cousin. My uncle guessed or

]aiew his brother's mission ; for I observed that,

whenever Austin went noiseless away, his eye bright-

ened, and the colour rose in a hectic flush to his

cheek. At last my father came to me one morning,

his carpet-bag in his hand, and said, " I am going

away for a week or two. Keep Eoland company till

I return."

" Going with him ?
"

" With him."

" That is a good sign."

" I hope so : that is all I can say now."

The week had not quite passed when I received

from my father the letter I am about to place before
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the reader, and you may judge how earnestly his

soul must have been in the task it had volunteered, if

you observe how little, comparatively speaking, the

letter contains of the subtleties and pedantries (may

the last word be pardoned, for it is scarcely a just one)

which ordinarily left my father a scholar even in the

midst of his emotions. He seemed here to have aban-

doned his books, to have put the human heart before

the eyes of his pupil, and said, " Read and un-leam !

"

To PiSISTRATUS CaXTON.

" My Dear Son,—It were needless to tell you all

the earlier difficulties I have had to encounter with

my charge, nor to repeat all the means which, acting

on your suggestion, (a correct one,) I have employed

to arouse feelings long dormant and confused, and

allay others, long prematurely active and terribly

distinct. The evil was simply this: here was the

intelligence of a man in all that is evil— and the

ignorance of an infant in all that is good. In matters

merely worldly, what wonderful acumen ! in the

plain principles of right and wrong, what gross and

stolid obtuseness ! At one time, I am straining all

my poor wit to grapple in an encounter on the

knottiest mysteries of social life; at another, I am
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guiding reluctant fingers over the horn-book of the

most obvious morals. Here hieroglyphics, and there

pot-hooks! But as long as there is affection in a

man, why, there is Nature to begin with ! To get

rid of all the rubbish laid upon her, clear back the

way to that Nature, and start afresh— that is one's

only chance.

*' Well, by degrees I won my way, waiting

patiently till the bosom, pleased with the relief, dis-

gorged itself of all ' its perilous stuff,'—not chiding

—

not even remonstrating, seeming almost to sym-

pathise, till I got him, Socratically, to disprove him-

self. When I saw that he no longer feared me

—

that my company had become a relief to him—
I proposed an excursion, and did not tell him

whither.

" Avoiding as much as possible the main north

road, (for I did not wish, as you may suppose, to set

fire to a train of associations that might blow us up

to the dog-star,) and, where that avoidance was not

possible, travelling by night, I got him into the neigh-

bourhood of the old Tower. I would not admit him

under its roof. But you know the little inn, three

miles off the trout stream?— we made our abode

there.

" Well, I have taken him into the village, presen'-

ing his incognito. I have entered with him into
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cottages, and turned the talk upon Roland. You

know how your uncle Is adored; you know what

anecdotes of his bold, warm-hearted youth once, and
\

now of his kind and charitable age, would spring up •

from the garrulous lips of gratitude! I made him

see with his own eyes, hear with his own ears, how

all who knew Roland loved and honoured him—
except his son. Then I took him round the ruins

—

(still not suffering him to enter the house,) for those

ruins are the key to Roland's character—seeing them,

one sees the pathos in his poor foible of family pride.

There, you distinguish it from the insolent boasts of

the prosperous, and feel that it is little more than the

pious reverence to the dead—' the tender culture of

the tomb.' We sat down on heaps of mouldering

stone, and it was there that I explained to him what-^

Roland was in youth, and what he had dreamed that

a son would be to him. I showed him the graves of

his ancestors, and explained to him why they were

sacred in Roland's eyes ! I had gained a great way,

when he longed to enter the home that should have

been his ; and I could make him pause of his own

accord, and say, ' No, I must first be worthy of it.'

Then you would have smiled—sly satirist that you

are—to have heard me impressing upon this acute,

sharp-witted youth, all that we plain folk understand

by the name of HOME—its perfect trust and truth, its
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simple holiness, Its exquisite happiness—being to the

world what conscience is to the human mind. And

after that, I brought in his sister, whom till then he

had scarcely named— for whom he scarcely seemed

to care—brought her in to aid the father, and endear

the home. ' And you know,' said I, ' that If Roland

y were to die, it would be a brother's duty to supply

-^-^ his place; to shield her innocence— to protect her

name ! A good name is something, then. Your

father was not so wrong to prize it. You would like

yours to be that which your sister would be proud to

own!'

" While we were talking, Blanche suddenly came

to the spot, and rushed to my arms. She looked on

him as a stranger; but I saw his knees tremble.

And then she was about to put her hand in his—but

^^ I drew her back. Was I cruel? He thought so.

j But when I dismissed her, I replied to his reproach,

I

' Your sister is a part of Home. If you think your-

/ self worthy of either, go and claim both ; I will not

object.'
—

' She has my mother's eyes,' said he, and

walked away. I left him to muse amidst the ruins,

while I went in to see your poor mother, and relieve

her fears about Roland, and make her understand

why I could not yet return home.

" This brief sight of his sister has sunk deep into

him. But I now approach what seems to me the
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great difficulty of the wliole. He is fully anxious to

redeem his name— to regain his home. So far so

well. But he cannot yet see • ambition, except with

hard, worldly eyes. He still fancies that all he has

to do is to get money and power, and some of those

empty prizes in the Great Lottery, which we often

win more easily by our sins than our virtues. (Here

follows a long passage from Seneca, omitted as super-

fluous.) He does not yet even understand me— or,

if he does, he fancies me a mere bookworm indeed,

when I imply that he might be poor, and obscure,

at the bottom of fortune's wheel, and yet be one we

should be proud of! He supposes that, to redeem

his name, he has only got to lacker it. Don't think

me merely the fond father, when I add my hope that

I shall use you to advantage here. I mean to talk

to him to-morrow, as we return to London, of you,

and of your ambition : you shall hear the result.

" At this moment, (it is past midnight,) I hear his

step in the room above me. The window-sash aloft

opens—for the third time ; would to Heaven he could

read the true astrology of the stars! There they

are—bright, luminous, benignant. And I seeking

to chain this wandering comet into the harmonies of

heaven! Better task than that of astrologers, and

astronomers to boot ! Who among them can * loosen

the band of Orion?'—but who amongst us may not
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be permitted by God to have sway over the action and

orbit of the human soul ?

" Your ever aflfectionate father,

A. C."

Two days after the receipt of this letter, came the

followmg ; and though I would fain suppress those

references to myself which mustbe ascribed to a father's

partiality, yet it is so needful to retain them in con-

nexion with Vivian, that I have no choice but to leave

the tender flatteries to the indulgence of the kind.

" My Dear Son,—I was not too sanguine as to the

effect that your simple story would produce upon

your cousin. Without implying any contrast to his

own conduct, I described that scene in which you

threw yourself upon our sympathy, in the struggle

between love and duty, and asked for our counsel and

support ; when Roland gave you his blunt advice to

tell all to Trevanion ; and when, amidst such soitow

as the heart in youth seems scarcely large enough to

hold, you caught at truth impulsively, and the truth

bore you safe from the shipwreck. I recounted your

silent and manly struggles—your resolution not to

suffer the egotism of passion to unfit you for the aims

and ends of that spiritual probation which we call

/ LIFE. I showed you as you were, still thoughtful for
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US, interested in our interests—smiling on us, that
'^

we might not guess that you wept in secret ! Oh, my

son—my son ! do not think that, in those times, I did

not feel and pray for you ! And while he was melted

by my own emotion, I turned from your love tQ

your ambition. I made him see that you, too, had!

known the restlessness which belongs to young ardent \

natures ; that you, too, had your dreams of fortune, and /
i

aspirations for success. But I painted that ambition .

in its true colours : it was not the desire of a selfish ^

intellect, to be in yourself a somebody—a something

—raised a step or two in the social ladder, for the

pleasure of looking down on those at the foot, but the

warmer yearning of a generous heart
5
your ambition

was to repair your father's losses—minister to your

father's very foible, in Ms idle desire of fame—supply

to your uncle what he had lost in his natural heir

—

link your success to useful objects, your interests to

those of your kind, your reward to the proud and

grateful smiles of those you loved. That was thine

ambition, my tender Anachronism ! And when, as

I closed the sketch, I said, ' Pardon me : you \xiQi\f^^

not what delight a father feels, when, while sending a

son away from him into the world, he can speak and

think thus of him! But this, you see, is not your

kind of ambition. Let us talk of making money, and

driving a coach-and-four through this villanous world,'

VOL. III. M
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—your cousin sank into a profound reverie, and when

he woke from it, it was like the waking of the earth

after a night in spring—the bare trees had put forth

buds!

/^ " And, some time after, he startled me by a prayer

\ that I would permit him, with his father's consent, to

/ accompany you to Australia. The only answer I have

I

given him as yet, has been in the form of a question

:

^ Ask yourself if I ought ? I cannot wish Pisistratus

to be other than he is ; and unless you agree with him

in all his principles and objects, ought I to incur the

risk that you should give him your knowledge of the

world, and inoculate him with your ambition ?
' He

was struck, and had the candour to attempt no rdply.

" Now, Pisistratus, the doubt I expressed to him is

the doubt I feel. For, indeed, it is only by home-

truths, not refining arguments, that I can deal with

this unscholastic Scythian, who, fresh from the Steppes,

comes to puzzle me in the Portico.

" On the one hand, what is to become of him in the

Old World? At his age, and with his energies, it

would be impossible to cage him with us in the Cum-

berland ruins ; weariness and discontent would undo

all we could do. He has no resource in books—and, I

fear, never will have I But to send him forth into one

of the overcrowded professions—to place him amidst

all those ' disparities of social life, ' on the rough stones
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of which he is perpetually grinding his heart—turn

him adrift amongst all the temptations to which he is

most prone—this is a trial which, I fear, will be too

sharp for a conversion so incomplete. In the New

World, no doubt, his energies would find a safer field
;

and even the adventurous and desultory habits of his

childhood might there be put to healthful account.

Those complaints of the disparities of the civilised

world, find, I suspect, an easier if a bluffer reply from

the political economist than the Stoic philosopher.

' You don't like them, you find it hard to submit to

them, ' says the political economist ;
' but they are the

laws of a civilised state, and you can't alter them.

Wiser men than you have tried to alter them, and

never succeeded, though they turned the earth topsy-

turvy ! Very well ; but the world is wide—go into

a state that is not so civilised. The disparities of the

Old World vanish amidst the New ! Emigration is

the reply of nature to the rebellious cry against Art.

'

Thus would say the political economist ; and, alas,

even in your case, my son, I found no reply to the

reasonings ! I acknowledge, then, that Australia

might open the best safety-valve to your cousin's dis-

content and desires ; but I acknowledge also a counter-

truth, which is this— ' It is not permitted to an honest

man to corrupt himself for the sake of others. ' That

is almost the only maxim of Jean Jacques, to which I
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can cheerfully subscribe ! Do you feel quite strong

enough to resist all the influences which a companion-

ship of this kind may subject you to—strong enough

tftbear hisburthen as well as your own—strong enough,

also,—ay, and alert and vigilant enough—to prevent

those influences harming the others, whom you have

undertaken to guide, andwhose lots are confided to you ?

Pause well, and consider maturely, for this must not

depend upon a generous impulse. I think tliat your

(Sonsin would now pass under your charge with a

sincere desire for reform ; but between sincere desire

and steadfast performance there is a long and dreary

interval—even to the best of us. Were it not for

Roland, and had I one grain less confidence in you, I

could not entertain the thought of laying on your

young shoulders so great a responsibility. But every

new responsibility to an earnest nature is a new prop

to virtue ;—and all I now ask of you is—to remember

that it « a solemn and serious charge, not to be under-

taken without the most deliberate gauge and measure

of the strength with which it is to be borne.

" In two days we shall be in London.—Yours, my
Anachronism, anxiously and fondly,

A. C."

I was in my own room while I read this letter, and

I had just finished it when, as I looked up, I saw
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Roland standing opposite to me. " It is from Austin,"

said he ; then he paused a moment, and added in a

tone that seemed quite humble, " May I see it ?—and

dare I?" I placed the letter in his hands, and re-

tired a few paces, that he might not think I watched

his countenance while he read it. And I was only

aware that he had come to the end by a heavy, anxious,

but not disappointed sigh. Then I turned, and our

eyes met, and there was something in Roland's look,

inquiring—and, as it were, imploring. I interpreted it

at once.

"Oh, yes, uncle," I said, smiling; "I have re- \

fleeted, and I have no fear of the result. Before

my father wrote, what he now suggests had become

my secret wish. As for our other companions, their

simple natures would defy all such sophistries as—but

he is already half cured of those. Let him come with

me, and when he returns he shall be worthy of a place

in your heart, beside his sister Blanche. I feel, I

promise it—do not fear for me ! Such a change will

be a talisman to myself. I will shun every error that

I might otherwise commit, so that he may have no

example to entice him to err.

"

I know that in youth, and the superstition of first

love, we are credulously inclined to believe that love,

and the possession of the beloved, are the only happi-

ness. But when my uncle folded me in his arms, and
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called me the hope of his age, and stay of his house

—

the music of my father's praise still ringing on my

heart—I do affirm that I knew a greater and a prouder

bliss than if Trevanion had placed Fanny's hand in

mine, and said, " She is yours."

And now the die was cast—the decision made. It

was with no regret that I wrote to Trevanion to de-

/y cline his offers. Nor was the sacrifice so great—even

putting aside the natural pride which had before in-

clined to it— as it may seem to some; for, restless

though I was, I had laboured to constrain myself to

other views of life than those which close the vistas of

ambition with images of the terrestrial deities—Power

and Rank. Had I not been behind the scenes, noted

all of joy and of peace that the pursuit of power had

cost Trevanion, and seen how little of happiness rank

gave even to one of the polished habits and graceful

attributes of Lord Castleton ? Yet each nature seemed

fitted so well—the first for power, the last for rank

!

It is marvellous with what liberality Providence atones

for the partial dispensations of Fortune. Indepen-

dence, or the vigorous pursuit of it ; affection, with its

hopes and its rewards; a life only rendered by art

more susceptible to nature—in which the physical en-

joyments are pure and healthful—in which the moral

faculties expand harmoniously with the intellectual

—

and the heart is at peace with the mind : is this a mean
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lot for ambition to desire—and is it so far out of

human reach ? " Know thyself," said the old philo-

sophy. " Improve thyself," saith the new. The

great object of the Sojourner in Time is not to waste

all his passions and gifts on the things external that

he must leave behind—that which he cultivates within

is all that he can carry into the Eternal Progress.

We are here but as schoolboys, whose life begins where

school ends ; and the battles we fought with our rivals,

and the toys that we shared with our playmates, and

the names that we carved, high or low, on the wall,

above our desks—will they so much bestead us here-

after? As new fates crowd upon us, can they more

than pass through the memory with a smile or a sigh?

Look back to thy school days, and answer.



CHAPTER XL

Two weeks, since the date of the preceding chap-

ter, have passed ; we have slept our last, for long

years to come, on the English soil. It is night ; and

Vivian has been admitted to an interview with his

father. They have been together alone an hour and

more, and I and my father will not disturb them.

/ But the clock strikes—the hour is late—the ship sails

I
to-night—we should be on board. And as we two

stand below, the door opens in the room above, and a

heavy step descends the stairs ; the father is leaning

on the son's arm. You should see how timidly the

son guides the halting step. And now as the light

gleams on their faces, there are tears on Vivian's cheek

;

but the face of Roland seems calm and happy.

Happy ! when about to be separated, perhaps for ever,

^from his son ? Yes, happy, because he has found a

Bon for the first time ; and is not thinking of years

and absence, and the chance of death—but thankfal
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for the Divine mercy, and cherishing celestial hope.

If ye wonder why Roland Is happy In such an hour,

how vainly have I sought to make him breathe, and

live, and move before you

!

We are on board ; our luggage all went first. I

had had time, with the help of a carpenter, to knock

up cabins for Vivian, Guy Bolding, and myself In the

hold. For, thinking we could not too soon lay aside

the pretensions of Europe—" (fe-fine-gentlemanlse"

ourselves, as Trevanlon recommended—we had en-

gaged steerage passage, to the great humouring of our

finances. We had, too, the luxury to be by ourselves,

and our own Cumberland folks were round us, as our

friends and servants both.

We are on board, and have looked our last on those

we are to leave, and we stand on deck leaning on each

other. We are on board, and the lights, near and far,

shine from the vast city ; and the stars are on high,

bright and clear, as for the first mariners of old.

Strange noises, rough voices, and crackling cords, and

here and there the sobs of women, mingling with the

oaths of men. Now the swing and heave of the vessel

—the dreary sense of exile that comes when the ship

fairly moves over the waters. And still we stood, and

looked, and listened ; silent, and leaning on each

other.
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Night deepened, the citj vanished—not a gleam

from its myriad lights ! The river widened and

widened. How cold comes the wind !—is that a gale

from the sea ? The stars grow faint—the moon has

sunk. And now, how desolate look the waters in the

comfortless gray of dawn ! Then we shivered and

looked at each other, and muttered something that

was not the thought deepest at our hearts, and crept

into our berths—feeling sure it was not for sleep.

And sleep came on us soft and kind. The ocean

lulled the exiles as on a mother's breast.



PAET SEVENTEENTH,





PART SEVENTEENTH.

CHAPTER I.

The stage-scene has dropped. Settle yourselves,

my good audience; chat each with his neighbour.

Dear madam in the boxes, take up your opera-glass

and look about you. Treat Tom and pretty Sal to

some of those fine oranges, O thou happy-looking

mother in the two-shilling gallery I Yes, brave 'pren-

tice boys, in the tier above, the cat-call by all means

!

And you, " most potent, grave, and reverend seig-

neurs," in the front row of the pit—practised critics

and steady old play-goers—who shake your heads at

new actors and play-wrights, and, true to the creed of

your youth, (for the which all honour to you
!
) firmly

believe that we are shorter by the head than those

giants our grandfathers—laugh or scold as you will,
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while the drop-scene still shuts out the stage. It is

just that you should all amuse yourselves in your own

way, O spectators ! for the interval is long. All the

actors have to change their dresses ; all the scene-

shifters are at work, sliding the " sides" of a new

world into their grooves ; and, in high disdain of all

unity of time as of place, you will see in the playbills

that there is a great demand on your belief. You

are called upon to suppose that we are older by five

years than when you last saw us " fret our hour upon

the stage."" Five years ! the author tells us especially

to humour the belief by letting the drop-scene linger

longer than usual between the lamps and the stage.

Play up ! ye fiddles and kettle-drums ! the time

is elapsed. Stop that cat-call, young gentleman !

—

heads down in the pit there I Now the flourish is

over—the scene draws up :—look before.

A bright, clear, transparent atmosphere—bright as

that of the East, but vigorous and bracing as the air

of the North ; a broad and fair river, rolling through

wide grassy plains
;
yonder, far in the distance, stretch

away vast forests of evergreen, and gentle slopes

break the line of the cloudless horizon ; see the pas-

tures, Arcadian with sheep in hundreds and thousands

—Thyrsis and Menalcas would have had hard labour

to count them, and small time, I fear, for singing

songs about Daphne. But, alas ! Daphnes are rare

:
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no nymphs with garlands and crooks trip over those

pastures.

Turn your eyes to the right, nearer the river
;
just

parted by a low fence from the thirty acres or so that

are farmed for amusement or convenience, not for

profit— that comes from the sheep,— you catch a

glimpse of a garden. Look not so scornfully at the

primitive horticulture—such gardens are rare in the

Bush. I doubt if the stately King of the Peak ever

more rejoiced in the famous conservatory, through

which you may drive in your carriage, than do the

sons of the Bush in the herbs and blossoms which

taste and breathe of the old fatherland. Go on, and

behold the palace of the patriarchs—it is of wood, I

grant you, but the house we build with our own hands

is always a palace. Did you ever build one when you

were a boy ? And the lords of that palace are lords

of the land, almost as far as you can see, and of those

numberless flocks ; and, better still, of a health which

an antediluvian might have envied, and of nerves so

seasoned with horse-breaking, cattle-driving, fighting

with wild blacks—chases from them and after them,

for life and for death—that if any passion vex the

breast of those kings of the Bushland, fear at least is

erased from the list.

See, here and there through the landscape, rude

huts like the masters'—wild sprits and fierce dwell

V,.
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within. But thej are tamed into order by plenty and

hope ; by the hand open but firm, by the eye keen

but just.

Now, out from those woods, over those green roll-

ing plains, harum-scarum, helter-skelter, long hair

flying wild, and all bearded as a Turk or a pard,

comes a rider you recognise. The rider dismounts,

and another old acquaintance turns from a shepherd,

with whom he has been conversing on matters that

never plagued Thyrsis and Menalcas, whose sheep

seem to have been innocent of foot-rot and scab, and

accosts the horseman.

PisiSTRATUS.—" My dear Guy, where on earth

have you been?"

Guy, {jproducing a hook from his pocket with great

triumph.)—There ! Dr Johnson's Lives of the Poets.

I could not get the squatter to let me have Kenil-

worih^ though I offered him three sheep for it.

Dull old fellow, that Dr Johnson, I suspect ; so

much the better, the book will last all the longer.

And here's a Sydney paper too, only two months

old !
(
Guy takes a short pipe or dodeen from his

fiatj in the band of which it had been stuck^ fills and

lights it.)

PisiSTRATUS.—You must have ridden thirty miles

at the least. To think of your turning book-hunter,

Guy I
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Guy Bolding, {pMlosopMcally.)—Aj, one don't

know the worth of a thing till one has lost it. No

sneers at me, old fellow
;
you, too, declared that you

were bothered out of your life by those books, till you

found how long the evenings were without them.

Then, the first new book we got—an old volume of

the Spectator !—such fun !

PisiSTRATUS.—Very true. The brown cow has

calved in your absence. Do you know, Guy, I think

we shall have no scab in the fold this year. If so,

there will be a rare sum to lay by ! Things look up

with us now, Guy.

Guy Bolding.—Yes ; very different from the first

two years. You drew a long face then. How wise

you were, to insist on our learning experience at

another man's station before we hazarded our own

capital ! But, by Jove ! those sheep, at first, were

enough to plague a man out of his wits. What with

the wild dogs, just as the sheep had been washed and

ready to shear ; then that cursed scabby sheep of Joe

Timmes's, that we caught rubbing his sides so com-

placently against our unsuspecting poor ewes. I

wonder we did not run away. But " Patientia Jit,''^

—what is that line in Horace? Never mind now.

" It is a long lane that has no turning" does just as

well as anything in Horace, and Virgil to boot. I

say, has not Vivian been here ?
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PisiSTRATUS.—No ; but he will be sure to come

to-day.

Guy Bolding.—He has much the best berth of it.

Horse-breeding and cattle-feeding
;

galloping after

those wild devils ; lost in a forest of horns ; beasts

lowing, scampering, goring, tearing off like mad buffa-

loes ; horses galloping up hill, down hill, over rocks,

stones, and timber ; whips cracking, men shouting

—

your neck all but broken ; a great bull making at you

full rush. Such fun ! Sheep are dull things to look

at after a bull-hunt and a cattle-feast.

PisiSTKATUS.—Every man to his taste in the Bush.

One may make one's money more easily and safely,

with more adventure and sport, in the bucolic depart-

ment. But one makes larger profit and quicker for-

tune, with good luck and good care, in the pastoral

—

and our object, I take it, is to get back to England as

soon as we can.

Guy Bolding.—Humph ! I should be content to

y live and die in the Bush—nothing like it, if women

\ were not so scarce. To think of the redundant spin-

/ ster population at home, and not a spinster here to be

I

seen within thirty miles, save Bet Goggins, indeed

—

and she has only one eye ! But to return to Vivian

—why should it be our object, more than his, to get

back to England as soon as we can ?

PisiSTRATUS.—Not more, certainly. But you saw
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that an excitement more stirring than that we find in

the sheep had become necessary to him. You know-

he was growing dull and dejected ; the cattle station

was to be sold a bargain. And then the Durham

bulls, and the Yorkshire horses, which Mr Trevanion

sent you and me out as presents were so tempting, I

thought we might fairly add one speculation to

another; and since one of us must superintend the

bucolics, and two of us were required for the pastorals,

I think Vivian was the best of us three to intrust with

the first ; and, certainly, it has succeeded as yet.

Guy.—Why, yes, Vivian is quite in his element

—

always in action, and always in command. Let him

be first in everything, and there is not a finer fellow,

nor a better tempered—present company excepted.

Hark ! the dogs, the crack of the whip ; there he is.

And now, I suppose, we may go to dinner.

Enter ViViAN.

His frame has grown more athletic; his eye, more

steadfast and less restless, looks you full in the face.

His smile is more open ; but there is a melancholy in

his expression, almost approaching to gloom. His

dress is the same as that of Pisistratus and Guy

—

white vest and trousers ; loose neckcloth, rather gay

in colour ; broad cabbage-leaf hat ; his mustache and

beard are trimmed with more care than ours. He

has a large whip in his hand, and a gun slung across
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his shoulders. Greetings are exchanged ; mutual

inquiries as to cattle and sheep, and the last horses

despatched to the Indian market. Guy shows the

Lives of the Poets ; Vivian asks if it is possible to get

the Life of Clive^ or Napoleon^ or a copy of Plutarch.

Guy shakes his head—says, if a Robinson Crusoe will

do as well, he has seen one in a very tattered state,

but in too great request to be had a bargain.

The party turn into the hut. Miserable animals

/^re bachelors in all countries 5 but most miserable in

' Bushland. A man does not know what a helpmate

of the soft sex is in the Old World, where women

seem a matter of course. But in the Bush, a wife is

literally bone of your bone, flesh of your flesh—your

better half, your ministering angel, your Eve of the

Eden—in short, all that poets have sung, or young

orators say at public dinners, when called upon to

give the toast of " The Ladies." Alas ! we are three

bachelors, but we are better off than bachelors often

are in the Bush. For the wife of the shepherd I

took from Cumberland does me and Bolding the

honour to live in our hut, and make things tidy and

comfortable. She has had a couple of children since

we have been in the Bush ; a wing has been added to

ithe
hut for that increase of family. The children, I

daresay, one might have thought a sad nuisance in

I
England 5 but I declare that, surrounded as one is by
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great bearded men, from sunrise to sunset, there is

something humanising, musical, and Christianlike, in

the very squall of the baby. There it goes—bless

it 1 As for my other companions from Cumberland,

Miles Square, the most aspiring of all, has long left

me, and is superintendent to a great sheepowner some

two hundred miles off. The Will-o'-the-Wisp is

consigned to the cattle station, where he is Vivian's

head man, finding time now and then to indulge his

old poaching propensities at the expense of parrots,

black cockatoos, pigeons, and kangaroos. The shep-

herd remains with us, and does not seem, honest

fellow, to care to better himself; he has a feeling of

clanship, which keeps down the ambition common in

Australia. And his wife—such a treasure ! I assure

you, the sight of her smooth, smiling woman's face,

when we return home at nightfall, and the very flow

of her gown, as she turns the " dampers"* in the

ashes, and fills the teapot, have in them something

holy and angelical. How lucky our Cumberland

swain is not jealous ! Not that there is any cause,

enviable dog though he be ; but where Desdemonas

are so scarce, if you could but guess how green-eyed

their Othellos generally are ! Excellent husbands, it

is true—none better ; but you had better think twice

before you attempt to play the Cassio in Bushland

!

* A damper is a cake of flour baked without yeast, in the ashes.

\

r
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There, however, slie is, dear creature !— rattling

among knives and forks, smoothing the tablecloth,

setting on the salt-beef, and that rare luxury of

pickles, (the last pot in our store,) and the produce

of our garden and poultry-yard, which few Bushmen

can boast of—and the dampers, and a pot of tea to

each banqueter ; no wine, beer, nor spirits,—those are

only for shearing-time. We have just said grace, (a

fashion retained from the holy mother - country,)

when, bless my soul ! what a clatter without, what a

tramping of feet, what a barking of dogs ! Some

guests have arrived. They are always welcome in

Bushland ! Perhaps a cattle-buyer in search of

Vivian
;
perhaps that cursed squatter, whose sheep

are always migrating to ours. Never mind, a hearty

welcome to all—friend or foe. The door opens ; one,

two, three strangers. More plates and knives ; draw

your stools; just in time. First eat, then— what

news?

Just as the strangers sit down, a voice is heard at

the door

—

" You will take particular care of this horse, young

man : walk him about a little ; wash his back with

salt and water. Just unbuckle the saddle-bags

;

give them to me. Oh ! safe enough, I daresay—^but

papers of consequence. The prosperity of the colony

depends on these papers. What would become of
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you all If any accident happened to them, I shudder

to think."

And here, attired in a twill shooting-jacket, bud-

ding with gilt buttons, impressed with a well-remem-

bered device ; a cabbage-leaf hat shading a face rarely

seen in the bush—a face smooth as razor could make

it : neat, trim, respectable-looking as ever—his arm

full of saddle-bags, and his nostrils gently distended,

inhaling the steam of the banquet, walks in—Uncle

Jack. ^y

PiSiSTRATUS {leaping up.)—Is it possible ? You in

Australia—you in the Bush !

Uncle Jack, not recognising Pisistratus in the tall,

bearded man who is making a plunge at him, recedes

in alarm, exclaiming—" Who are you?—never saw

you before, sir ! I suppose you'll say next that / owe

you something I
"

Pisistratus.—Uncle Jack

!

Uncle Jack, {dropping his saddle-bags.)—Nephew

!

—Heaven be praised I Come to my arms !

They embrace ; mutual introductions to the com-

pany—Mr Vivian, Mr Bolding, on the one side

—

Major MacBlarney, Mr BuUion, Mr Emanuel Speck,

on the other. Major MacBlamey is a fine portly

man, with a slight Dublin brogue, who squeezes your

hand as he would a sponge. Mr Bullion—reserved

and haughty—wears green spectacles, and gives you



200 THE CAXTONS

:

a forefinger. Mr Emanuel Speck—unusually smart

for the Bush, with a blue satin stock, and one of those

blouses common in Germany, with elaborate hems,

and pockets enough for Briareus to have put all his

hands into at once—is thin, civil, and stoops—bows,

smiles, and sits down to dinner again, with the air of

a man accustomed to attend to the main chance.

Uncle Jack, {his mouth full of heef)— Famous

beef!—breed it yourself, eh? Slow work that cattle-

feeding !

—

[Empties the rest of the pickle-Jar into his

plate.) Must learn to go ahead in the new world

—

railway times these ! We can put him up to a thing

or two—eh, Bullion ?
(
Whispering me) — Great

capitalist that Bullion ! LOOK AT him !

Mr Bullion, (gravely.)—A thing or two ! If he

has capital—you have said it, Mr Tibbets. {Looks

roundfor the pickles—the green spectacles remain fixed

upon Uncle Jack's plate.)

Uncle Jack.—All that this colony wants is a few

men like us, with capital and spirit. Instead of

paying paupers to emigrate, they should pay rich

men to come—eh. Speck ?

While Uncle Jack turns to Mr Speck, Mr Bullion

fixes his fork in a pickled onion in Jack's plate, and

transfers it to his own—observing, not as incidentally

to the onion, but to truth in general—" A man,

gentlemen, in this country, has only to keep his eyes
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on the look-out, and seize on the first advantage !—

-

resources are Incalculable !

"

Uncle Jack, returning to the plate and missing the

onion, forestalls Mr Speck in seizing the last potato

—observing also, and in the same philosophical and

generalising spirit as Mr Bullion—" The great thing

in this country is to be always beforehand : discovery

and invention, promptitude and decision !— that's

your go. 'Pon my life, one picks up sad vulgar

sayings among the natives here !—
' that's your go

!

'

shocking ! What would your poor father say ? How

is he—good Austin ? Well—that's right : and my

dear sister ? Ah, that damnable Peck !—still harping

on the Anti- Capitalist, eh ? But I'll make it up to

you all now. Gentlemen, charge your glasses—

a

bumper-toast.

Mr Speck, [in an affected tone.)—I respond to the

sentiment in a flowing cup. Glasses are not forth'

coming.

Uncle Jack.—A bumper-toast to the health of

the future millionnaire, whom I present to you in my

nephew and sole heir— Pisistratus Caxton, Esq.

Yes, gentlemen, I here publicly announce to you that

this gentleman will be the inheritor of all my wealth

—freehold, leasehold, agricultural, and mineral; and

when I am in the cold grave

—

{takes out his pocket-

handkerchief)— and nothing remains of poor John
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Tibbets, look upon that gentlemaiij and say, " John

Tibbets lives again
!"

Mr Speck, {chxmntingly.)—
" Let the bumper-toast go round."

Guy Bolding.—Hip, hip, hurrah !—three times

three ! What fun

!

Order is restored ; dinner-things are cleared ; each

gentleman lights his pipe.

Vivian.—What news from England ?

Me Bullion.—As to the funds, sir ?

Mr Speck.—I suppose you mean, rather, as to the

railways : great fortunes will be made there, sir ; but

still I think that our speculations here will

—

Vivian.—I beg pardon for interrupting you, sir
;

but I thought, in the last papers, that there seemed

something hostile in the temper of the French. No

chance of a war ?

Major MacBlarney.—Is it the wars you'd be

after, young giutleman ? K me interest at the Horse

Guards can avail you, bedad ! you'd make a proud

man of Major MacBlarney.

Mr Bullion, {authoritatively.)—No, sir, we won't

. have a war : the capitalists of Europe and Australia

/won't have it. The Rothschilds, and a few others

that shall be nameless, have only got to do this^ sir

—

{Mr Bullion buttons up his pockets)—and we'll do it
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too ; and then what becomes of your war, sir ? [Mr

Bullion snaps Ms pipe in the vehemence with which he

brings his hand on the tahle^ turns round the green

spectacles^ and takes up Mr SpecVs pipe^ which that

gentleman had laid aside in an unguarded moment.)

Vivian.—But the campaign in India?

Major MacBlarney.—Oh !—and if its the Ingees

you'd

—

Bullion, [refilling Speckspipefrom Guy Bolding''s

exclusive tobacco-pouch.^ and interrupting the Major.)—
India—that's another matter : I don't object to that!

War there—rather good for the money market than

otherwise !

Vivian.—What news there, then ?

Bullion.—Don't know—haven't got India stock.

Mr Speck.—Nor I either. The day for India is

over : this is our India now. [Misses his tobacco-pipe;

sees it in Bullions mouth and stares aghast

!

—N.B.—
Tlie pipe is not a clay dodeen, but a small meerschaum

—irreplaceable in Bushland.)

PisiSTRATUS.—Well, uncle, but I am at a loss to

understand what new scheme you have in hand.

Something benevolent, I am sure—something for your

fellow-creatures—for philanthropy and mankind?

Mr Bullion, [starting.)—Why, young man, are

you as green as all that ?

PisiSTRATUS.—I, sir—no—Heaven forbid ! But
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my

—

[Uncle Jack holds up his forefinger inijyloringly^

and spills his tea over the pantaloons of his nephew !)

Pisistratus, wroth at the effect of the tea, and there-

fore obdurate to the sign of the forefinger, continues

rapidly, " But my uncle is

!

—some grand national-

imperial-colonial-antl-monopoly"

—

Uncle Jack.—Pooh ! pooh ! What a droll boy

it is!

Mk Bullion, [solemnly.)—With these notions,

which not even In jest should be fathered on my

respectable and intelligent friend here

—

[Uncle Jack

hoics)—I am afraid you will never get on in the world,

Mr Caxton. I don't think our speculations will suit

you ! It is growing late, gentlemen : we must push

on.

Uncle Jack, [jumping up.)—And I have so much

to say to the dear boy. Excuse us : you know the

feelings of an uncle !
(
Takes my arm^ and leads me

out of the hut.)

Uncle Jack, [as soon as we are in the air.)—You'll

ruin us—you, me, and your father and mother. Yes

!

What do you think I work and slave myself for but

for you and yours ?—Ruin us all, I say, if you talk in

y that way before Bullion ! His heart is as hard as the

Bank of England's— and quite right he is, too. Fel-

low-creatures !—stuff ! 1 have renounced that delusion

—the generous follies of my youth ! 1 begin at last to
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live for myself—that Is, for self and relatives ! I shall^-

succeed this time, you'll see !

PlSlSTRATUS.—Indeed, uncle, I hope so sincerely

;

and, to do you justice, there is always something very

clever in your ideas—only they don't

—

Uncle Jack, {interrupting me with a groan.)—The

fortunes that other men have gained by my ideas !

—

shocking to think of! What !—and shall I be re-

proached if I live no longer for such a set of thieving,

greedy, ungrateful knaves ? No—no ! Number One

shall be my maxim
; and I'll make you a Croesus, my

boy—I will.

Pisistratus, after grateful acknowledgments for all

prospective benefits, inquires how long Jack has been

in Australia ; what brought him into the colony ; and

what are his present views. Learns, to his astonish-

ment, that Uncle Jack has been four years in the

colony ; that he sailed the year after Pisistratus

—

induced, he says, by that illustrious example, and by

some mysterious agency or commission, which he will

not explain, emanating either from the Colonial Office,

or an Emigration Company. Uncle Jack has been

thriving wonderfully since he abandoned his fellow-

creatures. His first speculation, on arriving at the

colony, was in buying some houses in Sydney, which

(by those fluctuations in prices common to the extremes

of the colonial mind—which is one while skipping up
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the rainbow with Hope, and at another plunging into

Acherontian abysses with Despair) he bought exces-

sively cheap, and sold excessively dear. But his grand

experiment has been in connexion with the infant

settlement of Adelaide, of which he considers himself

one of the first founders ; and as, in the rush of emi-

gration which poured to that favoured establishment

in the earlier years of its existence,—rolling on its tide

all manner of credulous and inexperienced adventurers,

—^vast sums were lost, so, of those sums, certain frag-

ments and pickings were easily griped and gathered

up by a man of Uncle Jack's readiness and dexterity.

Uncle Jack had contrived to procure excellent letters

of introduction to the colonial grandees : he got into

close connexion with some of the principal parties

seeking to establish a monopoly of land, (which has

since been in great measure effected, by raising the

price, and excluding the small fry of petty capitalists;)

and effectually imposed on them, as a man with a

vast knowledge of public business—in the confidence

of great men at home—considerable influence with the

English press, &c., &c. And no discredit to their

discernment ; for Jack, when he pleased, had a way

with him that was almost irresistible. In this manner

he contrived to associate himself and his earnings

with men really of large capital, and long practical

experience in the best mode by which that capital
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might be employed. He was thus admitted into a

partnership (so far as his means went) with Mr

Bullion, who was one of the largest sheepowners and

landholders in the colony, though, having many other

nests to feather, that gentleman resided in state at

Sydney, and left his runs and stations to the care

of overseers and superintendents. But land-jobbing

was Jack's special delight ; and an ingenious German

having lately declared that the neighbourhood of

Adelaide betrayed the existence of those mineral

treasures which have since been brought to day, Mr

Tibbets had persuaded Bullion and the other gentle-

men now accompanying him, to undertake the land

journey from Sydney to Adelaide, privily and quietly

to ascertain the truth of the German's report, which

was at present very little believed. If the ground

failed of mines. Uncle Jack's account convinced his

associates that mines quite as profitable might be

found In the pockets of the raw adventurers, who

were ready to buy one year at the dearest market,

and driven to sell the next at the cheapest.

" But," concluded Uncle Jack, with a sly look, and

giving me a poke In the ribs, " I've had to do with

mines before now, and know what they are. I'll let

nobody but you Into my pet scheme : you shall go

shares, If you like. The scheme is as plain as a

problem in Euclid,—If the German Is right, and
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there are mines, why, the mines will be worked.

Then miners must be employed; but miners must

eat, drink, and spend their money. The thing is to

get that money. Do you take ?"

PisiSTRATUS.—Not at all

!

Uncle Jack, {majestically.)—A Great Grog and

Store Depot! The miners want grog and stores,

come to your depdt
;
you take their money

;
Q.E.D !

Shares—eh, you dog ? Cribs, as we said at school.

Put in a paltry tliousand or two, and you shall go

halves.

PisiSTRATUS, {vehemently.)—Not for all the mines

of Potosi.

Uncle Jack, {<good-hum.ouredly.)—Well, it shan't

be the worse for you. I shan't alter my will, in spite

of your want of confidence. Your young friend,

—

that Mr Vivian, I think you call him— intelligent

looking fellow, sharper than the other, I guess,

—

would he like a share ?

PisiSTRATUS. — In the grog depdt ? You had

better ask him

!

Uncle Jack.—What ! you pretend to be aristo-

cratic in the Bush ! Too good. Ha, ha—they're

calling to me—we must be off.

PisiSTRATUS.—I will ride with you a few miles.

^Vhat say you, Vivian ? and you Guy ?

—

As the whole party now joined us.



A FAMILY PICTURE. 209

Guy prefers basking In the sun, and reading the

Lives of the Poets. Vivian assents ; we accompany the Z'^'

party till sunset. Major MacBlamey prodigalises

his offers of service in every conceivable department

of life, and winds up with an assurance that, if we

want anything in those departments connected with

engineering—such as mining, mapping, surveying,

&c.—he will serve us, bedad, for nothing, or next to

it. We suspect Major MacBlamey to be a civil

engineer, suffering under the innocent hallucination

that he has been in the army.

Mr Speck lets out to me, in a confidential whisper,

that Mr Bullion is monstrous rich, and has made his

fortune from small beginnings, by never letting a

good thing go. I think of Uncle Jack's pickled

onion, and Mr Speck's meerschaum, and perceive,

with respectful admiration, that Mr Bullion acts

uniformly on one grand system. Ten minutes

afterwards, Mr Bullion observes in a tone equally

confidential, that Mr Speck, though so smiling and

civil, is as sharp as a needle ; and that if I want any

shares in the new speculation, or indeed in any other,

I had better come at once to Bullion, who would not

deceive me for my weight in gold. " Not," added

Bullion, " that I have anything to say against Speck.

He is well enough to do in the world— a warm man,

sir ; and when a man is really warm, I am the last

VOL. III. o
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person to think of his little faults, and turn on him

the cold shoulder."

" Adieu !"" said Uncle Jack, pulling out once more

his pocket-handkerchief; "my love to all at home."

And sinking his voice into a whisper, " If ever you

think better of the grog and store depot, nephew,

you'll find an uncle's heart in this bosom !"



CHAPTER II.

It was night as Vivian and myself rode slowly

home. Night in Australia ! How impossible to

describe its beauty ! Heaven seems, in that new

world, so much nearer to earth ! Every star stands

out so bright and particular, as if fresh from the time

when the Maker willed it. And the moon like a

large silvery sun ;— the least object on which it

shines so distinct and so still. * Now and then a

sound breaks the silence, but a sound so much in

harmony with the solitude that it only deepens its

charms. Hark ! the low cry of a night-bird, from

yonder glen amidst the small gray gleaming rocks.

Hark ! as night deepens, the bark of the distant

watch-dog, or the low strange howl of his more

* " I have frequently," says Mr Wilkinson, in his invaluable work

upon South Australia, at once so graphic and so practical, " been

out on a journey in such a night, and whilst allowing the horse his

own time to walk along the road, have solaced myself by reading in

the still moonlight."

X
/'
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savage species, from which he defends the fold.

Hark ! the echo catches the sound, and flings it

sportively from hill to hill— farther, and farther, and

farther down, till all again is hushed, and the flowers

hang noiseless over your head, as you ride through

a grove of the giant gum-trees. Now the air is

literally charged with the odours, and the sense of

fragrance grows almost painful in its pleasure. You

quicken your pace, and escape again into the open

plains and the full moonlight, and through the

slender tea-trees catch the gleam of the river, and in

the exquisite fineness of the atmosphere hear the

soothing sound of its murmur.

PisiSTRATUS. — And this land has become the

heritage of our people ! Methinks I see, as I gaze

around,' the scheme of the All-beneficent Father

disentangling itself clear through the troubled his-

tory of mankind. How mysteriously, while Europe

rears its populations, and fulfils its civilising mission,

these realms have been concealed from its eyes

—

divulged to us just as civilisation needs the solution

to its problems ; a vent for feverish energies, baflled

in the crowd ; offering bread to the famished, hope to

the desperate ; in very truth enabling the " New

World to redress the balance of the Old." Here,

what a Latium for the wandering spirits,

" On various seas by variovis tempests toss'd."
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Here, the actual ^neid passes before our eyes.

From the huts of the exiles scattered over this

hardier Italy, who cannot see in the future,

"A race from whence new Alban sires shall come,

And the long glories of a future Rome "1

Vivian, {mournfully.)—Is it from the outcasts of

the workhouse, the prison, and the transport-ship,

that a second Rome is to arise ?

PisiSTRATUS.—There is something in this new soil

—in the labour it calls forth, in the hope it inspires,

in the sense of property, which I take to be the core

of social morals—that expedites the work of redemp-

tion with marvellous rapidity. Take them altogether,

whatever their origin, or whatever brought them

hither, they are a fine, manly, frank-hearted race,

these colonists now !—rude, not mean, especially in

the Bush—and, I suspect, will ultimately become as

gallant and honest a population as that now springing

up in South Australia, from which convicts are

excluded—and happily excluded—for the distinction

will sharpen emulation. As to the rest, and in

direct answer to your question, I fancy even the

emancipist part of our population every whit as

respectable as the mongrel robbers under Romulus.

Vivian.—But were they not soldiers?— I mean

the first Romans ?
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PiSlSTRATUS.—My dear cousin, we are in advance

of those grim outcasts, if we can get lands, houses,

and wives, (though the last is difficult, and it is well

that we have no white Sabines in the neighbour-

hood,) without that same soldiering which was the

necessity of their existence.

Vivian, [after a pause.)— I have written to my

father, and to yours more fully—stating in the one

letter my wish, in the other trying to explain the

feelings from which it springs.

PisiSTRATUS.—Are the letters gone ?

Vivian.—Yes.

PisiSTRATUS.—And you would not show them

to me

!

Vivian.— Do not speak so reproachfully. I

promised your father to pour out my whole heart to

him, whenever it was troubled and at strife. I promise

you now that I will go by his advice,

PisiSTRATUS, {disconsolately.)—What is there in

this military life for which you yearn that can yield

you more food for healthful excitement and stirring

adventure than your present pursuits aflford ?

Vivian.—Distinction ! You do not see the dif-

ference between us. You have but a fortune to

make, I have a name to redeem
;
you look calmly

on to the future, I have a dark blot to erase from

the past.
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PiSlSTEATUS, {soothingly.) — It Is erased. Five

years of no weak bewallings, but of manly reform,

steadfast industry, conduct so blameless, that even

Guy (whom I look upon as the incarnation of blunt

English honesty) half doubts whether you are ^cute

enough for " a station "— a character already so

high, that I long for the hour when you will again

take your father's spotless name, and give me the

pride to own our kinship to the world, all this

surely redeems the errors arising from an unedu-

cated childhood and a wandering youth.

Vivian, (leaning over his horse^ and putting his

hand on my shoulder.) " My dear friend, what do I

owe you !

" Then recovering his emotion, and

pushing on at a quicker pace, while he continues to

speak, " But can you not see that, just in proportion

as my comprehension of right would become clear

and strong, so my conscience would become also

more sensitive and reproachful ; and the better I

understand my gallant father, the more I must

desire to be as he would have had his son. Do you

think it would content him, could he see me branding

cattle and bargaining with bullock-drivers ? Was it

not the strongest wish of his heart that I should

adopt his own career ? Have I not heard you say

that he would have had you too a soldier, but for

your mother ? I have no mother ! If I made thou-
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sands, and tens of thousands, by this ignoble calling,

would they give my father half the pleasure that he

would feel at seeing my name honourably mentioned

in a despatch ? No, no ! You have banished the

gipsy blood, and now the soldier's breaks out ! Oh

for one glorious day in which I may clear my way

into fair repute, as our fathers before us !—when

tears of proud joy may flow from those eyes that

have wept such hot drops at my shame ! When she^

too, in her high station, beside that sleek lord, may

say, ' His heart was not so vile, after all
!

' Don't

argue with me—it is in vain ! Pray, rather, that I

may have leave to work out my own way ; for I tell

you that, if condemned to stay here, I may not

murmur aloud—I may go through this round of low

duties as the brute turns the wheel of a mill : but my
heart will prey on itself, and you shall soon write on

my gravestone the epitaph of the poor poet you told

us of, whose true disease was the thirst of glory

—

' Here lies one whose name was written in water.'

"

I had no answer ; that contagious ambition made

my own veins rmi more warmly, and my own heart

beat with a louder tumult. Amidst the pastoral scenes,

and under the tranquil moonlight, of the New, the Old

World, even in me, rude Bushman, claimed for a while

its son. But as we rode on, the air, so inexpressibly

buoyant, yet soothing as an anodyne, restored me to
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peaceful Nature. Now the flocks, in their snowy

clusters, were seen sleeping under the stars ; hark

!

the welcome of the watch-dogs ; see the light gleam-

ing far from the chink of the door ! And, pausing,

I said aloud, " No, there is more glorj in laying

these rough foundations of a mighty state, though no

trumpets resound with your victory— though no

laurels shall shadow your tomb—than in forcing the

onward progress of your race over burning cities and

hecatombs of men!" I looked round for Vivian's

answer; but, ere I spoke, he had spurred from my

side, and I saw the wild dogs slinking back from the

hoofs of his horse, as he rode at speed, on the sward,

through the moonlight.



CHAPTEK III.

The weeks and the months rolled on, and the

replies to Vivian's letters came at last : I foreboded

too well their purport. I knew that my father could

not set himself in opposition to the deliberate and

cherished desire of a man who had now arrived at the

full strength of his understanding, and must be left

at liberty to make his own election of the paths of

life. Long after that date, I saw Vivian's letter to

my father; and even his conversation had scarcely

prepared me for the pathos of that confession of a

mind remarkable alike for its strength and its weak-

ness. K bom in the age, or submitted to the influ-

ences of religious enthusiasm, here was a nature that,

awaking from sin, could not have been contented

with the sober duties of mediocre goodness— that

would have plunged into the fiery depths of monkish

fanaticism—wrestled with the fiend in the hermitage,

or marched barefoot on the infidel with the sackcloth
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for armour—the cross for a sword. Now, the im-

patient desire for redemption took a more mundane

direction, but with something that seemed almost

spiritual in its fervour. And this enthusiasm flowed

through strata of such profound melancholy ! Deny

it a vent, and it might sicken into lethargy, or fret

itself into madness— give it the vent, and it might

vivify and fertilise as it swept along.

My father's reply to this letter was what might

be expected. It gently reinforced the old lessons in

the distinctions between aspirations towards the per-

fecting ourselves—aspirations that are never in vain

—and the morbid passion for applause from others,

which shifts conscience from our own bosoms to the

confused Babel of the crowd, and calls it " fame."

But my father, in his counsels, did not seek to oppose

a mind so obstinately bent upon a single course—he

sought rather to guide and strengthen it in the way

it should go. The seas of human life are wide. Wis-

dom may suggest the voyage, but it must first look

to the condition of the ship, and the nature of the

merchandise to exchange. Not every vessel that

sails from Tarshish can bring back the gold of Ophir

;

but shall it therefore rot in the harbour ? No
;
give

its sails to the wind

!

But I had expected that Koland's letter to his son

would have been full of joy and exultation—joy there
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was none in it, vet exultation there might be—
y though serious, grave, and subdued. In the proud

assent that the old soldier gave to his son's wish, in

his entire comprehension of motives so akin to his

own nature—there was yet a visible sorrow ; it seemed

even as if he constrained himself to the assent he

;
gave. Not till I had read it again and again, could

I divine Roland's feelings while he wrote. At this

distance of time, I comprehend them well. Had he

sent from his side, into noble warfare, some boy fresh

to life, new to sin, with an enthusiasm pure and single-

hearted as his own young chivalrous ardour—then,

with all a soldier's joy, he had yielded a cheerful

tribute to the hosts of England ; but here he recog-

nised, though perhaps dimly, not the frank militar}'

^;:>'^ervour, but the stem desire of expiation—and in

that thought he admitted forebodings that would

have been otherwise rejected—so that, at the close of

the letter, it seemed not the fiery war-seasoned Roland

that wrote, but rather some timid, anxious mother.

Warnings and entreaties and cautions not to be rash,

and assurances that the best soldiers were ever the

most prudent—were these the counsels of the fierce

veteran, who, at the head of the forlorn-hope, had

mounted the wall at , his sword between his

teeth!

But, whatever his presentiments, Roland had
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yielded at once to his son's prayer— hastened to

London at the receipt of his letter—obtained a com-
)

mission in a regiment now in active service in India ; \

and that commission was made out in his son's name.
[

The commission, with an order tp join the regiment

as soon as possible, accompanied the letter.

And Vivian, pointing to the name addressed to

him, said, " Now, indeed, I may resume this name,

and, next to Heaven, will I hold it sacred ! It shall

guide me to glory in life, or my father shall read it,

without shame, on my tomb !

" I see him before me,

as he stood then—his form erect, his dark eyes solemn

in their light, a serenity in his smile, a grandeur on

his brow, that I had never marked till then ! Was

that the same man I had recoiled from as the sneer-

ing cynic, shuddered at as the audacious traitor, or

wept over as the cowering outcast. How little the

nobleness of aspect depends on symmetry of feature,

or the mere proportions of form ! What dignity robes

the man who is filled with a lofty thought

!



/

CHAPTER lY.

He Is gone ! he has left a void In mj existence.

^ I had grown to love him so well ; I had been so proud

when men praised him. My love was a sort of self-

love—I had looked upon him In part as the work of

my own hands. I am a long time ere I can settle

back, with good heart, to my pastoral life. Before

my cousin went, we cast up our gains, and settled

our shares. When he resigned the allowance which

Koland had made him, his father secretly gave to me,

for his use, a sum equal to that which I and Guy

Bolding brought Into the common stock. Eoland

had raised the sum upon mortgage ; and, while the

interest was a trivial deduction from his income,

compared to the former allowance, the capital was

much more useful to his son than a mere yearly

payment could have been. Thus, between us, we

had a considerable sum for Australian settlers—£4500.

For the first two years we made nothing; indeed,
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great part of the first year was spent In learning our

art, at the station of an old settler. But, at the end

of the third year, our flocks having then become very

considerable, we cleared a return beyond my most \
sanguine expectations. And when my cousin left,

[

just in the sixth year of exile, our shares amounted

to £4000 each, exclusive of the value of the two j

stations. My cousin had, at first, wished that I should I

forward his share to his father, but he soon saw that

Koland would never take it ; and it was finally agreed

that it should rest in my hands, for me to manage

for him, send him out an interest at five per cent, and

devote the surplus profits to the increase of his capital.

I had now, therefore, the control of £12,000, and we

might consider ourselves very respectable capitalists.

I kept on the cattle station, by the aid of the Will-

o'-the Wisp, for about two years after Vivian's de-

parture, (we had then had it altogether for five.) At

the end of that time, I sold it and the stock to great ^
advantage. And the sheep— for the " brand " of

which I had a high reputation— having wonderfully

prospered in the meanwhile, I thought we might

safely extend our speculations into new ventures.;.;
'

Glad, too, of a change of scene, I left Bolding in

charge of the flocks, and bent my course to Adelaide,

for the fame of that new settlement had already dis-

turbed the peace of the Bush. I found Uncle Jack
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residing near Adelaide, in a very handsome villa,

with all the signs and appurtenances of colonial

opulence; and report, perhaps, did not exaggerate

the gains he bad made :—so many strings to his bow

—and each arrow, this time, seemed to have gone

straight to the white of the butts. I now thought I

had acquired knowledge and caution sufficient to

avail myself of Uncle Jack's ideas, without ruining

myself by following them out in his company ; and I

saw a kind of retributive justice in making his brain

minister to the fortunes which his ideality and con-

structiveness, according to Squills, had served so

notably to impoverish. I must here gratefully ac-

knowledge, that I owed much to this irregular genius.

The investigation of the supposed mines had proved

unsatisfactory to Mr Bullion ; and they were not

fairly discovered till a few years after. But Jack

had convinced himself of their existence, and pur-

chased, on his own account, " for an old song," some

barren land, which he was persuaded would prove to

him a Golconda, one day or other, under the eupho-

nious title (which, indeed, it ultimately established)

of the " Tibbet's Wheal." The suspension of the

mines, however, fortunately suspended the existence

of the Grog and Store Dep6t, and Uncle Jack was

now assisting in the foundation of Port Philip.

Profiting by his advice, I adventured in that new
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settlement some timid and wary purchases, which I

resold to considerable advantage. Meanwhile, I

must not omit to state briefly what, since mj depar-

ture from England, had been the ministerial career o

Trevanion.

That refining fastidiousness,—that scrupulosity of

political conscience, which had characterised him as an

independent member, and often served, in the opinion

both of friend and of foe, to give the attribute of

general impracticability to a mind that, in all details^

was so essentially and laboriously practical—might

perhaps have founded Trevanion''s reputation as a

minister, if he could have been a minister without

colleagues—if, standing alone, and from the necessary

height, he could have placed, clear and single, before

the world, his exquisite honesty of purpose, and the

width of a statesmanship marvellously accomplished

and comprehensive. But Trevanion could not amal-

gamate with others, nor subscribe to the discipline

of a cabinet in which he was not the chief, especially

in a policy which must have been thoroughly abhor-

rent to such a nature—a policy that, of late years,

has distinguished not one faction alone, but has

seemed so forced upon the more eminent political

leaders, on either side, that they who take the more

charitable view of things may, perhaps, hold it to

arise from the necessity of the age, fostered by the

VOL. UI. 1'
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temper of the public— I mean the policy of Expe-

diency. Certainly not in this book will I introduce

the angry elements of party politics ; and how should

I know much about them ? All that I have to say is,

that, right or wrong, such a policy must have been

at war, every momemt, with each principle of Tre-

vanion's statesmanship, and fretted each fibre of his

moral constitution. The aristocratic combinations

which his alliance with the Castleton interest had

brought to his aid, served perhaps to fortify his

position in the cabinet; yet aristocratic combinations

were of small avail against what seemed the atmo-

spherical epidemic of the age. I could see how his

situation had preyed on his mind, when I read a

paragraph in the newspapers, " that It was reported,

on good authority, that Mr Trevanion had tendered

his resignation, but had been prevailed upon to

withdraw it, as his retirement at that moment -would

break up the government." Some months afterwards

came another paragraph, to the effect " that Mr

Trevanion was taken suddenly ill, and that, it was

feared his illness was of a nature to preclude his

resuming his official labours." Then parliament

broke up. Before it met again, Mr Trevanion was

gazetted as Earl of Ulverstone, a title that had been

once in his family—and had left the administration,

unable to encounter the fatigues of office. To an
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ordinary man, the elevation to an earldom, passing

over the lesser honours in the peerage, would have

seemed no mean close to a political career ; but I felt

what profound despair of striving against circum-

stance for utility— what entanglements with his^
colleagues, whom he could neither conscientiously y

support, nor, according to his high old-fashioned /

notions of party honour and etiquette, energetically
j

oppose— had driven him to abandon that stormy

scene in which his existence had been passed. The

House of Lords, to that active intellect, was as the

retirement of some warrior of old into the cloisters of

a convent. The gazette that chronicled the Earldom

of Ulverstone was the proclamation that Albert

Trevanion lived no more for the world of public men.

And, indeed, from that date his career vanished out y

of sight. Trevanion died— the Earl of Ulverstone^/

made no sign.

I had hitherto written but twice to Lady Ellinor

during my exile—once upon the marriage of Fanny ^
with Lord Castleton, which took place about six

months after I sailed from England, and again, when v"

thanking her husband for some rare animals, equine, /

pastoral, and bovine, which he had sent as presents /

to Bolding and myself. I wrote again after Tre-

vanion's elevation to the peerage, and received in due

time a reply, confirming all my impressions—for it
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was full of bitterness and gall, accusations of the

world, fears for the country : Richelieu himself could

not have taken a gloomier view of things, when his

levees were deserted, and his power seemed annihi-

lated before the " Day of Dupes." Only one gleam

of comfort appeared to visit Lady Ulverstone's breast,

and thence to settle prospectively over the future of

the world—a second son had been bom to Lord

Castleton; to that son the earldom of Ulverstone,

and the estates held in right of its countess, would

descend ! Never was there a child of such promise

!

Not Virgil himself, when he called on the Sicilian

Muses to celebrate the advent of a son to Pollio, ever

sounded a loftier strain. Here was one, now per-

chance engaged on words of two syllables, called

—

" By labouring nature to sustain

The nodding frame of heaven, and earth, and main.

See to their base restored, earth, sea, and air,

And joyful ages from behind in crowding ranks appear !"

Happy dream which Heaven sends to grandparents

!

rebaptism of Hope in the font whose drops sprinkle

the grandchild

!

\ Time flies on ; affairs continue to prosper. I am

) just leaving the bank at Adelaide with a satisfied air,

/; when I am stopped in the street by bowing acquain-

/ tsmces, who never shook me by the hand before.

They shake me by the hand now, and cry—" I wish
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you joy, sir. That brave fellow, your namesake, is

of course your near relation."

"What do you mean ?"

" Have not you seen the papers? Here they

are."

" Gallant conduct of Ensign de Caxton—promoted

to a lieutenancy on the field."—I wipe my eyes, and'

cry—" Thank Heaven— it is my cousin ! " Then

new hand-shakings, new groups gather round. I

feel taller by the head than I was before! We
grumbling English, always quarrelling with each

other— the world not wide enough to hold us; and

yet, when in the far land some bold deed is done by

a countryman, how we feel that we are brothers!

how our hearts warm to each other ! What a letter

I wrote home ! and how joyously I went back to the

Bush I The Will-o'-the Wisp has attained to a cattle

station of his own. I go fifty miles out of my way

to tell him the news and give him the newspaper;

for he knows now that his old master, Vivian, is a

Cumberland man—a Caxton. Poor Will-o'-the Wisp

!

The tea that night tasted uncommonly like whisky-

punch ! Father Mathew forgive us—but if you had

been a Cumberland man, and heard the Will-o'-the

Wisp roaring out, " Blue bonnets over the Borders,"

I think your tea, too, would not have come out of

the caddy

!

-"x-



CHAPTER V.

A GREAT change has occurred in our household.

Guy's father is dead—his latter years cheered by the

accounts of his son's steadiness and prosperity, and by

the touching proofs thereof which Guy has exhibited.

For he insisted on repaying to his father the old

college debts, and the advance of the £1500, begging

that the money might go towards his sister's portion.

\ Now, after the old gentleman's death, the sister

I resolved to come out and live with her dear brother

/ Guy. Another wing is built to the hut. Ambitious

plans for a new stone house, to be commenced the

following year, are entertained ; and Guy has brought

back from Adelaide not only a sister, but, to my utter

astonishment, a wife, in the shape of a fair friend by

whom the sister was accompanied. The young lady

/ did quite right to come to Australia if she wanted

/ to be married. She was very pretty, and all the

beaux in Adelaide were round her in a moment. Guy
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was In love the first day—in a rage with thirty rivals^

the next—in despair the third—put the question thei

fourth—and before the fifteenth was a married man/,

hastening back with a treasure, of which he fancied '

all the world was conspiring to rob him. His sister

was quite as pretty as her friend, and she too had

offers enough the moment she landed—only she was

romantic and fastidious, and I fancy Guy told her

that " I was just made for her."

However, charming though she be—with pretty

blue eyes, and her brother's frank smile, I am not in

enchanted. I fancy she lost all chance of my heart

by stepping across the yard in a pair of silk shoes.

If I were to live in the Bush, give me a wife as a

companion who can ride well, leap over a ditch, walk

beside me when I go forth, gun in hand, for a shot at

the kangaroos. But I dare not go on with the list of

a Bush husband's requisites. This change, however,

serves, for various reasons, to quicken my desire of

return. Ten years have now elapsed, and I have
|

already obtained a much larger fortune than I had !

calculated to make. Sorely to Guy's honest grief,

I therefore wound up our affairs, and dissolved part-

nership ; for he had decided to pass his life in the
,

colony— and, with his pretty wife, who has grown

very fond of him, I don't wonder at it. Guy takes

my share of the station and stock off my hands ; and,
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all accounts squared between us, I bid farewell to the

Bush. Despite all the motives that drew my heart

homeward, it was not without participation in the

sorrow of my old companions, that I took leave of

those I might never see again on this side the grave.

The meanest man in my employ had grown a friend

;

and when those hard hands grasped mine, and from

many a breast that once had waged fierce war with

the world, came the soft blessing to the Homeward-

bound—with a tender thought for the Old England,

that had been but a harsh step-mother to them—

I

felt a choking sensation, which I suspect is little

known to the friendships of Mayfair and St James's.

I was forced to get off with a few broken w^ords,

when I had meant to part with a long speech : per-

haps the broken words pleased the audience better.

Spurring away, I gained a little eminence and looked

back. There, were the poor faithful fellows gathered

in a ring, watching me—their hats off—their hands

shading their eyes from the sun. And Guy had

thrown himself on the ground, and I heard his loud

sobs distinctly. His wife was leaning over his

shoulder, trying to soothe. Forgive him, fair help-

mate, you will be all in the world to him—to-morrow

!

And the blue-eyed sister, where was she ? Had she

no tears for the rough friend who laughed at the

silk shoes, and taught her how to hold the reins, and
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uever fear that the old ponj would run away with

her ? What matter ?—if the tears were shed, they

were hidden tears. No shame in them, fair Ellen !

— since then, thou hast wept happy tears over thy

first-bom—those tears have long ago washed away

all bitterness in the innocent memories of a girl's

first fancv.



CHAPTEK VI.

DATED FROM ADELAIDE.

Imagine my wonder—Uncle Jack has just been

with me, and—but hear the dialogue.

Uncle Jack.—So you are positively going back

y^t6 thai smoky, fusty, old England, just when you are

>^ on your high road to a plumb. A plumb, sir, at

least ! They all say there is not a more rising young

man in the colony. I think Bullion would take you

into partnership. ^^ hat are you in such a hurry

for?

PisiSTRATUS.—To see my father, and mother, and

Uncle Koland, and {was about to name some one

elsBj but stops.) You see, my dear uncle, I came out

solely with the idea of repairing my father's losses,

in that unfortunate speculation of The Capitalist.

Uncle Jack {coughs and ejaculates.)—That villain

Peck!



THE CAXTONS. 235

PiSlSTRATUS.—And to have a few thousands to

invest in poor Roland's acres. The object is achieved:

why should I stay ?

Uncle Jack.—A few paltry thousands, when in

twenty years more, at the farthest, you would wal-

low in gold

!

PiSiSTRATUS.—A man learns in the Bush how

happy life can be with plenty of employment, and

very little money. I shall practise that lesson in

England.

Uncle Jack.—Your mind's made up ?

PiSiSTRATUS.—And my place in the ship taken.

Uncle Jack.—Then there's no more to be said.

{Hums^ haws., and examines his nails—-jilhert naih^ not

a spech on them. Then suddenly^ and jerking up his

head^ That Capitalist! it has been on my con-

science, nephew, ever since j and, somehow or other,

since I have abandoned the cause of my fellow-crea-

tures, I think I have cared more for my relations.

PiSiSTRATUS, [smiling^ as he remembers his father^s

shrewd predictions thereon.) — Naturally, my dear

uncle : any child who has thrown a stone into a pond

knows that a circle disappears as it widens.

Uncle Jack.—Very true—I shall make a note of

that, applicable to my next speech, in defence of what

they call the " land monopoly." Thank you—stone

—circle ! {Jots down notes in his pocket-book.) But,
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to return to the point : I am well off now— I have

neither wife nor child; and I feel that I ought to

bear my share in your father's loss : it was our joint

speculation. And your father, good dear Austin

!

paid my debts into the bargain. And how cheering

the punch was that night, when your mother wanted

tp scold poor Jack ! And the £300 Austin lent me

'when I left him : nephew, that was the remaking of

me—the acorn of the oak I have transplanted. So

here they are, [added Uncle Jack with a heroical

effort—and he extracted from the pocket-hooh^ hills

for a sum between three and four thousand pounds.)

There, it is done—and I shall sleep better for it !
(
With

that Uncle Jack got up^ and bolted out of the room.)

Ought I to take the money? Why, I think yes !

—it is but fair. Jack must be really rich, and can

well spare the money ; besides, if he wants it again,

I know my father will let him have it. And, indeed.

Jack caused the loss of the whole sum lost on JTie

Capitalist^ &c. ; and this is not quite the half of what

my father paid away. But is it not fine in Uncle

Jack ! Well, my father was quite right in his milder

estimate of Jack's scalene conformation, and it is hard

to judge of a man when he is needy and down in the

world. When one grafts one's ideas on one's neigh-

bour's money, they are certainly not so grand as

when they spring from one's own.
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Uncle Jack, {popping Ms head into the room.)—
And, you see, you can double that money if you will

just leave it in my hands for a couple of years—you

have no notion what I shall make of the TIbbet's

Wheal ! Did I tell you ?—the German was quite

right,—I have been offered already seven times the

sura which I gave for the land. But I am now

looking out for a Company : let me put you down for

shares to the amount at least of those trumpery bills.

Cent per cent—I guarantee cent per cent! [And

Uncle Jack stretches out those famous smooth hands

of hiSj with a tremulous motion of the ten eloquent

fingers.)

PiSiSTEATUS.—Ah! my dear uncle, if you repent

—

Uncle Jack.—Repent! when I offer you cent

per cent, on my personal guarantee !

Pisistratus, [carefully putting the hills into his

hreast coat-pocket.)—Then, if you don't repent, my

dear uncle, allow me to shake you by the hand, and

say that I will not consent to lessen my esteem and

admiration for the high principle which prompts this

restitution, by confounding it with trading associations

of loans, interests, and copper mines. And, you see,

since this sum is paid to my father, I have no right

to invest it without his permission. ^

Uncle Jack, [with emotion.)—" Esteem, admira-

tion, high principle
! "—these are pleasant words, from
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you, nephew. {Then shaking his head and smiling.)

You sly dog ! you are quite right : get the bills

cashed at once. And hark ye, sir, just keep out of

my way, will you?—and don't let me coax you out of

a farthing. {Uncle Jack slams the door^ and rushes

out. Pisistratus draws the hills warilyfrom his pockety

half-suspecting they mitst already have turned into

withered leaves, like fairy money; slowly convinces

himself that the bills are good hills^ and hy lively

gestures testifies his delight and astonishment.) Scene

CHANGES.
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PART EIGHTEENTH.

CHAPTER 1.

Adieu, thou beautiful land ! Canaan of the exiles,

and Ararat to many a shattered ark ! Fair cradle of

a race for whom the unbounded heritage of a future,

that no sage can conjecture, no prophet divine, lies

afar in the golden promise-light of Time !—destined,

perchance, from the sins and sorrows of a civilisation

struggling with its own elements of decay, to renew

the youth of the world, and transmit the great soul of

England through the cycles of Infinite Change. All

climates that can best ripen the products of earth, or

form into various character and temper the different

families of man, " rain influences" from the heaven,

that smiles so benignly on those who had once shrunk,

ragged, from the wind, or scowled on the thankless

sun. Here, the hardy air of the chill Mother Isle,

VOL. in. Q
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there the mild warmth of Italian autumns, or the

breathless glow of the tropics. And with the beams

of every climate, glides subtle Hope. Of her there,

it may be said as of Light itself, in those exquisite

lines of a neglected poet

—

" Through the soft ways of heaven, and air, and sea,

Which open all their pores to thee
;

Like a clear river thou dost glide

—

• * *

All the world's bravery, that delights our eyes,

Is but thy several liveries

;

Thou the rich dye on them bestowest

;

Thy nimble pencil paints the landscape as thou goest." *

Adieu, my kind nurse and sweet foster-mother !—

a

long and a last adieu ! Never had I left thee but for

that louder voice of Nature which calls the child to

the parent, and woos us from the labours we love

the best by the chime in the Sabbath-bells of Home.

No one can tell how dear the memory of that wild

Bush life becomes to- him who has tried it with a

fitting spirit. How often it haunts him in the com-

monplace of more civilised scenes ! Its dangers, its

risks, its sense of animal health, its bursts of adven-

ture, its intervals of careless repose:—the fierce

gallop through a very sea of wide rolling plains—the

still saunter, at night, through woods never changing

their leaves ; with the moon, clear as sunshine, stealing

slant through their clusters of flowers. With what

• Cowley's Od* to Light.
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an effort we reconcile ourselves to the trite cares and

vexed pleasures, " the quotidian ague of frigid imper-

tinences," to which we return ! How strong and

black stands ray pencil-mark in this passage of the

poet from which I have just quoted before !

—

" We are here among the vast and noble scenes of

Nature—we are there among the pitiful shifts of

policy ; we walk here, in the light and open ways of

the Divine Bounty—we grope there, in the dark and

confused labyrinth of human malice."*

But I weary you, reader. The New World vanishes

—now a line—now a speck ; let us turn away, with

the face to the Old.

Amongst my fellow-passengers, how many there

are returning home disgusted, disappointed, impo-

verished, ruined, throwing themselves again on those

unsuspecting poor friends, who thought they had done

with the luckless good-for-naughts for ever. For

don't let rae deceive thee, reader, into supposing that

every adventurer to Australia has the luck of Pisis-

tratus. Indeed, though the poor labourer, and espe-

cially the poor operative from London and the great

trading towns, (who has generally more of the quick

knack of learning—the adaptable faculty—required

in a new colony, than the simple agricultural labourer,)

are pretty sure to succeed, the class to which I belong

* Cowley on Town and Covmtry. (Discourse on Agriculture.)
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IS one in which failures are numerous, and success the

exception—I mean young men with scholastic educa-

tion and the habits of gentlemen—with small capitals

and sanguine hopes. But this, in ninety-nine times

out of a hundred, is not the fault of the colony, but of

the emigrants. It requires, not so much intellect as

a peculiar turn of intellect, and a fortunate combina-

tion of physical qualities, easy temper, and quick

mother-wit, to make a small capitalist a prosperous

Bushman.* And if you could see the sharks that

swim round a man just dropped at Adelaide or Syd-

ney, with one or two thousand pounds in his pocket

!

Hurry out of the towns as fast as you can, my young

emigrant ; turn a deaf ear, for the present at least, to

* How true are the following remarks :

—

" Action is the first great requisite of a colonist, (that is, a pas-

toral or agricultural settler.) With a young man, the tone of his

mind is more important than his previous pursuits. I have known

men of an active, energetic, contented disposition, with a good flow

of animal spirits, who had been bred in luxury and refinement,

succeed better than men bred as farmers, who were always hanker-

ing after bread and beer, and market ordinaries of Old England.

* • To be dreaming when you should be looking after

your cattle, is a terrible drawback. » * » There are

certain persons who, too lazy and too extravagant to succeed in

Europe, sail for Australia under the idea that fortunes are to be

made there by a sort of legerdemain, spend or lose their capital in

a very short space of time, and return to England to abuse the

place, the people, and everything connected with colonisation."

—

Sidner/s Australian Handbook—admirable for its wisdom and com-

pactness.
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all jobbers and speculators; make friends with some

practised old Bushman ; spend several months at his

station before you hazard your capital ; take with you

a temper to bear everything and sigh for nothing

;

put your whole heart in what you are about ; never

call upon Hercules when your cart sticks In the rut,

and, whether you feed sheep or breed cattle, your

success Is but a question of time.

But, whatever I owed to nature, I owed also some-

thing to fortune. I bought my sheep at little more

than Ts. each. When I left, none were worth less

than 15s., and the fat sheep were worth £1.* I had

an excellent shepherd, and my whole care, night and

* Lest this seem an exaggeration, I venture to annex an extract

from a MS. letter to the author from Mr George Blakeston Wilkin-

son, author of South Australia.

" I will instance the case of one person, who had been a farmer

in England, and emigrated with about £2000 about seven years since.

On his arrival, he found that the prices of sheep had fallen from

about 30s. to 58. or 6s. per head, and he bought some well-bred flocks

at these prices. He was fortunate in obtaining a good and extensive

run, and he devoted the whole of his time to improving his flocks,

and encouraged his shepherds by rewards ; so that, in about four

years, his original number of sheep had increased from 2500 (which

cost him £700) to 7000 ; and the breed and wool were also so much

improved, that he could obtain £1 per head for 2000 fat sheep, and

16s. per head for the other 5000, and this at a time when the

general price of sheep was from 10s. to 16s. This alone increased

his original capital, invested in sheep, from £700 to £5700. The

profits from the wool paid the whole of his expenses and wages for

his men."
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day, was the improvement of the flock. I was for-

tunate, too. In entering Australia before the system

miscalled "The Wakefield"* had diminished the

supply of labour and raised the price of land. When

the change came, (like most of those with large allot-

ments and surplus capital,) it greatly increased the

value of my own property, though at the cost of a

terrible blow on the general interests of the colony.

I was lucky, too, in the additional venture of a cattle

station, and in the breed of horses and herds, which,

in the five years devoted to that branch establishment,

trebled the sum invested therein, exclusive of the

advantageous sale of the statlon.f I was lucky, also,

* I felt sure, from the first, that the system called " The Wake-

field," could never fairly represent the ideas of Mr Wakefield

himself, whose singular breadth of understanding, and various

knowledge of mankind, belied the notion that fathered on him the

clumsy execution of a theory wholly inapplicable to a social state

like Australia. I am glad to see that he has vindicated himself

from the discreditable paternity. But I grieve to find that he still

clings to one cardinal error of the system, in the discouragement

of small holdings, and that he evades, more ingeniously than

ingenuously, the important question—" What should be the mini-

mum price of land?"

+ " The profits of cattle-farming are smaller than those of the

Bheepowner, (if the latter have good luck, for much depends upon

that,) but cattle-farming is much more safe ae a speciilation, and

less care, knowledge, and management are required. £2000, laid

out on 700 head of cattle, if good runs be procured, might increase

the capital in five years, from £2000 to £6000, besides enabling the

owner to maintain himself, pay wages, &c."

—

MS. letterfrom Q. B.

WiUnnaon.
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as I have stated, in the purchase and resale of lands,

at Uncle Jack's recommendation. And, lastly, I left

in time, and escaped a very disastrous crisis in colonial

affairs, which I take the liberty of attributing entirely

to the mischievous crotchets of theorists at home, who

want to set all clocks by Greenwich time, forgetting

that it is morning in one part of the world at the time

they are tolling the curfew in the other.

/



CHAPTER II.

London once more ! How strange, lone, and sav-

age I feel in the streets ! I am ashamed to have so

much health and strength, when I look at those slim

forms, stooping backs, and pale faces. I pick my way

through the crowd with the merciful timidity of a

good-natured giant. I am afraid of jostling against a

man for fear the collision should kill him. I get out

of the way of a thread-paper clerk, and 'tis a wonder

I am not run over by the omnibuses ;—I feel as if I

could run over them ! I perceive, too, that there is

something outlandish, peregrinate, and lawless about

me. Beau Brummell would certainly have denied

me all pretension to the simple air of a gentleman, for

every third passenger turns back to look at me. I

retreat to my hotel—send for bootmaker, hatter,

tailor, and haircutter. I humanise myself from head

to foot. Even Ulysses is obliged to have recourse to

the arte of Minerva, and, to speak unmetaphorically,
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" smarten himself up," before the faithful Penelope

condescends to acknowledge him.

The artificers promise all despatch. Meanwhile,

I hasten to remake acquaintance with mj mother

country over files of the Times, Post, Chronicle, and

Herald. Nothing comes amiss to me, but articles on

Australia ; from those I turn aside with the true

pshaw-supercilious of your practical man.

No more are leaders filled with praise and blame of

Trevanion. " Percy's spur is cold." Lord Ulver-

stone figures only in the Court Circular, or " Fashion-

able Movements^ Lord Ulverstone entertains a royal

duke at dinner, or dines in turn with a royal duke, or

has come to town, or gone out of it. At most, (faint

Platonic reminiscence of the former life,) Lord Ulver-

stone says in the House of Lords a few words on some

question, not a party one; and on which (though

affecting perhaps the interests of some few thousands,

or millions, as the case may be) men speak without

" hears," and are inaudible in the gallery ; or Lord

Ulverstone takes the chair at an agricultural meeting,

or returns thanks when his health is drunk at a dinner

at Guildhall. But the daughter rises as the father

sets, though over a very different kind of world.

"First ball of the season at Castleton House!" /

Long description of the rooms and the company; (

above all, of the hostess. Lines on the Marchioness
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of Castleton's picture in the " Book of Beauty," by

the Hon. Fitzroy Fiddledum, beginnmg with " Art

thou an angel from," &c.—a paragraph that pleased

me more on " Lady Castleton's Infant School at Raby

Park ;" then again—" Lady Castleton, the new pa-

troness at Almack's ;" a criticism more rapturous than

ever gladdened living poet, on Lady Castleton's superb

diamond stomacher, just reset by Storr and Mortimer;

Westmacott's bust of Lady Castleton ; Landseer's

picture of Lady Castleton and her children, in the

costume of the olden time. Not a month in that long

file of the Morning Post but what Lady Castleton shone

forth from the rest of womankind

—

" Velut inter ignes

Luna minores."

The blood mounted to my cheek. Was it to this

spendid constellation in the patrician heaven that my

obscure, portionless youth had dared to lift its pre-

1 sumptuous eyes? But what is this? "Indian In-

I

telllgence— Skilful Retreat of the Seapoys, under

/ Captain de Caxton !

" A captain already—what is

I

the date of the newspaper ?—three months ago. The

leading article quotes the name with high praise. Is

there no leaven of envy amidst the joy at my heart ?

How obscure has been my career—how laurelless my

poor battle with adverse fortune ! Fie, PIsIstratus! I

am ashamed of thee. Has this accursed Old World,
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with its feverish rivalries, diseased thee already ? Get

thee home, quick, to the arms of thy mother, the em-

brace of thy father—hear Roland's low blessing, that

thou hast helped to minister to the very fame of that

son. If thou wilt have ambition, take it, not soiled

and foul with the mire of London. Let it spring fresh

and hardy in the calm air of wisdom ; and fed, as with

dews, by the loving charities of Home.



CHAPTER III.

It was at sunset that I stole through the ruined

courtyard, having left my chaise at the foot of the

hill below. Though they whom I came to seek knew

that I had arrived in England, they did not, from my

letter, expect me till the next day. I had stolen a

march upon them ; and now, in spite of all the im-

patience which had urged me thither, I was afraid to

enter—afraid to see the change more than ten years

had made in those fonns, for which, in my memory,

Time had stood still. And Roland had, even when

we parted, grown old before his time. Then, my

father was in the meridian of life, now he had ap-

proached to the decline. And my mother, whom I

remembered so fair, as if the freshness of her own

heart had preserved the soft bloom to the cheek—

I

could not bear to think that she was no longer young.

Blanche, too, whom I had left a child—Blanche, my

constant correspondent during those long years of
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exile, in letters crossed and re-crossed, with all the

small details that make the eloquence of letterwriting,

so that in those epistles I had seen her mind gradually

grow up in harmony with the very characters; at

first vague and infantine—then somewhat stiff with

the first graces of running hand, then dashing off,

free and facile ;
and, for the last year before I left, so

formed, yet so airy—so regular, yet so unconscious of

effort—though, in truth, as the caligraphy had become

thus matured, I had been half vexed and half pleased

to perceive a certain reserve creeping over the style

—wishes for my return less expressed from herself

than as messages from otters ; words of the old child-

like familiarity repressed ; and " Dearest Sisty" aban-

doned for the cold form of " Dear Cousin." Those

letters, coming to me in a spot where maiden and love

had been as myths of the bygone, phantasms and

eidolttj only vouchsafed to the visions of fancy, had,

by little and little, crept into secret comers of my

heart ; and out of the wrecks of a former romance,

solitude and reverie had gone far to build up the fairy

domes of a romance yet to come. My mother's letters

had never omitted to make mention of Blanche—of

her forethought and tender activity, of her warm heart

and sweet temper—and, in many a little home picture,

presented her image where I would fain have placed

it, not " chrystal-seeing," but joining my mother in

/^'
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charitable visits to the village, instructing the yonng,

and tending on the old, or teaching herself to illu-

minate, from an old missal in my father's collection,

that she might surprise my uncle with a new genea-

logical table, with all shields and quarterings, blazoned

or^ sable, and argent; or flitting round my father where

he sat, and watching when he looked round for some

book he was too lazy to rise for. Blanche had made

a new catalogue and got it by heart, and knew at

once from what comer of the Heraclea to summon

the ghost. On all these little traits had my mother

been eulogistically minute ; but somehow or other she

^had never said, at least for the last two years, whether

Blanche was pretty or plain. That was a sad omis-

sion. I had longed just to ask that simple question,

or to imply it delicately and diplomatically ; but, I

know not why, I never dared—for Blanche would

have been sure to have read the letter, and what

business was it of mine ? And, if she was ugly, what

question more awkward both to put and to answer ?

Now, in childhood, Blanche had just one of those faces

that might become very lovely in youth, and would

yet quite justify the suspicion that it might become

gryphonesque, witch-like, and grim. Yes, Blanche,

it is perfectly true ! If those large, serious black eyes

took a fierce light, instead of a tender—if that nose,

which seemed then undecided whether to be straight
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or to be aquiline, arched off in the latter direction,

and assumed the martial, Roman, and Imperative

character of Roland's manly proboscis—If that face,

in childhood too thin, left the blushes of youth to take

refuge on two salient peaks by the temples (Cumber-

land air, too, is famous for the growth of the cheek-

bone !
)—if all that should happen, and it very well

might, then, Blanche, I wish thou hadst never

written me those letters ; and I might have done wiser

things than steel my heart so obdurately to pretty

Ellen Boldlng's blue eyes and silk shoes. Now, com-

bining together all these doubts and apprehensions,

wonder not, O reader, why I stole so stealthily through

the ruined court-yard, crept round to the other side of

the tower, gazed wistfully on the sun setting slant,

on the high casements of the hall, (too high, alas ! to

look within,) and shrunk yet to enter
;
—doing battle,

as it were, with my heart.

Steps !—one's sense of hearing grows so quick In

the Bushland !—steps, though as light as ever brushed

the dew from the harebell ! I crept under the shadow

of the huge buttress mantled with ivy. A form comes

from the little door at an angle in the ruins—a woman's

form. Is it my mother ? It is too tall, and the step

Is more bounding. It winds round the building, it

turns to look back, and a sweet voice—a voice strange,

yet familiar—calls, tender but chiding, to a truant
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that lags behind. Poor Juba ! he is trailing his long

ears on the ground : he is evidently much disturbed

in his mind ; now he stands still, his nose in the air.

Poor Juba ! I left thee so slim and so nimble

—

" Thy form, that was feshioned as light as a fay's.

Has assumed a proportion more round ;"

years have sobered thee strangely, and made thee

obese and Primmins-like. They have taken too good

care of thy creature comforts, O sensual Mauritanian !

still, in that mystic intelligence we call instinct, thou

art chasing something that years have not swept from

thy memory. Thou art deaf to thy lady's voice, how-

ever tender and chiding. That's right, come near

—

nearer—my cousin Blanche ; let me have a fair look

at thee. Plague take the dog ! he flies off from her

:

he has found the scent, he is making up to the but-

tress! Now—pounce—he is caught!—whining un-

gallant discontent: Shall I not yet see the face !—it is

buried in Juba's black curls. Kisses too ! Wicked

Blanche! to waste on a dumb animal what, I heartily

hope, many a good Christian would be exceedingly

glad of ! Juba struggles in vain, and is borne off. I

don't think that those eyes can have taken the fierce

turn, and Roland's eagle nose can never go with that

voice, which has the coo of the dove.

I leave my hiding-place, and steal after the Voice,
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and its owner. Where can she be going ? Not far.

She springs up the hill whereon the lords of the castle

once administered justice,—that hill which commands

the land far and wide, and from which can be last

caught the glimpse of the westering sun. How grace-

fully still is that attitude of wistful repose ! Into

what delicate curves do form and drapery harmo-

niously flow ! How softly distinct stands the lithe

image against the purple hues of the sky ! Then

again comes the sweet voice, gay and carolling as a

bird's—now in snatches of song, now in playful appeals

to that dull four-footed friend. She is telling him

something that must make the black ears stand on end,

for I just catch the words, " He is coming," and

" home.

"

I cannot see the sun set where I lurk in my ambush,

amidst the brake and the ruins ; but \feel that the orb

has passed from the landscape, in the fresher air of the

twilight, in the deeper silence of eve. Lo ! Hesper

comes forth ; at his signal, star after star, come the

hosts—

•

" Ch'eran con lui, quando I'amor divino,

Mosse da prim^ quelle cose belle !

"

And the sweet voice is hushed.

Then slowly the watcher descends the hill on the

opposite side—the form escapes from my view. What
VOL. III. R
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charm has gone from the twilight ? See, again, where

the step steals through the ruins and along the deso-

late court. Ah ! deep and true heart, do I divine the

remembrance that leads thee ? I pass through the

wicket, down the dell, skirt the laurels, and behold the

face, looking up to the stars—the face which had

nestled to my breast In the sorrow of parting years,

long years ago : on the grave where we had sat, I

the boy, thou the Infant—there, O Blanche ! Is thy fair

face— (fairer than the fondest dream that had glad-

dened my exile)—vouchsafed to my gaze !

" Blanche, my cousin !—again, again—soul with

soul, amidst the dead ! Look up, Blanche ; It is I.

"



CHAPTER IV.

" Go in first, and prepare them, dear Blanche ; I

will wait by the door. Leave it ajar, that I may see

them."

Roland is leaning against the wall—old armour

suspended over the gray head of the soldier. It is but

a glance that I give to the dark cheek and high brow

;

no change there for the worse—no new sign of decay.

Rather if anything, Roland seems younger than when

I left. Calm is the brow—no shame on it now, Roland

;

and the lips, once so compressed, smile with ease—no

struggle now, Roland, " not to complain. "" A glance

shows me all this.

" Papae!" says my father, and I hear the fall of a

book, " I can't read a line. He is coming to-morrow

!

—to-morrow ! Ifwe lived to the age of Methusalem,

Kitty, we could never reconcile philosophy and man

;

that is, if the poor man's to be plagued with a good,

affectionate son
!

"
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And mj father gets up and walks to and fro. One

minute more, father—one minute more—and I am on

thy breast ! Time, too, has dealt gently with thee, as

he doth with those for whom the wild passions and

keen cares of the world never sharpen his scythe.

The broad front looks more broad, for the locks are

more scanty and thin ; but still not a furrow

!

Whence comes that short sigh

!

" What is really the time, Blanche-? Did you

look at the turret clock ? Well, just go and look

again.

"

"Kitty," quoth my father, "you have not only

asked what time it is thrice within the last ten minutes,

but you have got my watch, and Eoland''s great

chronometer, and the Dutch clock out of the kitchen,

all before you, and they all concur in the same tale

—

to-day is not to-morrow."

" They are all wrong, I know," said my mother,

mth mild firmness ;
" and they've never gone right

since he left.

"

Now out comes a letter—for I hear the rustle—and

then a step glides towards the lamp ; and the dear,

gentle, womanly face—fair still, fair ever for me—fair

as when it bent over my pillow, in childhood's first

sickness, or when we threw flowers at each other on

the lawn at sunny noon ! And now Blanche is whis-

peiing ; and now the flutter, the start, the cry—" It is
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true ! it is true ! Your arms, mother. Close, close

round my neck, as in the old time. Father ! Roland,

too ! Oh, joy ! joy ! joy ! home again—home till

death!"

/

/

/



CHAPTEE V.

From a dream of the Bushland, howling dingoes,*

and the war-whoop of the wild men, I wake and see

the sun shining In through the jasmine that Blanche

herself has had trained round the window—old school-

books, neatlj ranged round the wall—fishing rods,

cricket-bats, foils, and the old-fashioned gun—and my

mother seated by the bed-side—and Juba whining

and scratching to get up. Had I taken thy munnured

blessing, my mother, for the whoop of the blacks, and

Juba's low whine for the howl of the dingoes '?

Then what days of calm exquisite delight !—the

interchange of heart with heart; what walks with

Koland, and tales of him once our shame, now our

pride ; and the art with which the old man would lead

those walks round by the village, that some favourite

gossips might stop and ask, " What news of his brave

young honour?"

* Dingoes—the name given by Australian natives to the wild dogs.
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I strive to engage my uncle in my projects for tlie

repair of the ruins—for the culture of those wide bogs

and moorlands : why is it that he turns away and

looks down embarrassed ? Ah, I guess !—his true

heir now is restored to him. He cannot consent that

I should invest this dross, for which (the Great Book

once published) I have no other use, in the house and V„

the lands that will pass to his son. Neither would he

suflfer me so to invest even his 8on''8 fortune, the bulk

of which I still hold in trust for that son. True, in

his career, my cousin may require to have his money

always forthcoming. But /, who have no career,

—

pooh ! these scruples will rob me of half the pleasure

my years of toil were to purchase. I must contrive it

somehow or other : what if he would let me house and

moorland on a long improving lease ? Then, for the

rest, there is a pretty little property to be sold close

by, on which I can retire when my cousin, as heir of

the family, comes, perhaps with a wife, to reside at

the Tower. I must consider of all this, and talk it

over with Bolt when my mind is at leisure from hap-

piness to turn to such matters ; meanwhile I fall back

on my favourite proverb,—" Where there's a will

there''s a way^

What smiles and tears, and laughter and careless

prattle with my mother, and roundabout questions

from her, to know if I had never lost my heart in the
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Bush ? and evasive answers from me, to punish her

for not lettuag out that Blanche was so charming. " I

fancied Blanche had grown the image of her father,

who has a fine martial head certainly, but not seen to

y advantage in petticoats ! How could you be so silent

with a theme so attractive ?"

" Blanche made me promise.

"

^Tiy, I wonder. Therewith I fell musing.

What quiet delicious hours are spent with my father

in his study, or by the pond, where he still feeds the

carps, that have grown into Ceprinidian leviathans.

The duck, alas! has departed this life— the only

victim that the Grim King has carried off; so I mouni,

but am resigned to that lenient composition of the

great tribute to Nature. I am sorry to say the Great

Book has advanced but slowly—by no means yet fit

for publication, for it is resolved that it shall not come

out as first proposed, a part at a time, but totus^ teres^

atque rotundus. The matter has spread beyond its

original compass ; no less than five volumes—and those

of the amplest—will contain the History of Human

Error. However, we are far in the fourth, and one

must not hurry Minerva.

My father is enchanted with Uncle Jack's " noble

conduct, " as he calls it ; but he scolds me for taking

the money, and doubts as to the propriety of returning

it. In these matters my father is quite as Quixotical
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as Roland. I am forced to call in my mother as um-

pire between us, and she settles the matter at once by

an appeal to feeling. " Ah, Austin ! do you not

humble me, if you are too proud to accept what is due

to you from my brother !"

" Velitj nolit, quod arnica, " answered my father,

taking off and rubbing his spectacles—" Avhich means,

Kitty, that when a man's married he has no will of

his own. To think,
'"" added Mr Caxton, musingly,

" that in this world one cannot be sure of the simplest

mathematical definition ! You see, Pisistratus, that

the angles of a triangle so decidedly scalene as your

TIncle Jack's, may be equal to the angles of a right-

angled triangle after all
!

" *

The long privation of books has quite restored all

my appetite for them. How much I have to pick up

!

—what a compendious scheme of reading I and my

father chalk out ! I see enough to fill up all the leisure

of life. But, somehow or other, Greek and Latin

stand still : nothing charms me like Italian. Blanche

* Not having again to advert to Uncle Jack, I may be pardoned

for informing the reader, by way of annotation, that he continues

to prosper surprisingly in Australia, though the Tibbets' Wheal

stands still for want of workmen. Despite of a few ups and downs,

I have had no fear of his success until this year, (1849,) when I

tremble to think what effect the discovery of the gold mines in Cali-

fornia may have on his lively imagination. If thou escapest that

suare, Uncle Jack, res age, tutus eris—thou art safe for life !
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and I are reading Metastasio, to the great indignation

of my father, who calls it " rubbish, " and wants to

substitute Dante. I have no associations at present

with the souls

" Che sou contenti

Nel fuoco ;

"

I am already one of the " beate gentey Yet in spite

of Metastasio, Blanche and I are not so intimate as

cousins ought to be. If we are by accident alone, I

become as silent as a Turk,—as formal as Sir Charles

Grandison. I caught myself calling her Miss Blanche

the other day.

I must not forget thee, honest Squills !—nor thy

y delight at my health and success ; nor thy exclama-

tion of pride, (one hand on my pulse and the other

griping hard the " ball " of my arm,) " It all comes

of my citrate of iron ; nothing like it for children ; it

has an effect on the cerebral developments of hope

and combativeness." Nor can I wholly omit mention

of poor Mrs Primmins, who still calls me " Master

Sisty," and is breaking her heart that I will not wear

X^Q new flannel waistcoats she had such pleasure in

making—" Young gentlemen just growing up are so

apt to go off in a galloping 'sumption ! " " She knew

just such another as Master Sisty, when she lived at

Torquay, who wasted away, and went out like a

snuffs all because he would not wear flannel waist-
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coats.'" Therewith my mother looks grave, and says,

" One can't take too much precaution."

Suddenly the whole neighbourhood is thrown into^

commotion. Trevanion— I beg his pardon. Lord ^
Ulverstone—is coming to settle for good at Compton. /

Fifty hands are employed daily in putting the grounds 1

into hasty order. Fourgons, and waggons, and vans ,

have disgorged all the necessaries a great man re-

quires, where he means to eat, drink, and sleep

;

books, wines, pictures, furniture. I recognise my

old patron still. He is in earnest, whatever he does.

I meet my friend, his steward, who tells me that Lord

Ulverstone finds his favourite seat, near London, too

exposed to interruption ; and moreover, that, as he

has there completed all improvements that wealth and

energy can effect, he has less occupation for agricultural

pursuits, to which he has grown more and more par-

tial, than on the wide and princely domain which has

hitherto wanted the master's eye. "He is a bra' farmer,

I know," quoth the steward, " so far as the theory goes;

but I don't think we in the north want great lords to

teach us how to foUowthe plough." The steward's sense

of dignity is hurt; but he is an honest fellow, and really

glad to see the family come to settle in the old place.

They have arrived, and with them the Castletons,

and a whole yosse c(y(nitatus of guests. The County

Paper is full of fine names.
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" What on earth did Lord Ulverstone mean by

pretending to get out of the way of troublesome

visitors?"

" My dear Pisistratus," answered my father, to that

exclamation, " it is not the visitors who come, but the

visitors who stay away, that most trouble the repose

of a retired minister. In all the procession, he sees

but the images of Brutus and Cassius—that are not

<^ there ! And depend on it, also, a retirement so near

London did not make noise enough. You see, a

retiring statesman is like that fine carp—the farther

he leaps from the water, the greater splash he makes

in falling into the weeds ! But," added Mr Caxton,

in a repentant tone, " this jesting does not become

us ; and, if I indulged it, it is only because 1 am

heartily glad that Trevanion is likely now to find out

I
his true vocation. And as soon as the fine people he

/ brings with him have left him alone in his library, I

/ trust he will settle to that vocation, and be happier

>. than he has been yet."

" And that vocation, sir, is— ?
"

^ " Metaphysics !

" said my father. " He will be

quite at home in puzzling over Berkeley, and consi-

dering whether the Speaker's chair, and the official

red boxes, were really things whose ideas of figure,

extension, and hardness, were all in the mind. It

will be a great consolation to him to agree with
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Berkeley, and to find that lie has only been baffled

by Immaterial phantasma !

"

My father was quite right. The repining, subtle,

truth-welgbing Trevanlon, plagued by his conscience

into seeing all sides of a question, (for the least ques-

tion has more than two sides, and Is hexagonal at

least,) was much more fitted to discover the origin of

ideas than to convince Cabinets and Nations that two

and two make four—a proposition on which he him-

self would have agreed with Abraham Tucker, where

that most Ingenious and suggestive of all English

metaphysicians observes, " Well persuaded as I am

that two and two make four, If I were to meet with a

person of credit, candour, and understanding, who

should sincerely call it in question, I would give him

a hearing ; for I am not more certain of that than of

the whole being greater than a part. And yet I could

myself suggest some considerations that might seem to

controvert this point.'''"^ I can so well Imagine Tre-

vanlon listening to " some person of credit, candour,

and understanding," In disproof of that vulgar pro"^.

position that twice two make four ! But the news

of this arrival, including that of Lady Castleton,/

disturbed me greatly, and I took to long wanderings )

* Light of Nature—chapter on Judgment.— See the very ingenious

illustration of doubt, " whether the part is always greater than the

whole "—taken from time, or rather eternity.
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alone. In one of these rambles, they all called at the

Tower—Lord and Lady Ulverstone, the Castletons,

and their children. I escaped the visit ; and on my

\ return home, there was a certain delicacy respecting

old associations that restrained much talk, before me,

on so momentous an event. Roland, like me, had

ept out of the way. Blanche, poor child, ignorant

of the antecedents, was the most communicative.

And the especial theme she selected—was the grace

and beauty of Lady Castleton !

A pressing invitation to spend some days at the

castle had been cordially given to all. It was accepted

only by myself: I wrote word that I would come.

Yes ; I longed to prove the strength of my own

self-conquest, and accurately test the nature of the

feelings that had disturbed me. That any sentiment

which could be called love remained for Lady Castle-

ton, the wife of another, and that other a man with

so many claims on my affection as her lord, I held as

a moral impossibility. But, with all those lively

impressions of early youth still engraved on my heart

—impressions of the image of Fanny Trevanion, as

the fairest and brightest of human beings—could I

feel free to love again ? Could I seek to woo, and

rivet to myself for ever, the entire and virgin affec-

tions of another, while there was a possibility that I

might compare and regret ? No ; either I must feel
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that, if Fanny were again single—could be mineA

"without obstacle, human or divine—she had ceased
j

to be the one I would single out of the world ; or, >

though regarding love as the dead, I would be faithful A

to its memory and its ashes. My mother sighed, and '

looked fluttered and uneasy all the morning of the

day on which I was to repair to Compton. She even

seemed cross, for about the third time in her life, and

paid no compliment to Mr Stultz, when my shooting-

jacket was exchanged for a black frock, which that

artist had pronounced to be " splendid ;" neither did

she honour me with any of those little attentions to

the contents of my portmanteau, and the perfect

" getting up" of my white waistcoats and cravats,

which made her natural instincts on such memorable

occasions. There was also a sort ofquenilous, pitying

tenderness in her tone, when she spoke to Blanche,

which was quite pathetic ; though, fortunately, its

cause remained dark and impenetrable to the innocent

comprehension of one who could not see where the

past filled the urns of the future at the fountain of

life. My father understood me better—shook me by

the hand as I got into the chaise, and muttered, out

of Seneca

—

" Non tanquam transfuga, sed tanquam explorator." *

' Not to desert, but examine.'

Quite right.



CHAPTER VI.

Agreeably to the usual custom In great houses, as

soon as I arrived at Corapton I was conducted to my

room, to adjust my toilet, or compose my spirits by

solitude :—it wanted an hour to dinner. I had not,

however, been thus left ten minutes, before the door

opened, and Trevanion himself (as I would fain still

call him ) stood before me. Most cordial were his

greeting and welcome ; and, seating himself by my

side, he continued to converse, in his peculiar way

—

bluntly eloquent, and carelessly learned— till the half-

liour bell rang. He talked on Australia, the Wake-

field system—cattle—books, his trouble in arranging

his library—his schemes for improving his property,

and embellishing his grounds—his delight to find my

father look so well—his determination to see a great

deal of him, whether his old college friend would or no.

He talked, in short, of everything except politics, and

his own past career—showing only his soreness in that
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silence. But (independently of the mere work of

time) he looked yet more worn and jaded in his leisure

than he had done in the full tide of business ; and his

former abi-upt quickness of manner now seemed to

partake of feverish excitement. I hoped that my

father would see much of him, for I felt that the weary

mind wanted soothing.

Just as the second bell rang, I entered the drawing-

room. There were at least twenty guests present

—

each guest, no doubt, some planet of fashion or fame,

with satellites of its own. But I saw only two forms

distinctly ; first, Lord Castleton, conspicuous with star

and garter—somewhat ampler and portlier in pro-

portions, and with a frank dash of gray in the silky

waves of his hair ; but still as pre-eminent as ever for

that beauty—the charm of which depends less than

any other upon youth—arising as it does, from a feli-

citous combination of bearing and manner, and that

exquisite suavity of expression which steals into the

heart, and pleases so much that it becomes a satisfac-

tion to admire ! Of Lord Castleton, indeed, it might

be said, as of Alcibiades, ' that he was beautiful at

every age. ' I felt my breath come thick, and a mist

passed before my eyes, as Lord Castleton led me

through the crowd, and the radiant vision of Fanny
\^

Trevanion, how altered—and how dazzling !—burst \

upon me.

VOL. III. s
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y- 1 felt the light touch of that hand of snow ; but no

guilty thrill shot through ray veins. I heard the voice,

musical as ever—lower than it was once, and more

subdued in its key, but steadfast and untremulous—it

was no longer the voice that made " my soul plant

itselfin the ears. " * The event was over, and I knew

that the dream had fled from the waking world for

ever.

" Another old friend
! " as Lady Ulverstone came

forth from a little group of children, leading one fine

boy of nine years old, while one, two or three years

younger, clung to her gown. " Another old friend I

—and," added Lady Ulverstone, after the first kind

greetings, " two new ones, when the old are gone.

"

The slight melancholy left the voice, as, after present-

ing to me the little viscount, she drew forward the

more bashful Lord Albert, who indeed had something

of his grandsire's and namesake's look of refined in-

telligence in his brow and eyes.

The watchful tact of Lord Castleton was quick in

terminating whatever embarrassment might belong to

these introductions, as, leaning lightly on my arm, he

drew me forward, and presented me to the guests more

immediately in our neighbourhood, who seemed by

their earnest cordiality to have been already prepared

for the introduction.

Sir Philip Sidney.
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Dinner was now announced, and I welcomed that

sense of relief and segregation with which one settles

into one's own " particular " chair at your large mis-

cellaneous entertainments.

I stayed three days at that house. How truly had

Trevanion said that Fanny would make " an excellent

great lady." What perfect harmony between her

manners and her position
;
just retaining enough of

the girl's seductive gaiety and bewitching desire to

please, to soften the new dignity of bearing she had

unconsciously assumed—less, after all, as great lady,

than as wife and mother : with a fine breeding, per-

haps a little languid and artificial, as compared with

her lord's—which sprang, fresh and healthful, wholly

from nature—but still so void of all the chill of conde-

scension, or the subtle impertinence that belongs to

that order of the inferior noblesse^ which boasts the

name of " exclusives ; " with what grace, void of pru-

dery, she took the adulation of the flutterers, turning

from them to her children, or escaping lightly to Lord

Castleton, with an ease that drew round her at once

the protection of earth and home.

And certainly Lady Castleton was more incontest-

ably beautiful than Fanny Trevanion had been.

All this I acknowledged, not with a sigh and a

pang, but with a pure feeling of pride and delight. I

might have loved madly and presumptuously, as boys
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yill do ; but I had loved worthily—the love left no

/' blush on my manhood ; and Fanny's very happiness

was my perfect and total cure of every wound in my

heart not quite scarred over before. Had she been

discontented, soriowful, without joy in the ties she

had formed, there might have been more danger that

I should brood over the past, and regret the loss of

its idol. Here there was none. And the very

^/finprovement in her beauty had so altered its charac-

ter

—

so altered—that Fanny Trevanion and Lady

Castleton seemed two persons. And, thus observing

and listening to her, I could now dispassionately

perceive such differences in our nature as seemed to

justify Trevanion's assertion, which once struck me as

80 monstrous, " that we should not have been happy

had fate permitted our union." Pure-hearted and

simple though she remained in the artificial world,

still that world was her element ; its interests occu-

pied her; its talk, though just chastened from scandal,

flowed from her lips. To borrow the words of a man

who was himself a courtier, and one so distinguished

that he could afford to sneer at Chesterfield,* " She

had the routine of that style of conversation which is

a sort of gold leaf, that is a great embellishment

|where it is joined to anything else." I will not add,

" but makes a very poor figure by itself,"—for tliat

* Lord Hervey's Memoirrof George IJ,
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Lady Castleton's conversation certainly did not do

—

perhaps, indeed, because it was not " by itself"—and

the gold leaf was all the better for being thin, since it

could not cover even the surface of the sweet and

amiable nature over which it was spread. Still this

was not the mind in which now, In maturer expe-

rience, I would seek to find sympathy with manly

action, or companionship in the charms of intellectual

leisure.

There was about this same beautiful favourite of

nature and fortune a certain helplessness, which had

even its grace In that high station, and which perhaps

tended to Insure her domestic peace, for It served to

attach her to those who had won Influence over her,

and was happily accompanied by a most affectionate

disposition. But still, If less favoured by circum-

stances, less sheltered from every wind that could

visit her too roughly—If, as the wife of a man of

inferior rank, she had failed of that high seat and

silken canopy reserved for the spoiled darlings of

fortune—that helplessness might have become queru-

lous. I thought of poor Ellen Bolding and her

silken shoes. Fanny Trevanion seemed to have come,

Into the world with silk shoes—not to walk where there

was a stone or a brier ! I heard something. In the

gossip of those around, that confirmed this view of

Lady Castleton's character, while it deepened my
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r admiration of her lord, and showed me how wise had

ybeen her choice, and how resolutely he had prepared

• himself to vindicate his own. One evening, as I was

sitting a little apart from the rest, with two men of

the London world, to whose talk—for it ran upon the

on-dits and anecdotes of a region long strange to me

—I was a silent but amused listener ; one of the two

said— " Well, I don't know anywhere a more

excellent creature than Lady Castleton ; so fond of

her diildren—and her tone to Castleton so exactly

yyfhaX it ought to be—so affectionate, and yet, as it

y^''^ were, respectful. And the more credit to her, if, as

they say, she was not in love with him when she

married, (to be sure, handsome as he is, he is twice

her age !) And no woman could have been more

flattered and courted by Lotharios and lady-killers

than Lady Castleton has been. I confess to my

shame, that Castleton's luck puzzles me, for, it is

rather an exception to my general experience."

" My dear * * *," said the other, who was one of

those wise men of pleasure, who occasionally startle

us into wondering how they come to be so clever,

and yet rest contented with mere drawing-room

celebrity—men who seem always idle, yet appear

to have read everything ; always indifferent to what

passes before them, yet who know the characters and

divine the secrets of everybody—" my dear * * *,"
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said the gentleman, " you would not be puzzled if you\

had studied Lord Castleton, instead of her ladyship. \

Of all the conquests ever made by Sedley Beaudesert,

when the two fairest dames of the Faubourg are

said to have fought for his smiles, in the Bois de Bou-

logne—no conquest ever cost him such pains, or so ^

tasked his knowledge of women, as that of his wife

after marriage ! He was not satisfied with her hand,

he was resolved to have her whole heart, ' one entire

and perfect chrysolite ; ' and he has succeeded ! Never

was husband so watchful, and so little jealous—never

one who confided so generously in all that was best

in his wife, yet was so alert in protecting and guard-

ing her, wherever she was weakest ! When, in the
,

second year of marriage, that dangerous German

Prince Von Leibenfels attached himself so perse-

veringly to Lady Castleton, and the scandal-mongers

pricked up their ears, in hopes of a victim, I watched

Castleton with as much interest as if I had been look-

ing over Deschappelles playing at chess. You never

saw anything so masterly : he pitted himself against

his highness with the cool confidence, not of a blind

spouse, but a fortunate rival. He surpassed him in

the delicacy of his attentions, he outshone him by his

careless magnificence. Leibenfels had the imperti-

nence to send Lady Castleton a bouquet of some rare

flowers just in fashion. Castleton, an hour before,
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had filled her whole balcony with the same costly

exotics, as if they were too common for nosegays,

and only just worthy to bloom for her a day. Young

and really accomplished as Leibenfels is, Castleton

eclipsed him by his grace, and fooled him with his wit:

he laid little plots to turn his mustache and guitar

into ridicule ; he seduced him into a hunt with the

buckhounds, (though Castleton himself had not hunted

before, since he was thirty,) and drew him, spluttering

German oaths, out of the slough of a ditch ; he made

him the laughter of the clubs ; he put him fairly out

of fashion—and all with such suavity and politeness,

and bland sense of superiority, that it was the finest

piece of high comedy you ever beheld. The poor

prince, who had been coxcomb enough to lay a

bet with a Frenchnaan as to his success with the

English in general, and Lady Castleton in par-

ticular, went away with a face as long as Don

Quixote's. K you had but seen him at S House,

the night before he took leave of the island, and his

comical grimace when Castleton offered him a pinch

of the Beaudesert mixture ! No I the fact is, that

Castleton made it the object of liis existence, the

masterpiece of his art, to secure to himself a happy

home, and the entire possession of his wife's heart.

The first two or three years, I fear, cost him more

trouble than any other man ever took, with his own
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wife at least ; but he may now rest In peace—Lady

Castleton is won, and for ever."

As mj gentleman ceased, Ijord Castleton's noble

head rose above the group standing round him ; and

I saw Lady Castleton turn with a look of well-bred

fatigue from a handsome young fop, who had affected

to lower his voice while he spoke to her, and, encoun-

tering the eyes of her husband, the look changed at

once Into one of such sweet smiling affection, such

frank unmistakeable wife-like pride, that it seemed a

response to the assertion—" Lady Castleton is won,

and for ever."

Yes, that story increased my admiration for Lord

Castleton : it showed me with what forethought and

earnest sense of responsibility he had undertaken the

charge of a life, the guidance of a character yet unde-

veloped : it lastingly acquitted him of the levity that

had been attributed to Sedley Beaudesert. But I felt

more than ever contented that the task had devolved

on one whose temper and experience had so fitted
/

him to discharge it. That German prince made me 1

tremble from sympathy with the husband, and in a

sort of relative shudder for myself ! Had that episode

happened to me ! I could never have drawn " high

comedy " from It !—I could never have so happily

closed the fifth act with a pinch of the Beaudesert

mixture ! No, no ; to ray homely sense of man*'s life

1

X
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and employment, there was nothing alluring in the

prospect of watching over the golden tree in the

garden, with a " woe to the Argus, if Mercury once

lull him to sleep
!

" Wife of mine shall need no

'Watching, save in sickness and sorrow ! Thank Hea-

"^Z ven that my way of hfe does not lead through the

/ roseate thoroughfares, beset with German princes

laying bets for my perdition, and fine gentlemen

admiring the skill with which I play at chess for so

terrible a stake ! To each rank and each temper, its

own laws. I acknowledge that Fanny is an excellent

marchioness, and Lord Castleton an incomparable

marquis. But, Blanche ! if I can win thy true simple

heart, I trust I shall begin at the fifth act of high

comedy, and say at the altar

—

" Once won, won for ever I

"



CHAPTER VII.

I RODE home on a horse my host lent me ; and

Lord Castleton rode part of the way with me, accom-

panied by his two boys, who bestrode manfully their

Shetland ponies, and cantered on before us. I

paid some compliment to the spirit and intelli-

gence of these children— a compliment they well

deserved.

" Why, yes," said the marquis, with a father's

becoming pride, " I hope neither of them will shame

his grandsire, Trevanion. Albert (though not quite

the wonder poor Lady Ulverstone declares him to be)

is rather too precocious ; and it is all I can do to pre-

vent his being spoilt by flattery to his cleverness,

which, I think, is much worse than even flattery to rank

—a danger to which, despite Albert's destined inherit-

ance, the elder brother is more exposed. Eton soon

takes out the conceit of the latter and more vulgar kind.
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I remember Lord (you know what an unpretend-

ing, good-natured fellow he Is now) strutting into the

play-ground, a raw boy, with his chin up in the air,

and burly Dick Johnson (rather a tuft-hunter now,

I'm afraid) coming up, and saying, ' Well, sir, and

who the deuce are you?' ' Lord ,' says the

poor devil unconsciously, * eldest son of the Marquis

of —.—.' ' Oh, indeed !' cries Johnson ;
' then, there''s

one kick for my lord, and two for the marquis
!

' I

am not fond of kicking, but I doubt if anything ever

did more good than those three kicks ! But,"

continued Lord Castleton, " when one flatters a boy

for his cleverness, even Eton itself cannot kick the

conceit out of him. Let him be last in the form, and

the greatest dunce ever flogged, there are always

people to say that your public schools don't do for

your great geniuses. And it is ten to one but what

the father is plagued into taking the boy home, and

giving him a private tutor, who fixes him Into a prig

for ever. A coxcomb in dress (said the marquis,

smiling) is a trifler it would ill become me to con-

demn, and I own that I would rather see a youth a

fop than a sloven ; but a coxcomb In ideas—why, the

younger he is, the more unnatural and disagreeable.

Now, Albert, over that hedge, sir."

; " That hedge, papa ? The pony will never do it."

^' Then," said Lord Castleton, taking off his hat
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with politeness, " I fear you will deprive us of the

pleasure of your company."

The boy laughed, and made gallantly for the hedge,

though I saw by his change of colour that it a little

alarmed him. The pony could not clear the hedge

;

but it was a pony of tact and resources, and it scram-

bled through like a cat, inflicting sundry rents and

tears on a jacket of Raphael blue.

Lord Castleton said, smiling, " You see I teach

them to get through a difficulty one way or the other.

Between you and me," he added seriously, " I per-

ceive a very dliFerent world rising round the next

generation from that in which I first went forth and

took my pleasure. I shall rear my boys accordingly.

Rich noblemen must now-a-days be useful men ; and

if they can't leap over briars, they must scramble

through them. Don't you agree with me?"

" Yes, heartily."

" Marriage makes a man much wiser," said the

marquis, after a pause. " I smile now, to think how

often I sighed at the thought of growing old. Now

I reconcile myself to the gray hairs without dreams

of a wig, and enjoy youth still—for" (pointing to his

sons) "it is there .'

"

•

" He has very nearly found out the secret of the

saffron bag now," said my father, pleased, and rubbing

his hands, when I repeated this talk with Lord
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Castleton. " But I fear poor Trevanion," he added,

with a compassionate change of countenance, " is still

far away from the sense of Lord Bacon's receipt. And

his wife, you say, out of very love for him, keeps

always drawing discord from the one jarring wire."

" You must talk to her, sir."

" I will," said my father angrily ;
" and scold her

too—foolish woman ! I shall tell her Luther's advice

to the Prince of Anhalt."

"What was that, sir?"

" Only to throw a baby into the river Maldon,

because it had sucked dry five wet-nurses besides the

mother, and must therefore be a changeling. Why,

that ambition of hers would suck dry all the mothers'

milk in the genus mammalian. And such a withered,

rickety, malign little changeling too ! She shall fling

it into the river, by all that is holy
!

" cried my father

;

and, suiting the action to the word, away went the

spectacles he had been rubbing indignantly for the

last three minutes, into the pond. " Papae !" faltered

my father aghast, while the Ceprinidse, mistaking the

dip of the spectacles for an invitation to dinner, came

scudding up to the bank. " It is all your fault,"

said Mr €axton, recovering himself. " Get me the

new tortoise-shell spectacles and a large slice of bread.

You see that when fish are reduced to a pond they

recognise a benefactor, which they never do when
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rising at flies, or groping for worms, in the waste

world of a river. Hem !—a hint for the Ulverstones.

Besides the bread and the spectacles, just look out

and bring me the old black-letter copy of St Anthony's

Sermon to Fishes^



CHAPTER VIII.

Some weeks now have passed since my return to

the Tower : the Castletons are gone, and all Tre-

vanion's gay guests. And since these departures,

visits between the two houses have been interchanged

often, and the bonds of intimacy are growing close.

Twice has my father held long conveisatious apart

with Lady Ulverstone, (my mother is not foolish

enough to feel a pang now at such confidences,) and

the result has become apparent. Lady Ulverstone

\has ceased all talk against the world and the public

-ceased to fret the galled pride of her husband with

irritating sympathy. She has made herself the true

partner of his present occupations, as she was of those

in the past ; she takes interest in farming, and gar-

dens, and flowers, and those philosophical peaches

which come from trees academical that Sir William

Temple reared in his graceful retirement. She does

more—she sits by her husband''s side in the library,
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reads the books he reads, or, if in Latin, coaxes him

into construing them. Insensibly she leads him into

studies farther and farther remote from Blue Books

and Hansard ; and, taking mj father's hint,

" Allures to brighter worlds, aud leads the way."

They ^re inseparable. Darby-and-Joan-like, you

see them together in the library, the garden, or the

homely little pony-phaeton, for which Lord Ulver-

stone has resigned the fast-trotting cob, once identi-

fied with the eager looks of the busy Trevanion. It

is most touching, most beautiful ! And to think

what a victory over herself the proud woman must

have obtained !—never a thought that seems to mur-

mur, never a word to recall the ambitious man back

from the philosophy into which his active mind flies

for refuge. And with the effort her brow has become

so serene ! That careworn expression, which her

fine features once wore, is fast vanishing. And what

affects me most, is to think that this change (whicli

is already settling into happiness) has been wrought

by Austin's counsels and appeals to her sense and

affection. " It is to you," he said, " that Trevanionx

must look for more than comfort— for cheerfulness /

and satisfaction. Your child is gone from you—the v

world ebbs away—you two should be all in all to
j

each other. Be so." Thus, after paths so devious,
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meet those who had parted in youth, now on the

verge of age. There, in the same scenes where

Austin and EUinor had first formed acquaintance,

he, aiding her to soothe the wounds inflicted by the

ambition that had separated their lots, and both

taking counsel to insure the happiness of the rival

she had preferred.

After all this vexed public life of toil, and care,

and ambition,—to see Trevanion and Ellinor, draw-

ing closer and closer to each other, knowing private

life and its charms for the first time,—verily it would

have been a theme for an elegiast like Tibulkis.

But all this while a younger love, with no blurred

leaves to erase from the chronicle, has been keeping

sweet account of the summer time. " V^ery near are

two hearts that have no guile between them," saith a

proverb, traced back to Confucius. O ye days of still

sunshine, reflected back from ourselves—O ye haunts,

endeared evermore by a look, tone, or smile, or rapt

silence ; when more and more with each hour unfolded

before me, that nature, so tenderly coy, so cheerful

though serious, so attuned by simple cares to affec-

tion, yet so filled, from soft musings and solitude, with

a poetry that gave grace to duties the homeliest

—

setting life's trite things to music ! Here natm'e and

fortune concurred alike : equal in birth and preten-

sions—similar in tastes and in objects—loving the
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healthful activity of purpose, but content to find It

around us—neither envying the wealthy, nor vying

with the great ; each framed by temper to look on

the bright side of life, and find founts of delight, and

green spots fresh with verdure, where eyes but accus-

tomed to cities could see but the sands and the

mirage : While afar (as man's duty) I bad gone

through the travail that. In wrestling with fortune,

gives pause to the heart to recover Its losses, and

know the value of love. In its graver sense of llfe*'s

earnest realities ; heaven had reared, at the thresholds

of home, the young tree that should cover the roof

with its blossoms, and embalm with its fragrance the

daily air of my being.

It had been the joint prayer of those kind ones I

left, that such might be my reward ; and each had

contributed, in his or her several way, to fit that fair

life for the ornament and joy of the one that now

asked to guard and to cherish it. From Eoland came

that deep, earnest honour—a man's In its strength, and

a woman's in its delicate sense of refinement. From

E-oland, that quick taste for all things noble in poetry,

and lovely In nature—the eye that sparkled to read

how Bayard stood alone at the bridge, and saved an t?-

anny—or wept over the page that told how the dying

Sidney put the bowl from his burning lips. Is that

too masculine a spirit for some? Let each please

/



292 THE CAXTONS

:

himself. Give me the woman who can echo all

thoughts that are noblest in men ! And that eye,

too—like Roland's—could pause to note each finer

mesh in the wonderful webwork of beauty. No land-

scape to her was the same yesterday and to-day—

a

deeper shade from the skies could change the face of

the moors—the springing up of fresh wild flowers, the

very song of some bird unheard before, lent variety

to the broad rugged heath. Is that too simple a

source of pleasure for some to prize? Be it so to

those who need the keen stimulants that cities afford.

But if we were to pass all our hours in those scenes,

it was something to have the tastes which own no

monotony in Nature.

All this came from E-oland ; and to this, witli

thoughtful wisdom, my father had added enough

knowledge from books to make those tastes more

attractive, and to lend to impulsive perception of

beauty and goodness the culture that draws finer

essence from beauty, and expands the Good into the

Better by heightening the sight of the sm-vey : hers,

knowledge enough to sympathise with intellectual

pursuits, not enough to dispute on man's province

—

Opinion. Still, whether in nature or in lore, still

" The fairest garden in her looks.

And in her mind the choicest books !

"

And yet, thou wise Austin—and thou, Roland, poet
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that never wrote a verse—yet your work had been

incomplete, but then Woman stept in, and the mother

gave to her she designed for a daughter the last finish

of meek every-day charities— the mild household

virtues—" the soft word that turneth away wrath "

—the angelic pity for man's rougher faults—the

patience that bideth its time— and, exacting no

" rights of woman," subjugates us, delighted, to the

invisible thrall.

Dost thou remember, my Blanche, that soft summer

evening when the vows our eyes had long inter-

changed stole at last from the lip ? Wife mine ! come

to my side—look over me while I write : there, thy

tears—(happy tears are they not, Blanche?)—have

blotted the page ! Shall we tell the world more ?

Eight, my Blanche; no words should profane the

place where those tears have fallen !

And here I would fain conclude ; but alas, and

alas ! that I cannot associate with our hopes, on this-'

side the grave, him who, we fondly hoped, (even on
^

the bridal-day, that gave his sister to my arms,)

would come to the hearth where his place now stood

vacant, contented with glory, and fitted at last for the

tranquil happiness which long years of repentance

and trial had deserved.
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Within tlie first year of mj marriage, and shortly

after a gallant share in a desperate action, which had

covered his name with new honours, just when we

were most elated, in the blinded vanity of human

pride, came the fatal news ! The brief career was

wi. He died, as I knew he would have prayed to

/die, at the close of a day ever memorable in the annals

of that marvellous empire, which valour without

parallel has annexed to the Throne of the Isles. He

d]ed^in_the. arna^.-Pf -Victory, and his last smile met

the eyes of the noble chief who, even in that hour,

could pause from the tide of triumph by the victim it

had cast on its bloody shore. " One favour," faltered

the dying man ;
" I have a father at home—he, too,

( is a soldier. In my tent is my will : it gives all I

/ have to him—he can take it without shame. That is

I

not enough ! Write to him—you—with your own

V hand, and tell him how his son fell !
" And the hero

fulfilled the prayer, and that letter is dearer to Roland

than all the long roll of the ancestral dead ! Nature

has reclaimed her rights, and the forefathers recede

before the son.

In a side chapel of the old Gothic church, amidst

the mouldering tombs of those who fought at Acre

and Agincourt, a fresh tablet records the death of

Herbert de Caxtox, with the simple inscrip-

tion

—



A FAMILY PICTUEE. 295

HE FELL ON THE FIELD:

HIS COUNTRY MOURNED HIM,

AND HIS FATHER IS RESIGNED.

Yeaxs have rolled away since that tablet was placed

there, and changes have passed on that nook of earth

which bounds our little world : fair chambers have

sprung up amidst the desolate ruins ; far and near,

smiling corn-fields replace the bleak, dreary moors.

The land supports more retainers than ever thronged

to the pennon of its barons of old ; and Roland can

look from his tower over domains that are reclaimed,

year by year, from the waste, till the ploughshare

shall win a lordship more opulent than those feudal

chiefs ever held by the tenure of the sword. And

the hospitable mirth that had fled from the ruin has

been renewed in the hall ; and rich and poor, great

and lowly, have welcomed the rise of an ancient house

from the dust of decay. iVll those dreams of Roland's

youth are fulfilled ; but they do not gladden his heart

like the thought that his son, at the last, was worthy

of his line, and the hope that no gulf shall yawn

between the two when the Grand Circle is rounded,

and man's past and man's future meet where Time

disappears. Never was that lost one forgotten!—
never was his name breathed but tears rushed to the

eyes ; and, each morning, the peasant going to his

labour might see Roland steal down the dell to the
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deep-set door of the chapel. None presume there to

follow his steps, or intrude on his solemn thoughts

;

for there, in sight of that tablet, are his orisons made,

and the remembrance of the dead forms a part of the

commune with heaven. But the old man''s step is still

firm, and his brow still erect ; and you may see in his

face that it was no hollow boast which proclaimed

that the " father was resigned
:

" and ye who doubt if

too Roman a hardness might not be found in that

Christian resignation, think what it is to have feared

for a son the life of shame, and ask, then, if the sharp-

est grief to a father is in a son's death of honour

!

Years have passed, and two fair daughters play at

the knees of Blanche, or creep round the footstool of

\ Austin, waiting patiently for the expected kiss when

he looks up from the Great Book, now drawing fast

to its close ; or, if Roland enter the room, forget all

their sober demureness, and, unawed by the terrible

" Papae!" run clamorous for the promised swing in the

orchard, or the fiftieth recital of " Chevy Chase."

For my part, I take the goods the gods provide me,

and am contented with girls that have the eyes of

their mother; but Roland, ungrateful man, begins to

grumble that we are so neglectful of the rights ofheirs-

male. He is in doubt whether to lay the fault on Mr

Squills or on us : I am not sure that he does not think

it a conspiracy of all three to settle the representation
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of the martial De Caxtons on the '• spindle side."

Whosoever be the right person to blame, an omission

so fatal to the straight line in the pedigree is rectified

at last, and Mrs Primmins again rushes, or rather/

rolls—in the movement natural to forms globular and

spheral—into my father's room, with

—

" Sir, sir—it is a boy !

"

Whether my father asked also this time that ques-

tion so puzzling to metaphysical inquirers, " What is

a boy?" I know not: I rather suspect he had not

leisure for so abstract a question ; for the whole house-

hold burst on him, and my mother, in that storm

peculiar to the elements of the Mind Feminine—a sort

of sunshiny storm between laughter and crying—
whirled him off to behold the Neogilos. ^^-
Now, some months after that date, on a winter's

evening, we were all assembled in the hall, which was

still our usual apartment, since its size permitted to

each his own segregated and peculiar employment.

A large screen fenced off from interruption my father's

erudite settlement ; and quite out of sight, behind that

impermeable barrier, he was now calmly winding up

that eloquent peroration which will astonish the world

whenever, by Heaven's special mercy, the printer's

devils have done with " The History of Human

Error." In another nook, my uncle had ensconced

himself—stirring his coffee, (in the cup my mother had
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presented to him so many years ago, and which had

miraculously escaped all the ills the race of crockery

is heir to,) a volume of Ivankoe in the other hand

;

and, in despite the charm of the Northern Wizard, his

eye not on the page. On the wall, behind him, hangs

the picture of Sir Herbert de Caxton, the soldier-

comrade of Sidney and Drake ; and, at the foot of the

picture, Eoland has slung his son's sword beside the

letter that spoke of his death, which is framed and

glazed : sword and letter had become as the last, nor

least honoured, Penates of the hall:—the son was

grown an ancestor.

Not far from my uncle sat Mr Squills, employed in

mapping out phrenological divisions on a cast he had

made from the skull of one of the Australian abori-

gines—a ghastly present which (in compliance with a

yearly letter to that effect) I had brought him over,

together with a stuffed " wombat" and a large bundle

of sarsaparilla. (For the satisfaction of his patients,

I may observe, parenthetically, that the skull and the

" wombat "—that last is a creature between a minia-

ture pig and a very small badger—were not precisely

packed up with the sarsaparilla !) Farther on stood

open, but idle, the new pianoforte, at which, before

ray father had given his preparatory hem, and sat

down to the Great Book, Blanche and my mother had

been trying hard to teach me to bear the third in the
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glee of " The Choiigli and Crow to roost have gone,"

—vain task, In spite of all flattering assurances that I

have a very fine " bass," if I could but manage to

humour it. Fortunately for the ears of the audience,

that attempt is now abandoned. My mother is hard /
at work on her tapestry—the last pattern in fashion

—

to wit, a rosy-cheeked young troubadour playing the
)

lute under a salmon-coloured balcony : the two little v

girls look gravely on, prematurely in love, I suspect,

with the troubadour ; and Blanche and I have stolen

away into a corner, which, by some strange delusion,

we consider out of sight, and in that corner is the

cradle of the Neogilos. Indeed it is not our fault that

it is there—Eoland would have it so ; and the baby

is so good, too, he never cries—at least so say

Blanche and vi\Y mother : at all events, he does not

cry to-night. And, indeed, that child is a wonder

!

He seems to know and respond to what was upper-

most at our hearts when he was born ; and yet more,

when Roland (contrary, I dare say, to all custom)

permitted neither mother, nor nurse, nor creature of

womankind, to hold him at the baptismal font, but

bent over the new Christian his own dark, high-

featured face, reminding one of the eagle that hid the

infant In its nest, and watched over It with wings that "^^

had battled with the storm : and from that moment
[

the child, who took the name of Herbert, seemed to /



300 THE CAXTONS :

recognise Roland better than his nurse, or even

mother—seemed to know that, in giving him that

name, we sought to give Roland his son once more

!

Never did the old man come near the infant but it

Xy smiled, and crowed, and stretched out its little anns;

and then the mother and I would press each other's

hand secretly, and were not jealous. Well, then,

Blanche and Pisistratus were seated near the cradle,

and talking in low whispers, when my father pushed

aside the screen, and said

—

" There—the work is done !—and now it may go

yy^ to press as soon as you will."

Congratulations poured in—my father bore thera

with his usual equanimity; and standing on the

hearth, his hand in his waistcoat, he said musingly,

1
" Among the last delusions of Human Error, I have

' had to notice Rousseau's phantasy of Perpetual Peace,

and all the like pastoral dreams, which preceded the

bloodiest wars that have convulsed the earth for

more than a thousand years
!

"

" And to judge by the newspapers," said I, " the

same delusions are renewed again. Benevolent

theorists go about prophesying peace as a positive

certainty, deduced from that sibyl-book the ledger;

and we are never again to buy cannons, provided only

we can exchange cotton for com."

Mr Squills, (t^^o, having almost wholly retired
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from general business^ Jias^ from want of somethwg

better to do^ attended sundry " Demonstrations in the

Northj^^ since which he has talked much about the

march of improvement^ the spirit of the age^ and " US

of the nineteenth centuryy)—I heartily hope that those

benevolent theorists are true prophets. I have found,

in the course of my professional practice, that men

go out of the world quite fast enough, without hack-

ing them into pieces, or blowing them up into the air.

War is a great evil.

Blanche, [passing by Squills^ and glancing to-

wards Roland.)—Hush

!

Roland remains silent.

Mr Caxton.—War is a great evil; but evil is

admitted by Providence into the agency of creation,

physical and moral. The existence of evil has puzzled

wiser heads than ours, Squills. But, no doubt, there

is One above who has His reasons for it. The com-

bative bump seems as common to the human skull as

the philoprogenitive,—if it is in our organisation, be

sure it is not there without cause. Neither is it just

to man, nor wisely submissive to the Disposer of all

events, to suppose that war is wholly and wantonly

produced by human crimes and follies—that it con-

duces only to ill, and does not as often arise from the

necessities interwoven in the framework of society,

and speed the great ends of the human race, con-

X.
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formably with the designs of the Omniscient. Not

one great war has ever desolated the earth, but has

left behind it seeds that have ripened into blessings

incalculable

!

Mr Squills, {with the groan of a dissentient at a

" Demonstration^)— Oh ! oh ! OH !

Luckless Squills ! Little could he have foreseen the

shower-bath, or rather douche^ of erudition that fell

splash on his head, as he pulled the spring, with that

impertinent Oh ! oh I Down first came the Persian

War, with ]\Iedian myriads disgorging all the rivers

they had drunk up in their march through the East

—

all the arts, all the letters, all the sciences, all the

notions of liberty that we inherit from Greece—my
father rushed on with them all, sousing Squills with

his proofs that, without the Persian War, Greece

would never have risen to be the teacher of the

world. Before the gasping victim could take breath,

down came Hun, Goth, and Vandal, on Italy and

Squills.

" What, sir
!

" cried my father, " don't you see

I

that, from those eruptions on demoralised Eome came

^ the regeneration of manhood ; the rebaptism of earth

from the last soils of paganism ; and the remote

origin of whatever of Christianity yet exists, free

from the idolatries with which Rome contaminated

the faith?
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Squills held up his hands, and made a splutter.

Down came Charlemagne—paladins and all ! There

my father was grand ! What a picture he made of

the broken, jarring, savage elements of barbaric

society. And the iron hand of the great Frank

—

settling the nations, and founding existent Europe.

Squills was now fast sinking into coma, or stupefac-

tion ; but, catching at a straw, as he heard the word

"Crusades," he stuttered forth, "Ah! there I defy

you!"

" Defy me, there !" cries my father ; and one would

think the ocean was in the shower-bath, it came down

with such a rattle. My father scarcely touched on^

the smaller points in excuse for the Crusades, though

he recited yery volubly all the humaner arts intro-

duced into Europe by that invasion of the East ; and

showed how it had served civilisation, by the vent it

afforded for the rude energies of chivalry—by the

element of destruction to feudal tyranny that it intro-

duced—by its use in the emancipation of burghs,

and the disrupture of serfdom. But he showed, in

colours vivid as if caught from the skies of the East,

the great spread of Mahometanism, and the danger

it menaced to Christian Europe— and drew up the

Godfreys, and Tancreds, and Richards, as a league

of the Age and Necessity, against the terrible pro-

gress of the sword and the Koran. " You call them
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madmen," cried my father, " but the frenzy of nations

is the statesmanship of fate ! Hoav know you that

—

but for the terror inspired by the hosts who marched

to Jerusalem—how know you that the Crescent had

not waved over other realms than those which

Eoderic lost to the Moor ? If Christianity had been

less a passion, and the passion had less stirred up all

Europe—how know you that the creed of the Arab

(which was then, too, a passion) might not have

planted its mosques in the forum of Rome, and on

the site of Notre Dame? For in the war between

creeds—when the creeds are embraced by vast races

—think you that the reason of sages can cope with

the passion of millions? Enthusiasm must oppose

enthusiasm. The crusader fought for the tomb of

Christ, but he saved the life of Christendom."

My fatiier paused. Squills was quite passive;

he struggled no more—he was drowned.

" So," resumed Mr Caxton, more quietly—" so, if

later wars yet perplex us as to the good that the All-

wise One draws from their evils, our posterity may

I

read their uses as clearly as we now read the finger

I

of Providence resting on the barrows of ]\Iarathon,

or guiding Peter the Hermit to the battle-fields of

Palestine. Nor, while we admit the evil to the

passing generation, can we deny that many of the

virtues that make the ornament and vitality of peace

/
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sprung up first in the convulsions of war ! " Here

Squills began to evince faint signs of resuscitation,

when my father let fly at him one of those number-

less waterworks which his prodigious memory kept

in constant supply. " Hence," said he, " hence not

unjustly has it been remarked by a philosopher, shrewd

at least in worldly experience—(Squills again closed

his eyes, and became exanimate)— ' It is strange to

imagine that war, which of all things appears the

most savage, should be the passion of the most heroic

spirits. But 'tis in war that the knot of fellowship is

closest drawn ; 'tis in war that mutual succour is most

given— mutual danger run, and common affection

most exerted and employed ; for heroism and philan-

thropy are almost one and the same !
'
" *

My father ceased, and mused a little. Squills, if

still living, thought it prudent to feign continued

extinction.

" Not," said Mr Caxton, resuming—" not but what

I hold it our duty never to foster into a passion what

we must rather submit to as an awful necessity.

You say truly, Mr Squills—war is an evil ; and woe

to those who, on slight pretences, open the gates of

Janus,

* The dire abode.

And the fierce issues of the furious god.'
"

* Shaftesbury.

VOL. III. U
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Mr Squills, after a long pause—employed in some

of the more handj means for the reanimation of sub-

merged bodies, supporting himself close to the fire in

a semi-erect posture, with gentle friction, self-applied,

to each several limb, and copious recourse to certain

steaming stimulants which my compassionate hands

prepared for him—stretches himself, and says feebly,

,

" In short, then, not to provoke farther discussion,

' you would go to war in defence of your country.

I
Stop, sir—stop, for God's sake ! I agree with you

—

^ I agree with you ! But, fortunately, there is little

chance now that any new Boney will build boats at

Boulogne to invade us."

Mr Caxton.—I am not so sure of that, Mr Squills.

{Squills falls back with a glassy stare of deprecating

horror.) I don't read the newspapers very often, but

// the past helps me to judge of the present.

Therewith my father earnestly recommended to

Mr Squills the careful perusal of certain passages in

Thucydides, just previous to the outbreak of the

Peloponnesian War, (Squills hastily nodded the most

servile acquiescence,) and drew an ingenious parallel

between the signs and symptoms foreboding that

outbreak, and the very apprehension of coming war

which was evinced by the recent lo poeans to peace.

And, after sundry notable and shrewd remarks, tend-

ing to show where elements for war were already
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ripening, amidst clashing opinions and disorganised

states, he wound up with saying—" So that, all thingSx

considered, I think we had better just keep up enough I

of the bellicose spirit, not to think it a sin if we are \

called upon to fight for our pestles and mortars, our /

three-per-cents, goods, chattels, and liberties. Such \

a time must come, sooner or later, even though the

whole world were spinning cotton, and printing

sprigged calicoes. We may not see it, Squills, but

that young gentleman in the cradle, whom you have

lately brought into light, may."

" And if so," said my uncle abruptly, speaking for

the first time—" if indeed it is for altar and hearth
!

"

My father suddenly drew in and pished a little, for

he saw that he was caught in the web of his own

eloquence.

Then Eoland took down from the wall his son's
j

sword. Stealing to the cradle, he laid it in its sheath I

by the infant's side, and glanced from my father to y

us with a beseeching eye. Instinctively Blanche

bent over the cradle, as if to protect the Neogihs /

but the child, waking, turned from her, and, at-

tracted by the glitter of the hilt, laid one hand

lustily thereon, and pointed with the other, laugh-

ingly, to Roland.
'

" Only on my father's proviso," said I, hesitatingly.

" For hearth and altar—^nothing less
!

"
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" And even in that case," said my father, " add

the shield to the sword ! " and on the other side of the

infant he placed Roland's well-worn Bible, blistered

in many a page with secret tears.

There we all stood, grouping round the young

centre of so many hopes and fears—in peace or in

war, bom alike for the Battle of Life. And he,

unconscious of all that made our lips silent, and our

eyes dim, had already left that bright bauble of the

sword, and thrown both arms round Eoland's bended

neck.

" Herbert/" murmured Roland; and Blanche gently

drew away the sword—and left the Bible.

THE END.

PRINTKO BY VrlhlAAM BLACKWOOD AND SONS, KMKBCROB.
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famished us with facts and arguments, and the exposition of great principles, bywhich
we have been enabled to combat the falsehoods and sophistries ofthe ignorant or mali-
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peace and liberty to the world, and to become, in the most glorious sense, the queen
and benefactress of nations. History has been described as ' philosophy teaching
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in a work—simple, graceful, and forcible in its style, eminently clear in its arrange-

ment, but, above all, characterised by a most chaste impartiality, and by the unques-
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—

The Standard.
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feature of this re-issue, namely, the portraits. The illustration of a work of high
reputation and importance is a task demanding great rare and judgment. If not of
authentic resemblance and first-rate execution, portraits degrade rather than adorn
a grave historical work. In this instance the utmost pains have been taken to make
the pictorial embellishments correspond in excellence with the text they illus-

trate. .... Continued as it has begun, this series of portraits will be, when
complete, without a parallel for combined interest of subject and excellence of execu-
tion."—3%< John Bull.

" The eifihth edition published of this extraordinary work—a work not less re-

markable for its laborious research than for the lucidity of its style and the eloquence
of its composition. . . . We have here submitted to our consideration the first

volume of an edition superbly embellished—printed in octavo with new pica type

—

and accompanied with a re-issue of the costly atlas produced by the distinguished

geographer, Alexander Keith Johnston."

—

The Sun.
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monument of industry and eloquence. Having passed through six editions in its
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Times.
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general approbation ; and we cannot doubt that the favour extended to them in the
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—
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" After standing the test of time and criticism, in continuous publication, volume
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editions, the seventh edition of ' Alison's History of Europe ' is now to appear in a
more compact form, at a lower price, and in a closer, and, we think, a handsomer
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fix themselves in the memory as tlie first-loved melodies of childhood. We have

read them with great enjoyment, and now heartily thank the author for his delight-

ful volume : tlie prose notes and illustrations of which are as interesting as the verse

is admirable."

Quarterly Review, June 1849.

" Professor Aytoun's ' Lays of the Scottish Cavaliers'—a volume of verse which

shows that Scotland has yet a poet. Full of the true fire, it now stirs and swells like

a trumpet-note—now sinks in cadences sad and wild as the wail of a Highland dirge."

Morning Chronicle.
" Fervidly and intensely national, Mr Aytoun sings with all the enthusiasm and

all the warlike spirit of a border minstrel ; his soul is with the ancient kingdom of

Scotland, and he delights to pour forth in spirit-stirring verse the story of her bravery

and of her chivalry.

" They are racy of the people and of the age—graphic and truthful in the pictures

which they conjure up before us, and ringing in every syllable with the clash of

spear and morion."

Dumfries Hkralp.
" Bold, energetic, and true ; strong of conception and a master of embodying

words ; now swelling into the grand, and now melting in manly pathos. Mr Aytoun

is one of the foremost ballad writers of our age. His name is already high in our

glorious bead-roll of Scottish Poets."

The Sun.
" Impregnated throughout with that masculine sensibility which finds its passage

at once to the core of the heart, and through the heart in tears gushing to the eyes."

John Bull.
" Show Professor Aytoun to be no less a master in the delicate pencillings ofclassic

pathos, than in the bolder and more striking delineations of the heroism of northcru

clanship and loyalty."
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MEMOIRS AND ADVENTURES

SIR WILLIAM KIRKALDY OF GRANGE,
Knight Commander of French Horse, Lord of the Secret Council, and Governor of

the Castle of Edinburgh for Mary Queen of Scots.

In One Volume, post 8vo, price 10s. 6d.

" It is seldom indeed that we find history so written,—in a style at once vigorous,
perspicuous, and picturesque. The author's heart is thoroughly witli his subject

;

and he exhibits, ever and anon, flashes of the old Scottish spirit, which we ai-e glad
to believe has not decayed from the land."

—

Blackwood's Magazine.
" In truth, we do not know when we have studied a biography so pleasantly and

graphically written as the work before us. It is the very spirit of Sir Walter "Scott

transfused into history ; and it is so because the author appears to have passed over
every spot of ground which is referred to in his book—to have studied the position of
the parties whose deeds are depicted by him, and thus to have lived again amongst
the men of whom he gives an account."

—

Morning Herald.
" One of the most remarkable and valuable contributions to Scottish History that

the fertile press of our northern neighbours has ever given to the world,—a history

which embraces within its range many of the most memorable incidents in the life of
Mary Queen of Scots—which brings us often into the company of the veteran refor-

mer John Knox—which records tlie violent deaths of no less than four successive

representatives of royalty, and which pictures Edinburgh with her famous castle gar-

risoned and fortified, and the cannon on its battlements sweeping tlie city below them.
A history like this must take a prominent and permanent place in Scottish litera-

ture."

—

Dorchester Journal.

THE MAXIMS OF SIR MORGAN ODOHERTY.
In square l(>mo, gilt edges, price 2s.

Uniform with Burto.v's Life of Hume,

LETTERS OF EMINENT PERSONS,
ADDRESSED TO

DAVID HUME, ESQ.

Containing original Letters from Horace Walpole—Helvetius—Bishop Douglas

—

Lord Lyttleton—Mirabeau the elder—Lady Hervey—Col. Barre—Sir Jas. Mac-
donald—The Earl Mariselial—Strahan the Printer—Lord Loughborough—Lord
Hardwick the younger—Lord Hertford—.Mariselial Conway—Mrs Cockburn—
Turgot—D'Alembert—Mile, de I'Espinasse— Coutts the banker— Edward
Murphy—Dean Tucker—Sir Ja.s. Stewart—Malesherbes—Mad. de Boufflers—
Holbach—Sir John Pringle—President de Biosses—Diderot—Bufifon

—

Maid.
Geoffrin—Prevost—La Condamine—Crebillon, <Sic

In 8vo, price 10s. 6d.

" It is altogether one of the most valuable and instrurtive collections of letters

which has seen the light for many years—abounding in points of great and varied in-

terest for the general reader, wliile it furnishes a ricli store of materials for the more
recondite purposes of the student of literary, sjcial, and political history."

—

Glasgow
Constitutional.
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THE WAR IN INDIA.

LEAVES FROM THE JOURNAL OF A SUBALTERN,

DintlNe THE CAMPAIGN IN THE PtJNJAUB, 1848-49.

In One Volume, small 8vo, price 6s.

" An extremely graphic, animated narrative of events, most readable from the
first page to the last, does much more to convey to the render's mind a just and vivid
conception of the lights and shadows of life in an Indian camp—the suspense before
tlie coming strife, the wild excitement of the affray, and the painful reaction of tlie

inactivity which succeeds."

—

Atlas.

" Remarkable for distinctness and descriptive spirit. They give a most favourable
impression of the gallantry of our British regiments."

—

Britannia,

PICTURES FROM REVOLUTIONARY PARIS.
SKETCHED DURING THE FIEST PHA3IS OP THE

EETOLUTION OF 1848.

BY J. PALGRAVE SIMPSON, ESa M.A.

Author of the " Letters from tlte Danube," " Qisella," &c.

In Two Volumes, tmall 8vo, price 16s.

" The author is not satisfied with merely stringing facts together, he enters deeply

into the causes which have produced such astounding events ; he traces the bitter

fruits of the revolution home to the evil root which bore so corrupt a tree ; and at

the same time he delineates particular incidents and transactions with great power,
and in a style which brings out the salient points of the picture in striking relief, at

once attesting the fact that the writer was an eye-witness of the scenes he describes."—John Bull,

H U DS O N'S BAY;
Or, Evkrt-day Life Scbnes in thb Wilds op North America.

BY ROBERT M. BALLANTYNE.

In crown 8ro, price 9s. With numerous Illustrations.

" Its charm lies in the free scope which the writer has given to his feelings, .ind

the perfect simplicity with which he seta down all that he saw or thought. Pull of

youth, and its irrepressible buoyancy of soul, he knows neither restraint nor affectation;

and, whatever be the subject, "writes with an animation which the reader cannot with-

stand."

—

Glasgow Constitutional,
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THE INFINITY OF GEOMETRIC DESIGN,
Exemplified by Forty Plates, comprising upwards of Two Hundred Illiutrations,

in proof of the systematic Composition of Tracery.

BY ROBERT WILLIAM BILLINGS, ARCHITECT,
Author of various Architectural publications.

Medium 4to, price 25s.

ANCIENT AND MODERN ART, HISTORICAL AND
CRITICAL.

BY GEORGE CLEGHORN, ESQ. OF WEENS.

Second Edition, corrected and enlarged. In Two Volumes, foolscap 8vo, price 12s.

" A brief yet comprehensive sketch, historical and critical, of Ancient and Modem
Art, from the earliest up to the present time We have seldom perused
a work of a more popular character from which we have derived more genuine delight,
or by which our limited and untutored perceptions of the beauties of art have been
more assisted and enlightened, than the one we have now the additional pleasure nf
recommending to a place in every public library, and on the table of every man who
values art, retinement, elegance, and taste."

—

Morning Post.

LETTERS ON THE TRUTHS CONTAINED IN POPULAR
SUPERSTITIONS.

BY HERBERT MAYO, M.D.

In post 8vo, price 4s. 6d.

" The explanations are often ingenious, and always suggestive and interesting.

We recommend the reader who takes an interest in the matter to

improTe his acquaintance with the letters themselves."

—

AOtenceum.

THE POEMS AND BALLADS OF SCHILLER.
TRANSLATED BY

SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON, BART.

With a Brief Sketch of Schiller's Life. In Two Volumes crown 8vo,

Price One Guinea.

" The translations are executed with consummate ability. The technical difficulties

attending a task so great and intricate have been mastered or eluded with a power
and patience quite extraordinary; and the public is put in possession of perh»ps the

best translation of a foreign poet which exists in our language. Indeed we luiuw of

none so complete and so faithful."

—

Morning Chronicle.
" The work of one poet who has perfectly seized the meaning of another poet."

—

Time*.
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In One Volume, Royal Octavo, price One Guinea,

THE POEMS OF FELICIA HEMANS.
WITH

ILLUSTRATIVE NOTES, A SELECTION OF CONTEMPORARY CRITICISMS, AND
A PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR, ENGRAVED BY FINDEN FROM

THE BUST BY FLETCHER.

" Here is a volume in which high poetry and deep passion are united with feminine
delicacy and unsullied monil purity. Here is a volume which a father may give to

liis daughter on her birth-day, or on some day of this gift-giving season, with a feel-

ing not less confiding or lioly tlian that with wliicli he gives liis child her night and
morning blessing and kiss. The name of Felicia Uemans has become, and is doubt-
less destined to remain, one of tlie loved and cherished household-words in connexion
with British poetical literature."

—

The Watchman.
" She is ever alive to the dignity of her calling and the purity of her sex. Aware

of the difficulties of her art, she aspired towards excellence with untiring perseverance,

and improved herself by the study of the best models, well knowing that few things

easy of attainment can be worth much. Her taste thus directed her to appropriate
and happy subjects ; and hence it has been, as with all things of sterling value, that

her wiitiMgs have not been deteriorated by time. Of no one modern writer can it be
affirmed with less hesitation, tlntt she has become an English Classic, nor, until human
nature becomes very different from what it now is, can we iuiagine the least proba-

biliy that the music of her lays will cease to soothe the ear, or the beauty of her
sentiment to charm the gentle heart."

—

Blackwood's Mcujazine.
" The best, the most accurate, and the most splendid edition that has yet been

published of our English Sappho."

—

Sun.

MRS HEMANS' " TALES AND HISTORIC SCENES," &c.

Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

MRS HEMANS' " SIEGE OF VALENCIA," "THE SCEPTIC,"

&C. Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

MRS HEMANS' " FOREST SANCTUARY," " DE CHATIL-
LON," &c. Foolscap, 8vo, price 5s.

MRS HEMANS " RECORDS OF WOMAN," " VESPERS OF
PALERMO," &c. Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

MRS HEMANS' "SONGS OF THE AFFECTIONS," "NA-
TIONAL LYRICS," &c. Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

MRS HEMANS' "SONGS AND LYRICS," "SCENES AND
HYMNS OF LIFE." Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

MEMOIR OF MRS HEMANS, by her Sister. With a Portrait.

Foolscap 8vo, price 5s.
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A Mew BdlMoB, beteg fhe Third,

WITH THE author's LAST C0RKECTI0N8 AND A PREFACB,

NOW AND THEN.
BY SAMUEL WARREN, ESQ., F. R. S.

Author of " Ten Thousand a-Year," and the " Diary of a Late Physician."

In One Volume Royal Post Octavo, Half-bound Morocco, Price One Guinea.

"Such is the outline of Mr Warren's present work—a vindication, in beautiful

prose, of the ' ways of God to man.' A grander moral is not to be found than
that which dwells upon the reader's mind when the book is closed ; conveyed, too,

as it is, in language as masculine and eloquent as any the English tongue can fur-

nish."

—

Timet.
" It is sculpture, not painting, that we have here to deal with. The characters

are few, the events simple ; and both characters and events stand broadly and
boldly out, chiselled into big, massive, rigid proportions. It is a book displaying

peculiar and remarkable talents. In parts the narration is of breathless interest.

There is an utter and blessed absence of conventionalism about the tale ; and it is

invested with a species of severe epic grandeur which, as it were, overshadows the

mind."—Afomin^ Chronicle.

By the same Author,

THE DIARY OF A LATE PHYSICIAN.
A New Edition.

Complete in Two Volumes, Price ISs.

" We know of no book in the English language so calculated to rivet the atten-

tion, and awaken the purest and deepest sympathies of the heart, as the Diary ofa
Late Physician. The man who has not read these tales has yet to learn a lesson in

the mysteries of human nature ; and though Ten Thoumnd a-Year may, as a lite-

rary composition, claim precedence, we think it lacks something—a very little—of

that truthful simplicity, that trusting and religious fervour, that refines every senti-

ment and hallows every aspiration inspired by the elder work."

—

Oxford atid Cam-
bridge JUvieu).

By the same Author,

TEN THOUSAND A-YEAR.
A Nkw EdlHon.

Three Volumes Foolscap Octavo, Price 18s.

" The characters are excellent, some of them equal to the highest efforts of the
highest masters ; the insight into motives is searching ; the scenes display a power
of reproducing on paper what experience has taught ; some of the incidents are
novel, startlins:, and of surprising power."

—

Timet.
<> jy„ Thoutand a-Year is perhaps destined, in British literature, to some such

rank as Don Quixote holds in that of Spain."

—

American Journal.
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THE CAXTONS:
A FAMILY PICTURE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF " RIENZI," &e. &c.

In Three Volumes Post Octavo, Price Sis. 6d.

LIFE IN THE "FAR WEST."
BY THK LATE

GEORGE F. RUXTON, ESQ.
Author of " Travels in Mexico."

In One Volume, small 8vo, price 6s.

*' One of the most fascinating productions in this cl.ass of literature. The intensely

graphic force with which the scenes and characters are delineated, and which is the

natural result of the author's personal familiarity with the originals of the pictures

drawn by his pen, and of his keen powers of observation, transports the reader's

mind involuntarily into the Far West itself, among the red hunters and warriors,

and the American trappers and mountaineers. To read the volume is almost equal
to a personal visit to those romantic regions, and their savage and half-savage inha-

bitants—so vivid is the impression which the perusal of Mr Ruxton's sketches leaves

on the imagination."

—

John Bull.

LAYS OF THE DEER-FOREST.
A SELECTION FROM THE ORIGINAL POEMS OF

JOHN SOBIESKI STUART AND CHARLES EDWARD STUART.

With an Essay on Deer-Stalking and Roe-Hunting, Notes of Remarkable Incidents

in Forest Sports, Traditions of the Clans, and Notices of Natural

History in the Deer-lorests.

In Two Volumes Post Octavo, price 21s.

THE ANGLER'S COMPANION
TO THE RIVERS AND LOCHS OF SCOTLAND.

BY THOMAS TOD STODDART.

In post 8vo, price 10s. 6d.

WITH FISHING MAP OF SCOTLAND.

" Indispensable in all time to come, as the very strength and grace of an Angler^'s

Tackle and Equipment in Scotland, must and wiU be ' Stoddart's AwoLBa's
Companion.' "

—

Blackwood's Magazine.
" Without a second's pause of "hesitation, we pronounce the book the best extant

as an angling guide to the salmon and trout waters of Scotland, and particularly to

the famous Tweed and its many tributaries Every angler who has an

ambition to become an adept in the art of killing trout and salmon by means of rod

and line should peruse assiduously Mr Stoddart's work."

—

BcW* Life.
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Pafcllsbing Montbljr,

Baronial anti (fE^cclesiastical Antiquities

of Scotlantt,

ILLUSTRATBD BY

ROBERT WILLIAM BILLINGS, AND WILLIAM BURN,

ARCHITECTS.

TO BE COMPLETED IM SIXTY PARTS,

Each containing Four large Engravings on Steel, by J. H. Le Keux and other

Artists, and one or more Woodcuts, with Descriptive Letterpress

;

Price, in Medium Quarto, 2s. 6d. each.

From Thb Quarterly Review, June 1849.

" We pass at a step over the multitude of publications which thenceforth—more
especially after Scott had begun to rekindle the decaying embers of natlonalitv,
' colourishing old stamps which stood pale in the soul before'—showed that tlie

callous north was at length shamed into some kind of interest in the architectural

monuments of its elder time. We make no account of the common herd of ' Views'
and ' Scenes,' * Beauties' and ' Pictures.' ....
" But no one of these books, nor all of them taken together, can supply the ma-

terials for even a superficial study of Scottish architecture. The range of the best is

but limited; and their purpose, with scarcely an exception, is rather showy and
general representation than that faithful nnd minute illustration which is indispen-

s.nble for general or scientific use. The ' Baronial and Ecclesiiisticjil Antiquities' of
Mr Billing is the first work which, either in puint of extent or of style, has any claim
to be regarded as a collection worthy of the remains yet spared to Scotland. It un-
dertakes to give at least one view of every ancient edifice worthy of notice, while the
more remarkable are to be presented in the detail of two or more engravings. So
far as the publication has proceeded—and it has now been in progress for more than
two years— it is worthy of all praise. The plates are large enough to admit of the
distinct delineation of minute peculiarities. Mr Billings is a masterly draughtsman,
well skilled in the history and characteristics of architectural style, bearing an ex-
cellent eye for peispective, and uniting scrupulous fideUty to good taste and know-
ledge of etftct. His engravers do him justice ; and, altogether, nothing can be
more satisfactory than his representations."

—

(Article—" Scottish Abbeys axd
Cathedrals.")

Parts I. to XXX., forming Vols. I. and II., are published, each containing

Sixty Large Engravings on Steel, and Letterpress Descriptions, with Vignettes, en-

graved on Wood by Branston.

Price in Medium Quarto, handsomely bound in cloth, . £2 O O
in Imperial Quarto, do., 3 4 O

.. in Imperial Quarto, India Proofs, do., . 4X4 6
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'Ef)e 9l3arontaI anD 1EccIe«itagticaI Antiquities of Bcotlant).

Subjects Illuatrated In the

VOL. I.

BoRTHWiCK Castle, Edinburgh.
Two Plates.

Cambuskbnmeth Tower, Stirling.

corstorphine church, edinburgh.

Craiomillar Castle, Edinburgh.
Two Plates.

Crichton Castle, Edinburgh.
Three Plates.

Cbichton Church, Edinburgh.

Dalmeny Church, Linlithgow.
Three Plates.

Dunfermline Abbey, Fife.
Four Plates and Two Vignettes.

Gla.soow Cathedral, Lanark.
Four Plates and Two Vignettes.

Haddington Church, Haddington.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Heriot's Hospital, Edinburgh.
Five Plates and Vignette.

Holyrood Palace, Edinburgh.
Four Plates and Two Vignettes.

Kirkwall Cathedral, Orkney.
Si.\ Plates and Vignette.

Kirkwall, Earl's Palace.

Linlithgow Church.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Linlithgow Palace.
Four Plates and Vignette.

Moray House, Edinburgh.

Nof.TLANDCASTLE,WESTRAy,Orkney

Parliament House, Edinburgh.

St Gtles Cathedral, Edinburgh.
Three Plates and Vignette.

St Margaret's Well, Edinburgh.

Stirling Castle.
Three Plates and Vignette.

Stirling Church. The Chancel.

Trinity College Church, Edin-
burgh.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Wintoun House, Haddington.
Three Plates and Vignette.

Two Volumes Published.

VOL. II.

Aberbrothock Abbey, Forfar.
Three Plates and Vlgnetta

Caerlaveroc Castle, Dumfries.
Three Plates and Two Vignettes.

Castle Huntly, Perth.

Church Tower, Dundee.

Craigstone Castle, Aberdeen.

CRATHE3 Castle, Kincardine.
Three Plates.

Crossragukl Abbey, Ayr.
Four Plates and Vignette.

Dirleton Castle, Haddington.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Doune Castle, Perth.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Dunblane Cathedral, Perth.
Four Plates and Vignette.

Dunfermline Abbey, Fife.

Fyvie Castle, Aberdeen.
Three Plate-; and Vignetta

Glammis Castle, Forfar.
Two Plates.

Glasgow Cathedral, Lanark.
Three Plates.

Glasgow Uniykrsity, Lanark.
Three Plates and Vignette.

Holyrood Palace, Edinburgh.

Kilwinning Abbey, Ayr.

LiNCLUDEN College, Dumfries.
Two Plates.

Newark Castle, Renfrew.
Two Plates and Vignette.

Paisley Abbev, Renfsew.
Four Plates and Vignette.

Round Tower & Church, Brechin.

RuTHVEN Castle, (Huntinotoweb,)
Perth.

Seton Chapel, Haddington.
Two Plates.

St Andrews, I''ife.

Three Plates and Vignette.

St Monance Church, Fife.

Two Plates.

Tantallon Castle, Haddington.
Three Plates and Vignette.

ToL^UHON Castle, Abbrdbbn.
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In Folio, half-bound Morocco, Price £10, 108.

THE PHYSICAL ATLAS.
A SEKIES OF MAPS AND ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE GEOGRAPHICAL

DISTRIBUTION OF NATURAL PHENOiLENA.

KMBRACING

I. eBOIAOT. III. METEOROt.OCnr.
U. UVDROGR.tPHY. IV. NATURAL. HISTORY.

BY

ALEXANDER KEITH JOHNSTON, F.R.G.S. F.G.S.

Geographer at Edinburgh in Ordinary to Her Majesty.

Opinions of the Press.
" To the scholar, to the student, and to the already large, yet daily increasing

multitude of inquirers who cultivate natural science, the Physical Atlas is a trea-

sure of incalculable value. It brings before the mind's eye, in one grand panoramic
view, and in a form clear, definite, and easily comprehensible, all the facts at pre-

sent known relative to the great subjects of which it treats, and may be regarded as

a lucid epitome of a thousand scattered volumes, more or less intrinsically valuable,

of which it contains the heart and substance."

—

Blackwood's Magazine.
" We know no work containing such copious and exact information, nor any of

which the methods are so well fitted for the instruction of those who come ignorantly

to the subject."

—

Quarterly Review, Sept. 1848.

" It is a gigantic monument of the genius of science of the present day."

—

New
York Literary World.
" The author avails herself, with much pleasure, of an opportunity of expressing

her admiration of the accuracy, extent, and execution of Mr Keith Johnston's

Physical Atlas, and of the valuable information contained in the letterpress which
accompanies it, which has afforded her the greatest assistance."

—

Mrs Somerville's

Physical Geography.

The FOUR DIVISIONS are sold separately—

I. GEOLOGY, 10 Maps and Letterpress, hf.-bd. mor. £4 14 6

II. HYDROGRAPHY, 6 — — 2 8

in. METEOROLOGY, 5 — — 1 17 6

IV. NATURAL HISTORY, 9 — — 4 5 6

For the convenience of Mariners, a Division has been made up,

THE OCEAN CURRENTS, WINDS, AND TIDES,

6 Maps, and Letterpress, price £1, 178. 6d.

This division of the Work has received the approbation of the Lords of the Admi-
ralty, and has been ordered by them for use in the Royal Naval College, Portsmouth.

The Plates are also sold in separate Subjects, with Descriptions, a List of which,

with Prices, may be had on application to the Publishers.
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Publishing in Monthly Parts, price 3s. 6d. each.

JOHNSTON'S PHYSICAL ATLAS.
Reduced from the Edition in Imperial Folio.

FOR THE USE OF COLLEGES, ACADEMIES, AND FAMILIES.

Parts Z. to VZZ. are Published.

Each Part contains two Maps or Charts, engraved in the highest style

of the art, expressly for this Edition, by Messrs W. & A. K. Johnston,
and carefully Coloured under their superintendence, with Eight or more
Pages of Letterpress ; to form, when complete, a handsome Imperial

Quarto Volume.

THZ CONCLUDING NUMBER WILL CONTAIN

A Pabeontologtcal and Geological nap of tlie Britlab Iglandg.

" This very conviction of its value would lead us to urge upon Mr Johnston the
expediency of some reduced form of his great Atlas, which might render it more
accessible to common readers. . . We know of no work of which the methods »re
so well fitted for the instruction of those who come ignorantly to the subject."

—

Quarterly Review.

" Tlie want of such an Atlas in this country, for schools, travellers, and men of
science In general, I have for years regretted, during my courses of lectures on Phy-
sical Geography, delivered in the University, and therefore rejoice to find that you
intend to publish such a work. You, I trust, will find that no school where the
science of Geography is taught, and no public or private library of any conse-
quence, will be without it."

—

MrJamieson, Profettor ofNat. Hut in the Univerrity

qfEdinburgh.

" By devoting a single hour to the contemplation of our globe in the diorama of a
Physical Atlas, the student will witnens the grandeur of the tenement in which he
dwells, and will not fail to appreciate the beautiful conception of Humboldt, when he
speaks of ' the life of the earth." "

—

North Britith Review.

" The whole character of a nation may be influenced by its geology and physical

geography. What lies at the bottom of the question of the corn-laws, but the
geological fact that England is more riclily supplied with coal mines than any other
country in the world? What has given a peculiar interest to our relations witli

China, but the physiological fact that the tea-plant, which has become so necessary

to our daily life, has been cultivated with equal success in no other climate or

coimtry ? "

—

J)r Arnold.

" It was the Author's wish, and her Publisher's intention, that the present edition

should be accompanied by a collection of Maps to illustrate the more important
questions treated of in it ; but Mr A. Keith Johnston having announced the publi-

cation of a new edition of his Physical Atlas in a reduced size, at a low price, tlie

first two Numbers of which have already appeared, the project was relinquished, in

the belief that Mr A. K. Johnston's smaller Atlas will furnish suitable illustrations

to this yior]i."—Extract/romtheNew Edition ofMrtSomerville't Physical Gtographp.
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In Imperial Folio, Half-bound Russia, Price £8, 8a.

A Kew Edition,

THE NATIONAL ATLAS

HISTORICAL, COMMERCIAL, AND POLITICAL GEOGRAPHY.

PROM THK MOST RKCKNT AND AUTHENTIC SOURCES, WITH AN INDEX OF UPWARDS
OK 14,000 NAMES OF PLACES, COMPILED FROM THK MAPS.

BY ALEXANDER KEITH JOHNSTON, F.R.G.S. F.G.S.

Geographer at Edinburgh in Ordinary to Her Majesty.

COXTTEZTTS.
GENERAL GEOGRAPHY.

WORLD IN HEMFSPHBRES.
WORLD ON mkrcator's projec-

tion.
EUROPE.
AUSTRIA.
BELGIUM.
dbnmark,iceland,anothefarobr
ENGLAND.
FRANCE.
6RRMANY, WESTERN STATES.
GREECE.
HOLLAND.
IRELAND.
ITALY, (NORTH PART,) AND AUSTRIAN
LOMBARDY.

SOUTH PART, AND MAP OF SAR-
DINIA.

PRUSSIA.
RUSSIA IN EUROPE, INCLUDING POLAND
SCOTLAND.
SPAIN AND PORTUGAL.
SWEDEN AND NORWAY.
SWITZERLAND.
TURKEY IN EUROPE.

ASIA.
CHINA.
India, distinguishing British pos-

sessions.
SOUTH bast PENINSULA AND MALAYSIA
PALESTI.VE.
PERSIA, CABOOL, &C.
TURKEY IN ASIA.

AFRICA.
EGYPT AND ARABIA PETRJKA.
NUBIA AND ABNSSINIA.

NORTH AMERICA.
CANADA.
UNITED STATES AND TEXAS.
WEST INDIA ISLANDS.

SOUTH AMERICA.
Al'STRALASIA.
AUSTRALIA.
NEW SOUTH WALES AND AUSTRALIA

FELIX.
VAN DIBMEn'S land OR TASMANIA.
NEW ZEALAND.
ISLANDS IN THK PACIFIC OCEAN.

The National Atlas is respectfully recommended to public attention—
I. As being the only Atlas, on a large scale, which has been projected in Britain

for several years past.

II. As embodying information connected with General Geography, Commerce,
Statistics, History, Navigation, and Physics.

Til. As being a work which lias received the cordial approval of (he most Emi-
nent Men of Science in the country, as well as of the more influential Critical

Journals.
IV. As being accompanied by an Index prepared expressly for tlie work, and

based upon the Maps themselves.

The INDEX map be had separately , to insert in the/ormer Edition, price 7i. 6d.



MESSRS Blackwood's pdblications. 21

THE COURSE OF TIME. A Poem, in Ten Books. By
Robert Pollok, M.A. A New Edition, (being the Nineteenth,) with Por-

trait, engraved by Robinson. Id small 8vo, 7s. 6d., neatly bound in cloth.

POEMS BY THE LADY FLORA HASTINGS. With
a Portrait Second Edition, foolscap 8vo, price 7s. 6d.

" All lovers of that purer poetry which catches half its grace from heaven,
will seek for records of its pious beauty upon the gentle pages of this graceful
book. We have but glanced at the poems, and gathered only snatches of the
beauties which we are prepared to meet on deeper and closer perusal, and of
which our readers shall receive their share."

—

Idcming PosU

SOLITARY HOURS. By Mrs Southey. In foolscap 8vo.

A New Edition. Price Ss.

" Tliose sweet poems in the little volume of Solitary Hours, which for truth
and depth of feeling, and for tenderness and holiness of thought, are among
the moat beautiful that have been produced in this generation."

—

Quarkrly
Beview.

By the same Author,

THE BIRTHDAY AND OTHER POEMS. In foolscap

8vo, price 7s.

" We do not remember any recent author whose poetry is so unmixedly
native ; and this English complexion constitutes one of its characteristic

charms. No purer models of our genuine home feeling and language could be
placed in a young foreigner's hands than Mrs Southey's works. Moreover,
her versification, especiiilly in her two later volumes, is not only generally cor-

rect, but, in several instances, of very great beauty and perfection. In her
latest poem, ' The Birthday,' she has attained to a still higher excellence of

•tyle."

—

QuarUrli/ Review.

DOMESTIC VERSES. By Delta. In One Volume fools-

cap 8vo, price 5s. boimd in cloth.

" The poems refer chiefly to the deaths of three beloved children, &c 4c.
The sad and solemn beauty of several of them, indeed, speaks with even pain-

ful force to the heart ; the very frm of verse adopted in some, as for example
in the case of the ' Ode to Casa Wappy,' is so mournfully attuned, that the

production cannot be read without tears. This little work, altogether, will be

felt as a rich boon and treat to the feeUng heart."

—

ScoUman,

THE LEGEND OF GENEVIEVE. With other Tales and
Poems. By Dklta. Post 8vo, price-9s.

LEGENDS, LYRICS, AND OTHER POEMS. By
B. Simmons. In foolscap 8vo, price 7s. 6d. cloth.
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THE RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH.
In Three Vohimes, Post Octavo, price £1, lis. 6d.

" Welcome, right welcome, Christopher North ; we cordially greet thee in

thy new dress, thou genial and hearty old man, whose ' Ambrosian nights

'

have so often in imagination transported us from solitude to the social circle,

and whose vivid pictures of flood and fell, of loch and glen, have carried
us in thought from the smoke, din, and pent-up opulence of London, to the
rushing stream, or tranquil tarn, or those mountain ranges," &c

—

Times.

By the same Author,

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF SCOTTISH LIFE.
Price 3s. cloth.

" What child will not hang over the Tales of the Covenanters in Lights
and Shadows of Scottish Life ? . . . We have already said a word or two
on this delightful volume—the work of one of the most amiable of contem-
porary minds—a genius which shines with equal felicity in the tender and
humorous."

—

Quarterly Review.

THE TRIALS OF MARGARET LYNDSAY. Price 3s.

cloth.

THE FORESTERS. Price 38. cloth. •

PROFESSOR WILSON'S POEMS, containing the Isle of

Palms, City of the Plague, and other Poems. In two volumes, post 8vo, 218.

THE ANNALS OF THE PARISH, and AYRSHIRE
LEGATEEIS. By John Galt ; with Memou- of tlie Author, by Delta.

Foolscap 8vo, price (Ss.

SIR ANDREW WYLIE OF THAT ILK. By John
Galt. Foolscap 8vo, price 6b.

THE PROVOST, and OTHER TALES. By John Galt.
Foolscap 8vo, price 6».

THE ENTAIL. By John Galt. Foolscap 8vo, price 6s.

THE POETICAL WORKS OF THOMAS AIRD. In
8vo. Price 5s. cloth.
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In royal 8vo, handsomely bound in cloth, price 278.

THE FIRST VOLUME OF THE NEW EDITION OP

THE BOOK OF THE FARM
BY HENRY STEPHENS, F. R. S. E.

itrations on Steel, by Thomas Land
238 Engravings on Wood by Brans

To be completed in Two Volumes.

With Eight Illustrations on Steel, by Thomas Landseer and others,
and 238 Engravings on Wood by Branston.

Opinions of the Press.
" We assure agricultural students that they will derive l>oth pleasure and profit

from a diligent perusal of this clear directory to rural labour. The experienced
farnier will perhaps think that Mr Stephens dwells upon some matters too simple
or too trite to need explanation ; but we regard this as a fault leaning to virtue's

side in an instructional book. The young are often ashamed to ask for an explana-
tion of simple things, and are too often discouraged by an indolent or supercilious

teacher if they do. But Mr Stephens entirely escapes this error, for he indicates

every step the young farmer should take, and, one by one, explains their several

bearings. . . . The business matter of a farm is divided by Mr Stephens into
four parts, each bearing the name of the season that influences the operations that

are performed in it. By this arrangement every operation is described as it takes
its turn in the fieltis—described, we must in justice to the author observe, in so

detailed and perspicuous a narrative, that no attentive reader can fail to comprehend
the course he <iuglit in practice to pursue
We have thoroughly examined these volumes ; but to give a full notice of their

varied and valuable contents would occupy a larger space than we can conveniently

devote to their discussion ; we therefore, in general terms, commend them to the

careful study of every young man who wishes to become a good practical farmer."

—

Times.
" ' Skilful practice is applied science.' This fact is illustrated in every chapter of

the excellent and comprehensive work now before us As a practical

manual for those who wish to be good farmers, it is the best book we know."

—

Blackwood's Magazine.
" The best practical book I have ever met with."

—

Professor Johnston.
" No farmer, who thirsts for knowledge himself, or who aspires to have his son

rise to the true ' post of honour'—the dignified station of an intellectual and accom-
plished agriculturist, can justifiably deny himself such a work."

—

Editor ofAmerican

^ Reprint
" It is one of the chief recommendations of this work that its instructions are

both clear and comprehensive, so that they are quickly understood, and their merits

appreciated ; whilst the profusion of excellent cuts with which the text is embellished

brings the subjects treated upon fairly under the farmer's observation. There are

few books of so high a character, or so eminently useful as this."

—

The Magnet.
" ' The Book of the Farm ' has long been known as a most accurate and useful

digest of all that has been ascertained, by observation, experiment, and experience,

in relation to agriculture, more especially as conducted in our own country."

—

Scottish Farmer.
" A new edition, revised very carefully, and therefore mnch improved, of the first

part of one of the most extensive and valuable works we have on practical agricul-

ture. Its copious contents embrace all the details on all the subjects that are to bo

studied by the agricultural student, and they are clearly and consecutively classified.

. . . . We scarcely know of a book better deserving of recommendation to

emigrants."

—

Bell's Life.
" A work, the excellence of which is too well known to need any remarks of ours."

—

Farmers' Mcuiazine.
"Has justly obtained a high reputation for its great utility upon every subject

connected with agriculture, and we are happy to see its republication in its present

form."

—

Bell's Messenger.
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NEW WORK BY PROFESSOR JOHNSTON.

This day is published in 8vo, price 8s.

EXPERIMENTAL AGRICULTURE ; Being the Results

OF Past, and Suggestions for Futubk, Expkbjmkmtb in Scientific and

Practical Agriculture.

By tlie same Author,

LECTURES ON AGRICULTURAL CHEMISTRY AND
geology, a New Edition, in one large volume 8vo, price 24s.

Thi« edition, besides embracing the researches of other chemists, contains

the result of nearly 2000 analyses, in connexion with Scientific Agriculture,

made in the Laboratory of the Author since the publication of the former

edition, and exhibits a full view of the actual state of our knowledge upon tliiis

important branch.

" A valuable and interesting course of Lectures."

—

Quarterly Review.

" The most complete account of Agricultural Chemistry we possess."^

Boyed Agricultural Journal.

By the same Author,

ELEMENTS OF AGRICULTURAL CHEMISTRY AND
GEOLOGY. A New Edition, greatly enlarged, price 6$.

By the same Author,

A CATECHISM OF AGRICULTURAL CHEMISTRY •
AND GEOLOGY. A New Edition, entirely re-written, price Is. The Pub-

lishers make a deduction when a quantity is taken for Schools, or for Distribu-

tion.

By the same Author,

INSTRUCTIONS FOR THE ANALYSIS OF SOILS.

Price Is.

By the same Author,

ON THE USE OF LIME IN AGRICULTURE, lu

one volume foolscap 8to, price 6s.
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AN INTRODUCTION TO METEOROLOGY. A Syste-

matin Treatise, wlierein tiie Laws of that important brancli of Natural Science

are explained by numerous interesting facts, methodically arranged and fami-

lial ly described. By David P. Thomson, M.D. In 8vo, with numerous Illus-

trations, price 12s. 6d.

" A very complete account of all the atmospheric phenomena yet disco-

vered. It is also a complete treatise on the subject, including all the latest

discoveries, inventions, and improvements. It is a great storehouse of facts

scientifically and carefully arranged. The style of the work, too, is grace-

ful. It has the further merit of being deeply imbued, like many, and even

most, of the scientific works of the present day, with that deep reverence for

the Author of Nature, which science was accused, half a century ago, of tend-

ing to weaken or deitroy."

—

The Economist.

" The manner in which the subject is handled by its learned author, not

only introduces order and perspicuity into what lias hitherto been considered

as the rightful domain, if not of blind chance, at least of unaccountable con-

fusion, but it places the scientific facts and reasonings connected with it within

the comprehension of any intelligent person who may wish to inform himself

on this important and interesting branch of natural science."

—

John Bull.

TREATISE ON LAND SURVEYING. By John

AiNSLiR. A New and Enlarged Edition, embracing Railway, Military, Ma-

rine, and Geodetical Surveying, by William Galbraith, M.A., F.R.A.S.

In demy 8vo, price 21s., with an Atlas of Thirty-two Engravings on Steel, by

W, dc A. K. Johnston, and numerous Illustrations Engraved on Wood, by

R. H. Bkanston.

SIR HENRY STEWART'S PLANTER'S GUIDE. A
NewEMition, being the Third, enlarged, with the Author's last Additions and

Corrections ; to which will be prefixed a Memoir of the Author, and an Engrav-

ing from a very fine Portrait by Sir Hjb.vry Raeburn. In 8vo, price 21s.,

cloth.

" His new and improved methods will remain a lasting monument of the

zeal, industry, and genius that introduced them. Wherever ornament makes

any part of the object of the cultivator, the Planter's Ouide will be found to

be his best director ; pointing out, as it does, the means of executing with

success the designs that taste may have conceived for the embellishment of the

landscape. It teaches not merely the art of planting, but the principles upon

which the art is founded ; and supplies us not merely with rules but with

reasons."

—

Edinburgh lievieto.
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THE CHEMISTRY OF VEGETABLE AND ANIMAL
PHYSIOLOGY. By Dr G. J. Mulder, Professor of Chemistry in tlie

University of Utrecht. Translated from the Dutch by Dr P. F. H. Fromberg,
First Assistant in the Laboratory of the Agricultural Chemistry Association of

Scotland, with an Introduction and Notes, by James F. W. Johnston,

F.R.SS. L. & E. In 8vo, with Twenty-two Plates Coloured and Plain, price

30s.

A MANUAL OF PRACTICAL DRAINING. By Henry
Stephens, Esq., F.R.S.E., Author of " The Book of the Farm." Tliird Edi-

tion, price 5s. With Sixty-three Engravings on Wood.

ELKINGTON'S SYSTEM OF DRAINING. A Systematic

Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Draining Land, adapted to the various

Situations and Soils of England and Scotland, as drawn up by appointment of

the Board of Agriculture, from the communications of Joseph Elkington.

To which is added, a Treatise on Embankments and the Formation of Arti-

ficial Pieces of Water. By John Johnstone, Land-Surveyor. A New Edi-

tion, lately published, illustrated by numerous Plans and Sections. 4to, price

103. 6d.

THE PRACTICAL IRRIGATOR AND DRAINER. By
George Stephens, Drainer, Member of the NerecianandWermlandska Agri-

cultural Societies in Sweden. In 8vo, illustrated by Copperplates and Woodcuts,

price 8s. 6d.

THE FORESTER, being plain and practical Directions for

the Planting, Rearing, and General Management of Forest Trees. By James
Brown, Forester, Amiston. Crown 8vo, price 6s.

THE PRACTICAL PLANTER. Containing Directions for

tlie Plantmg of Waste Land, and Management of Wood, with a New Method
of rearing tlie Oak. By Thomas CatncKSHANK, Forrester at Carreston. In

8vo, price 12s.

SEVEN LITHOGRAPHED DESIGNS for the Improvement
of Farm Cottages and Steadings. With Descriptions, Specifications, and Esti-

mates ; Remarks on the Accommodations required under the Modern System

of Husbandry, and the Defects of existing Farm Buildings. By James
CuNNiKOHAM, Surveyor. Large 8vo, price 6s. 6d.



MESSRS BLACKWOOD'S PUBLICATIONS. 27

HIGH FARMING, UNDER LIBERAL COVENANTS,
THE BEST SUBSTITUTE FOR PROTECTION. By James Caird,

Farmer, Baldoon. Fifth Edition, with Engraved Plan of Farm Buildings.

Price Is., or Is. 4d. by post.

" I believe it will be of the greatest possible benefit to the agricultural

labourer by affording increased employment," &c.

—

Speech of the Chancellor

of the Exchequer on the ttate ofIreland, 2d July 1849.

" The publication of such facts at the present time are of great public

importance."

—

Irish Industrial Journal.

" We strongly advise our readers to make the whole performance a mat-

ter of personal study."

—

Agricultural Gazette.

" His f^ts are invaluable."—/oumai of Agriculture.

STABLE ECONOMY : A Treatise on the Management of

Horses. By John Stewart, V.S. A New Edition, (being the Fourth,) in

foolscap 8vo, with numerous Woodcuts, price 6s. 6d.

" Likely to remain a standard authority on the subjects of which it

treats for many years to come. The reader will find in it full instructions

on stable economy in all its departments. The construction and ventilation

of stables, the character and education of stable men and boys, the nature

of their work as regards the grooming, decoration, and general treatment

of horses, the habits and vices of horses, and the accidents to which they

are Uable,'the nature, composition, and preparation of their food, the fitness

for work, and the best method of keeping them in the best working condi-

tion, and the management of diseased and defective horses, are all fully

discussed. There is no better book for the instruction of the groom."

—

Gardener's Chronicle and Agricultural Gazette.

" Will always maintain its position as a standard work upon the manage-

ment of horses."

—

Mark Lane Express.

" The work before us is not one of the many quackery books which are

< made to sell,' but a valuable compendium of the management of the

horse in health, and for work, and with a view to keep him in the one, and

ready to perform the other. Nor do we know a work on the subject more

deserving of confidence and recommendation."

—

Farmers' Journal.

By the same Author,

ADVICE TO PURCHASERS OF HORSES. A New
Edition. Price 2s. 6d. bound in dotb.
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THE NEW STATISTICAL ACCOUNT OF SCOTLAND.
In Fifteen large Volumes 8vo, price £16, 16s.

" Forming by far the most valuable repertory of statistics at the command
ofany country in Europe."—QuarterIj/ Review.

" As a statistical book of reference, the work is valuable ; more so, in our
estimation, tlian many works which make a greater parade of scientific forms.

. . To sum up more specifically, there are no fewer than 876 articles,

each furnishing a complete monograpli of a parish, or united group of pa-
rishes. The parishes of every county are classed together ; to each a full in-

dex of matter is added, and to the whole work is appended a general index,
compiled on the same principle. There is also an alphabetical index of
parishes, giving their population as shown by the last census, and referring

to the volume and page where each is described. Thus the New Statistical

Account of Scotland unites, with the massive character and readableness
of a systematic view of Scottish statistics and geography, the utility of a geo-
graphical and statistical dictionary oi &coX\a.aA."—Spectator

.

The Cou.vTiKs may be had separately, at the following prices :—Aberdeen,
258.; Argyle, 15s.; Ayr, 18s.; Banff, 9s.; Berwick, 8s. 6d. ; Bute, 3s ;

Caithness, 48. 6d. ; CInckuiannan, 3s. 6d. ; Dumbarton, 6s.; Dumfries,
12s. 6d.; Edinburgh, 165. 6(1.; Elgin, 6s.; Fife, 21s.; Forfar, 15s.; Had-
dington, 8s. 6d. ; Inverness, lis. 6d. ; Kinross, 2s. ; Kincardine, 8s. ; Kirk-
cudbright, 8s. 6d. ; Lanark, 21s. ; Linlithgow, 4s. 6d. ; Nairne, Is. 6d. ; Ork-
ney, 5s. 6d. ; Peebles, 4s. 6d. ; Perth, 27s. ; Ross and Cromartv, 10s. 6d.

;

Renfrew, 12s. 6d. ; Roxburgh, 10s. 6d. ; Selkirk, 2s. 6d. ; Shetland, 4s. 6d.

;

Stirling, 10s. ; Sutherland, 5s. 6d. ; Wigton, 5s 6d.

THE GRASSES OF BRITAIN, illustrated by 140 Figures,
Drawn and Engraved by the Author. By Richard Parnell, M.D., F.R.S.E.,
Author of " The Grasses of Scotland." This Work contains a figure and full

Description of every species of Grass found in Great Britain, with their uses in

Agriculture, &c &c In one large Volume 8vo, price L.2, 28.

THE GRASSES OF SCOTLAND may be had separately,
in one Volume, price 208.

THE ALPACA : Its Naturalisation in thf, British Islands
CONSIOBRKD AS A NATIONAL BENEFIT, AND AS AN OBJECT OF IMMEDIATE
UTtLITY TO THE FARMER AND MANUFACTURER. By W1I.LIAM WAI,T0N.
In foolscap 8vo, price 4s. 6d.

A MEMOIR ON THE MID-LOTHIAN AND EAST-
LOTHIAN COAL-FIELDS. By David Milne, Esq., F.R.S.E. and F.G.
In 4to, with Coloured Iklap and Sections, price 168. in cloth.

THE JOURNAL OF AGRICULTURE, and THE
TRANSACTIONS of the HIGHLAND and AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY
OF SCOTLAND. 21 vols. 8vo, 1828—13, price L.8, 8s. The New Series U
published Quarterly. Annual Subscription, Twelve Shillings.

THE PREPARATION OF COOKED FOOD FOR THE
FATTENING OF CATTLE, AND THE ADVANTAGE OF USING IT
ALONG WITH CUT STRAW, HAY, TURNIPS, or other VEGE-
TABLES. By Thcmas Hark.vkss, late Secretary to the Rhinns of Galloway
Farmers' Club, price 6d.



MESSRS Blackwood's publications. 29

THE MORAL, SOCIAL, AND PROFESSIONAL DU-
TIES OP ATTORNEYS AND SOLICITORS. By Samukl Warren,

Esq.. P.R.S., Biirrister-at-Law. In one thick Volume, foolscap 8vo, price 93.

" Amongst the brilliant passages with which the Lectures abound, we find

the soundest and most aseful advice, as well to the practitioner as to the

student. The hidden rocks and quiclisands of which the young practitioner

may be unaware, are here pointed out, and lights are raised to warn him of

the dangers by which he is surrounded. The Lectures abound with happy

illustrations of the doctrines propounded, and striking examples are hap-

pily introduced, which cannot fail to impress on the memory the importance

of the Lecturer's admonitions."

—

Legal Observer.

THE GREEK GRAMMAR OF DR F. THIERSCH.
Translated from the German, with Brief Remarks. By Sir Daniel K.

Sanpford, Professor of Greek in the University of Glasgow. In One large

Vol. 8vo, 16s.

RULES AND EXERCISES IN HOMERIC AND ATTIC
GREEK. To which is added, A Short System of Greek Prosoov. By

Sir Danikl K. Sandford, Professor of Greek in the University of Glasgow.

A New Edition, in 12mo, 6s. 6d. bound.

By the same Author,

EXTRACTS FROM GREEK AUTHORS, with Notes

and a Vocabulary. New Edition, corrected and improved, 12mo, 6s. bound.

By the same Author,

INTRODUCTION TO THE WRITING OF GREEK.
For the use of the Junior Greek Classes in the University of Glasgow. New

Edition, 12mo, 3s. 6d. bound.

NOTES ON THE PECUNIARY INTERESTS OF
HE^RS OF ENTAIL, with Calculations regarding such Interests, in re-

ference to the Acts of Parliament affecting Entails, and Tables showing the

Values of Liferent Interests. By William Thomas Thomson, Manager of

the " Standard Life Assurance Company." In 8to, price IGs.
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THE LIFE OF JOHN KNOX, containing Illustrations of
the History of the Reformation in Scotland. With Biographical Notices of the
principal Reformers, and Sketches of Literature in Scotland during the Six-
teenth Century. By the late Thomas M'Crie, DJ). A new Edition. In one
Volume 8vo, price 7s. 6d.

By the same Author,

LIFE OF ANDREW MELVILLE. Second Edition. 8vo,
two Volumes in one, cloth, price 10s. 6d.

By the same Author,

HISTORY OF THE PROGRESS AND SUPPRESSION
OF THE REFORMATION IN SPAIN DURING THE SIXTEENTH
CENTURY. 8vo, price lOs. 6d.

By the same Author,

HISTORY OF THE PROGRESS AND SUPPRESSION
OF THE REFORMi\TION IN ITALY DURING THE SIXTEENTH
CENTURY. 8vo, Second Edition, price lOs. 6d.

By the same Author,

LECTURES ON THE BOOK OF ESTHER. Foolscap
8yo, price 5s.

By the same Author,

TWO DISCOURSES ON THE UNITY OF THE
CHURCH. In 12mo, price 3s.

A VINDICATION OF CHRISTIAN FAITH. Addressed
to those who, believing in God, do not believe in .Tesus Christ whom He hath
sent, By the late John Inglis, D.D., One of the Ministers of the Old Grey-
friars' Church. 8vo, price 10s. 6d.

By the same Author,

A VINDICATION OF ECCLESIASTICAL ESTABLISH-
MENTS. In Foolscap, 8vo, price 3s. 6d.

AN ESSAY ON THE EXTENT OF HUMAN AND
DIVINE AGENCY IN THE PRODUCTION OF SAVING FAITH.
12mo, price 4s. 6d.

LECTURES ON THE HISTORY OF LITERATURE,
ANCIENT AND MODERN. From the German of Frederick Schlkgel.
A New Edition. In One Vol. foolscap 8vo, price 5s.

" Form the most luminous, comprehensive, and philosophical survey of the
history of literature which our own age has produced."

—

Britannia.

" A wonderful performance,—better than anything we as yet have on the
subject in our own language."

—

Quarterly Reviete.
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SERMONS ON PRACTICAL SUBJECTS. By the Rev.

Sahubl "Warren, L.L.D., Incumbent of All-Souls, Manchester. The

Second Edition. In crown 8vo, price 6s. 6d.

" These sermons are twenty-five in number ; short, pithy, and condensed

;

written in an easy, correct, forcible, and elegant style ; abounding in felicitous

illustrations ancj^riking reflections. Dr Warren speaks always in a benig-

nant Catholic ^rit, and his theology is thoroughly orthodox. We have

seldom seen sermons, even in this prolific age, better adapted for being read

aloud in a family—conveyed in a style calculated to interest and attract the

attention and feelings of persons of cuhirated taste."

—

John Bull.

SERMONS BY THE LATE REV. ARCHIBALD
BE NN I E, D.D., Minister of the Parish of Lady Tester ; one of the Deans

of Her M^esty's Chapel Royal, Edinburgh. With a Portrait and Memoir of

the Autbor. 8to, price lOs. 6d.

SERMONS BT THE LATE REV. N. MORREN, Minister of

Brechin. Crown 8vo, price 6s. 6d.

LECTURES IN DIVINITY. By the late George Hill, D.D.,

Principal of St Mary's College, St Andrews.

A New Edition, in the Press.

ON THE SPECULATIVE DIFFICULTIES OF PRO-
FESSING CHRISTIANS. By a Ci.BReYMAN of thb Chotich of Scot-

land. In fo(d8c»p 8vo, price U. 6d.

OBSERVATIONS ON THE BOOKS OF GENESIS AND
EXODUS, with SERMONS. By the late Robert Forsyth, Esq., Advo-

cate. To which is prefixed, a Memoir of the Author. In foolscap Svo, price fie.

cloth.

SKETCHES FROM SCRIPTURE HISTORY. By the

late William Scott, Esq. of Tevlot Bank. Foap. 8to, price 3s.
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CHEAP SSZTIOXTS OF POPUZ.AXI "WORKS.

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF SCOTTISH LIFE.
Foobcap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

THE TRIALS OF MARGARET •YNDSAY.
By the Author of " Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life." Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

THE FORESTERS.
By tbeauthor of " Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life." Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

TOM CRINGLE'S LOG.
Complete in One Volume, Foolscap Octavo, 3s. 6d.

THE CRUISE OF THE MIDGE.
By the Author of " Tom Cringle's Log." In One Volume Foolscap Octavo, 3s. Cd.

THE LIFE OF MANSIE WAUCH,
Tailor in Dalkeith. Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

THE SUBALTERN.
By the Author of " The Chelsea Pensioners." Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

PENINSULAR SCENES AND SKETCHES.
By the Author of " The Student of Salamanca." Foolscap Octavo, 28. 6d.

NIGHTS AT MESS, SIR FRIZZLE PUMPKIN :

And Othbb Tales. Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

THE YOUTH AND MANHOOD OF CYRIL THORNTON.
By the Author of " Men and Manners in America." Foolscap Octavo, 3s. 6d.

VALERIUS. A ROMAN STORY.
Foolscap Octavo, 2s. 6d.

REGINALD DALTON.
By the Author of " Valerius." Foolscap Octavo, 3s. 6d.

SOME PASSAGES IN THE HISTORY OF ADAM BLAIR,

AND HISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

By the Author of " Valerius." Foolscap Octavo, 3s. 6d.
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