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BENTLEY’S MISCELLANY.

GUY FAWKES.
AN HISTORICAL  ROMANCE.
BY W. HARRISON AINSWORTH, ESQ.

ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

BOOK THE THIRD.
CHAPTER V.

THE CLOSE OF THE REBELLION.

Un~astLe longer to endure the agony occasioned by his scorch-
ed visage, Catesby called for a bucket of water, and plunged
his head into it. Somewhat relieved by the immersion, he turn-
ed to inquire after his fellow-sufferers. Rookwood having been
carried into the open air had by this time regained his conscious-
ness; Percy was shockingly injured, his hair and eyebrows
burnt, his skin blackened and swollen .with unseemly blisters,
and the sight of one eye entirely destroyed ; while John Grant,
though a degree less hurt than his companions, presented a
grim and ghastly appearance. In fact, the four sufferers looked
as if they had just escaped from some uneartbly place of
torment, and were doomed henceforth to bear the brand of
Divine wrath on their countenances. Seeing the effect pro-
duced on the others, Catesby rallied all his force, and treating
the accident as a matter of no moment, and which ought not
to disturb the equanimity of brave men, called for wine, and
quaffed a full goblet. Injured as he was, and smarting with
pain, Percy followed his example, but both John Grant and
Rookwood refused the cup.

¢ Harkee, gentlemen,” cried Catesby, fiercely, * you may
drink or not, as you see fit. But I will not have yon assume
a deportment calculated to depress our followers. Stephen Lit-
tleton and Robert Winter have basely deserted us. If you have
any intention of following them, go at once. We are better
without you than with you.”

“1 have no thought of deserting you, Catesby,” rejoined
Rookwood, mournfully ; ¢“ and when the time arrives for action,
iou will find I shall not be idle. But I am now assured that we

ave sold ourselves to perdition.”

““Pshaw ! ” cried Catesby, with a laugh that communicated
an almost fiendish expression to his grim features; * because a
little powder has accidentally exploded and blackened our faces,
are we to see in the occurrence the retributive justice of Heaven ?

Are we to be cast down by such a trifle? Be a man, and rouse
VOL. X. A
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2 GUY FAWKES,

yourself. Recollect that the eyes of all England are upon us;
and if we must perish, let us perish in a manner that becomes
us. No real mischief has been done. My hand is as able to
wicld a blade, and my sight to direct a shot, as heretofore. If
Heaven had meant to destroy us, the bag of powder which has
been taken up in the yard, and which was sufficient not only
to annihilate us, but to lay this house in ruins, would have been
suffered to explode.”

“Would it had exploded !” exclaimed John Wright. ¢ All
would then have been over.”

“ Are you, too, faint-hearted, John?” cried Catesby. ¢ Well,
well, leave me one and all of you. I will fight it out alone.”

““ You wrong me by the suspicion, Catesby,” returned John
Wright. “1I am as true to the cause as yourself. But I per-
ceive that our last hour is at hand, and I would it were past.”

“The indulgence of such a wish at such a moment is a
weakness,” rejoined Catesby. ¢1I care not when death comes,
provided it comes gloriously ; and such should be your feeling.
On the manner in which we meet our fate will depend the effect
which our insurrection will produce throughout the country.
‘We must set a brave example to our brethren. Heaven be
praised, we shall not perish on the scaffold ! ™

“ Be not too sure of that,” said Grant, gloomily. ¢ It may
yet be our fate,”

¢ It shall never be mine,” cried Catesby.

“ Nor mine,” added Percy. “I am so far from regarding
the recent disaster as a punishment, though I am the severest
sufferer by it, that I think we ought to return thanks to Heaven
for our preservation.”

“ In whatever light the accident is viewed,” observed John
Wright, “we cannot too soon address ourselves to Heaven. We
know not how long it may be in our power to do so.”

¢¢ Again desponding,” cried Catesby. ¢ But no matter. You
will recover your spirits anon.”

John Wright shook his head, and Catesby pulling his cap
over his brows to hide his features, walked forth into the court-
yard. He found, as he expected, that general consternation
prevailed amongst the band. The men were gathered together
in little knots, and, though they became silent as he approached,
he perceived they were discussing the necessity of a surrender.
Nothing daunted by these unfavourable appearances, Catesby
harangued them in such bold terms that he soon inspired them
with some of his own confidence, and completely resteadied
their wavering feelings.

Elated with his success, he caused a cup of strong ale to be
given to each man, and proposed as a pledge the restoration of
the Romish Church. He then returned to the house, and sum-
moning the other conspirators to attend him in a chamber on
the ground-floor, they all prayed long and fervently, and con-
cluded by administering the sacrament to each other.
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It was now thought necessary to have the damage done by
the explosion repaired, and a few hours were employed in the
operation. Evening was fast approaching, and Catesby, who
was anxiously expecting the return of Sir Everard Digby, sta-
tioned himself on the turreted walls of the mansion to look out
for him. But he came not; and, fearing some mischance must
have befallen him, Catesby descended. Desirous of concealing
his misgivings from his companions, he put on a cheerful man-
ner, as he joined them.

“I am surprised ere this that we have not been attacked,”
remarked Percy. ¢ Our enemies may be waiting for the dark-
ness, to take us by surprise. But they will be disappointed.”

“I can only account for the delay by supposing they have
encountered Sir Everard Digby, and the force he is bringing to
us,” remarked Christopher Wright.

“It may be so,” returned Catesby, “and if so, we shall soon
learn the result.”

In spite of all Catesby’s efforts he failed to engage his compa-
nions in conversation, and feeling it would best suit his present
frame of mind, and contribute most to their safety, to keep in
constant motion, he proceeded to the court-yard, saw that all
the defences were secure, that the drawbridge was raised, the
sentinels at their posts, and everything prepared for the anti-
cipated attack. Every half hour he thus made his rounds ; and
when towards midnight he was going forth, Percy said to him,

¢ Do you not mean to take any rest, Catesby ? "

“ Not till I am in my grave,” was the moody reply.

Catesby’s untiring energy was in fact a marvel to all his fol-
lowers. His iron frame seemed not to be susceptible of fatigue;
and even when he returned to the house, he continued to pace
to and fro in the passage in preference to lying down.

“ Rest tranquilly,” he said to Christopher Wright, who offer-
ed to take his place. ¢ I will rouse you on the slightest ap-
proach of danger.”

But though he preserved this stoical exterior, Catesby’s breast
was torn by the keenest pangs. He could not hide from him-
self that, to serve his own ambitious purposes, he had involved
many (till he had deluded them) loyal and worthy persons
in a treasonable project, which must now terminate in their
destruction, and their blood, he feared, would rest upon his
. head. But what weighed heaviest of all upon his soul was the
probable fate of Viviana.

“If I were assured she would escape,” he thought, ¢ I should
care little for all the rest, even for Fawkes. They say it is never
too late to repent. But my repentance shall lie between my
Maker and myself. Man shall never know it.”

The night was dark, and the gloom was rendered more pro-
found by a dense fog. Fearing an attack might now be at-
tempted, Catesby renewed his vigilance. Marching round the
edge of the moat, he listened to every sound that might betray

A2



4 GUY FAWKES.

the approach of a foe. For some time, nothing og('urred to
excite his suspicions, until about an hour afte{' midnight, as he
was standing at the back of the house, he fancied he detceted a
stealthy tread on the other side of the fosse, and soon beecame
convinced that a party of men were there. Determined to as-
certain their movements before giving the alarm, he held his
breath, and drawing a petronel, remained perfectly motionless.
Presently, though he could discern no object, he dist'inct]y
heard a plank laid across the moat, and could distinguish in the
whispered aecents of one of the party the voice of Topeliffe. A
thrill of savage joy agitated his bosom, and he internally con-
gratulated himself that revenge was in his power.

A footstep, though so noiscless as to be inaudible to any ear
less acute than his own, was now heard erossing the plank, and
feeling certain it was Topeliffe, Catesby allowed him to land,
and then suddenly advancing, kicked the plank, on which were
two other persons, into the water, and unmasking a dark lan-
tern, threw its light upon the face of the man near him, who
proved, as he suspected, to be Topcliffe.

Aware of the advantage of making a prisoner of importance,
Catesby controlled the impulse that prompted him to sacrifice
Topeliffe to his vengeance, and firing his petronel in the air as
a signal, he drew his sword, and sprang upon him. Topcliffe
attempted to defend himself, but he was no match for the skill
and impetuosity of Catesby, and was instantly overpowered and
thrown to the ground. By this time, Percy and several of the
band had come up, and delivering Topcliffe to the charge of
two of the stoutest of them, Catesby turned his attention to
the other assailants. One of them got across the moat; but the
other, encumbered by his arms, was floundering about, when
Catesby pointing a petronel at his head, he was fain to surren-
der, and was dragged out.

A volley of musketry was now fired by the rebels in the
supposed direction of their opponents, but it could not be ascer-
tained what exeeution was done. After waiting for some time,
in expectation of a further attack, Catesby placed a guard upon
the spot, and proeeeded to examine Topcliffe. He had been
thrown into a cellar beneath the kitchen, and the two men were
on guard over him. He refused to answer any of Catesby’s
questions, though enforced by threats of instant death. On
searching him seme letters were found upon him, and thrust-
ing them into his doublet, Catesby left him, with the strictest
injunctions to the men as to his safe custody.

He then proceeded to examine the other captive, and found
him somewhat more tractable. This man informed him that
Topcliffe had intended to steal into the house with the design of
capturing the conspirators, or, failing in that, of setting fire to
the premises. He also ascertained that Topcliffe’s force consisted
only of a dozen men, so that no further attack need be appre-

hended.



GUY FAWKES. 5

Notwithstanding this’ information, Catesby determined to be
on the safe side, and doubling the sentinels, he stationed one of
the eonspirators, all of whom had sprung to arms at his signal,
at each of the exposed points. He then withdrew to the man-
sion, and examined Topcliffe’s papers. The first despatch he
opened was one from the Earl of Salisbury, bearing date about
the early part of Fawkes’s confinement in the Tower, in which
the Earl expressed his determination of wringing a full confes-
sion from the prisoner. A bitter smile curled Catesby’s lip as
he read this, but his brow darkened as he proceeded, and found
that a magnificent reward was offered for his own arrest.

“I must have Catesby captured,” ran the missive,—* so see
you spare no pains to take him. I would rather all escaped
than he did. His execution is of the last importance in the
matter, and I rely upon your bringing him to me alive.”

“T will at least baulk him of this satisfaction,” muttered
Catesby. “But what is this of Viviana?”

Reading further, he found that the Karl had issued the same
orders respecting Viviana, and that she would be rigorously
dealt with if eaptured.

““Alas!” groaned Catesby ; “I hope she will escape these
inhuman butchers.”

The next despatch he opened was from Tresham, and with a
savage satisfaction he found that the traitor was apprehensive
of double-dealing on the part of Salisbury and Mounteagle. He
stated that he had been put under arrest, and was detained a
prisoner in his own house ; and, fearing he should be sent to the
Tower, besought Topeliffe to use his influence with the Earl of
Salisbury not to deal unfairly with him.

“ He is rightly served !” cried Catesby, with savage exulta-
tion. ¢ Heaven grant they may deal with him as he dealt with
us!”

The consideration of these letters furnished Catesby with food
for mueh bitter reflection. Paecing the room to and fro with
uncertain footsteps, he remained more than an hour by himself,
and at last yielding to the promptings of vengecanece, repaired
to the cellar in which he had placed Topeliffe, with the intention
of putting him to death. What was his rage and exasperation
to find both the guard and the prisoner gone! A door was open,
and it was evident the fugitives had stolen to the moat, and,
swimming noiselessly across it in the darkness, had securely
effected their retreat.

Fearful of exciting the alarm of his followers, Catesby con-
trolled his indignation, and said nothing of the escape of the
prisoner to any but his confederates, who entirely approved of
the policy of silence. All continued on the alert during the re-
mainder of the night, and no one thought of seeking repose till
it was fully light, and all danger of a surprise at an end.

Day dawned late and dismally. The fog that had hung round
the mansion changed just before daybreak into drizzling rain,
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and this increased ere long to heavy and drenching showers.
Everything looked gloomy and depressing, and the conspirators
were so disheartened, that they avoided each other’s regards.

Catesby mounted the walls of the mansion to reconmnoitre.
The prospect was forlorn and melancholy to the last degree.
The neighbouring woods were obscured by mist; the court-yard
and garden flooded with rain; and the waters of the moat
spotted by the heavy shower. Not an object was in view except
a hind driving cattle to a neighbouring farm. Catesby shouted
to him, and the fellow with evident reluctance approaching the
brink of the moat, he inquired whether he had seen any troops
in the neighbourhood. The man answered in the negative, but
said he had heard that an engagement had taken place in the
night, about five miles from thence, near Hales Owen, between
Sir Everard Digby and Sir Richard Walsh, and that Sir Ever-
ard’s party had been utterly ronted, and himself taken prisoner.

This intelligence was a severe blow to Catesby, as it destroyed
the last faint hope he had clung to. For some time he conti-
nued wrapt in thought, and then descended to the lower part of
the house. A large fire had been kept up during the night in
the hall, and round this the greater part of the band were now
gathered, drying their wet clothes, and conversing together. A
plentiful breakfast had been served out to them, so that they
were in tolerably good spirits, and many of them talked loudly
of the feats they meant to perform in case of an attack.

Catesby heard these boasts, but they fell upon an idle ear.
He felt that all was over; that his last chance was gone; and
that the struggle could not be much longer protracted. Enter-
ing the inner room, he sat down at table with his companions,
but he ate nothing, and continued silent and abstracted.

“Itis now my turn to reproach you,” observed Grant. “You
look deeply depressed.”

¢ Sir Everard Digby is a prisoner,” replied Catesby, sternly.
“ His capture grieves me sorely. He should have died with us {”

All echoed the wish.

Catesby arose and closed the door.

¢“The attack will not be many hours delayed,” he said; ¢ and
unless there should be some miraculous interposition in our be-
half,_ it must end in our defeat. Do not let us survive it,” he
continued earnestly. ¢ Let us swear to stand by each other as
long as we can, and to die together.”

« Agreed !” cried the others.

“ And now,” continued Catesby, I must compel myself to
take some nourishment, for I have much to do.”

Having swallowed a few mouthfuls of bread, and drained a
goble.t of wine, he again visited every part of the habitation,
examined the arms of the men, encouraged them by his looks
and words, and became satisfied, unless some unlooked-for cir-

cumstance occurred to damp their ardour, they would offer a de-
termined and vigorous resistance.
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“If I could only come off victorious in this last conflict, 1
s]}ould die content,” thought Catesby. ¢ And I do not despair
of it.”

The rain continued till eleven o’clock, when it ceased, and the
mist that had attended it partially cleared off. About noon,
Catesby, who was on the look-out from the walls of the man-
sion, descried a large troop of horsemen issuing from the wood.
He immediately gave the alarm. The bell was rung, and all
sprang to arms. )

By this time, the troop had advanced within a hundred yards
of the house, and Catesby, who had rushed into the court-yard,
mounted a turret near the gate to watch their movements, and
issue his commands. The royalists were headed by Sir Richard
Walsh, who was attended on the right by Sir John Foliot, and
on the left by Topcliffe. Immediately behind them were Ketel-
bye, Salwaye, Conyers, and others who had accompanied the
posse comitatus the day before. A trumpet was then sounded,
and a proclamation was made in a loud voice by a trooper,
commanding the rebels in the King’s name to surrender, and
to deliver up their leaders. The man had scarcely concluded
his speech when he was for ever silenced by a shot from Catesby.

A loud and vindictive shout was raised by the royalists, and
the assault instantly commenced. Sir Richard Walsh direct-
ed the attack against the point opposite the drawbridge, while
Sir John Foliot, Topcliffe, and the others dispersed themselves,
and completely surrounded the mansion. Several planks were
thrust across the moat, and in spite of the efforts of the rebels
many of the assailants effected a passage.

Catesby drove back the party under Sir Richard Walsh, and
with his own hand hewed asunder their plank. In doing this
he so much exposed himself that, but for the injunctions of the
Sheriff who commanded his followers not to fire upon him, he
must have been slain.

The other rebel-leaders displayed equal courage, and equal
indifference to danger, and though, as has just been stated, a
considerable number of the royalists had got across the moat,
and entered the garden, they had obtained no material advan-
tage. Sir John Foliot and Topcliffe commanded this party,
and encouraged them to press on; but such a continued and
well-directed firing was kept up upon them from the walls and
windows of the mansion that they soon began to show symptoms
of wavering.

At this juncture, and while Topcliffe was trying to keep
his men together, a concealed door in the wall was opened, and
Catesby issued from it at the head of a dozen men. He in-
stantly attacked Topcliffe and his band, put several to the sword,
and drove those who resisted into the moat. Toliot and Top-
cliffe with difficulty escaped across the plank, which was seized
and pulled over to his own side by Catesby.

But the hope which this success inspired was instantly
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quenched. Loud shouts were raised from the opposite wing of
the mansion, and Catesby to his great dismay perceived from
the volumes of smoke ascending from it that it was on fire.
Uttering an exclamation of rage and despair, he commanded
those with him not to quit their present position, and set off in
the direction of the fire.

He found that an outbuilding had been set in flames by a
lighted brand thrown across the moat by a trooper. The author
of the action was named John Streete, and was afterwards ren-
dered notorious by another feat to be presently related. Efforts
were made to extinguish the conflagration, but such was the con-
fusion prevailing that it was found wholly impossible, and it was
feared that the destruction of the whole mansion would ensue.

Disaster after disaster followed. Another party had crossed
the moat, and burst into the court-yard. In the desperate con-
flict that ensued Rookwood was shot through the arm, and se-
verely wounded by a pike, and was borne into the house by
one of his followers, whom he entreated to kill him outright, but
was refused the request.

Meantime, the drawbridge was lowered, and with loud and
exulting shouts the great body of the royalists crossed it.
Catesby now perceived that the day was irretrievably lost.
Calling to Christopher Wright, who was standing near him, to
follow him, and rushing towards the court-yard, he reached
it just as the royalists entered it.

In numbers both parties were pretty well matched, but the
rebels were now thoroughly disheartened, and seeing how mat-
ters must end, many of them threw down their arms, and beg-
ged for mercy. A destructive fire, however, was still kept up
on the royalists by a few of the rebels stationed on the walls
of the mansion, under the command of John Wright.

Putting himself at the head of a few faithful followers, Cates-
by fought with all the fury of despair. Christopher Wright
was shot by his side. Grant instantly sprang forward, but was
cut down by a trooper. Catesby was too busily occupied to at-
tend to the fate of his companions, and secing Thomas Winter
near him, called to him to come on, when he perceived that his
right arm was disabled by a bolt from a cross-bow.

I can fight no longer,” said Thomas Winter.

“ Then die,” cried Catesby.

¢ He shall die— on the scaffold,” rejoined Topcliffe, who had
heard the exclamation. And rushing up to Thomas Winter, he
seized him, and conveyed him to the rear of his party.

Catesby continued to fight with such determined bravery that
Sir Richard Walsh, seeing it would be vain to take him alive,
withdrew his restrictions from his men, and ordered them to slay
him.

By this time, most of the rebels had thrown down their arms.
Those on the walls had been dislodged, and John Wright, re-
fusing to yield, had been slaughtered. Catesby, however, who
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had been joined by Percy and half a dozen men, made a last
desperate charge upon the enemy.

In doing this, his sword shivered, and he would have fallen
back, but found himself surrounded by his foes. Percy was close
behind him, and keeping together, they fought back to back. Even
in this disabled state they made a long and desperate resistance.

¢ Remember your oath, Percy,” cried Catesby. ¢ You have
sworn not to be taken to the scaffold.”

¢ Fear nothing,” replied Percy. “I will never quit this
spot alive.”

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when he fell to the
ground mortally wounded, and the same shot that had pierced
his breast had likewise stricken Catesby. It was fired by the
trooper, John Streete, who has just been mentioned.

Collecting all his force, Catesby struck a few terrible blows
at his opponents, and, dashing through them, made for the house.
Just as he reached the door, which was standing open, his strength
failed, and he fell to the ground. In this condition he dragged
himself into the vestibule, where there was a large wooden statue
of the Virgin, and clasping his arms around it pressed his lips to
the feet of the image. He was followed by Streete, with his drawn
sword in one hand and a petronel in the other, prepared to finish
his work. But ere he could reach him, Catesby had expired.

“ 80,” exclaimed Topcliffe, who came up the next moment,
with Sir Richard Walsh, ¢ we have been robbed of our prey.
The Earl of Salisbury will never forgive me for this disappoint-
ment.”

“] am glad I have done it, though,” observed Streete. ¢ To
kill two such traitors with one shot is something to talk of.”

“ You will be well rewarded for it, no doubt,” said Topcliffe,
sarcastically.

“1 care not whether I am or not,” rejoined Streete. I
have done my duty, and besides I have avenged my comrade
Richard Trueman, who was shot by this traitor when he read
the proclamation.”

T will take care that your brave action is duly represented
to his Majesty,” observed Sir Richard Walsh.

And he failed not to keep his promise. Streete received a
pension of two shillings a day for the rest of his life—no incon-
siderable sum in those days.

The conflict was now at an end, for though some few of the
more desperate of the rebels continued to struggle after their
leaders had fallen, they were soon disarmed. Sir Richard
Walsh and Topeliffe went in search of the other conspirators,
and finding Rookwood and Grant, who though severely wound-
ed were not dead, lying in the hall, immediately secured them.
Rookwood on their approach made an effort to plunge his dagger
into his breast, but his hand was stayed by Sir Richard Walsh.

“At least, we shall not go away quite empty-handed,” cried
Topcliffe ; “but these are but sorry substitutes for Catesby.”

b3
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¢ Has Catesby escaped ? ” demanded Grant, faintly.

“ Ay, to the other world,” replied Topecliffe.

¢ He has kept his word,” groaned Grant.

¢ He may have cscaped some part of his punishment,” said
Topeliffe, bitterly ; ¢ but the worst remains. His quarters will
be exposed on every gate in London, and his head on the bridge.
As to you, traitors, you know your doom.”

¢ And are prepared for it,” rejoined Grant.

A guard being left over the prisoners, Sir Richard Walsh
and Topcliffe then went to see that the other captives were
properly secured. Some few having made their escape into the
adjoining fields, they were pursued and recaptured.

The whole of the prisoners were then conveyed to Stourbridge,
where they were lodged in the gaol, after which Sir Richard
Walsh despatched a messenger to the Earl of Salisbury aud the
Lords of the Council acquainting them with what he had done.

* And now,” said Topcliffe, who had accompanied him thus
far, < I shall start for Ordsall Hall to look after Viviana Rad-
cliffe and Garnet.”

CIIAPTER VI.
HAGLEY.

Ronert WINTER, it may be remembered, immediately after
the explosion, quitted Holbeach, and did not return to it. He
proceeded to the neighbouring thicket, and while wandering
about in a state bordering on distraction encountered Ste-
pben Littleton, who had likewise deserted his companions on
the same day. Acquainting him with the disastrous occurrence
that had taken place, and stating his impression that both God
and man were against them, and that it would be vain as well
as impious to struggle longer, he proposed to him to surrender ;
but Stephen Littleton so strongly combated this opinion, that
he at last consented to make an effort to escape. This, however,
was no easy matter, and they could devise no plan that appeared
feasible. Both were well provided with money; but under
present circumstances it would be of little use to them. A large
price was set on their heads; and the whole country being
alarmed, they scarcely knew where to seek shelter. After a
long debate, they quitted the covert, and keeping clear of all
habitations, took the direction of Stourbridge.

On approaching the Stour, at a point opposite Churchill,
where they knew the river was fordable, they perceived Sir
Richard Walsh’s force approaching, and threw themselves into
a ditch to avoid observation. It was quite dark when they again
ventured forth, and at the peril of their lives they forded the
Stour, which was swollen more than it had been in the morning
by the long-continued rain. Their design was to proceed to
Hagley, the residence of Stephen Littleton’s sister, Mrs. Lit-
tleton, and to claim her protection. This magnificent mansion
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lay about two miles on the other side of the river, in the heart
of an extensive park, but they were obliged to take a circuitous
route of nearly double the distance to reach it, and when at
length they arrived there, and were about to steal into the
court-yard, they found it occupied by a part of Sir Richard
Walsh’s troop.

Overcome by anxiety and fatigue, and scarcely knowing whi-
ther to proceed, they recrossed the park, and sought out the
cottage of a poor woman, whose two sons had joined their ill-
fated expedition, and were at that moment under arms at Hol-
beach. She was a good Catholic, and they thought they might
confide in her. Arvriving at her cottage, they glanced in at the
window, and perceiving her as they concluded alone, and cook-
ing a small piece of meat at the fire, they raised the latch, and
entered the house. The woman turned at their approach, and
uttering a cry of surprise and alarm, pointed towards a back
room. They then saw that they had betrayed themselves, but
the caution came too late, and a stalwart trooper, alarmed by
the cry, issued from the back room. F¥rom the wretched ap-
pearance of the new comers, he at once guessed that they were
rebels, and felt satisfied from the richness of their garb, dirtied
and stained as it was, that they were persons of consequence.
Accordingly, he drew a brace of petronels, and holding them at
their heads, commanded them to surrender.

They were too much taken by surprise, and too enfeebled
to offer resistance, and the trooper calling to the old woman
to bring a cord to bind them, at the same time unloosed his own
girdle, with which he fastened Robert Winter’s arms behind his
back. In doing this, he was compelled to lay down his petronels,
and he had scarcely done so when the woman snatched them up,
and gave them to Stephen Littleton, who presented them at his
head.

It was now the turn of the conspirators to triumph. In an-
other instant Robert Winter was released by the old woman, and
the pair throwing themselves upon the trooper, forced him to the
ground. They then dragged him to the back room, and stripped
him of his habiliments, which Stephen Littleton put on instead
of his own clothes, and binding him hand and foot returned to
the old woman. At the request of Robert Winter, she furnished
him with a suit of clothes belonging to one of her sons, and then
set before them the best catables she possessed. They were
ravenously hungry, and soon disposed of the viands. Mean-
while, their hostess told them that the whole country was in
arms against them ; that Mrs. Littleton being suspected, though
she had always been adverse to the design, her house had under-
gone a rigorous search ; but that Mr. Humphrey Littleton, not
having taken any part in the insurrection, had not as yet been
arrested, though it was feared he would be proved to be con-
nected with the plot. She concluded by strongly counselling
them to use the utmost caution, and to expose themselves as
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little as possible. This they told her they intended to do, and
expressed great anxiety as to what would befall her when they
were gone.

1 do not desire to shed blood, if it can be helped,” said Ste-
phen Littleton; “but in a case of necessity like the present,
where life must be weighed against life, I hold it to be lawful.
Shall we put the trooper to death ?”

“ Not unless your own safety requires it, good sirs,” she
said. ¢ 1 shall quit this cottage soon after you have left it, and
obtain a safe asylum with one of my neighbours. It matters
not what becomes of me. Having lost my two sons, for I con-
sider them as already dead, I have nothing left to bind me to
life.”

Unable to make any reply, the conspirators remained for
some time silent, when, by the poor woman’s advice, they with-
drew to an upper chamber, and stretching themselves on a bed
sought a few hours’ repose. 'The old woman kept watch below,
and they gave her one of the petronels, with strict injunctions
to blow out the trooper’s brains if he attempted to move. No-
thing, however, occurred to alarm her, and at three o’clock she
awakened them.

Offering the woman a handsome reward, which, however, she
declined, they then set out; and shortly afterwards their hostess
quitted her habitation, and withdrew to the cottage of a neigh-
bour, where she remained concealed for some weeks, and then
died of grief on learning that her sons had been slain during the
assault of Holbeach by the royalists.

Recruited by the rest they had enjoyed, the conspirators pur-
sued their course over the fields. The weather was the same as
that which disheartened their confederates at Holbeach, and the
rain fell so heavily that they had soon not a dry thread upon
them. But being now disguised, they were not under so
much apprehension of detection. Shaping their course towards
Rowley Regis, in Staffordshire, which lay about five miles from
Hagley, where a farmer named Pelborrow, a tenant of Humphrey
Littleton, resided, and whom they thought would befriend them,
they proceeded swiftly on their way, but, though well acquaint-
ed with the country, they were so bewildered and deceived by
the fog, that they strayed materially out of their course, and
when it grew light, found themselves near Weoley Castle, and
about four miles from Birmingham.

Confiding in their disguises, and in their power of sustaining
the characters they assumed, they got into the high road, and
approaching a farm-house, Stephen Littleton, who had tied his
companion’s arms behind him with his belt, represented himself
as a trooper conveying a prisoner from Stourbridge to Bir-
mingham, and in consequence of this obtained a breakfast from
the farmer. After their meal was over, the host, who had eyed
them suspiciously, observed to the supposed trooper,—

«You will overtake some of your comrades before you reach
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KEgbaston, and had better lose no time in joining them. You
are known tc me, my masters,” he added, in a tone that could
not be heard by the houschold; “but I will not betray you.
Get you gone.”

The conspirators did not fail to act upon the suggestion, and
as soon as they got out of sight, struck across the country in
the direction of Rowley Regis, and arrived at the farm-house
which was their destination, in about an hour.

Pelborrow chanced to be in a barn adjoining his house, and
alone, and on seeing them readily offered to hide them. No
one had noticed their approach, and carefully concealing them
amid the hay in the loft, he proceeded about his business as if
nothing had happened. He could not just then procure them
provisions without exciting suspicion, but when night arrived,
brought them a sufficient supply for the next day.

In this way they passed nearly a week, never venturing to stir
forth, for they had been traced to the neighbourhood, and con-
stant search was going on after them. Pelborrow had great dif-
ficulty in keeping his men out of the barn, and the disappearance
of the provisions excited the suspicions of his female domestics,
who began to think all was not right. He therefore intimated
to the conspirators that they must change their quarters, and in
the dead of the night they removed to the house of another far-
mer named Perkes, residing on the borders of Hagley Park, to
whom Pelborrow had confided the secret of their being in the
neighbourhood, and who, on the promise of a large reward,
readily undertook to secrete them.

Perkes met them at a little distance from his house, and con-
ducted them to a barley-mow, where he had contrived a hiding-
place amid the straw for them. A woman-servant and a man
were both let into the secret by Perkes, and a sum of money
given him for that purpose bribed them to silence. Here they
remained close prisoners, unable to stir forth, or even to change
their habiliments for nearly six weeks, during which time they
received constant intelligence from their protector of what was
going forward, and learnt that the search for them had not re-
laxed. They were not without hope, however, that the worst
was over, when an incident occurred that gave them serious
uneasiness.

One night Perkes, who was a stout, hale yeoman, and had
formerly been warrener to Mrs. Littleton, went to catch conies,
with a companion named Poynter, and returned laden with spoil.
After drinking a cup or two of ale together, the pair separated,
and Poynter feeling fatigued with his exertions, as well as drowsy
with the ale he had swallowed, determined to pass the night in
his friend’s barn, and entering it clambered up to the loft, and
laid himself in the straw. In doing this, he slipped into the
hole made for the conspirators, who, aroused by his fall, instantly
seized him. Terrified to death, and fancying he had fallen into
the hands of gipsies or other plunderers, Poynter roared for
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mercy, which they were not at first disposed to show him ; but
the poor wretch, finding into whose hands he had fallen, be-
songht them in such piteous terms to spare his life, affirming with
the strongest oaths that he would never betray them, that they
consented to spare him, on condition of his remaining with them
as long as they should occupy their place of concealment.

When Perkes appeared in the morning, he was not a little
surprised at finding his comrade caught in such a trap, but en-
tirely approved of the course taken by the conspirators. Poyn-
ter, as may be supposed, was no willing captive ; and being con-
stantly pondering on the means of escape, and of obtaining the
reward for the apprehension of the conspirators, at last hit upon
the following expedient. While engaged in the poaching expe-
dition with Perkes, be had received a slight wound in the leg,
and the close confinement to which he was now subjected, in-
flamed it to such a degree as to render it highly dangerous.
This he represented to the conspirators, who, however, would
not suffer him to depart ; but desired Perkes to bring him some
ointment to dress his wound. The request was complied with,
and feigning that it was necessary to approach the light to ap-
ply it, Poynter scrambled up the straw, apparently for that sole
purpose. He did not attempt to fly for several days; but at
last, when they were grown less suspicious, he slided down the
other side of the loft, and made good his retreat.

The conspirators saw the error they had committed when it
was too late. Not daring to pursue bim, they remained in
fearful anticipation of an arrest throughout the day. DBut they
were not disturbed until night, when Perkes made his appear-
ance. They told him what had bappened ; but he did not ap-
pear to be much alarmed.

I do not think you need be afraid of him,” he said. ¢ Let
me have some money, and I will go in quest of him at once, and
will bribe him to silence.”

¢ Here are fifty marks,” replied Stephen Littleton. ¢ If that
is not enough, take more.”

“ It will amply suflice,” replied Perkes. ¢ I will answer for
his silence.”

This assurance greatly relieved the conspirators, and they
were made completely easy by the return of Perkes in less than
an hour afterwards, who told them he had seen Poynter, and
had given him the money, binding him by the most solemn
oaths not to betray them.

‘I have still better news for you, my masters,” he added.
¢ Mrs. Littleton has set out for London to-day ; and I have re-
ceived orders from Mr. Humphrey Littleton to bring you to
the hall at midnight.” -

This last intelligence completed their satisfaction, and they
awaited Perkes’s return with impatience. Shortly before mid-
night, he came to summon them, and they set forth together.
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Perkes’s house lay about'a mile from the hall, and they soon
entered the park. The night was clear and frosty,—it was now
the middle of December,—and as the conspirators trod the crisp
sod, and gazed at the noble but leafless trees around them, they
silently returned thanks to Heaven for their restoration to free-
dom. Humphrey Littleton was waiting for them at the end of
an avenue near the mansion, and tenderly embraced them.

Tears of joy were shed on both sides, and it seemed to Hum-
phrey Littleton as if his brother had been restored from the
grave. Dismissing Perkes with warm thanks, and promises of a
further recompence, they then entered the house by a window
which had been left purposely open. Humphrey Littleton con-
ducted them to his own chamber, where fresh apparel was pro-
vided for them, and to poor wretches who had not been able
to put off their attire for so long a period, the luxury of the
change was indescribably great.

The arrival of the prisoners was kept secret from all the house-
hold except the man-cook, John Ocklie, upon whose fidelity
Humphrey Littleton thought he could rely. A good supper
was prepared by this man, and brought up into his master’s
chamber, where the conspirators were now seated before a hearth
heaped with blazing logs. The conspirators needed no solicita-
tion to fall to, and they did ample justice to the good things
before them. His spirits being raised by the good cheer, Ro-
bert Winter observed to the cook, who was in attendance upon
them,

“ Ah! Jack, thy mistress little thinks what guests are now in
her house, who have neither seen fire nor tasted a hot morsel
for well-nigh two months.”

“Ay, it is a sad matter,” returned the cook, shaking his
head, *“ and I wish I could offer your worships a flask of wine,
or a cup of stout ale at the least. But the butler is in bed,
and if I were to rouse him at this hour it might excite his sus-
picion. If you are willing, sir,” he added to Humphrey Little-
ton, ¢1 will hie to my mother’s cottage in the park, and bring
a jug of ale from her.”

This was agreed to, and the cook left the house. His sole
object, however, was to instruct his mother to give the alarm,
so that the conspirators might be arrested before morning.

On reaching her cottage, he was surprised to see a light within
it, and two men there, one of whom was Poynter, and the other
Mrs. Littleton’s steward, Robert Hazlewood. Poynter had
acquainted Hazlewood with all he knew respecting the conspi-
rators, supposing them still in the barley-mow, and they were
discussing the best means of arresting them, when the cook
entered the house.

“The birds are flown,” he said, “as you will find, if you
search the nest. But come to the hall with a sufficient force
betimes to-morrow morning, and I will show you where to find
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them. I shall claim, however, my share of the reward, though
I must not appear in the matter.”

Having fully arranged their plan, he procured the ale from
his mother, and returned to the hall. The conspirators soon
disposed of the jug, threw themselves on the couch in the room,
and instantly dropping asleep, enjoyed such repose as only falls
to the lot of those who have similarly suffered. And it was well
they did sleep soundly, for it was the last tranquil night they
ever enjoyed.

Humphrey Littleton, who, as has been stated, reposed impli-
cit confidence in the cook, had committed the key of the chamber
to him, strictly enjoining him to call them in the morning ; and
the fellow, feeling secure of his prey, retired to rest.

About seven o’clock, he burst suddenly into the room, and
with a countenance of well-feigned alarm, which struck terror
into the breasts of the conspirators, cried,

¢ Master Hazlewood and the officers are below, and say they
must search the house. Poynter is with them.”

“The villain has betrayed us,” cried Stephen Littleton.
¢« Fools that we were to spare his life.”

“ There is no use in lamenting your indiscretion now, sir,”
replied the cook, “leave it to me, and I will yet effect your
escape.”

“ We place ourselves entirely in your hands,” said Stephen
Littleton.

““ Go down stairs, sir,” said the cook, ¢ and hold Master
Hazlewood in conversation for a few minutes, and I will engage
to get the gentlemen safely out of the house.”

Humphrey Littleton obeyed, and descending to the steward,
told him he was willing to conduct him to every room in the
house. '

T am certain they are here, and shall not quit it till T find
them,” rejoined Hazlewood. “ Ah!™ he exclaimed, as if struck
by a sudden thought, * you say they are not in the house. Per-
haps they are in the garden — in the summer-house. We will
go and see.”

So saying, he took half a dozen of his men with him, leaving
Poynter and the rest with Humphrey Littleton, who was quite
perplexed at his conduct.

Meanwhile, the cook led the two conspirators along the gal-
lery, and from thence down a back staircase, which brought
them to a small door communicating with the garden. A few
seconds were lost in opening it, and when they issued forth they
encountered Hazlewood and his men, who instantly arrested
them. The unfortunate conspirators were conveye({ under a
strong guard to London, where they were committed to the
Tower, to take their trial with their confederates.
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AN APOLOGY FOR NOSES.

BY CHARLES HERVEY.

WE read in Romance, Poem, Novel, and Play,
Be the subject mysterious, tragic, or gay,
In Forget-me-not, Keepsake, and all other Annuals,
Voyages, Essays, Tales, Handbooks, and Manuals,
Of soul-piercing eye,
Of brow fair and high,
Of locks that with ravens’ jet plumage may vie,
Of cheeks that disclose
Warmer blush than the rose,—
But tell me what poet has sung of the Nose ?
"Tis a cutting disgrace
To each well-moulded face,
Its best feature by scornful neglect to abase :
Ye, who write verse or prose,
Will make thousands of foes,
If ye follow the fashion in slighting the nose.

As in eyes folks are apt to prefer black or blue,

As in hair a rich auburn ’s a popular hue,

As a maidenly blush is more charming to view

Than the loveliest flow’r that in garden ere grew,

As the lips should appear for a warm kiss to sue, .
As the breath should be sweeter than rose wash’d with dew,
So the nose, to be perfect, (for tho’ ’tis true, no man

Can be perfect, his nose may,) should surely be Roman.

VOL. X. B



18

AN APOLOGY FOR NOSES.

There are noses of all sorts,—pugs, aquilines, crooks,
Cocks, Grecians, Dutch tea-pots, snubs, hat-pegs, and hooks,—
Nay, the list, 1 dare say, would admit of extension,
As the genus depends on the form und dimension ;
And seldom, if ever,
(1 perbaps may add never,)
Will you find two alike, tho’ for years you endeavour ;
Tho’ a man search, unfetter’d by hind'rance or trammel, he
Need not expect to see two in a family.
By many ’tis said
That a mind may be read
By a critical glimpse at the bumps on the head,
While others maintain
That as daylight ’tis plain,
There’s a method more easy such knowledge to gain ;
They profess all your habits and feelings to trace,
If you’ll only allow them to look in your face.
Again, who does not from experience know,
Men are seldom admired if their foreheads are low ?
A fine open brow is imagined to be
A mirror wherein the whole heart we can see.
How often do poets say, we may descry
A proud haughty soul in a dark flashing eye ?
While a glance soft and tender (as who cannot prove ?)
Expresses confiding affection and love. ;
Ye bards, hide your heads—now a champion is eome
To redress the wrong'd noses of Greece and of Rome,
And, defying the boasted success of Phrenology,
Will establish a science, and call it Nose-ology !
Now each learn’d M.D.
Will doubtless agree
On the virtues of analysation with me;
Nor will any oppose
(When the facts I disclose)
My project of thus analysing the nose;
Tho’,—if' I would convince either silly or sensible,—
A few facts (or fictions) are quite indispensable.
Imprimis—A nose, be its form what it may,
Should be decently large, (or, as some people say,
A nose you could find in a bottle of hay,)
Not like those you may see in the street any day,
But something more out of the usual way,
Like (if well I remember) the nose of Lord Grey,
Or his, whose proud home you may pause to survey,
If towards Iyde-Park-Corner you happen to stray ;
(And here, I may venture a tribute to pay
Of respect to the nose, which in many a fray
Secured the brave leader’s victorious sway,
In spite of Soult, Marmont, Massena, and Ney ;)
"Tis a fact, tho” a hero in mind and in body,
If a man has a small nose he looks a Tom Noddy.

I’ve hinted before,
(And none but a bore
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Says a thing more than once, so enough on that score, )
What shape I like best;
But I never professed

To lay down the law as regards others, lest

My readers might fancy my motives were sinister,

And trust me no more than they would a Prime Minister.

Now I think, ev’ry man
Should give * sops in the pan”
To the fair-sex, when he conscientiously can ;
So in this present case,
With the very best grace
I own that, to set off a feminine face
Peeping ‘neath a smart cap, with an edging of lace,
A Grecian nose is by no means out of place ;
But stop there, my dears, Lucy, Ellen, and Jacqueline,
It’s no use your teasing, I can’t bear an aquiline.

Paul Bedford, Paul Bedford, ’t would ill become me
To omit a poor tribute of homage to thee,
E'en now in my mind’s eye I see thee once more,
Like a dignified lion beginning to roar ;
While the sound of thy voice thro’ each startled ear goes,
And Echo, half frightened, repeats « Jolly Nose ! ”
Ah, Paul! only think,
Tho’ men now-a-days shrink
From a song lest by chance it should tempt ‘em to drink,
It was not so with thee,
As a proof of which, see
(Tho’ so many are sold—out of print it may be—)
Thy portrait in every music dépdt,
Exclusively published by D’Almaine and Co.
For thy chant is a triumph o’er dull melancholy,
And thy very phiz proves that the nose must be jolly.

Search History’s page
From the earliest age,
Trace the portraits of warrior, poet, and sage;
Or, to solve your doubts, seek
Any statue antique,
It matters not whether ’tis Roman or Greek,
Tor its nose to the truth of my doctrine will speak:
"Tis a prominent feature in worthies like Plato,
Or Socrates, Seneca, Cesar, or Cato ;
But you ’ll find snubs predominate (Reader, I’m serious,)
In every bust that exists of Tiberius.
Besides, the mere name
Could formerly claim
For its lucky possessor no small share of fame,
As in his case, whose writings I once was quite pat in,
(And should be now, but 1’ve forgotten my Latin,
Tho’ I've left school some time, 'tis with shame that I say so,)
I was once so fond of Ovidius Naso!
Look closely, and then contradict, if you can,
That the Nose is, and must be, a type of the Man.
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INTRODUCTION.

A rEw words only will be necessary to the introduction of
the following work. It is by no means of importance that the
reader should be informed how this autobiographical memoir of
Richard Savage fell into my hands, and thence came into the
possession of the publisher. Perhaps it is a secret not hastily to
be disclosed ; perhaps it is a secret not worth the telling. This,
however, may be said respecting it:—1I found it in no old oak-chest,
— I purloined it from no library of *““a certain nobleman,”— I
purchased it from no cheesemonger, who told me that a person
who had evidently seen better days, came into his shop last
week, and with a heavy sigh laid the MS. upon the counter, and
stickling for a turn of the scale, and the highest current price,
sold it as waste-paper for one and eightpence.

After a diligent perusal of the work now about to be submit-
ted to the public, and a comparison of the events it records
with the facts stated in the admirable life of Savage written by
Dr. Johnson, I find no such material discrepance as should lead
me to infer that this work might not have been written by
Savage himself. 1 have scen a few specimens of his prose ; one,
a performance of exquisite humour, which, were it re-published,
would probably be held to be greatly superior to anything that
will be found in his autobiography. ~Still, if we are to believe
the present work to be the composition of Savage at all, it must
be remembered that it is avowedly written in prison ; and al-
though Dr. Johnson tells us that amid all the disadvantages
and miseries which attend the residence in a gaol, Savage pre-
served his serenity unruflled, and even devoted a portion of his
time to poetical labours, yet I cannot but think that his (so
called) serenity was merely an outward appearance of calmness ;
for the poetry he wrote in Bristol gaol is greatly inferior to
compositions undertaken at an earlier and happier period of his
life — if, indeed, happiness and Savage could at any time of his
existence be supposed to be connected.

It will not fail, 1 suspect, of being remarked,—since it struck
me forcibly during the perusal of this autobiography,—that the
levity, or the gaiety, or by whatever name it may be termed,
which is introduced into it, is the diversion or the relief of an
unhappy man, bent upon the completion of a very painful, al-
though a self-imposed task, and, with all the anxiety of morbid
pride, desirous to conceal from the reader the anguish his narra-
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tive revives within his breast. Still more obvious is the intent,
frequently disclosed, to impose upon the reader, and even upon
himself, by sophistical excuses, and shallow attempts at pallia-
tion of his conduct in several particulars, a resource to which,
however, he disclaims at the outset. This is the common arti-
fice of pride, which were indeed despicable, did it not, in spite of
itself, discover a sense of shame.

The work contains allusions here and there which seem some-
times to require explanation. Where I have deemed it to be
necessary I have subjoined a short note. I believe the whole,
with these aids, will be perfectly intelligible.

In conclusion, although nearly a century has elapsed since
the death of this unfortunate and erring man, let me bespeak
for him, *a wretch ” as he affectingly calls himself in the dedi-
cation of a poem to Queen Caroline, * whose days were fewer
than his sorrows ;” let me bespeak for him, I say, that indulgent
and charitable construction of his conduct which a year after
his death was pleaded for him with so touching an earnestness
by Samuel Johuson, his illustrious biographer and friend.

This it were needless now to do, but that a very few years
since an attempt, not altogether unsuccessful, was made to throw
utter and contemptuous discredit upon his story, so implicitly
believed and set forth to the world by Johnson. To this ill-
considered, ill argued, and ignorant attempt, and to its author,
I will not more particularly allude. The hand that wrote it is
now as powerless as that of Richard Savage.

CHAPTER I.

‘Waenever 1 am seduced into reflection—for I confess I have
no turn for it — nothing strikes me more forcibly than the in-
curable selfishness of mankind, myself of the number. In
prison, and likely to remain so, — abandoned by my friends,—
my enemies (how I scorn and despise them !) exulting, jubilant
over my downfal, — laying their cool heads together, their cold
hearts left at home, — and reciting over the finger and thumb
all the acts of his life which precipitate the proof that Richard
Savage must, of necessity, have come to this at last,—what
should Richard Savage do, but as he does now, snap his unoc-
cupied fingers at the world ? bid his enemies and his friends—
there is no difference between them — say their worst of him at
leisure, and, if they can, do better at speed ? and afterwards go
to the housetop, and pray, if it be only like the Pharisee? I
was just upon commending them to a lower place; but they
may wait till they are fetched.

Yes, this have I to do. Since the public will no longer have
me piecemeal, they shall take me in the lump. If they will not
purchase my brains for the future, as 1 have been accustomed
to offer them, by small portions at a time, let them buy the
whole carcase. I will write my own history, and make some
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of the rogues blush, and turn pale too, and some of the folks
stare, who have long ceased to look for alternations of red and
white in the leathern visages of the said rogues. And, surely,
in the life that I have led, or rather, in the life that has misled
me, there must be much—more than enough—to be wise, grave,
gay, lively, severe, and sad and solemn upon. Ah me! that joy
should depart, — that woe should abide, — that memory should
renew the one as a presence, and recal the other as a shadow,—
that the will should have no power to remove woe, no power to
restore joy ! And yet, what have I set down? That shall be
fairly tried. My heart shall dance, though my soul be weary.
My soul shall give my heart a little decorum; my heart shall
lend her sister a little activity. No face-making or shoulder-
shrugs; no trolling of sentiment from a round mouth; no de-
precation of censure with expanded palms. There shall be no
handkerchief at the eye when there were no tears; no laugh
upon the lip when there was no smile. What I believe of my-
self, within ; what I outwardly know of myself; that will I un-
fold—neither more nor less. If Ishall not spare myself, no one
will expect that 1 shall be merciful to others; and if I do not
find for their actions such excuses and palliations as I make for
my own, it will be because I know my own nature better than
theirs ; and because I am not going to do for them what they
can do, and probably will do, nay, very likely have done for
themselves. And now :—

In the year 1698, and in the purlieus of Chancery Lane,
lived an obscure couple, who had at one time seen better days
than fortune appeared disposed to allot to them for the time to
come. In fact, Mr. Ambrose Freeman had formerly officiated
as butler in the family of a noble lord, in which capacity he
acted for several years. Unfortunately, however, a passion for
drinking, which, it seems, he inherited from his mother, and
which he was wont to indulge withont reference to time and
without regard to place, wrought a conviction in the mind of
his lordship that the services of Ambrose might be dispensed
with, seeing that the wine under his care was far too unimpeach-
able to require so unceasing and rigorous a test as that to
which he was accustomed to submit 1t. When, therefore, he
had occasion to wait upon his master for his arrears of wages,
with an intimation that if my lord would generously overlook
his last inadvertence, he himself should be most happy to dis-
card from his memory the kicking that had ensued upon it, his
proposition met with a decided negative; and Ambrose was
fain, instigated by a little love, and a great deal of vengeance,
to prevail upon the cook to ratify the compact that had so long
subsisted between them, and to become Mistress Freeman. It
was Hobson’s choice with the lady—Freeman or no man. She
gave him her thumb upon it, and got his assurance that he
would be more circumspect as to his potations for the future.
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With the conjoined amount of their respective savings, this
worthy pair, soon after their marriage, entered upon a small
alehouse and geneva-shop, in the neighbourhood of Clare-Mar-
ket, from which — so rumour falsely, or with truth gave out,
several successive landlords had retired with a decent mainte-
nance for the winter of their days. But Ambrose, having fol-
lowed the trade three years, during which space he had openly
furnished repeated evidence of the potency of his liquors, disco-
vered that the line of lucky vintners was no longer to remain
unbroken; and the house, shortly afterwards, being presented
to the justices by the Westminster grand jury as an intolerable
nuisance, he was compelled to make the best of a bad bargain,
and to turn himself to another course of life.

1t were tedious—were I able to do so, and I am not,—to enu-
merate the various shifts, most of them discreditable, and none
highly praiseworthy, to which Freeman was under the necessity
of resorting before he settled into a bailiff, a profession which
he was destined to practise during the remaining term of his
natural life.

In the winter of the year with which I set out, another in-
mate was added to the two ground-floor rooms tenanted by
Freeman and his wife. The new comer was an infant under a
twelvemonth old, and for a considerable period after his first ap-
pearance caused no common amount of curious speculation to
bestir itself amongst the neighbours. In the first place, the
child was clad in garments of far finer material and workwman-
ship than were ever worn by children born in the class of life to
which the Freemans belonged; in the second place, no one
could tell —for nobody had seen — by whom the child was
brought, and none knew whence it came; and lastly, Mrs.
Freeman appeared resolutely determined that nobody should
know. Ambrose, indeed, when he was not tearfully bewailing
his own manifold sins and backslidings, which was almost his
constant custom in his cups, was excessively cunning and cau-
tious, although not very consistent in his relation of matters
of fact. Thus, at one time the child was his nephew, the son of
a deceased brother; at another, he was a poor orphan, whose
father had been an officer killed in the French wars under the
Duke of Marlborough, and whose mother was in the madhouse ;
and sometimes he created a diversion by remarking that a man
was not bound to criminate himself, and cried ¢ hush ! ™ signifi-
cantly when his wife entered the room.

Thus was I—for I was that child—constituted son to any
imaginary beings that might from time to tiine arise upon poor
drunken Freeman’s brain; now the son of a soldier, then of a
civiian. I have been a slip from the mercantile stock one
week, and the next have been laid at the door of the clergy ;
and I devoutly belicve there is not a trade or profession, or class
or order in the kingdom, to which I have not, through Frce-
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man’s agency, been indebted for a parent. Ha! ha! he shot
near the mark once or twice.

Nature had planted a heart in the bosom of Ambrose Free-
man, although, perfectly unaware of its existence, he himself
never appealed to it. He felt a becoming respect for wealth
and title, and for those who possessed them; and indulged a
strong and natural contempt for the deadly sin of poverty. He
could be as blind as a bat when a pretty fellow slipt a couple of
pieces into his hand, and as deaf as a beetle when a broken-
down tradesman whispered something into his ear about a large
family and the horrors of a prison. Still, I have heard, out of
his vocation, when the man’s natural tendencies had fair play,
it might be seen that he was merely ignorant, and that he
would have felt for others if he had been taught to do so.

Freeman treated me with singular kindness, and conceived
for me as strong an affection as he was capable of feeling for
any human being. This might happen because he had no chil-
dren of his own, or because I was not his own child, or, which
is most likely, because Mrs. Freeman was in the habit of sub-
Jjecting me to very barbarous usage. He would take me abroad
on Sundays into the Mall, and point out to me the great folks
with whom, probably, the course of his profession had made
him acquainted. For several successive years he conveyed me
to May Fair,* to see the celebrated Lady Mary dance upon the
tight rope, and to partake the other amusements of that once
delightful resort; and he sometimes introduced me to the con-
vivial companionship of the gentlemen of his own fraternity,
whose humour it was to plant me upon the table, and to recom-
mend to me the solace of an occasional whiff, and the stimulus
of strong beer.

Nevertheless, I did not discover, I imagine, any correspond-
ing amount of friendship for Ambrose. The truth is, Freeman
was not satisfied with being kind to me, but would take frequent
opportunities when he was drunk, which was nearly every night,
of impressing upon me how wery kind he was; how excessively
grateful I ought to be, and what strenuous efforts I was bound
in after life to make, that my benefactor’s grey hairs should not
stick up on end at my ingratitude, but be carefully smoothed
down by the hand of filial affection. In addition to this—I have
often cursed—(for boys do curse in their way, and their curses
are in effect very like the maledictions of us full-grown sinners)
—1I have often cursed, I say, the officious and pernicious friend-
ship of the fellow. He frequently fell upon his wife when he
discovered that she had been laying hands upon me; the conse-

* This fair was so called from its being held in the month of May. It lasted
several days, and was resorted to by all classes of the people, and in great numbers.
It was suppressed as a nuisance in the year 1709. T need scarcely add, that the
fashionable district still known by the name of May Fair, occupies the space on
which it was held. The ¢ celebrated * Lady Mary was a girl greatly admired at
the time for her beauty, shape, and agility.
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quence of which was, as I felt to my cost, that I got a more ma-
lignant drubbing on the next day, when my protector was from
home, and unable, therefore, to interfere in my behalf.

When I was about nine years of age, an event befel in the
family which, to one of the parties at least, was of no common
importance. Freeman was apprized that entertainments of
more than ordinary variety were about to take place at Hockley-
in-the-hole.* Besides the usual entertainments of cock-fighting,
prize-fighting, and bear-baiting, a bull was to be turned loose
with fire-works all over him, and a mad ass was to be baited,—
temptations which Ambrose felt himself under no necessity of
endeavouring to resist. During a pause in these refined per-
formances, Freeman casting his eyes around, descried a person
against whom he had in his pocket a writ of long standing, and
he accordingly—for even the delights of the bear-garden must
give way to business—prepared to serve it upon the uncon-
scious victim. In his endeavour to do so, however, his object
got wind; and some unscrupulous enthusiasts in the cause
of liberty, who either had reason to hold the class of which
Ambrose was a worthy member in abhorrence, or who had
adopted the common prejudice against the body in general,
laid hands upon the specimen before them, and bore him away
in triumph to a contiguous pump, where he underwent a cold
bath ; no novelty, indeed, but which transcended all former
water-works of the same kind, whether in his experience as to
himself, or in his remembrance as to others. From the effects
of this ill-usage Ambrose never recovered. A cold settled upon
his lungs, fever supervened, and he was carried off —the invari-
able case !—just about the time he felt he could be least spared,
and precisely when he was most unwilling to depart.

I have hinted at Mrs. Freeman’s inhumanity towards me. It
must be said — but whether it extenuates the barbarity of the
woman’s conduct, or may be deemed an aggravation of it, is a
question hardly worth the decision — that she really did not
know who my parents were, — whether they were rich or poor,
gentle or simple, living or dead. I had been committed to her
care by her own brother, one James Ludlow, a man who had
been for many years in the service of the Lady Mason, and who
had constantly answered, if he did not satisfy, his sister’s inqui-
ries respecting my birth, by stating that I was under the pro-
tection of his mistress; that there were reasons why I should
bear, as I had borne, the name of Freeman; and that if his

* There was a kind of amphitheatre here, dedicated originally to bull-baiting,
prize-fighting, bear-baiting, and other amusements of that intense description ; and
it was not only attended by butchers, drovers, and great crowds of all varieties of
mob, but likewise by dukes, lords, knights, squires, &c. There were seats particu-
larly set apart for the quality, ornamented with old tapestry hangings, into which
none were admitted under half-a-crown at least. Its neighbourhood was notorious
for sheltering thieves, pickpockets, and other infamous characters, and for breeding

bull-dogs.
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sister was contented to restrain her curiosity till the proper time
arrived, she would probably be made as wise in her generation,
as to the secret in question, as any other of the children of men.
Not one word of all which did Mrs. Freeman believe, she being
one of that class of sagacious persons whose incredulity increases
in proportion to the amount of information furnished, and who
are never so certain of the falsity of a story as when there ap-
pears a degree of probability on the face of it.

This brother of hers, Ludlow, had never cultivated an inti-
macy with Freeman ; on the contrary, an exceeding distaste of
each other’s company had manifested itself upon all occasions
when chance brought them together. Iudlow, although twenty
years younger than his brother-in-law, was as precise and formal
as the other was irregular and diffuse; and as his predilections
seldom led him to the alehouse, and, when they did, never car-
ried him beyond one tankard, Freeman had long since abjured
him, protesting that he was a solemn and sober noodle, upon
whom it was not worth his while to waste his company.

Ludlow, accordingly, several years previously to the death of
Freeman, had merely made a quarterly call upon his sister, for
the purpose of paying into her hand the sum agreed upon for
my keep, and of defraying the expenses of my school and
clothing. When, however, the obstacle to his visits was re-
moved, he came as often as his leisure permitted, and never ap-
peared so happy, or so little miserable (for Ludlow was a very
grave person), as when he was silently drawing from his pocket,
and dispensing those palatable presents, which of all others are
the most acceptable to children. It was not long before I became
sensible of the kindness of my disinterested benefactor. 1 could
perceive that he had gradually acquired an influence over Mrs.
Freeman, which he exerted in my behalf with such snccess, as
in a few months materially decreased the amount of punishment
she had been wont to inflict upon me ; and, for the purpose of
doing away altogether with an odious and troublesome practice,
which had nothing but custom to recommend it, I entered into
a tacit compact with my mother (for so I had been taught to
call her) that, in consideration of certain monies to be placed at
her disposal, as I from time to time received them from Ludlow,
she on her part was utterly to relinquish all further right of
assault and battery upon my animal structure. Mrs. Freeman
was not unwilling to fall into this arrangement; for, by the
time I had attained iy tenth year, I not only would not submit
passively to her correction, but resisted lustily both with hands
and feet ; and whenever these combats took place, might more
properly be said to be overmatched than conquered.

One day, Ludlow made his appearance with a very uncommon
cheerfulness of aspect. His sister remarked it.

I don’t know,” said he, ¢ whether you will be pleased by
what 1 amn about to tell you; but I believe you are soon to lose
little Richard.”
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Mrs. Freeman first held up her hands, and then darted a long
finger towards me.

“ And what, in mercy’s name, are you going to do with the
boy now ?”

“ He is to be sent to St. Albans to school.”

¢ St. Albans!” cried Mrs. Freeman; ¢ where’s that? As
though he didn’t get plenty of learning from Old Staines.” And
she pushed me, her erudite charge, out of the way. ¢ He’s too
much for me, with his books and his writing, already. I’ve no
notion of teaching boys so much.”

‘“ But somebody else has,” said Ludlow, drily. ¢ And Lady
Mason wishes to see him to-morrow morning, and desires that
you will accompany him.”

“ And this is to be the end of all my care and pains,” com-
plained Mrs. Freeman, ¢ after all I ’ve done for him! I’m sure
I°ve been more like a mother to him than anything else. Ha!
you may grin, you graceless young villain!™ and she held
forth her menacing fist. ““I’ve only been too good to you.”

“Well,” said Ludlow, handing het a written direction, ¢ don’t
be later than eleven.”

“ Her ladyship might come to me, I think,” muttered Mrs.
Freeman, placing the paper in a broken tea-cup on the mantel-
piece, and then turning suddenly short round, “1°ll tell you
what, James, I shall make so bold as to ask her ladyship who
are the child’s parents. I won’t let him go without knowing—
no, indeed.”

“It will do you no good—that,” returned Ludlow, hastily ;
““but much harm. If you ask any questions of the kind, Mar-
tha, Lady Mason, I know, will be greatly offended, and will do
nothing for you. She does intend to give you something very
handsome for your care of Richard.”

Mrs. Freeman pulled out the sleeves of her gown, and twitch-
ing at the bosom of it, took a seat.

“ Why,” she said, “ James Ludlow, you know I love the boy
as my own, and—"

““ And one day, perhaps, will be told to whom he belongs,”
interrupted her brother.

“ Ah! one day !—a day I shall never see, I doubt,” said Mrs.
Freeman, with a forced sigh. ¢ Come hither, Dick.”

I approached. She tenderly took my head between her two
hands, and leaning back in her chair, gazed at me, her head
fondly jerked on one side. That done, she advanced her shaking
visage towards me till her nose touched mine, and saluted me in
a sort of rapture. * Bless you, my Dick, must I part with
you?” and a stare and a gulp followed.

I had too much cause to doubt the sincerity of Mrs. Freeman’s
affection to be at all moved by this unwonted exhibition. Not
so Ludlow, who, watery-eyed fellow ! was deeply affected, and
who, wringing his sister’s hand, assured her that I was going

where I would be well taken care of, and where I should be
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made a bright man, and that hereafter she would see reason to
be proud of me.

On the next morning, the woman and I—she arrayed in her
best available apparel, and I combed out and soaped till my
face was as stiff and shiny as a vizard-mask—held our important
way towards the court-end of the town, and in due time found
ourselves at the door of Lady Mason. We were received by
Ludlow, who ushered us in silence up a broad flight of stairs,
and thence into a magnificent apartment, telling us to wait there
till he apprized his mistress of our arrival. Mrs. Freeman was
not a little daunted by the splendour of the place; and, though
ready to drop, as she said (and so was I), would not permit
either herself or me to occupy one of those * Lawk ha’ mercy !
what heavenly !” chairs.

“ What heaps of chany ! Dick,””* she said, gazing wonderingly
around. “ I wonder where it all comes from! Tables covered
with it—two beaufets full of it—mantelpiece crowded with it !
Goggles! Dick,” (a favourite word of hers, * goggles”) «I
wonder what they call those two green animals, one in each
corner, holding up their heads, with their mouths open and their
eyes shut,—to see what God will send ’em, I suppose. A poor
chance, I doubt. Ugly beasts! Well, it’s good of "em, if they
have such ill-favoured creatures in foreign parts, only to send
their likenesses here. Hush !—here she comes, I think.”

The door opened, and a lady of venerable aspect entered the
room, partly supported by a stick, and leaning on Ludlow’s arm.
He carefully led her to her seat, and declining his head, ap-
peared to receive her commands.

* You may bring him to me now,” I heard her say.

Ludlow took me by the hand. His own trembled as he whis-
pered,

““Come to Lady Mason, my dear; she wishes to see you;”
and he placed me by the arm of her chair.

““Good heavens! how like—how very like, Mr. Ludlow ! Do
you not perceive ? ” she exclaimed, shrinking, as it were, from
me.

Ludlow, with glistening eyes, and bowing, silently assented.

“Oh! my sweet fellow ! my poor dear child ! ” resumed her
ladyship, ““what a fate is yours —and mine,” she added, some-
what wildly, smoothing my hair back from my forehead, and
gazing upon me intently. Tears presently gushed from her
eyes, she clasped me fervently to her bosom, and her head sink-
ing upon my small shoulder, she sobbed aloud.

* It would seem that Lady Mason had fallen in with the fashion that began
about this time to be very prevalent, of collecting nseless hoards of china. It was
indulged for some years at great expense, and to an almost astonishing extent.
Nothing was to be seen in a room but vast pyramids of the ware in beaufets, on
chimney-pieces, and wherever they could be placed : insomuch that houses in those
days looked more like shops full of this merchandise for sale, tl:al? Labitations fur-
nished with such things for use or convenience. Addison has ridiculed this absurd
rage more than once in the Tatler,
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This was so different a scene from any to which I had been
accustomed, that my heart was melted. I lifted up my voice,
and would have blubbered in right earnest, but was checked by
the upraised fist of Mrs. Freeman, who, with hideous but intel-
ligible grimaces, commanded me to desist.

Lady Mason after some time recovered her calmness, and
wiped away my tears with her handkerchief.

““ My love is a very good boy, is he not? I know he is,” she
said, with a faint smile.

My reply was such as may be expected : — I answered that 1
was.

“Qur Richard s a very good boy ?” inquired her ladyship,
addressing Mrs. Freeman, who, thus appealed to, came forward
with many bobs and curtseys.

“ Why, your good ladyship,” replied Mrs. Freeman, min-
cingly, I can’t but say he is in general a very good young
gentleman, but—"

 But what ?” said her ladyship.

“Why, ma’am, Master Richard is such a spirit—so passion-
ate like, and won’t bear control.”

Lady Mason directed a glance at Ludlow, and shook her
head with a slight shrug. < But he is going to school,” she
said, turning to me, ‘‘ where he will learn how wicked it is to
give way to his passions. He will be taught better there; for
he is to be a gentleman one of these days.”

“Do you hear that, Master Richard ?” cried Mrs. Freeman.
“I’m sure you ought to go down on your knees for such a
goodness. Make your best bow to her ladyship.”

I did so, and was withdrawn by Ludlow to the other end of
the room. A long conversation ensued between Lady Mason
and Mrs. Freeman, during which my ears detected the chinking
of gold. When it broke up, the face of *“my mother ’’ shone
luminously, and she came towards me and embraced me with an
affectionate fervour, which I not only did not return, but tried
my utmost to avoid.

When Ludlow led me towards his lady for the purpose of
taking leave, she almost stifled me with kisses, — made me pro-
mise that I would be the best and cleverest boy in the world,—
repeated her assurance that I was one day to be a gentleman,—
and placed in my hand a guinea, with an injunction against
spending too much of it at once. We were then taken down to
Ludlow’s private room, where refreshment was provided for us,
and where Mrs. Freeman once more pressed her brother very
hard for an explanation touching the mystery of my birth, but
without success.

“ Goggles, lad,” said she, squeezing my ear, “ you’re some-
body, at all events,—I see that plain enough ; and may at last
come to be the owner of this fine house, and all it contains—and
there’s plenty of one thing and another, I doubt.”

I had my own thoughts upon the subject, and looked, I be-
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lieve, at Ludlow as though I had. He was slightly discon-
certed.

“You heard what Lady Mason told Richard,” he said, ad-
dressing his sister. ‘1 can say no more.”

“ You can, if you will,” retorted Mrs. Freeman.

T won’t, then.”

““Ah!” cried Mrs. Freeman, rising; ¢ obstinate as a pig.”

“ You will remember,” said Ludlow, ¢ that you are not to
inform your neighbours where Richard is gone. That you
faithfully promised her ladyship, you know; and on that de-

ends—"
P T can keep a secret, I hope,” exclaimed Mrs. Freeman, has-
tily. ‘ When anything is to be kept secret, I ’m above letting
it be known.”

¢ Obstinate as a pig then, 1 suppose,” returned Ludlow.

““ You have me there,” said his sister, with a sportive slap on
the shoulder. ¢ Well, her ladyship is very much of the lady, I
must say that of her, and has done what’s handsome by me.
Come along, Dick. You'’re very like somebody, it seems: a
pity any one should be like you; and there’s a secret for

ou.”
g Lady Mason’s guinea was too fresh in my pocket to suffer me
to take offence at any ill-conditioned jests at my expense. I
contented myself, therefore, by making a wide-mouthed grin as
she turned her back, and by a farcical imitation of her gait and
gesture as she proceeded through the hall.

Ludlow accompanied us home in a coach, and in the afternoon
took me to several shops, where such articles of clothing were
ordered as were necessary to my genteel appearance at school ;
and it was arranged that on the following Wednesday he was to
call for me, for the purpose of escorting me to St. Albans.

CHAPTER 1I.

AvLreapy I almost repent me of the task I have entailed upon
myself. Altogether unused to this species of literary composi-
tion, I feel as though 1 should never kindle in it. A couplet
that stings, or a verse that resounds, or even tinkles, delights
the mind, or at least satisfies the ear. Poetry is a garden in
which a man sets the best flowers he can procure; but this is
downright hay-making. How I shall manage the ‘ he saids™
and the * she saids,”— as the vulgar say, — the carte and tierce
of conversation, I know not. Nevertheless, I must on ; so, with
a large brush and a wide canvass, I resume my fresco painting.

Ludlow made his appearance punctually on the morning ap-
pointed for my departure, and tenderly released me from the
affectionate gripe of Mrs. Freeman, who, now that I was about
to leave her for ever, discovered agreeable qualities and social
virtues in me, ot which neither herself nor her charge had here-
tofore been conscious. We left her in tears, genuine or spu-
rious, I know not ; and making the best of our way to the inn,
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took our seats in the coach, and were in due time conveyed to
the place of our destination.

Ludlow ordered dinner at the Nag’s Head, at which we had
been set down, and a pint of burnt sherry for immediate con-
sumption, and led the way to the coffec-room ; and here, having
first explained that the two fat elderly maiden ladies in the
coach — sisters, he supposed —had so ““gallowed ” his brains
with their incessant tattle, that he hardly knew what he onght
to say, or how he ought to say it, the worthy creature earnestly,
and with tears in his eyes, bestowed upon me an unaccustomed
quantity of very good advice, which I gratefully received, and
which, I am sorry to confess, went hand in hand with my very
good intentions to the place appointed, time out of mind, for the
reception of those moral superfluities.

Dinner being ended, and the afternoon drawing on apace,
Ludlow went forth and secured the services of a round-faced
rustic, upon whose impregnable skull my trunk was placed, and
under whose gnidance we found ourselves in a short time at the
door of Mr. Burridge.

The pedagogue was at home, and at leisure,—for it was half-
holiday,—and sent word out that we were to be admitted to his
presence. When we entered the apartment, we beheld a gigantic
figcure reclined almost horizontally in a very large chair. Iie
was smoking a pipe, and had, it would seem, recently divested
himself of an enormous rusty periwig, which lay clutched in his
huge fist upon the table. He regarded us in silence for some
moments throngh the smoky veil by which he was surrounded,
and then rising leisurely, he laid aside his pipe, and came to-
wards us.

¢ This letter, sir,” said Ludlow, ¢ will explain for what pur-
pose I wait upon you,” handing it to him.

“ A letter, eh!” said Burridge, whipping a pair of spec-
tacles out of his waistcoat pocket, and jerking them on the
bridge of his nose. ¢ Let ’s see—Francis Burnidge, Esquire
Esquire ! ” and he gave a lond whistle. ¢ Ah! well—very good
—just so,” he added, at intervals, as he hastily perused the
letter.

*“ T'his tells me,” said he, holding the letter from him, ¢ that
I am to take this little fellow — what’s his name? Richard
I'reeman—under my care, under my tuition.”

¢ Yes, sir,” said Ludlow.

““ And that he is to remain with me during the holidays.”

Ludlow bowed.

*“ That implies that the lad’s parents are dead : is it so?”

T believe they are,” replied Ludlow, hesitating.

“ Ah! not certain?” said Burridge. ¢ Perhaps there’s more
life than death in the matter, eh ?”

1 really do not know,” replied Ludlow, disconcerted.

“Ah! well ! ” returned Burridge. ¢ Who is Henrietta Ma-
son?”
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“ My lady,” replied Ludlow, ¢ the Lady Mason.”

“The Lady Masou! Oh! I beg her pardon,” cried Bur-
ridge, with a low bow,  that’s it: I always bow to a title.”
He rang the bell. ¢ Bring some wine,” as the servant entered.

Ludlow began to plead headache, but was stopped by the fa-
miliar hand of Burridge upon his mouth.

¢ Now, sir,” said he, when the wine was put on the table, <1
crave pardon—your name ? ”

¢ Ludlow, sir.”

“ Well, Mr. Ludlow,” and he slapped his brawny leg, ¢ let
us drink to the speedy progress of our young student; and
we’ll give him a glass too, to damp him down, as printers do
their paper, before he goes into the press. Let us hope he’ll
contain something good when he comes out of it.”

I hope so, indeed,” said Ludlow, earnestly, setting down his
glass. “ Will you forgive me?” he resumed, after a pause,
“but I trust—I feel no doubt—indeed, I know that he will be
treated kindly. I am, sir,” —and poor Ludlow smiled with a
kind of mournful humility,—¢ I am greatly attached to him.”

Mr. Burridge raised his black brows, and gazed into the
meek countenance of the other. ¢“Ah ! well—you like him,” he
remarked, at length. ¢ Why, yes, we shall treat him kindly
enough, I dare say. We keep a school, Ludlow, not a slaugh-
ter-house ; we are not cannibals, but Christians ; men, not mon-
sters. But, sir,” and here he shook his finger in the air, ¢ Mr.
Shakspeare, an author strangely neglected 1n these our times,
albeit the greatest genius that ever appeared in England, except
Milton, and in all, save sublimity, he surpasses even that stu-
pendous genius, — Mr. Shakspeare has proposed this question :
¢ Treat a man according to his deserts, and who shall escape
whipping ?* Now, sir, if that be true, and I believe it is,”
winking his eye knowingly, and pointing with his thumb over to
me, ““d’ye think the boys ought to go scot-free, eh 7>

“ No, indeed,” said Ludlow. ‘Do you hear what Mr. Bur-
ridge says, Richard ?  You must take care.”

¢ So he will,” cried Burridge, putting on his periwig. ¢ The
truth is, the temples of Greece and Rome are ¢ bosom’d high in
tufted trees,” — birch-trees, Mr. Ludlow, — and I never knew a
boy yet who could find his way to those temples without going
through those trees. But come, Dick, take leave of your friend:
he is anxious to go.”

So saying, Mr. Burridge hummed the end of an old song,
which I afterwards discovered was the only one ever committed
to memory by that gentleman, and taking a turn or two, left
the room.

¢ Not anxious to go, dear Richard,” said Ludlow, slipping
half a guinea into my hand, and kissing my forehead ; *“but if
I stayed longer, I should not reach London to-night. God bless
you! Remember me kindly, will you? It shall not be long
before I see you again.”
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My heart was heavy when my only friend left me; and when
I heard the street-door fairly close upon him, I began to weep.
Burridge surprised me in this dismal plight.

“What! whimpering ?” said he. ¢ Cease wailing and gnash-
ing, my young Heraclitus: we shall soon be very good friends,
I dare say. Here, take heart, and another glass of wine, and
leave crying to girls who have knocked their dolls’ heads off, and
can’t put them on again. There! a laugh becomes you much
better. Now, what do you say, my man?” and, my head be-
tween his hands, he lifted me on to a chair. ¢ Who has been
giving you the rudiments—where have you been to school ? *

“ With Old Staines,” said I.

¢ Old Staines—ah ! well—let ’s see what hue your mind has
acquired from Old Staines.”

Here he put a variety of questions to me touching my ad-
vancement in English grammar, my answers to which were
clearly far from satisfactory; for he knitted his brows, and
shook his head in token of disapproval, and with a protruded
lip stood for a while in meditation.

“Ah! well !—well ? No—ill,” he said, at length, ¢ very ill—
very ill, indeed. 'What was the name,” he continued, suddenly
turning to me, “ of the Beeotian, eh ? the blundering bumpkin
-Et”he brute who taught you all he knew, and couldn’t help it,
e L kxl

¢¢ Old Staines,” I repeated.

¢ Old Staines !” echoed Burridge, throwing up his arms;
¢ Dicky Freeman, such old stains—old blots, rather—ought to
be expunged from creation. But come with me; we’ll begin to-
morrow to rub out these old stains.”

So saying, he swung me with one arm from the chair in a
volant circle, and taking my hand in his led me into the school-
room.

‘¢ Metcalfe,” said he, addressing a dingy old fellow, begrimed
with snuff from nose to knees, who was seated at a desk mend-
ing pens, “call the boys out of the play-ground. Bid them
come hither—all of them—instantly.”

Metcalfe passed his hands along his shiny galligaskins, and
then flapped his paunch vigorously, causing a cloud of dust to
fly out of his waistcoat, and rising with a grunt made leisurely
for a door at the other end of the room.

¢“Stand you here, Freeman,” said Burridge, planting me at
the foot of an elevated desk, which he ascended.

Presently in straggled a number of boys of various sizes,
ages, and appearance, who, catching the master’s eye as he stood
towering before them, ranged themselves in something like
order, and awaited his speech, which, prefaced by a terrific mo-
nitory smiting on the desk with a large wooden ruler, ran in
pretty nearly these words :—

““Young gentlemen—ah ! well! young gentlemen, for so you
are, or rather, for so I mean to make you, — behold this young
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fellow-student whom I here present to you. He is strange and
shy, and, no doubt, not a little disconcerted at present; be it
yours to console, to enliven, to encourage him. Cheer him, my
brave fellows,— cheer him, my good lads. Be at once the rule
and the example of good manners. He’s but a little lad, you
see, make much of him. (Pshaw ! little—make much—very poor
that!) In short, since I constantly inculcate kindness, humani-
ty, and politeness, do show, though it be for the first time, that
I have not laboured in vain.”

This address being brought to a conclusion, Mr. Burridge de-
scended from his desk.

“Go amongst them, Dick,” said he with a singularly sweet
and benevolent smile, patting me on the head, ¢ and make as
many friends as you can. Metcalfe, I want you. Follow me
to my study,” and he stalked away; the dingy usher, having
gone through the same manual operations as before, following at
a humble distance.

Burridge’s speech, delivered, as it had been, in the most per-
suasive manner a remarkably sonorous voice could adopt, en-
couraged me greatly. I advanced, therefore, into the middle of
the room, and proceeded to scan the countenances of my school-
fellows, with a view of striking up a friendship with one or
more of them. I had not stood long thus, however, when a pull
of my hair from behind caused me to start round with indignant
surprise. My eyes lighted upon a row of faces of singular
gravity, with a hand over each mouth as of philosophical specu-
lation. As I turned scowling from these grave Muftis, hopeless
of detecting the delinquent, a second visitation of the same na-
ture awakened my fury, and turning short upon my heel, with
a rapid swing of my arm I prostrated a small wretch, upon
whose upturned visage still lingered a slight vestige of mischiev-
ous glee, which was instantaneously succeeded by a look of woe.
The lamentations of this victim opened the throats of the
smaller fry. ¢“He won’t fight;” ¢ He daren’t fight; ” ““What’s
his name ? ” resounded on all sides.

“1I say, you sir,” cried a boy older and taller than myself,
starting briskly up to me, ¢ what ’s your name?”

“Go it, Sinclair | — that’s it, Sinclair ! shouted the ingenu-
ous youths.

(Boys are the generous, noble, high-minded beings their
grandmothers inspire philosophers to call them.)

¢ What ’s your name, I tell you?” repeated Sinclair.

“ Richard Freeman,” said I, sturdily.

¢ Well—have you a mind to fight?

“ Any one of my own size,”” I answered ; ““and I shonld like
to catch the coward that pulled my hair just now.”

Although I said this readily and resolutely enough, a sense of
my unfriended condition lay heavy at my heart, and mingled
grief and rage rose into my throat. I would have averted my
head to conceal the tears that sprang to my eyes; but at this
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moment a tap on the shoulder engaged my attention. I looked
up, and saw a boy about Sinclair's age. He kindly took me by
the hand.

“I’m Gregory — Tom Gregory,” said he; ¢ never mind
them—I"ll stand by you.”

In the meanwhile, Sinclair had been taking counsel with his
companions.

“ 11l see what he’s made of,” he observed as he broke from
them, sagaciously nodding his head. Thereupon the young
gentleman in a kind of dance, receded a few paces, and with his
tongue between his teeth, and one eye cocked as though to en-
able him to take a surer aim, he advanced towards me in the
same lively manner, and struck me across the face with his open
hand.

Two boys, with very good intentions, instantly seized me by
the arms.  ** You are no match for him ;”—¢ Don’t fight him,”
said they.

But, had he been the devil’s own imp, I bad flown upon him
for that. Bursting from their hold, I rushed headlong upon
my assailant, and dealt him such a blow upon the under jaw as,
had he not withdrawn his insolent tongue, might perhaps have
abridged it. As it was, he recoiled, with an expression of face
almost pitiable.

¢ Enough,” said Tom Gregory, interposing. ¢ Well done,
Freeman ! Sinclair, you are a coward to strike a boy younger
than yourself.”

“ Tl fight him,” said I, going up to him. I remembered to
have taken down such an ignoble swaggerer once before, who
had interfered with my amusement in Lincoln’s Inn Fields.
‘ Have you a mind to fight ? ” repeating his words.

* Yes, I have,” he replied.

No more. Two detachments of lads seized upon us severally,
and harried us into the play-ground, behind a large elmn tree,
and, set face to face, we began to bruise each other without
ceremony.

Sinclair proved himself to be no coward, or, perhaps, shame
did the work of courage; but he was utterly ignorant of the
noble science to which the renowned Mr. Broughton,* before I
left London, lent such additional lustre. He lacked also my
activity and quickness of manual retort; so that, after a pro-
longed combat, in which many blows were exchanged, three
black eyes were given, and much blood was shed, he gave in,
and reluctantly proclaimed me the conqueror.

I bave no wish to moralize over the instability of human
friendship at this early stage of my history. I shall have abun-
dant opportunities of doing so hereafter. Suffice it, nearly all
Sinclair’s friends now became mine; and they who had been
most active in the unworthy purpose of urging him to tyrannise

¥ This redoubted prizefighter is frequently alluded to by Fielding. Particular
of his life and behaviour must be sought elsewhere, ‘
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over an unoffending boy, hoping that he might succeed, were
the first to desert him on the failure of his enterprise. Of such
boys are the men made who have a hand in making misan-
thropes, and madmen, and philosophers ; and who call me, and
who will continue to do so till I am forgotten, a scurvy fellow,
a vagabond, a villain ; and who are very precise, and correct,
and honest, and *“ all that,”—and all tAzs, too—poor, rich, piti-
ful rogues.

When the battle was ended, we removed from under the elm-
tree to a more open space, and our adherents bestirred them-
selves in fetching water from an adjoining pump to clear our
disfigured faces, and ascertain the real amount of our respective
injuries. While we were thus engaged, forming a mute but
busy circle, a darkness suddenly, and for a moment, ¢ overcame
us like a summer cloud,” and something, expanding as it de-
scended, fell in the midst of us. It was the master’s rusty peri-
wig! A number of eyes were instantly cast upward towards
a well-known window at the back of the house, at which the
prodigious visage of Burridge was disclosed, with a cruel calm-
ness upon it, brimful of a coming tempest. The major portion
of boys forthwith dispersed themselves in all directions, assuming,
as they went their ways, various airs of indifference, as though
the matter in hand had only just before engaged their passing
attention. The chief accessaries, however, stood fixed — spell-
bound.

““ You,” cried Burridge, addressing Gregory, who had con-
stituted bimself my second, — “ you take up that,” pointing to
the portentous mass of hair, “and with Dixon, Sinclair, and
Freeman, come instantly to my room.” This said, the face was
withdrawn.

“ Don’t be afraid, Freeman,” cried Gregory, who had a spice
of the wag in his composition, lifting the wig from the ground,
and placing it on his own head, *“ we "re in the right, at all events.
Come along!” And away we went, Sinclair and Dixon crawl-
ing ruefully behind.

Burridge looked plaguy gloomy as we came into his pre-
sence,—his elbow on the arm of his chair,—his cheek upon his
hand, and his legs apart, stretched out to their full length.

“Ah! well! these are doings—not pretty but ugly doings,”
said he. ¢ Tell me, youGregory, how this face-mauling fell out?”

Hereat Gregory furnished a plain and succinet account of the
whole transaction.

“ And why did you permit this great lad to fight this little
one?” demanded Burridge, when the other had concluded.

¢ Because I hoped he would thresh him, and thought he
could,” answered Gregory, ¢ and because if he hadn’t, I would
have done it for him.”

The master pressed his lips together with his fingers. ¢ Leave
the room, sir!” he exclaimed in a stern voice; I will speak
to you another time.”
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“ And you,” he continued, turning to Dixon,—* you go after
him ; but, slewly, and as much like a hound as you can. You’ll
improve at it in time. I shall not speak to you again. Speak
to yourself: ask yourself which of the two is the greater pol-
troon, you or Sinclair ;” and taking him by the ear, he guided
him to the door. ¢ As for you, Sinclair, what pains have you
taken for a sound threshing ! If Freeman hadn’t given you a
cuffing, Gregory would; or if Gregory hadn’t, I should: you
went upon three chances, and the first proved a certainty.
Sneak hence ; and when you can bear to look at your own face,
perhaps you may be able to look into Freeman’s; and then I
hope you will beg his pardon. Go away—go away!”

Sinclair departed muttering a sentence, of which “I won’t, I
know,” was all that reached my ear.

““ But what is this ?” cried Burridge, with an awfully severe
look : ¢“you are a fighter, are you, Mister Richard Freeman ?
a Dares, a mauler ? an Entellus, a bruiser, eh ?”

“I wouldn’t have fought, sir,” I replied, ¢ only he struck me
first.”

¢ Struck you first !’ exclaimed Burridge in a terrible tone.

““Yes, sir,” said I, nothing daunted; ‘“and wasn’t I right?
Wouldn’t you have done the same, sir, if it had been you?”

Burridge walked to the window. ¢ Yes, by G—, yes, I be-
lieve I should,” he said between his teeth,—¢ 1 rather think I
should.” He turned quickly round. ¢ Bless your black eye
and your swollen nose,” he cried, ¢ you are a fellow of fire,
Dick. That spirit of yours will either make or mar you. Go
along to the schoolrcom. You have laid the foundation of a
lasting peace there, Dick.”

And so I found I had. Thenceforth it was tolerably smooth
water with me, ruflled at intervals by Sinclair, who could wran-
gle, and was an adept in the art of half-applicable bluster, and
who maintained a servile crew of backers ; but he never hazard-
ed an open quarrel. Perfectly conscious of the advantage I had
gained, I was at no pains to conceal my contempt and defiance
of him; and upon all occasions bore myself as one who desired
nothing better than an opportunity of repeating the chastise-
ment I had inflicted upon him. In the meanwhile I made rapid
progress in my studies, and secured the esteem and affection
of Burridge, who descanted upon my qualifications to Ludlow,
when he came to see me, which was usually once a quarter, with
an earnestness and a warmth that made the tears trickle down
the poor fellow’s face.

Mrs. Freeman had died about two years after my establish-
ment at St. Albans. This calamity (as I heard it was) to her,
was but small grief to me. I had never loved, or even liked
the woman. She had from my infancy impressed upon my
mind the fact that she was no mother of mine ; and her conduct
towards me had rendered that impression indelible. She had
never treated me likc a mother. What have I written? She
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had never treated me like @ mother 7 Let it stand ; although it
is not altogether true. I proceed.

As I grew older, it was not unusual with me in my leisure
hours to ponder over my future probable destination ; but the
one difficulty presented itself at the outset, and brought to nothing
every conclusion at which I sought blindly to arrive. “ Who
am 1?7 was the constant question I proposed to myself, and
the frequent inquiry I made of Ludlow, who commonly shook
my hand and his own head in silence ; or put me off with some
vague answer, which increased while it baffled my curiosity.
1t is true 1 experienced none of those yearnings of the soul, but
few of those palpitations of the heart which we read of in fiction,
and which are indeed fictitious. 1 felt little of that mysterious
and indescribable love towards the authors of my being, with
which the gentry of romance are so expletively possessed. To
be plain, I did not care a rush about persons whom I had never
remembered to have seen, and who did not appear particularly
anxious to give me an opportunity of seeing them; whom I had
never known, and who clearly did not wish to know me. My
pride, however, began to rise within me. Ludlow, I looked
npon in the light of a factor between Lady Mason and myself.
I had long been impatient of his solemn secrecy, for which I
could find or furnish no sufficient reason. I was resolved to
apply to him once more, and in the event of his contumacy, to
appeal to Lady Mason. Burridge had set me upon this. He
counselled prayers and entreaties. I designed, should these
fail, to add threats.

I had been four years under the tutelage of Burridge, when,
one day Ludlow made his appearance before him, with a mourn-
ful seriousness of aspect. 1 was called into the roon.

¢ Come hither, Dick,” said Burridge, beckoning me towards
them. ¢ Here’s your friend — friend ? ah, well | no matter —
here ’s Ludlow come to take you away from me.”

«“ At Lady Mason’s command,” interposed Ludlow, ¢but
much against my will,—had I a right to express it.”

“ Humph ! grunted Burridge. “ Why, sir, I haven’t half
done with him yet. I want to introduce him to a few Greek
gentlemen of my acquaintance, very reserved people, who re-
quire much respect and attention before one can become inti-
mate with them. I don’t think I’ll let him go. Look you,
Ludlow ; I designed him for Cambridge, by way of compensa-
tion for a certain blockhead they were troubled with some five-
and twenty years since. 1’1l tell you what; I’ll lend him —
mark, I’ll lend him to Lady Mason for one month; if, at the
expiration of that period ie be not forthcoming, look to it; or
rather, look for me: to London up come I, trundling; whip
him under my arm, and away with him, to be heard of once
again ”—here Burridge nodded his head significantly — ¢ when
liis father appears, to claim him.”

Ludlow was greatly distressed. ¢ I am sure, Lady Mason,”
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stammering,—*¢ the friendly interest you take in Richard’s wel-
fare—the uncommon—a—a—the—but I must obey my orders.”
This last he brought out hastily, but with an effort.

“Ah, well!” returned Burridge, ¢ must—ugly word; I
never liked it. ¢ Caun’t’ and ¢ must’ are the two devils that claw
out the eyes of ¢will” Sir,” he continued in his natural tonc,
¢ you are, I doubt not, a very honest, good little man; but you
are a little man. Now, what business has a little man like you
to be lugging about a great secret, which, I see, is a vast deal
too heavy for you?”

¢ A great secret, sir ! ” faltered Ludlow.

““Yes, sir, a great secret, that has outgrown its clothes, and
soon won’t have a rag to cover it. I was one of the close gen-
tlemen myself once ; and I brought myself to a fine pass with
my closeness. Thus it was. 1 married a young and pretty
woman, without a farthing; and I kept the marriage secret ;
but I was found out, nevertheless. Then my father disinherited
me — that, also, I strove to keep particulurly secret ; but it got
wind, and blew all over the town. Then my creditors hunted
me in and out, and out and into all manner of lodgings, where I
designed to be very secret. Next my wife, poor dear! died of
a broken heart, — having kept that all along a profound secret.
Then I fell into extreme poverty, and all my friends left me;
but that is no secret. Never to confide or to harbour secrets—
that is a secret worth knowing.”

“That is very true, sir,” returned Ludlow ; *but servantsare
not free agents. They are not, Mr. Burridge,” he repeated, al-
most vehemently, observing that the other shook his head.

“Ah! well—a pity ! ” said Burridge.

¢ Let me entreat,” cried Ludlow, ¢“as well for the sake of
Lady Mason as of Richard, that you will take no steps at pre-
sent to discover what it is so necessary should remain concealed.
Why do I ask this? not for myself, but for his sake, first; for
Lady Mason’s, second ; for my own, last.”

“Glibly spoken,” remarked Burridge.  What say you,
Richard—¥reeman ?”

1 answered, that I had the fullest confidence in Ludlow ; that
I was assured he meant all for the best; and I suggested that
very likely Lady Mason had recalled me so abruptly, for the
purpose of disclosing all she knew of my birth. I added, plain-
ly enough, that I had a right to demand this piece of justice at
her hands; and that, if necessary, I should do so.

This speech had a sensible effect upon Ludlow. He was em-
barrassed.

¢ It is but for a time,” he said. ¢ I, at least, design that all
shall one day be explained.”

‘¢ Enough of this perversion of the gift of speech,—a truce to
this mysterious mouth-work ! exclaimed Burridge. ¢ This
boy will prove an (Edipus for your Sphinx, I doubt not.
Should you require my assistance, Dick, you know where to
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find me. I leave you to him, sir, for the present,” turning to
Ludlow, ¢ and indeed it is no business — although I make it a
concern—of mine. Go, and take leave of your friends, and of
your enemies—for I suspect you have aequired both in this our
microcosm.”

Of Tom Gregory—Dbetween whom and myselfan entire friend-
ship had subsisted from the first hour of our acquaintanece, — I
took an affectionate leave; and bade a cordial farewell to some
others, who might more properly be termed partizans than
friends. Finally, I frankly offered my hand to Sinclair, assuring
him—which was really the truth,—that I bore him no ill-will;
and declaring that, since we should, perhaps, never meet again,
it would gratify me to remember that we had parted on good
terms. The awkward cub sullenly rejected my advances; de-
termined, as it would seem, that I should retain to the last my
advantage over him. I bave reason to believe that he never for-
got the contemptuous smile which his brutal folly called to my
lips.

p“ Here, Diek!™ exclaimed Burridge, as I re-entered his
study, * Ludlow and luggage are waiting for you. Let me sce:
yon are now upon fifteen years of age : four years have you and
I been very good friends. TFour times forty—one hundred and
sixty. Surely I can spare you two out of one hundred and
sixty guineas. Buy a Horace, Dick, with one of them. Ho-
race! so easily construed — so difficult to translate! And,
mark ; don’t listen to what the fools tell you about Sallust; his
style is a fine one.  And never believe that Virgil was so much
greater than Ovid. Nosey had as much poetry in him as the
Mantuan. And always think for yourself — and do think, and
think of me sometimes. And There, go!”

I kissed the good man’s hand reverently, and gratefully ex-
pressed my obligations for his care, his kindness, and his affection.

¢ Pish !'” said he, looking up at the ceiling. ‘¢ Away with
him, Ludlow. Dick, you take with you the last corner of my
heart. You have a right to it, you dog! You found it when
I thought I had none left. I shall see you when I come to
London during the holidays.”

He shook Ludlow warmly by the hand. ¢ My honest friend,
let this boy be fairly treated — fairly — openly. What the
deuce! Who is his coxcomb of a father ?

«“ He will be treated well, sir,” said Ludlow.

Burridge pointed to his heart.

¢ Upon my honour, all will be done for the best — all s for
the best.”

“'Then I believe you,” returned Burridge. ¢ Here, thou man
of strength,” to the porter in the hall, ¢ shoulder your burden.
A heavy trunk, and a light heart, Richard, are good travelling
companions.”

And away we went to the Nag’s Head. Ludlow all sadness
and silence. I, all curiosity and impatience.




Mervie England in the oloen Time:

OR, PEREGRINATIONS WITH UNCLE TIM AND MR. BOSKY, OF
LITTLE BRITAIN, DRYSALTER.,

BY GEORGE DANIEL.

¢ Dost thon think because thou art virtuous there shall be no more cakes and
ale ? -~ SHAKSPEARE. :

CHAPTER XVIII,

Wrrn the fullest intention to rise early the next morning, without
deliberating for a mortal half-hour whether or not to turn round
and take t’ other nap, we retired to a tranquil pillow,

But what are all our good intentions?
Vexations, vanities, inventions !
Macadamizing what ?—a certain spot,
To ¢ ears polite” politeness never mentions—
Tattoos, t’ amuse, from empty drums.
Ah'! who time’s spectacles shall borrow?
And say, be gay to-day—to-morrow—
When query if to-morrow comes.

To-morrow came ; so did to-morrow’s bright sun; and so did Mr.
Bosky’s brisk knock. Good report always preceded Mr. Bosky,
like the bounce with which champagne sends its cork out of the
bottle! But (there are two sides of the question to be considered—
the inside of the bed and the out /) they found us in much such a
brown study as we have just described. Leaving the Laureat to en-
joy his triumph of punctuality, (an ¢ alderman’s virtue”!) and
¢ Good morning to your nightcap,” carolled under our window, we
lost no time in equipping ourselves, and were soon seated with him
at breakfast. He was in the happiest spirits. <«°Tis your birthday,
Fugenio! Wear this ring for my sake; let it be friendship’s talis-
man to unite our hearts in one. Here,” presenting some tablets
beautifully wrought, «is Uncle Timothy’s offering. Mark,” point-
ing to the following inscription engraved on the cover, “by what
poetical alchemy he hath transmuted the silver into gold!”

Life is short, the wings of time

Bear away our early prime,

Swift with them our spirits fly,

The heart grows chill, and dim the eye.
Seize the moment! snatch the treasure!
Sober haste is wisdom’s leisure.
Summer blossoms soon decay ;

« Gather the rose-buds while you may !

Barter not for sordid store
Health and peace ; nor covet more
Than may serve for frugal fare
With some chosen friend to share!
VOL. X. D
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Not for others toil and heap,

But yourself the harvest reap ;

Nature smiling, seems to say,

¢ Gather the rose-buds while you may !”

Learning, science, truth sublime,

Tairy fancies, lofty rhyme,

Flowers of exquisite perfume !
Blossoms of immortal bloom !

With the gentle virtues twin’d,

In a beauteous garland bind

For your youthful brow to-day,—

« Gather the rose-buds while you may!”

Life is short—but not to those

Who early, wisely pluck the rose.
Time he flies—to us ’tis given

On his wings to fly to Heaven.

Ah'! to reach those realms of light,
Nothing must impede our flight ;

Cast we all but Iope away !

“ Gather the rose-buds while we may !

With emotions that lie ““too deep for tears,” Eugenio pressed the
birthday gift to his trembling lips, and treasured it in his bosom !

In due course we glided merrily on old Father Thames. Now a
sail up or down the river has always been pleasant to us in propor-
tion as it has proved barren of adventure. A collision with a coal-
barge or steam-packet,—a sudden squall off Chelsea Reach, may
do vastly well to relieve its monotony: but we had rather be
dull than be ducked. We were therefore glad to find the water
smooth, the wind and tide in our favour, and no particular disposi-
tion on the part of the larger vessels to run us down. DMr. Bosky,
thinking that at some former period of our lives we might have be-
held the masts and sails of a ship, the steeple of a church, the
smoke of a patent shot manufactory, the coal-whippers weighing out
their black diamonds, a palace, and a penitentiary, forbore to expa-
tiate on the picturesque objects that presented themselves to our
passing view : and, presuming that our vision had extended beyond
some score or two of garden-pots “all a-growing, all a-blowing,”
and as much sky as would cover half-a-crown, he was not over pro-
fuse of vernal description. But, knowing that there are as many
kinds of minds as moss, he opened his inquisitorial battery upon the
waterman. At first Barney Binnacle, though a pundit among the
wet wags of Wapping Old Stairs, fought shy ; but there is a free-
masonry in fun; and by degrees he ran through all the changes
from the simple leer to the broad grin and horse-laugh, as Mr.
Bosky “ poked ” his droll sayings into him right and left. He had
his predilections and prejudices. The former were for potations
drawn from a case bottle presented to him by Mr. Bosky, that made
his large blue lips smack, and his eyes wink again ; the latter were
against steamers, the projectors of which he would have placed at
the disposal of their boilers! His tirade against the Thames Tunnel
was hardly less severe ; but lie reserved the magnums of his wrath
for the Greenwich railroad. What in some degree reconciled us to
Barney’s anathemas were his wife and children, to whom his wherry
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gave their daily bread: and though these gigantic monopolies might
feather the nests of wealthy proprietors, they would not let poor
Barney Binnacle feather either his nest or his oar.

“ There’s truth in what you say, Master Barney,” observed the
Laureat, “the stones went merrily into the pond, but the foolish
frogs could not fish out the fun. I am no advocate for the philoso-
phy of expediency.”
~ ““Surely, Mr. Bosky, you would never think of putting a stop to
wmprovement !”’

“ My good friends, I would never have man become the victim of
his ingenuity — a mechanical suicide! Where brass and iron, hot
water and cold, can be made to mitigate the wear and tear of his
thews and sinews, let them be adopted as anxiliaries, not as princi-
pals. 1 am no political economist. 1 despise the muddle-headed
dreamers, and their unfeeling crudities. But for tkem the heart of
England would have remained uncorrupted and sound.! Trifle not
with suffering. Impunity has its limit. A flint will show fire when
you strike it. In this harsh world ninety-nine persons out of one
hundred must toil for their bread before they eat it ; beg, implore,
ask leave to toil,—some philanthropists say, even before they hunger
for it. I have therefore yet to learn how that which makes human
labour a profitless drug in the market can be called an improvement.
The stewardships of this world are vilely performed. What bless-
ings would be conferred, what wrongs prevented, were it not for the
neglect of opportunities and the prostitution of means. Is it our
own merit that we have more? our neighbour’s delinquency that he
has less? The infant is born to luxury ;— calculate Ais claims!
Virtue draws its last sigh in a dungeon; Vice receives its tardy
summons on a bed of down! The titled and the rich, the purse-
proud nobodies, the noble nothings, occupy their ‘vantage ground,
not from any merit of their own ; but from that lucky or unlucky
chance which might have brought them into this breathing world
with two heads on their shoulders instead of one!”

We never knew Mr. Bosky so eloquent before; the boat became
lop-sided under the fervent thump that he gave as a clencher to his
oration. Barney Binnacle stared; but with no stupid, vacant ex-
pression. His rugged features softened into a look of grateful ap-
proval, mingled with surprise.

“God bless your honour!”

“ Thank you, Barney! Some people’s celestial blessings are plen-
tiful as blackberries, because they save their earthly breeches-
pockets. But a poor man’s blessing is a treasure of which heaven
keeps the register and the key.”

Barney Binnacle bent on Mr. Bosky another inquiring look, that
seemed to say, < Mayhap I’ve got a biskop on board.”

“If every gentleman was like your honour,” replied Barney,

! We quite agree with Mr. Bosky. Cant and ntilitarianism have produced an
insipid uniformity of character, a money-grubbing, care-worn monotony, that cry
aloof to eccentricity and whim. Men are thinking of ¢ stratagems and wars,” the
inevitable consequence of lots of logic, lack of amusement, and lean diet. No man
is a traitor over turtle, or hatches plots with good store of capon and claret in his
stomach. Had Cassius been a better feeder he had never conspired against Cesar.
Three meals a day, and supper at night, are four substantial reasons for not being
disloyal, lank, or lachrymose.

D2
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when his thoughts found utterance, ¢ we should have better times ;
and a poor fellow wouldn’t pull up and down this blessed river
sometimes for days together, without yarning a copper to carry
home to his hungry wife and children.”  And he dropped bis oar,
and drew the sleeve of his threadbare blue jacket across his weather-
beaten cheek.

This was a result that Mr. Bosky had not anticipated. For, if
any man found happiness in the happiness of others it was the
Laureat of Little Britain.

“How Dbiting,” he remarked, “is the breeze! Egad, my teeth
feel an inclination to be so too !

The fresh air gave him the wind in his stomach ; a sufficient apo-
logy for the introduction of a cold pigeon-pie, and some piquant
etceteras that he had provided as a whet to the entertainment in
agreeable perspective at Battersea Rise. Mr. Bosky, opining that
the undulation of the boat was likely to prevent “good digestion,”
which — though everybody here helped himself — should “ wait on
appetite,” ordered Barney to moor it in some convenient creek ; and
as Barney, not having been polished in the Chesterfield school,
seemed mightily at a loss how to dispose of his hands, Mr. Bosky,
who was well-bred, and eschewed idleness, found them suitable
employment by inviting their owner to fall to. And what a merry
party were we! IHow the little drysalter enjoyed to behold Barney
Binnacle make no more bones of a pigeon than he would of a lark,
swallow the forced-meat balls as if they had been not bigger than
Morrison’s pills, demolish the tender rump-steak and flaky pie-crust
with a relish as sweet as the satisfaction that glowed in his own be-
nevolent heart and countenance, and buzz the pale brandy (of which
Barney could drink any given quantity) like sugared cream. The
Laureat was magnificently jolly. He proposed the good healths of
Mys. Binnacle and the Binnacles major and minor; toasted old
Father Thames and his Tributaries ; and made the welkin ring
with

MRS. GRADY'S SAINT MONDAY VOYAGE TO BATTERSEA.

Six-foot Timothy Glover,

Son of the brandy-nos’d bugleman,
He was a general lover,

Though he was only a fugleman ;—

Ogling Misses and Ma’ams,
Listing, drilling, drumming "em—

Quick they shoulder’d his arms—
Argumentum ad humming em !

Mrs. Grady, in bonnet and scarf,

Gave Thady ithe slip on Saint Monday,
With Timothy tripp’d to Hore’s wharf,

Which is close to the Glasgow and Dundee.

The river look’d swelling and rough,

A waterman plump did invite her;
“One heavy swell is enough ;

I’m up to your craft—bring a lighter!”
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They bargain’d for skipper and skiff.
Cry’d Timothy, “ This is a windy go!”
It soon blew a hurricane stiff,
And blue look’d their noses as indigo!

¢ Lack-a-daisy ! were in for a souse !

The fish won’t to-day see a rummer set;
Land us at Somerset House,

Or else we shall both have a summerset!”

They through the bridge Waterloo whirl’d
To Lambeth, a finer and fatter see!
Their shoulder-of-mutton sail furl'd,
For a shoulder of mutton at Battersea.

Tim then rang for coffee and tea,
Two Sally Luns and a crumpet.
T don’t like brown sugar,” said he. )
“If you don’t,” thought the lad, ¢ you may lump 1t.”

“To crown this delightful regale,
Waiter! your stumps, jolly boy, stir;
A crown’s worth of oysters and ale,
Ere we give the sail homeward a hoister!”

“ Of ale in a boiling-hot vat,

My dear daddy dropp’d, and was, Ah! boil'd.”
A drop I can’t relish of that

In which your papa, boy, was parboil’d.”

Fresh was the breeze, so was Tim :
“ How pleasant the life of a Midge is;
King Neptune, my service to him !
But I’ll shoot Father Thames and his bridges!

1lis levee ’s a frosty-faced fair,

When Jack freezes him and his flounders;
His river-horse is but a may'r,

And his tritons are cockney ten-pounders!”’

“Tim Glover, my tale is a trite "un;
I owe you a very small matter, see;
The shot 1’11 discharge, my polite "un,
You paid for the wherry to Battersea.

With powder I ’ve just fill'd my horn;
See this pocket-pistol! enough is it?
You 'll twig, if a gentleman born,
And say, ¢ Mr. Grady, quant. sufficit.’”

Mrs. Grady, as other wives do,

Before my Lord May’r in his glory,
Brought Thady and Timothy too.

Cry’d Hobler, « O what a lame story !

You cruel Teague, lest there accrue ill,
Well just bind you over, Sir Thady,

To keep the peace.”—¢¢ Keep the peace, jewel !
Not that piece of work, Mrs. Grady!”

His Lordship he gaped with surprise,
And gave the go-by to his gravity ;
His cheeks swallow’d up his two eyes,

And lost in a laugh their concavity.
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Then Grady gave Glover his fist,

With, ¢ Truce to the shindy between us ! ”
Each lad, when the ladies had kiss'd,

Cut off with his hatchet-faced Venus !

Ogling misses and ma’ams,
Listing, drilling, dramming ’em—
Quick they shoulder’d his arms—
Argumentum ad humming “em.

The concluding chorus found us at the end of our excursion.
Barney Binnacle was liberally rewarded by Mr. Bosky ; to each of
his children he was made the bearer of some little friendly token ;
and with a heart lighter than it had been for many a weary day, he
plied his oars homeward, contented and grateful.

«Talk of brimming measure,” cried the Laureat exultingly, <1
go to a better market. The overflowings of an honest heart for my
money !”

In former days undertakers would hire sundry pairs of sculls,
and row to Death’s Door' for a day’s pleasure. Then it was not
thought infra dig. (in for a dig?) to invite the grave-digger: the
mutes were the noisiest of the party ; nothing palled on the senses;
and to rehearse the good things that were said and sung would add
some pungent pages to the variorum editions of Joe Miller2 But
undertakers are grown gentleman-like and unjolly, and Death’s
Door exhibits but a skeleton of what it was in the merry old times.

We were cordially received by their president, the comical coffin-
maker, who, attired in his ¢ Enleriaining Gown” (a mourning cloak),
introduced us to Mr. Crape, of Blackwall; Mr. Sable, of Blackman-
street ; Mr. Furnish, of Blackfriars; and Mr. Bluemould, of Black-
heath: four truant teetotallers, who had obtained a furlough from
their head-quarters, the Tea-Kettle and Toast-Rack at Aldgate-

1« The Search after Claret, or a Visitation of the Vintners,” 4to. 1691, names
the principal London Taverns and their Signs, as they then existed. DBut the most
curious account is contained in an old ballad called ¢ London’s Ordinary : or every
Man in his Humour,” printed before 1600. There is not only a humorous list of
the taverns, but of the persons who frequented them. In those days the gentry
patronised the King’s Iead (in July 1664, Pepys dined at the ‘ Ordinary’’ there,
when he went to Hyde Park to see the cavaliers of Charles 1I. in grand review) ;
the nobles, the Crown; the knights, the Golden Fleece; the clergy, the Mitre ; the
vintners, the Three Tuns; the usurers, the Devil; the friars, the Nuns; the
ladics, the Feathers ; the huntsmen, the Greyhound ; the citizens, the IHorn ; the
cooks, the Holy Lamb ; the drunkards, the Man in the Moon ; the cuckolds, the
Ram’; the watermen, the Old Swan ; the mariners, the Ship; the beggars, the
Egg-Shell and Whip ; the butchers, the Bull ; the fishmongers, the Dolphin ; the
bakers, the Cheat-Loaf ; the tailors, the Shears; the shoemakers, the Boot ; the
hosiers, the Leg; the fletchers, the Robin Iood ; the spendthrift, the Beggar’s
Bush ; the Goldsmiths, the Three Cups ; the papists, the Cross; the porters, the
Labour in vain ; the horse-coursers, the White Nag. He that had no money
might dine at the sign of the Mouth ; while

¢« The cheater will dine at the Checquer ;
The pickpocket at the Blind Alehouse ;
*Till taken and try’d, up Holborn they ride,
And make their end at the gallows.”

2 Joe Miller’s jests were first collected by the Rev. John Motley,—a name sin-
gularly appropriate.
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pump. Messrs. Hatband and Stiflegig, and Mr. Shovelton, hailed us
with a friendly grin, as if desirous of burying in oblivion the recent
emeute at the Pig and Tinder-Box. The club were dressed in black
(from Blackwell Hall), with white neckcloths and high shirt-collars,
stiff-starched and double-blued; their clothes, from a peculiar and
professional cut, seemed all to have been turned out by the same
tailor ; they marched with a measured step, and looked exceedingly
grave and venerable. Dinner being announced, we were placed in
the vicinity of the chair. On the table were black game and black
currant-jelly ; the blackstrap was brought up in the black bottle;
the knives and forks had black handles ; and Mr. Rasp, the shroud-
maker, who acted as vice, recommended from his end of the festive
board some black-pudding or polony in mourning. The dessert in-
cluded black grapes and blackberries; the rules of the club were
printed in black-letter ; the toasts of the day were written in black
and white ; the pictures that hung round the room were in black
frames ; a well-thumbed Sir Richard Blackmore and Blackwood’s
Magazine lay on the mantel ; the stove was radiant with black-lead ;
the old clock-case was ebony ; and among the after-dinner chants
¢ Black-ey’d Susan ” was not forgotten. The host, Mr. Robert
Death, had black whiskers, and the hostess some pretty black ring-
lets ; the surly cook looked black because the dinner had been kept
waiting ; the waiter was a nigger ; and the barmaid had given boots
(a ci-devant blackleg at a billiard-table) a black eye. A'black cat
purred before the fire; a black-thorn grew opposite the door; the
creaking old sign was blackened by the weather; and, to complete
the sable picture, three little blackguards spent their half-holiday in
pelting at it! The banquet came off pleasantly. DMr. Merripall,
whose humour was rich as crusted port, and lively as champagne,
did the honours with his usual suaviter in modo, and was admirably
supported by his two mutes from Turnagain-lane ; by Mr. Catch-
penny Crambo, the bard of Bleeding-Hart-yard, who supplied “ the
trade ”* with epitaphs at the shortest notice ; Mr. Sexton Shovelton,
and Professor Nogo, F.R.S., F.S.A,, M.R.S.L., LL.B,, a learned lec-
turer on Egyptian mummies.
“ Qur duty,” whispered Mr. Bosky, “is to

Hear, see, and say nothing,
Eat, drink, and pay nothing!”

After the usual round of loyal and patriotic toasts, Mr. Merripall
called the attention of the brethren to the standing toast of the day.

¢« High Cockolorums and gentlemen! °Tis easy to say ¢ live and
let live’; but if everybody were to live we must die. Life is short.
I wish — present company always excepted — it was as short as my
speech ! The grim tyrant !”

Verbum sat. ; and there rose a cheer loud enough to have made
Death demand what meant those noisy doings at his door.

« Silence, gentlemen, for a duet from brothers Hatband and
Stiflegig.”

Had toast-master Zoole! bespoke the attention of the Guildhall

3 This eminent professor, whose sobriquet is ¢ Lungs,” having to shout the
health of ¢ the three present Consuls ** at my Lord Mayor's feast, proclaimed the
health of the ¢ Three Per Cent. Consols.”
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grandees for the like musical treat from Messrs. Gog and Magog, we
should hardly have been more surprised. DMr. Bosky looked the in-
carnation of incredulity. After a few preliminary openings and
shuttings of the eyes and mouth, similar to those of a wooden
Scaramouch when we pull the wires, Brothers Hatband and Stiflegig
began (chromatique),

Harpanp. When poor mutes and sextons have nothing to do,
What should we do, brother?

STIFLEGIG. Look very blue!
Harsanp. Gravediggers too ?

StIrLEGIG, Sigh ¢ malheureux !

Harsanp. Funerals few ¢

SriFLEGIG. Put on the screw !

Harsanp, But when fevers flourish of bright scarlet hue,
What should we do, brother ?

StIFLEGIG. Dance fillalloo !

Harsasxp. When blows the north-east, and grim death stalks abroad,
What should we do?

STIFLEGIG. Eat and drink like a lord !
Harpa~p, When rages cholera ?

STIFLEGIG. Sing tol lol lera!

Harpanp. Colds and catarrhs?

STIFLEGIG. Bless lucky stars !

Harpaxp, When the bell tolls?

STIFLEGIG. Replenish our bowls!

By Bleak winter to us is a jolly trump card,

And a fine hot May makes a fat churchyard !
Stirrecic. Should all the world die, what the deuce should we do?
Hareanp, I°ll bury you, brother!

STIFLEGIG. 1’1l bury you'!
Harsanp. I°11 lay you out.
STIFLEGIG. No doubt ! no doubt!
Harpanp. 1°ll make your shroud.
STIFLEGIG. You do me proud!
Haranb. 1’1l turn the screw.
STIFLEGIG. The same to you !
Hatpanp. When you ’re past ailing,

I’ll knock a nail in !
Last of the quorum,
Ultimus Cockolorum !
When you ’re «/l dead and buried, zooks ! what shalt I do?

(’OCKOLORUMS}Sing High Cockolorum, and dance fillalloo !

i full chorus.

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Merripall, again rising, “all charged?
Mulligrum’s Pill!”

Doctor Dose, a disciple of that art which is founded in conjecture
and improved by murder, returned thanks on the part of Messrs.
Mulligrum, Thorogonimble and Co. It was a proud day for the
pill ; which through good report and evil report had worked its
way, and fulfilled his predictions that it would take and be taken.
He would not ask the Cockolorums to swallow one. — Here the two
mutes made horribly wry faces, and shook their heads, as much as
to say it would be of very litile use if he did. — It was suflicient that
the pill bore the stamp of their approbation, and the government
three-halfpenny one; and he begged to add, that all pills without
the latter, and the initials of Mulligrum, Thorogonimble, and Dose,
were counterfeits.
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The table sparkled with wit. DMr. Merripall cracked his walnuts
and jokes, and was furiously facetious on Mr. Rasp, a rough dia-
mond, who stood, or rather sat his horse-play raillery with dignified
composure. But Lumber Troopers?! are men, and Ralph Rasp was
a past colonel of that ancient and honourable corps. He grew more
rosy about the gills, and discharged sundry short coughs and hyste-
rical chuckles, that betokened a speedy ebullition. His preliminary
remark merely hinted that no gentleman would think of firing off
Joe Millers at the Lumber Troop :—Ergo, Mr. Merripall was 7o
gentleman. The comical coffin-maker quietly responded that the
troop was a nut which everybody was at liberty to crack for the sake
of the kernel! A quip that induced on the part of Mr. Hatband a
loud laugh, while the more sombre features of brother Stiflegig vo-
lunteered convulsions, as if they had been acted upon by a galvanic
battery. Mr. Rasp coolly reminded Mr. Merripall that the grapes
were sour, Brother Pledge having black-balled him. This drew
forth a retort courteous, delivered with provoking serenity, that the
fiction of the ba/l came most opportunely from a gentleman who had
always three blue ones at everybody’s service! The furnace that
glowed in Mr. Rasp’s two eyes, and the heavings of his bosom dis-
covered the volcano that burned beneath his black velvet vest. His
waistband seemed ready to burst. Never before did he look so be-
licose! Now Mr. Bosky, who loved fun much, but harmony more,
thinking the joke had been carried quite far enough, threw in a
conciliatory word by way of soothing angry feelings, which so won
the Lumber Trooper’s naturally kind heart that he rose from his
seat.

“ Brother Merripall, you are a cliartered libertine, and enjoy the
privilege of saying what you will. But — but you were a Lttle too
hard upon the troop —indeed you were! My grandfather was a
Lumber Trooper —my father, too — you knew my futher, Marma-
duke Merripall.”

‘ And I knew a right honourable man! AndI know another right
honourable man, my very good friend, his son ! And—but——"

"Tis an old saying and a true one, that adversity tries friends. So
does a momentary quarrel, or, what is more germane to our present
purpose, a mischievous badinage, in which great wits, and small
ones too, will occasionally indulge. Mr. Merripall had been wont—
good naturedly !—to make Mr. Rasp his butt ; who, though he was
quite big enough for one, sometimes felt the sharp arrows of the

! This club was originally held at the Gentleman and Porter, New-street Square,
and the Eagle and Child, Shoe Lane. The members were an awkward squad to
the redoubtable City Trained Bands. It being found double hazardous to trust
any one of them with a pinch of powder in his cartouch-box, and the points of their
bayonets not unfrequently coming in sanguinary contact with each other’s noses
and eyes, their muskets were prudently changed for tobacco pipes, and their car-
touches for papers of right Virginia. The privileges of the Lumber Trooper are
great and manifold. He may sleep on any bulk not already occupied ; he may
knock down any watchman, provided the watchman does not knock him down
first ; and he is not obliged to walk home straight, if he be tipsy. The troop are
supported by Bacchus and Ceres ; their crest is an Owl; the shield is charged with
a Punch Bowl between a moon, a star, and a lantern. The punch is to drink, and
the moon and star are to light them home, or, for lack of either, the lantern, 'I'heir
motto is, In Nocte Leiamur.
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comical coffin-maker’s wit a thorn in his “ too—too solid flesh.” The
troop was his tender point.

«« And who has not his tender point?” said Mr. Bosky, “except
the man that caught cold of his own heart, and died of it!”

The hand of Mr. Rasp was instantly stretched forth, and met more
than halfway by that of Mr. Merripall. )

<« Brother,” said the president, let me make amends to the troop
by requesting you will propose me as a member. Only,” and he
shot a sly glance from his comical eye, « save me from the balls,
black and blue, of that Presbyterian pawnbroker, Posthumus Pledge
of Pye-corner.”

Mr. Rasp promised to comply, and moreover to set forth his
friend’s military prowess to the best advantage.

s I think,” said he, « your division stormed the Press-yard, and
captured the whipping-post, during the Loyal Aldersgate Street Vo-
lunteer campaigning in 1805.”

<« Right, brother Ralph,” replied the comical coffin-maker ; “and
when the Finsbury awkward squad routed your left wing in the City
Road, and you all ran helter-skelter into the boiled buttock of beef
shop in the Old Bailey, we valiant sharp-shooters protected your
flank, and covered your inglorious retreat!” And he entertained
the company with this appropriate recitation :—

When all were in alarms,
(Boney threat'ning to invade us,)
And (““ See the Conquering Hero comes ! )
General Wheeler, general dealer
In coffee, treacle, tea, tobacco, plums,
Snuff, sugar, spices, at wholesale prices,
And figs—(which, ’slife!

At Fife

He sold in drums )—
Would up and down parade us,
And cry, « Present ! ” and *“ Shoulder arms!”

When pert apprentices, God bless us!

And tailors did address, and dress us,

With ¢ Stand at ease!” (up to your knees

In mud and mire) * Make ready! Fire!”
Singeing the curls of Moses Muggs, Esquire—

A Briton, hot for fight and fame,
Burning to give the foes of Bull
Their belly-full,
Limp’d forth—but no admission I—he was lame.
« Lame !” cried the Briton ; ¢ zounds! I say,
I came to fight, and not to run cway !”

« The red-coat,” continued Mr. Merripall, «has no vision beyond
< eyes right !’ He would march till doomsday, unless commanded to
halt, and everlastingly maintain the same poker-like position, if the
word were not given him to stand at ease. He goes forth to kil at
a great rate,” (Dr. Dose pricked up his ears,) and be killed at a
small rate per diem,” (the mutes looked glum,)  carrying into battle
a heart of oak, and out of it a timber toe!”

« Qur visiters ” was the next toast.

« Gentlemen,” said the President, « we cannot afford the expensive
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luxury of drinking your kealths ; but we sincerely join in “my ser-
vice to you,””

Here Dr. Dose passed over to us his box —not for a pinck, but a
pill! which pill, though we might drink, we declined to swallow.
Mr. Rasp was in high feather, and plied the four teectotallers very
liberally with wine. Seeing the comical coffin-maker in committee
with his two mutes, he chirruped joyously,

Mr. Chairman, I'1l thank you not

Thus to keep the wine in the pound;
Better by half a cannon shot

Stop than the bottle !—so push it round.

Summer is past, and the chilling blast
Of winter fades the red red rose;

But wine sheds perfume, and its purple bloom
All the year round like the ruby glows!

Fill what you like, but drink what you fill,
Though it must be a bumper, a bumper, or nil.
Water congeals in frost and snows,

But summer and winter the red wine flows !

Now, my Cockolorums, for a volley in platoons !

And merry merry Christmas will soon be here;
I wish you, gentles, a happy new year,

The blossoms fall, and the leaves are sear,
Chorus. {
A pocket full of money, and a barrel full of beer !

A messenger arrived with a despatch for Mr. Merripall, announ-
cing the demise of Alderman Callipash. There was an immediate
movement on the part of the mutes.

“ Gentlemen,” said the president, “no such violent hurry ; the
alderman will wait for us. Our parting toast first — The Dance of
Death! Come, brother Crape, strike up the tune, and lead the ca-
rant.”

Mr. Crape practised an introductory caper, in the process of which
he kicked the shins of one Cockolorum, trod upon the gouty toe of
another, and then led off, the club keeping the figure with becoming
gravity, and chanting in full chorus :

Undertakers, hand in hand,

Are a jovial merry band ;

Tho’ their looks are lamentable,
And their outward man is sable,
Who on this side Charon’s ferry
Are so blythe as those that bury?

Hark! hark! the Parish Clerk

Tunes his pitch-pipe for a lark !

As we gaily trip along

Booms the bell’s deep, dull ding-dong !
Freaking, screeking, out of breath,
Thus we dance the Dance of Death!

The cricket cries, the owl it hoots,
DMusic meet for dancing mutes !
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When burns brightly blue the taper,
Sextons, ’tis your time to caper.
Now our song and dance are done,
Home we hasten every one.

Messrs. Crape, Crambo, Sable, Shovelton, Hatband, and Stiflegig
joined a pleasant party outside of a hearse that had been doing duty
in the neighbourhood ; and an empty mourning-coach accommodated
Mr. Rasp, Mr. Bluemould, Dr. Dose, and Professor Nogo. Mr.
Furnish, and a few, heated with wine, took water ; but as the moon
had just emerged from behind a black cloud, and shone with mild
lustre, we preferred walking, particularly with the jocular compa-
nionship of Mr. Bosky and Mr. Merripall. And Death’s door was
closed for the night.

CHAPTER XIX.

Hap we been inclined to superstition, what a supernatural treat
had been the discourse of Mr. Merripall! His tales of ¢ goblins
damned ” were terrible enough to have bristled up our hair till it
lifted our very hats off our very heads. His reminiscences of resur-
rection men! were extensive and curious; he knew their ¢ where-
abouts ” for ten miles round London. We mean not to insinuate
that Mr. Merripall had any share in bringing his departed customers
to light again. He was a virtuoso, and his cabinet comprised a
choice collection of the veritable cords on which the most notorious
criminals had made their transit from this world to the next. He
was rich in mendacious caligraphy. Malefactors of liberal education
obligingly favoured him with autograph confessions, and affection-
ate epistles full of penitence and piety; while the less learned con-
descendingly affixed contrite crosses to any document that auto-
graphmania might suggest. The lion of his library was an illus-
trated copy of the Newgate Calendar, or New Drop Miscellany, and
round his study its principal heroes hung—in frames! He boasted
of having shaken by the hand — an honour of which Old Bailey
amateurs are proudly emulous—all the successful candidates for the
Debtors’ Door for these last twenty years; and when Mr. Bosky de-
clared that he had never saluted a dying felon with « My dear sir!”
coveted his acquaintance, and craved his autograph, he sighed
deeply for the Laureat’s want of taste, grew pensive for about a
second, and then, as if suddenly recollecting himself, exclaimed,

“Gentlemen, we are but a stone’s throw from the Owl and Ivy
Bush, where a society called ¢ The Blinkers ” hold their nightly revels :
it will well repay your curiosity to step in and take a peep at them.

1 Two resurrection men stumbling over a fellow dead drunk in the kennel, bagged,
and bore him away to a certain anatomist. The private bell gave a low tinkle, the
side-door down a dark court opened noiselessly, the sack was emptied of its contents
into the cellar, and the fee paid down. In an hour or two after, the same cere-
mony (the subject being really defunct) was repeated. The bell sounded a zhird
time, and the anatomical charnel-house received another inmate. 'The tippler,
having now slept off his liquor, began to grope about, and finding all dark, and
himself he knew not where, bellowed lustily. This was just as the door was
closing on the resurrection men, who being asked what should be done with the
noisy fellow, answered coolly, ¢ Keep him till you want him!”
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Their president has one eye permanently shut, and the other par-
tially open; the vice has two open eyes, blinking ¢like winkin’; all
the members are more or less somniferous; and though none of
them are allowed to fall fast asleep at the club, it is contrary to eti-
quette to be wide awake. Their conversation is confined to mono-
syllables, their talk, like their tobacco, being short-cut. Their three
cheers are three yawns; they sit round the table with their eyes
shut, and their mouths open, the gape, or gap, being filled up with
their pipes, from which rise clouds of smoke that make their red
noses look like lighted lamps in a fog. To the Reverend Nehemiah
Nosebags, their chaplain, I owe the honour of becoming a member ;
for happening to sit under his proboscis and pulpit, my jaws went
through such a gaping exercise at his soporific word of command,
that he proposed me as a highly promising probationer, and my
election was carried amidst an unanimous chorus of yawns.”

¢« Here,” exclaimed Mr. Bosky, ¢ is the Owl and Ivy Bush.”

“No,” rejoined Mr. Merripall, «’tis the Three Jolly Trumpeters.
On the opposite side of the way is the Owl and Ivy Bush.”

Mr. Bosky gazed at the sign, and then, with no small degree of
wonderment, at Mr. Merripall. The Laureat of Little Britain looked
signs and wonders !

«I’ll take my aflidavit to the Owl!” raising his eye-glass to the
solemn bird that winked wickedly beneath a newly-varnished cauli-
flower-wig of white paint; ¢ and though the Ivy Bush looks much
more like a birch broom, it looks still less like a Jolly Trumpeter.”

¢ Egad, you re right!” said the comical coffin-maker ; ¢ though,
to my vision, it seems as if both houses had changed places since I
last saw them.”

The contents of a brace of black bottles flowing under Mr. Merri-
pall’s satin waistcoat, and their fumes ascending to what lay within
the circumference of his best beaver, might possibly account for this
phenomenon.

« Hollo!” cried the comical coffin-maker, as an uproarious cheer
and the knocking of knuckles upon the tables proclaimed merry
doings at the Owl and Ivy Bush, “the Blinkers were not wont to
be so boisterous. What a riotsome rattle !—hark ! ”

And the following chorus resounded through the Owl and Ivy
Bush:—

We ’'re jovial, happy, and gay, boys !

We rise with the moon, which is surely full soon,
Sing with the owl, our tutelar fowl,

Laugh and joke at your go-to-bed folk,

Never think—but what we shall drink,

Never care—but on what we shall fare,—
Turning the night into day, boys !

«“What think you of tkat, Mr. Merripall? 7 said the Laureat of
Little Britain.

We entered the room, and a company more completely wide
awake it was never our good fortune to behold.

<« Surely,” whispered Mr. Bosky,  that vociferous gentleman in
the chair can never be your one-eye-shut-and-the-other-‘half-open
president, nor he at the bottom of the table, with his organs of vision
fixed like the wooden Highlander’s that stands sentry over ¢Snuff
and Tobacco,” your blinking vice.”
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Mr. Merripall looked incredulus odi, and would have made a ca-
pital study for Tam O’Shanter.

“ Have the kindness to introduce me to the Rev. Nehemiah Nose-
bags,” said Mr. Bosky, again addressing his mute and mystified
companion,

¢ Why not ask me to trot out the Pope? ” replied the somewhat
crotchety and comical coffin-maker.

A peal of laughter and huzzas echoed from the twin tavern over
the way. and at the same moment mine host, who was very like a
China joss, puffed up stairs, looking as wild as ‘““a wilderness of
monkeys,” with the astounding news that a trick had been played
upon himself and brother publican by Lord Larkinton, Sir Frederick
Fitzfun, and the Honourable Colonel Frolick, who had taken the
liberty of transposing their respective signs. Hence a straggling
party of the Peep o’ day Boys, whose proper location was the Three
Jolly Trumpeters, had intruded into the taciturnity and tobacco of
the Owl and Ivy Bush. This unravelled the cross purposes that at
one time seemed to call in question the * mens sana in corpore sano”™
of Mr. Merripall.

¢ Many men,” addressing Mr. Bosky, as they jogged out of the
Three Jolly Trumpeters, ““like to enjoy a reputation which they do
not deserve ; but”—here Mr. Merripall looked serious, and in right
earnest— to be thought #ipsy, my good friend, without having had
the gratification of getting so, is,

¢ Say what men will, a pill
Bitter to swallow, and hard of digestion.””

And the Laureat of Little Britain fully agreed with the axiom so
pertinaciously and poetically laid down by the comical coffin-maker.

The three practical jokers now emerged from their ambush to
take a more active part in the sports. With the Peep o’ day Boys
they would have stood no chance, for each member carried in his
hand an executive fist, to which the noble tricksters were loth to
cotton, for fear of being worsted. Lord Larkinton led the van up
the stairs of the Owl and Ivy Bush, and dashing among the Blinkers,
selected their president for his partner; Colonel Frolick patronised
the vice; and Sir I'rederick Fitzfun made choice of the Rev. Nehe-
miah Nosebags. The rest of the club were arranged to dance in
pairs,—a very stout member with a very lean one, and a very short
one with a very tall one,—so that there was variety, without being
charming. Each danced with his pipe in his mouth. It was no
pipe no dance.

They led off in full puff, dancing about, upon, and on all-fours
under the tables. The fire-irons were confided to a musical brother,
with instructions to imitate the triangles; and as the company
danced round the room,— the room, returning the compliment,
danced round them.

The club having been capered within an inch of their lives, Lord
Larkinton begged Mr. Bopeep to favour them with Jim Crow, con-
senting to waive the jump obligalo, in consideration of his previous
exertions. But he must sing it iz character; and in the absence of
lamp-black and charcoal, the corks were burnt, to enable Sir Frede-
rick Fitzfun and Colonel Frolick (my Lord holding his partner’s
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physiognomy between his palms like a vice—the vice and Mr. Nose-
bags looking ruefully on) to transform Mr. Bopeep into a negro
chorister. His sable toilet being completed, the president opened
with < Jim Crow ;” but his memory failing, he got into ¢« Sick a git-
tin’ up stairs.”” At fault again, he introduced the « Last rose of sum-
mer,” then “ The boaty rows,” < Four-and-twenty fiddlers all of a
row,” “Old Rose and burn the bellows” < Blow high, blow low,”
«“ Three Tooley Street Tailors,” « By the deep mine,” “I lknow a
bank,” and < You must not sham Abraham Newland,”—all of which he
sang to the same tune, “Jim Crow” being the musical bed of tor-
ture to which he elongated or curtailed them. As an accompaniment
to this odd medley, the decanters and tumblers flew about in all di-
rections, some escaping out at window, others irradiating the floor
with their glittering particles. Colonel Frolick, brandishing a poker,
stood before the last half inch of a once resplendent mirror contem-
plating his handiwork and mustaches, and ready to begin upon
the gold frame. Every square of crown glass having been beaten
out, and every hat’s crown beaten in, Lord Larkinton politely asked
the Rev. Nehemiah Nosebags to crown all with a song. The chap-
lain, looking as melancholy as the last bumper in a bottle before it’s
buzzed, snuffled in a Tabernacle twang,

¢« The-e bir-ird that si-ings in yo-on-der ca-age.”

¢ Make your bird sing a little more lively,” shouted my Lord,
“ or we shan’t get out of the cage to-night!”

Many a true word spoken in jest; for mine host, thinking his
Lordship’s next joke might be to unroof, batter down, or set fire to
the Owl and Ivy Bush, rushed into the room marshalling a posse of
the police, when a battle royal ensued, and sconces and truncheons,
scraping acquaintance with each other, made “a ghostly rattle.”
Disappointed of Mr. Nosebags’ stave, and having no relish for those
of the constables, we stole away, leaving Colonel Frolick beating a
tattoo on some dozen of oil-skin hats ; Lord Larkinton and Sir Fre-
derick Fitzfun pushing forward the affrighted Bopeep and his
brethren to bear the brunt of the fray ; an intolerable din of scream-
ing shouting servants, ostlers and helpers; and the barking of a
kennel of curs, as if “the dogs of three parishes” had been congre-
gated and let loose to swell the turmoil.

<« The sons of care are always sons of night.” Those to whom the
world’s beauteous garden is a cheerless desert hide their sorrows in
its friendly obscurity. If in one quarter the shout of revelry is
heard, as the sensualist reels from his bacchanalian banquet,—in an-
other, the low moan of destitution and misery startles night’s deep
silence, as they retire to some bulk or doorway to seek that repose
which seldom lights but ¢ on lids unsullied with a tear.” We had
parted with our merry companions, and were hastening homeward,
when, passing by one of those unsightly pauper prison-houses that
.shame and deface our land, we beheld a solitary light flickering be-
fore a high narrow casement, the grated bars of which told a mourn-
ful tale, that the following plaintive melody, sang with heart-search-
ing pathos too truly confirmed :—

A wand’rer, tho’ houseless and friendless I roam,
Ah! stranger, I once knew the sweets of a home ;
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The world promised fair, and its prospects were bright,
My pillow was peace, and I woke to delight.

Do you know what it is from loved kindred to part ?
The sting of the scorpion to feel in your heart?

To hear the deep groan of an agonised sire ?

To see, broken-hearted, a mother expire?

To hear bitter mockings an answer to prayer?
Scorn pointing behind, and before thee despair !—
To hunger a prey, and to passion a slave,—

No home but the outcast’s, no rest but the grave !

To feel your brain wander, as reason’s faint beam
Illumines the dark, frenzied, sorrowful dream ;

The present and past !—See! the moon she rides higher
In mild tranquil beauty, and shoots sparks of fire!

The music ceased, the pauper-prison door opened, and a gentle
tremulous voice, addressing another, was heard to say, ¢ Tend her
kindly—my purse shall be yours, and, what is of far higher import,
though less valued here, God’s holiest blessing. Every inmate of
these gloomy walls, where, like the infernal regions, hope never
enters, has a claim upon your sympathy ; but this hapless being de-
mands the most watchful solicitude. She is a bruised reed bowed
down by the tempest,—a heart betrayed and bleeding, —a brow
scathed by the lightning of heaven! I entered upon this irksome
duty but to mitigate the cruel hardships that insolent authority im-
poses upon the desolate and oppressed. With my associates in office
I wage an unequal warfare; but my humble efforts, aided by yours,
may do much to alleviate sufferings that we cannot entirely remove.
She has lucid intervals, when the dreadful truth flashes upon her
mind. Smooth, then, the pillow for her burning brow, bind up her
broken heart, and the gracious Power that inflicts this just but aw-
ful retribution will welcome you as an angel of mercy, when mercy,
and mercy only, shall be your passport to his presence! Good
night.”

The door closed, and the speaker—unseeing, but not unseen—hur-
ried away. It was Uncle Timothy!

Bulky as a walrus, and as brutal, out-frogging the frog in the
fable, an over-fed, stolid, pudding-crammed libel npon humanity,
sailing behind his double chin, and with difficulty preserving his
equilibrium, though propped up by the brawny arm of Catspaw
Crushem, Mr. Poor Law Guardian Pinch—a hiccup anticipating an
oath—commanded us to “move on.”

Addressing his relieving officer, he stammered out, en passant,
“ Hark ’e, Catspaw, don’t forget to report that crazy wagrant to
the Board to-morrow. We’ll try whether cold water, a dark crib,
and a straight jacket won’t spoil her caterwauling. The cretur
grows quite obstroperous upon our gruel.” (1!!)

O England! merrie England/
Once nurse of thriving men;

I’ve learn’d to look on many things
With other eyes since then !



49

THe DIld #Ledger,
" No. V.

EDITED AND ILLUSTRATED BY ALFRED CROWQUILL.

/4 every succeeding morrow being the very counter-
/7 part of the preceding day, so few incidents and
| | objects have occurred to mark the progress of
" time, that I still entertain but a very indistinct im-
j ipressmn that I am an old man.
/'l Transplanted from school to the counting-house,
I have there taken root and (thank Heaven!) flou-
.rlshed laid up, as it were, from the launch in
ey ? smooth water, and never buﬂ'eted about by the
AN | |« pelting and pltlleas storm ” which thousands en-
—___17" counter iu the troubled ocean of the world, and
“ e where, alas! some are early wrecked, and many
> shattered and disabled.

I am, indeed, like a new guinea ¢ laid up in la-
vender ” by some careful spinster, the date of its
mintage indubitably proving the age, which its
perfect impression and pristine brightness almost
belie.

To the same non-circulation in the world do I
attribute my vague feelings of youthfulness ; for I
have passed through life without experiencing any
of its “rubs;” and whatever years I may have
numbered according to my baptismal register, I am

. only conscjous of being an old boy.

) My faith in these consolatory reflections was,
e N 8. - however, rather rudely shaken by the receipt of a
£ LN ;@m.. \letter from my old acquaintance B , (ten years
;‘\Mﬁxgmy junior, Heaven save the mark !) wherein he
VOL. X. E
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writes, < That old thief Chronos treats me as an Eastern despot doth
his slave, mercilessly pulling out my hairs by the roots, knocking
out a tooth now and then for his amusement, and dimming my eyes !
I am growing very aged,” &c. Now there was something imperti-
nent, nay, personal in this effusion, and I was at once half resolved
to refuse his invitation to a “rump and dozen” at the Mitre, the
result of a bet, or, as he termed it, < the offspring of an abbreviated
Elizabeth ; and when I reflected for a moment upon the character of
the cliques of tavern revellers with whom he consorted,—a jolly set
who, like himself, had shortened their days by lengthening their
nights,—I finally made up my mind to send an excuse, and escape a
headach.

Poor B ! he was one of the wittiest, best-natured fellows I
ever knew ; but, as he confessed in his last illness, ¢ he had had
many a bout with Bacchus ; and, although he had always manfully
tapped his claret, and stood up to him until his legs became groggy,
the wine-god had succeeded in flooring him at last!” And he died.

But, notwithstanding the pleasing melancholy I experience in re-
cording these early reminiscences, I fear the digressional garrulity
into which they have imperceptibly tempted me to indulge will
betray that very senility which I have been so sedulous to conceal
both from myself and the reader,—should these pages hereafter, by
any chance be honoured by a perusal. I must likewise candidly
confess, spite of my juvenile feelings, that Time hath not only
« thinned my flowing hair,” but mowed the summit of my head so
close, that it presents the appearance of a monkish tonsure, or rather
it resembles an ostrich egg adorned with a fringe of hair, slightly,
very slightly tinged with an admixture of grey, which I attribute to
the effects of a fever wherewith I was attacked some ten or twelve
years ago! Small, however, as this capillary hedge is, it now and
then requires pruning, and I had consequently commissioned Old
Smith to summon the attendance of the operator. When he return-
ed, I observed, although deeply engaged in my books, that he had
some crotchet in his head which he longed to broach; for he was
more than usually particular in his attention to the office-fire, batter-
ing the round coals and stirring them up so frequently, and repeating
his visits so often and unnecessarily, that it was but too evident he
was watching for an interval in my labours to thrust in a word.

« Well, Smith,” said I, laying down my pen, and taking off my
glasses, ““ have you seen the hair-dresser?”

« Yes, sir, I seed him,” replied Smith, emphatically, “and he says
he ’ll be partic’lar to his time. I never vos in his shop afore. Vot
a place it is! all brass and glass, and gilt and finery. Vy, them ’ere
vinders must ha’ cost a sight o’ money. And vot do you think, sir,
if he ain’t got a rale live bear a-maundering up and down in a wire
cage. It’s a werry little thing, howsomever, compared vith the
vun as I remember a-going about the streets vith a monkey a-top of
its back. As for hisself, I’'m sure he’s more like a hungry hover-
grown gal than a man, vith his vite wristbands turned over his cuffs,
and his hair all greased, and curled, and befrizzled, and his body
screwed in as if he had tied his apron-string too tight and choked
hisself.”

« Fashion changes everything,” said I. « The hair-dressers of the
present day are indeed a very different race from the barbers I re-
member in my youth. They were fluttering and swarming about
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the whole city of a morning, Sundays and working-days too, like so
many butterflies, and their powder-besprinkled clothes made them
appear almost as downy. Smith, why, you remember old Sam?

“To be sure, sir,” replied he, “and a decent respectable body he
vos.”

“Very,” said I; «“ and he had fortunately acquired such an insight
into the dispositions of his customers, that he knew when to talk
and when to be silent. Poor Sam! I respected him very much.”

I know’d as how you did, or I should not have taken the liberty
of telling him to call,” said Smith.

“Who ?—what, Sam! Is he alive? ” I exclaimed, in surprise.

“ Alive, and that ’s all,” replied Smith ; « for he has had a parala-
tic, and has got a asthma.”

“ Why, when did you see him? "

¢ Let me see,” said Smith, closing one eye, and inclining his head
towards his left shoulder,—* let me see; it vos last Ve'n’sday vos a
veek. It vos a’ter I shut up. I vos a-going into Honey-lane market,
ven I seed a man a-holding on by vun o’ the postes at the corner,
and breathin’ partic’lar hard. ¢ Young man,” says he, in as civil a
woice as a Christian could speak, —‘young man,” says he, ¢ vill you
Jist pick up my stick ?* In course I did it in a jiffy. ¢Thank ye,
says he; and then, looking in his face for the fust time, I says,
says I, ¢ Vy, goodness gracious me ! you’re Mr. Thorley’s barber as
vos.” And sure as a gun it vos him. And then he axed a’ter you,
sir; and begged me to present his dootiful respects, and told me as
how he vos on the parish, and they allowed him four shillin’ a week ;
and a great deal more, poor fellow!”

“ Well?”

““And I told him to call, as I vos quite sure as you 'd not forgot-
ten him, ‘It’s no disrespect,” says he; <but I know beggars ain’t
welcome nowhere.” ”

“That’s just like poor Sam,” said I. ¢ He is not one to thrust
his troubles upon his friends. I hope he will come.”

On the evening of the third day after this communication, Smith
opened the door of my room, and thrusting in his head and shoul-
ders, inquired if I was ¢ at home.’

““Yes, to be sure,” [ replied. ¢ Is the captain of the Miranda ar-
rived >~ for I had been hourly expecting him.

“ Another guess person, sir,” said Smith, and then added in an
under tone, ““It’s the barber, sir, Old Sam.”

I ordered him to be admitted immediately. The old man entered.
I had not seen him for many years. Having gently upbraided him
for keeping me in ignorance of his misfortunes, I ordered him a
glass of generous wine, and the old man, warming gradually into
conversation, gave me the following narrative of his life.

THE BARBER'S TALE.

I had the misfortune to be born handsome, and during my ap-
prenticeship the ladies would have no one to dress their hair but
me. This was a mortal offence to my master, and a fatigue to me.
How often have I, when rushing from pole to pole, come in violent
contact with a brother strap, and, much to the amusement of the
passers-by, raised a cloud of powder large enough for the ambition
of Jupiter.

E2
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My head was more profitable to him, however, than his original
barber’s pole. I was no sooner out of my time, than his daughter
looking upon me with different eyes from the old shaver, actually
offered me her hand — fist 1 should say, for she was the clumsiest
creature you could meet with in a day’s march —in fact, a chip of
the old block, with a touch of brimstone, although I looked upon
her as neither a match nor a catch. I met her overtures with a cut-
ting air, and having told her that red hair was my abomination,
she took affront, and looked more ugly than ordinary. This was
¢ the head and front of my offending ;” but her old father served me
as he did the heads of his customers—he cut me!

I was not long in procuring another situation ; but the tax bein
just then laid on, powder almost instantaneously exploded. This
was a blow that completely annihilated our puffs! Finding that I
was more likely to get the sack than to bag more game, I accepted
the offer of one of the heads of the corporation (for I dressed no-
thing but the heads) to become his valet. My fortune I now consi-
dered made. I felt elevated, and regarded my patron as the raiser
of my falling fortunes. But here, unfortunately, my good looks lost
me his countenance.

His lady, twenty years his junior, and who I believe was not his
lawful wife, unluckily looked upon me too favourably. I had not
been a quarter in his service before she prevailed upon him to in-
crease my wages—an advance to which I certainly had no objection ;
but the advances she made me on her own private account I could
not conscientiously receive, however flattering they might be; for
she was really a very pretty but vulgar young woman, having ori-
ginally operated in his kitchen before she was elevated to the par-
Iour ; and, indeed, the servant continually peeped through the
flimsy disguise of the——mistress !

Honesty, they say, is the best policy : I have lived to experience
that the policy of assurance is much better. The sweetest wine
turns the soonest to vinegar; and I soon found myself in a sad
pickle, and unable to preserve my situation, for in declining a prof-
fered freedom I lost my lvery. By this sudden reverse I found my-
self, like a Bartlemy fair tumbler, on my own hands.
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I thought of my old calling; but I had been nearly twelve
months out of the line, and when a man has once lost his footing, it
is a very difficult thing to get upon his legs again.

It was some consolation, however, that mine was not a solitary
trouble, for I found an innumerable flight of juvenile shavers whom
the iniquitous poll-tax, as we called it, had thrown out, and scatter-
ed in every direction—like a discharge of small shot. In fact, there
were more blocks than wigs to cover them.

But I was not discouraged by the temporary want of success
which my daily applications met with, although I saw others who
could scarcely keep their chins above water, drink deep to drown
their sorrows, and of course they sank. DMy spirits, however, were
not to be damped or diluted by the cold water which was continu-
ally thrown upon my honest endeavours. I persevered; and after
¢ fishing ” patiently for a blue moon, I at last caught a place.

How diligently I worked! for labour after three months’ idleness
appeared an agreeable amusement. I did as much business as any
two journeymen in the establishment; and having always a glib
tongue and a ready wit, I soon ingratiated myself with the cus-
tomers ; and my governor having gumption enough to appreciate my
merits, soon raised my wages.

I felt myself a made man: I had taken root! Had I only been
born an ugly man my fortune would probably have been made.
Not content with my excellent quarters, I must needs take unto
myself a better-half. Yes! old Dimble had a niece — his adopted
daughter. It was summer weather; the fires were out; and she
obtained the appointment of purveyor of hot water to the shaving
department. She was very interesting ; and I was so struck when
I first beheld her, that I carried away the curl of a customer in the
hot tongs, and nearly singed his ear into the bargain. My fate was
sealed. I had few opportunities of seeing her alone ; but the dear
girl did not keep me long in hot water. We got secretly married,
and intended to keep her uncle in the dark, as he had promised to
leave her all his property, and, as he was now become very old and
infirm, there was a fair prospect of an early transfer of his real and
personal estate. And the poor old man did die ; and when his will
was opened it enclosed a copy of our marriage certificate, extracted
two months after it had taken place! We found he could keep a
secret as well as ourselves. A former will was revoked. He be-
queathed me his Welsk wig, and left a distant relative his Zeir.

This was the commencement of my misfortunes: time, sickness,
and old age have done the rest.
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TIM HOGAN’S GHOST.
BY J. S. COYNE.

«“ Waar in the world can keep Dermott away from me so long ?
*Tis four days since Ilaid eyes upon the scapegrace. I wondher what
mischief he’s afther now. Fighting or coorting somewhere, 1’1l be
bound. After all, though he’s a quare devil, rollicking and taring
through the country like a wild coult, he has a true and loyal
heart to me. Isn’t there Peggy Reiley would give her new yallow
gown for one kind look from his two black eyes; but though she
has a couple of pigs, and twenty guineas fortune, she can’t coax
him from his own poor Norah, that dotes down on the very ground
he walks on.”

Thus soliloquised Norah Conolly, the prettiest belle in the village
of Ardrossan. Her spinning-wheel had for several minutes ceased
to perform its revolutions, so deeply was she engrossed by her medi-
tations. The object of her solicitude was a young fellow, who, by
the proper use of a well-shaped leg, a pair of merry black eyes, and
a tongue mellifluous with brogue and blarney, had “played the
puck ” with half the girls’ hearts in the barony.

Dermott O’'Rourke, or, to give him hismore popular name, ¢ Der-
mott the Rattler,” was the handiest boy at a double jig or a faction-
fight within twenty miles of where he stood. So notorious had he
become for his wild pranks, that every act of mischief or frolic that
occurred in the parish was laid at his door. Yet, with all this,
Dermott’s love for Norah Conolly sprang up green and beautiful,
amidst the errors of an ardent and reckless disposition.

“There’s no use fretting,” continued Norah, after a long silence.
“The blessed Mother will, I know, watch over and restore my dear
Dermott to me.”

“To be sure she will, ma callicen bawn ;* and here I am safe and
sound, come back to you like a pet pigeon,” cried a well-known
voice, and at the same 1nstant a smacking kiss announced the return
of the truant.

“Why, then, Dermott,” cried the blushing Norah, < have done
now, will you. Sit down, and tell me where you have been philan-
dering this week past.”

Dermott twirled his stick, looked puzzled and irresolute, and
made no reply.

«“Ah!” cried Norah, “you have been about some mischief, I
know. Tell me, Dermott, what has happened ? ”

“Why, then, a mighty quare accident has happened to me, sure
enough. I listed for a sojer at the fair,” replied the Rattler.

“Listed for a soldier, Dermott!” cried Norah, growing deadly

ale.
P «The devil a doubt of it, Noreen,” answered Dermott. * A civil-
spoken gentleman, one Sergeant Flint by name, slipped a shilling
into my hand, stuck a cockade in my hat, and tould me that he’d
make me a brigadier or a grenadier, I don’t well remember which.”
¢ Oh! Dermott, dear, is it going to lave me you are, when you

* My fair girl.
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know ’twill break my heart?” And the poor girl burst into tears,
and threw herself into hier lover’s arms.

« Whisht, whisht, Noreen asthore! 1’1l never lave you.—I have
resigned. I threw up my grenadier’s commission, and quitted the
army, for your sake. I’m detarmined never to go to heaven with a,
red coat upon my back.”

<« But if you are listed, Dermott—if you took the shilling—"

« Pooh ! never mind—that ’s nothing,” he replied quickly. “I’'m
above such mane considherations. Make your mind asy on that
subject. But in the mane time, I°d as lieve keep out of the way of
that civil-spoken sergeant, by rason of the shilling which I forgot to
return him, in my hurry coming away.”

The fact was, that a recruiting sergeant had fallen in with Der-
mott at the fair, and, taking a fancy to his light active figure, had
endeavoured to persuade him that fourpence a day, with the privi-
lege of being shot at in a red coat, was the summit of human glory.
Our hero, whose heart was softened by the spirit of the mountain-
dew, listened to the sergeant’s romances of woman, war, and wine
with a greedy ear ; and when the old crimp, like the ghost of Ham-
let’s father, whispered to him ¢ List, list! oh, list!” Dermott’s palm
‘closed upon the shilling that purchased his liberty for life, and
throwing his caubeen * into the air, he fancied himself alrecady a vic-
torious general, with a grove of laurel encompassing his brows. The
party then repaired to the inn, where a gallon of hot punch was
instantaneously ordered to celebrate the introduction of the new
recruit to the —th regiment of foot. Several loyal toasts were pro-
posed by the sergeant, to which Dermott did such ample honour,
that he soon became oblivious of everything around him.

Consigned by his comrades to bed, our new hero dreamed a
troubled dream “of guns, and drums, and wounds,” until the first
beams of a summer sun shining through a curtainless window full
upon his face recalled him to a state of consciousness. Starting up,
he rubbed his eyes, and gazed around him in indescribable amaze-
ment. One of the soldiers, who as well as himself had taken his
share of the drink, was reposing in his full uniform upon a pallet
beside him, with his mouth expanded in a peculiarly favourable
manner for catching flies. The gaudy cockade which was fastened
in his hat, together with some faint recollection of the events of the
preceding night, produced in the Rattler some very uncomfortable
sensations ; and finding that his military enthusiasm had consider-
ably abated, he resolved to make a hasty retreat, without any unne-
cessary ceremony. For this purpose, he arose softly, and tried to
open the door, but discovered, to his mortification, that it was fas-
tened on the outside. He next examined the window, and finding
that it was only a single story from the ground, quietly opened it,
and dropped from it on the roof of a friendly pig-sty beneath,
leaving his friend the sergeant to catch him again when he could.

Norah being assured by Dermott that there was no chance of his
being pursued to Ardrossan by the soldiers, brightened up, and
laughed heartily at her lover’s adventure.

«Well,” said she, ¢ that ’s the funniest story I ever heard. What
a pucker the sojers must have been in when they found you had

* An old hat.
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given them the slip! Ah! Dermott, Dermott, I 'm afeard you’ll be
always the same wild—"

« Bathershin ! ” exclaimed the Rattler, interrupting her, «“never
mind that. Do you know that this is the evening the cake is to be
danced for up at Moll Doran’s of the Hill, between the boys and
*girls of Ardrossan and Kilduff? »

< I heard them say so,” answered Norah.

« Well,” replied Dermott, “I mean to have a fling there, and yon
shall be my partner, There will be lashins of company there, and
the grandest divarsion ever was seen. So come along—put on your
bonnet and things—come along.”

Norah, who was easily persuaded to appear at the rustic festival,
was not long in completing her simple toilette ; and with a light grey
cloak flung over her graceful figure, and a smart straw bonnet tied
under her chin by a pale blue riband, which contrasted charmingly
with her fair neck and fresh complexion, set out, under the protec-
tion of her lover, for the village dance.

At the intersection of two remote and rarely-frequented roads
stood the principal hostelrie of the village of Ardrossan, kept by the
widow Doran, who announced to all travellers, by means of a sign-
board painted black, in large white letters, that she supplied ¢ Ex-
TERTAINMT. FOR MAN AND HORs,” with “ Goop DRY LOGINGS” to
boot.

Adjoining to Mrs. Doran’s hotel, a natural enclosnre, presenting a
favourable level of about two acres in extent, was the chosen spot
where the candidates for dancing fame assembled annually to con-
tend for the cake,* which, like the golden apple of old, was often
the cause of feuds and heartburnings amongst the rival fair ones of
Kilduff and Ardrossan.

At the further end of this plain, a primitive-looking tent was
erected, where a plentiful supply of potteen was provided for the
spiritually disposed. In front of the tent a churn-dash was fixed,
with the handle thrust into the earth, and on the head, or flat end,
the prize-cake was placed full in sight of the competitors. A tall,
gaunt-looking man, in a rusty wig, and a coat which might once
have been termed black, was standing in the midst of a group of at-
tentive auditors, whom he was addressing in a solemn harangue, but
with a countenance so full of dry humour, that the effect was irre-
sistibly comic. This was Matt Fogarty, the village schoolmaster, not
only venerated as the oracle of wisdom and learning, but also re-
garded as the unerring arbiter in all matters of etiquette and cere-
mony by the entire parish.

« And now, boys and girls,” said he, elevating his voice, ““as sur-
veyor and directhor of this fantastic and jocular meeting, I direct
the demensthrations to begin.  You all know the rules. The best
couple of dancers win the cake. So take to your partners, and
commence your flagitious recrayations.”

* In the west of Ireland a custom exists somewhat similar to that of choosing
the May Queen in Ingland. On the eve of May day, the young people of a
particular parisli, or sometimes of two adjoining parishes, dressed in their holi-
day clothes, assemble at an appointed place, for the purpose of trying each other’s
strength and skill in the art of dancing, The fortunate girl who tires down all 'hcr
competitors is declared the winner of a large prize-cake prepared for the occasion,
and retains until the day twelvemonth following the envied title of callicen a woi-
ragh.
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A loud hurrah followed this pithy address, the fiddles began to
squeak, and the bagpipes to scream in the agonies of being tuned;
and Barney Driscoll, a young good-looking fellow, who divided the
attention of the girls with Dermott the Rattler, stepped with a con-
fident air into the circle, leading by the hand Peggy Flynn, the
belle of the rival parish of Kilduff. A loud cheer from Barney’s
friends greeted his appearance ; but before it had subsided, Dermott
O’Rourke and Norah Conolly stood beside their competitors, and
were hailed by a still more deafening cheer. The schoolmaster,
seeing that both parties were prepared, thus addressed the musi-
cians, who were elevated on a temporary dais of turf:—

“ Now, ye vagabone sons of Orpheus, begin. Mike, your sowl,
rosin your bow ; — Terence, you divil, inflate your musical append-
ages, and strike up something lively.”

Accordingly the musical pair struck up with an energy that, in
the opinion of the hearers, more than counterbalanced any little dis-
cord observable in the harmony. The two couple of dancers, fired
by a spirit of emulation, exerted themselves to the utmost; and as
the mirth and music waxed loud and louder, the spectators, carried
away by the enthusiasm of the moment, encouraged their respec-
tive friends by applauding shouts and vociferous support, until at
length, after a severe contest, Peggy Flynn was compelled from ex-
haustion to give in, leaving Dermott and Norah undisputed victors
of the field. A lofty caper, and a hearty smack on his partner’s lips,
testified the delight of the Rattler, who knocking the cake from the
churn-dash, carried it in triumph to Norah,

Matt Fogarty now advanced, and waving his hand to procure a
hearing, again addressed the assemblage.

« Neighbours all,—I announce and promulgate that the cake has
been fairly won and achieved by Norah Conolly, vi ef armis, — that
means by force of legs and arms. So now, boys, give one cheer for
our purty little Noreen, and then hands round for a fling of a dance
altogether.”

The words were hardly spoken when a hearty hurrah rent the air,
a circle was formed, and every person who could shake a leg joined
in a merry dance round the successful pair.

In the full tide of their mirth, a small military party was ob-
served on the brow of the hill, approaching the village at a smart

ace.
P The sojers are coming,” cried an old woman, the first who had
perceived them.

In an instant the hands that were grasped together in friendly
union became unlocked, the joyous circle was broken, and the shouts
of laughter which rang so cheerily amongst the hills died into solemn
silence. Looks of suspicion and alarm were exchanged between the
men, who conversed in whispers together ; while the unmarried
girls by their sparkling eyes showed the pleasure they felt at the
sight of the soldiers.

Norah, who participated in this feminine predilection for a bit of
scarlet, clapped her hands in ecstasy.

¢« Come, Dermott,” cried she, half dragging her reluctant partner
towards the road, “ come and see the sojers. There — look at them
marching down the hill, their swords and bayonets sparkling in the
sun. DMake haste, or you ll lose the sight.”
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A single glance was sufficient to convince Dermott that the party
belonged to the regiment which he had so unceremoniously quitted,
and worse still, that his quondam friend, Sergeant Flint, was amongst
them. Having no desire to renew his acquaintance with that face-
tious gentleman, he plucked Norah hastily back, and whispering in
her ear, said,

¢ By the piper o’ war, I’'m sowld, Norah! There s that thief of
a sergeant that listed me amongst the sojers. As sure as the Pope’s
a gintleman, ’tis hunting afther me they are! What in the world
am I to do now?”

“Oh! Dermott, dear, run for your life afore he sees you. What
a misfortinet girl I was to bring you into this trouble ! ” replied the
now terrified girl.

“ Never mind, Norah, darling; I’ll get out of his way as fast as I
can,” cried Dermott.

‘ But if you go home, they ’Il be sure to find you,” said she.

“Divil a doubt of that,” replied the Rattler. “I’m too’cute a fox
to be caught that way. Is there not a wake down at Ned Hag-
garty’s?”

 Sure there is,” answered Norah. ¢ Tim Hogan, the ould piper,
died last night, and they 're waking him in Ned Haggarty’s barn.”

 Devil a better ! ” eried Dermott, snapping his fingers. “I’ll go
down to poor Tim’s wake: they’ll never think of sarching for me
there to-night; and I'll be off to my cousin Tom’s in the mountain
at cock-shout in the morning.”

This plan appearing the most feasible he could hit on for avoiding
his military friends, Dermott, accompanied by his sweetheart, slip-
ped quietly out of the crowd, and hurried down a bye-path through
the fields to the barn, where the remains of the defunct piper were
laid out.

Meanwhile the officer in command of the little party, having seen
his men disposed as comfortably as the limited accommodations of
the village would allow, tovk up his own quarters in the Widow
Doran’s hotel, where, being ushered into a small earthen-floored
whitewashed room, he threw himself into a chair, inwardly cursed
the irksome duty that had devolved upon him, — which was, in
fact, the very unromantic and harassing one of affording assistance
to the excise-officers in an extensive ‘still hunt,”* through the
mountains in the neighbourheod. His meditations were however
shortly interrupted by the entrance of the landlady.

¢« Mrs. What’s-your-name,” said the young soldier, ¢ I—a—sup-
pose there’s no kind of amusement to be found in this infernally
stupid place?”

« Amusement ! ” cried the widow, bridling up. ¢ Ardrossan beats
the whole world for it. ’Tis a thousand pities yer honor wasn’t
here yesterday; we had a Dbit of the finest divarsion you ever
seen.”

“Indeed! Pray what wasit?”

“ Why, the boys cotch a bailiff, and gave him a steeple-chase, sir,”
replied Mrs. Doran.

v

* The officers of excise frequently scour the country in search of illicit distil-
leries in those remote districts where the potfcen is manufactured. These forays
are called by the peasantry ¢still hunts,”
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“ Gave him a steeple-chase? I don’t understand you.”

“I’ll insense your honour, then. You see, sir, a parcel of the
boys cotch one of them vagabone bailiffs trying to sarve a writ upon
the masther at the House* below. They said it was about some
ould account he owed a tailor in Dublin, and that they wanted to
make him pay it, which your honour knows, is contrairy to all sinse
and rason, any way. Some of the tinants was for cutting off the
bailiff’s ears, and sending them in a letter to the sheriff,—more of
them wor for ducking him in the mill-pond ; but others were for
giving him a steeple-chase across the country first. Well, they all
agreed to that, and they started him from the gable-end of Shawn
Ruagh’s turf-rick, with his coat turned inside out ; the boys giving
him a good piece odds, to make the more fun for themselves ; for it
was settled that if the bailiff could beat them as far as the ould
church of Kilduff, he was to be let off free; but if he was caught
afore getting there, he should lose his ears ; which of coorse he wish-
ed to keep if he could. Well, as I was saying, away they all started
like greyhounds after the bailiff, and maybe he didn’t run like mad,
jumping over hedges and drains almost as smart as the best of them.
Hows’ever there was a little fellow among the boys,—one Phil Do-
nelly, a weaver ; and though the crathur had legs like a spider, he
ran better than any of the others. 'Twould have made yer honour
laugh to see him splashing through the ditches like a fairy, till, be-
dad! at last he came up with the bailiff near Tom Delany’s haggart,
where an ould ancient goose and gander, with a dozen young ones,
wor divarting themselves in the sun. Well, the weaver grips the
bailiff by the neck as bould as brass, but though Phil had a
powerful sperrit, he wasn’t a match in strength for the bailiff, who
cotch him, saving yer honour’s presence, by the wisband of the
breeches, and pitched him like a kitten over the haggart wall into
the middle of the goslins. The ould gander, of coorse, wasn’t a bit
too well plased at Phil dropping in amongst them in such a promis-
cuous manner, and flew at him in a desperate rage. The poor weaver
had no way of escaping but by jumping into a barrel of hogwash
which happened to be near him. And there he stood up to his
neck, roaring for the bare life, while the ould thief of a gander kept
walking round the barrel, stretching out his long neck, and hissing,
as much as to say, ‘Come out of that, if you dare, and see what
you’ll get.” At last the rest of the boys came up; but when they
saw the weaver in the washtub, and the gander keeping guard upon
him, they were ready to drop with the dint of laughing. When
they got tired, they pulled the weaver out, all dripping with wash,
and almost frightened out of his seven sentences. But the delay
gave the bailiff time to escape, and so they gave up the chase, and
_returned home. Wasn’t it a murdher, sir, you warn’t here to see
the fun?”

The officer could not exactly perceive the fun of hunting an un-
fortunate devil for his ears, and was beginning to express his dis-
taste for such amusements, when a single tap was heard at the
door.

“ Come in!” cried the lieutenant.

The door opened, and Sergeant Flint advanced into the room.

* The landlord is usually called ¢ the master ” by his tenants, and his residence
is known par excellence as  the house.”
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As soon as the landlady had quitted it, the lientenant turned to the
sergeant to hear his news.

“We have found him, your honour,” said Flint, touching his
cap.

“Found whom ?”

“The deserter, sir,—Dermott O’Rourke,—the fellow that gave
me the slip last week at the fair of Ballintubber,” replied the ser-
geant.

«“Well ; you have arrested him ? ” said the lieutenant.

¢ No, your honour,” replied Flint. «I only caught a glimpse of
him amongst the crowd a while ago; and then the fellow disappear-
ed as if hie had sank into the earth. However, I determined not to
lose him so easily, and by a few careless inquiries amongst the vil-
lagers I have discovered that he has sneaked off to the wake of an
old piper, a short distance from here.”

« Well—aw—sergeant,” said the officer, yawning. ¢ You had
better order out a corporal’s guard, and take the rascal prisoner.
We must make an example of him.”

The sergeant brought his hand to his cap with a military sweep,
and marched out of the room.

Meantime Dermott had reached the barn where they were waking
the dead piper. It was alow thatched house, crowded with persons
of both sexes, who were seated on rude benches and blocks of wood
ranged on either side along the walls. Thick clouds of tobacco-
smoke curled up to the dark roof, and partially dimmed the light of
the candles, which, by means of tin sockets were stuck into the mud
walls at respectful distances. The potteen circulated freely, — tales
were told, and songs were sung ; the cld crones gossipped, tippled,
and smoked apart from the others; the steady married folks talked
of the crops, the markets, and the Repale; while the «boys and
girls” carried on several prosperous courting-matches in remote
corners.

In the general enjoyment, poor Tim Hogan, who lay stretched as
stiff as old Brian Boru, in a small room, only separated from that in
which the company were assembled by a thin partition and a slight
door, was left “all alone by himself,” forgotten by all his friends,
except a knot of elderly ladies, who discussed the merits of the de-
ceased and the quality of the whisky by turns,

« Have you seen the corp yet, Biddy Mulcahy ? ” inquired one of
the hags of a visiter who had just joined their group, and was in the
act of conveying the whisky-bottle to ber face,

«Troth I have, Nelly, and straight and purty it looks. It’s poor
Tim would be proud, and well he might, if he could see himself ly-
ing there in his dacent white shirt, snug and comfortable, with the
blessed candles lighted around him.”

« But, is it true that when he was dying he charged them to bury
his pipes along with him,” inquired Biddy.

«The sorra word of lie in it,” replied Nelly. ‘ And more be-
token he has his pipes laid on one side of him, and a full bottle of
whisky on the other, within there, this very minnit.”

« Blessed Saver! What ’ll he want with whisky and munsic
where he’s going ?

« Lord knows! DMaybe the poor crather was afeard of being
lonesome on the road, and there’s no better company than——"
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The old woman’s harangue was here interrupted by the sudden
opening of the barn-door, outside which the scarlet uniforms and
glittering arms of Sergeant Flint and his party were distinctly visi-
ble. The sergeant advanced, and addressing the people, bade them
be under no apprehensions, as he was only in search of a deserter
named Dermott O’Rourke.

¢« Dermott O’Rourke!” repeated twenty voices, and every eye was
turned to the place where Dermott had been sitting beside Norah
Conolly at the moment when the soldiers’ appearance had thrown
the assemblage into eonfusion. Norah was still in the same place,
pale as a winding-sheet, but the Rattler had vanished no one knew
whither.

« I am positive he was here,” said the sergeant.

Every one present knew that the sergeant was right, but all re-
mained silent, and anxiously waited the result of a rigorous seareh
which the soldiers were making. Chairs, tables, and benehes were
overturned ; still the runaway was nowhere to be found.

¢« What have we in here ? ” said Flint, approaching the door of the
inner room.

¢ Only the corp of the piper, your honour,” replied one of the old
women,

The sergeant pushed the door open, and peeped in curiously.
The room, which was small, had no windows, but narrow loopholes
like the outer apartment. It was perfectly empty, excepting the
ghastly corpse of the piper, (rendered still more ghastly by the light
of three small candles falling on his rigid features,) which lay
stretched upon a door, supported by a chair at the head and foot,
and decently covered by a large winnowing-sheet, that reached the
floor in ample drapery on either side.

Sergeant Flint, though a brave man where a living antagonist was
opposed to him, had, like many other brave men, a mysterious hor-
ror of the dead ; he therefore closed the door hastily, convinced that
the defunct Tim was the sole occupant of the room. Dermott’s
friends, who were even more surprised than the sergeant at his sud-
den disappearance, now imagined that he had slipped off without be-
ing observed by the soldiers, and in order to afford him full time to
escape, eagerly pressed Flint and his party not to go away until they
had warmed their hearts with a drop, just to show that there was no
ill-will between them. The sergeant, who never declined a liberal
offer, consented ; and the privates following the example of their of-
ficer, sat down with little ceremony, and began to make the punch
disappear very rapidly. Jug after jug of the steaming beverage was
mixed and emptied; and at every fresh brewing the sergeant found
himself more loth to quit his present quarters. He was in high
spirits, and in the fulness of his heart volunteered to sing a favour-
ite song ; but hardly had he begun to clear his throat, and pitch his
voice, when he was interrupted by a discordant tuning of bagpipes.
A general scream from the women followed, and the men started up
in undisguised alarm. Sergeant Flint, the natural purple of whose
nose had faded to a slaty blue, endeavoured to look unconcerned,
and inquired in a faltering voice what had occurred.

“Don’t you hear?” cried an old woman, who had grappled him
firmly round the waist. ¢ Sargint avourneen, ’tis Tim Hogan’s
ghost tuning his pipes.”
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«“Nonsense! Let me go: there’s no such thing. Who ever
heard of a ghost playing the bagpipes? Zounds! I say, loose me,
woman !~ cried the sergeant, struggling hard to liberate himself.
But while he spoke a figure enveloped from head to foot in a white
sheet, and producing a variety of unmusical sounds from a set of
pipes, appeared at the door of the inner room.

¢ The ghost !—the ghost !—Tim Hogan’s ghost!” shouted the ter-
rified people, who, without waiting to see more, rushed pell-mell,
screaming, swearing, praying, and tumbling over stools and tables
to make their escape.

In the mélée the sergeant contrived to be one of the first out of the
barn, and, without stopping to muster his men, took to his heels,
and never cried “halt” till he had reached his quarters, leaving his
party to follow him at their own discretion.

The wake-house being thus summarily cleared, no one would ven-
ture to return to it during the night; the following morning, how-
ever, a few of the boldest villagers summoned courage to revisit the
scene of the preceding night’s adventure ; but great was their sur-
prise on discovering the unruly piper lying quietly, with his pipes
beside him, precisely as he had been disposed by the persons who
had laid him out. Nothing appeared to have been touched except
the bottle of whisky, and that had been drained to the bottom.
Upon hearing which, Biddy Mulcahy was heard to exclaim,

«Ah! then, I wouldn’t doubt poor Tim; dead or alive, he’s not
the boy to leave his liquor behind him.”

Notwithstanding the frightful stories that circulated through the
parish of the appearance of the piper’s ghost, and the disappearance
of the whisky at the wake, poor Tim was in due time put quietly
under the sod in the little church-yard of Ardrossan, with his fa-
vourite instrument at his feet, and a full bottle of choice pottecn at
his head.

Some days after these occurrences the military party, with Ser-
geant Flint, quitted Ardrossan, and then Dermott O’'Rourke, who
had privately withdrawn from the neighbourhood, returned to the
village, and explained the mystery of the ghost. He said that, in
the confusion which took place on the unexpected entrance of the
soldiers, he had, unperceived by any one except Norah Conolly (now
Mrs. O’'Rourke) slipped into the room where the piper was laid;
but finding there no means of escape, and being hard pressed, he
crept cautiously under the boards which supported the dead body ;
after a while he ventured to crawl out, and discovered the bottle of
whisky, which he tasted so frequently that he became ready for an
devilry. In this humour a droll thought struck him of masquerad}i
ing in the character of the dead piper. With the help of the win-
nowing-sheet and the bagpipes, he succeeded, as we have seen, in
raising a beautiful ruction amongst the villagers, and in effectually
frightening away his unwelcome friend, the sergeant. .

The truth of Dermott’s story was, however, stoutly denied by the
majority of those who had been at the wake. Ashamed of being
alarmed so ridiculously, they maintained that they could not be mis-
taken, and that the appearance they bad seen on that memorable
night was no other than the genuine ghost of Tim Hogan, the

piper.
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AZENOR THE PALE.
BY LOUISA STUART COSTELLO.

In the year 1400, Ives, or Iwen, Lord of Kermorvan, married the
heiress of the house of Kergroadez, whose name was Azénor. The
legends of Cornouaille recount that the young lady had bestowed her
affections on a younger son of the family of Mezléan, who was poor,
and intended for the church. Her relations opposed the inclination
of the lovers, and forced her to marry Iwen, whose alliance they
were anxious to secure, on account of his power and wealth.

The vanity of their ambition, and the defeat of their projects, are
illustrated in the following melancholy ballad, well known in Bre-
tagne, and extant in the dialect of Cornouaille. The castles of Ker-
morvan and Kergroadez still exist: the latter was rebuilt in the
seventeenth century. The fountain may yet be seen where Azénor
the Pale sat to weave her garlands for “son doux clerc de Mezléan.”
The house of Mezléan is in ruins ; one portal alone remains, defend-
ed by a battlemented gallery with machicoulis, and a few walls over-
grown with wallflower.

The bard concludes his lay by stating that it was composed in the
Chiteau du Hénan, which is a few leagues from Kemperlé in Basse
Cornouaille, and that a lady (perhaps one of the daughters of the
Sire de Guer, to whom the chiteau must then have belonged) had
written it from his dictation. In descending the pretty river Aven
to gain the open sea, this feudal tower may be observed on the right
bank. It is light, graceful, and beautifully ornamented with stone-
work in the best taste of the fourteenth century.

PART I.

They ’ve promised Azénor the Pale,
But not to him she loves so well ;
The wedding-day they soon may hail,
But who tHe tale of love shall tell ?
The bridegroom comes with pomp and glee,
The Clerk of Mezléan is not he!

The little Azénor one day
Beside a fountain sate alone;
The robe was silk of yellow gay,
And near her flowers of broom were strown,
Bright golden flowers, a wreath to make
For her young Clerk of Mezléan's sake.

She sat and wove her garland there,
When, on a fiery charger white,

Sir Iwen pass’d that fountain fair,
And saw her beauty with delight.

A furtive glance he cast, and cried,

“'That maid alone shall be my bride.”

PART II.

The young Clerk to his people said,
His heart with painful thought opprest,
¢ Will none this letter bear the maid,
The gentle maid I love the best?”—
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“Oh! many on thy bidding wait ;
But they will come, fond youth, too late !

¢ My little maiden, tell me, pray,
What news this letter brings to me? ”—
*“Oh ! how should I, dear mistress, say?
Unseal it, Azénor, and see.”

She lays the letter on her knees,

She scarcely dares the seal to break,
And scarce the fatal words she sees

Tor tears that drown her snowy cheek !
< If this he writes be true,”” she cries,
¢« Even while I read the news he dies!”’

Down the steep stair amazed she went—

“ What mean these spits, the small and great?

What mean these fires? For what intent
Come all the ringers to our gate?

The ringers and the pages all
Come trooping from Kermorvan’s hall!”

“Though nothing may to-night betide,
To-morrow thou wilt be a bride.”—
¢ If I must be a bride so soon,

"Twere well betimes I sought my bed,
And when T rise to-morrow’s noon,

*Tis to be buried—but not wed 1 ”’

PART III.

Next morning to her chamber lone
The little maiden softly hied,
Straight to the window is she goue,
And thus in falt'ring tones she cried :
¢« Lady, afar upon the way
A cloud of dust the air divides,
And horsemen prance all proud and gay,
And at their head Sir Iwen rides.
Oh! that his neck were broke in twain,
Spite of his gear and gallant train !
His snow-white courser deck’d with gold,
His cloak with many a velvet fold,
His harness and his housings bright,
And all his pomp of squire and knight ! ’—

¢¢ Accurst the hour that brings him here !
My curse be on them each and alt !
My father, mother, once so dear,
On ye the heaviest shall fall ]
Oh'! never have I heard it sung
That happy were the fond and young—
Oh! never in this world of woe
Their hearts’ desire may lovers know!”

PART 1IV.

How pale was Azénor that day

As she to church pursned her way!

And as by Mezléan she pass’d,

She turn’d her head, and spoke in haste :
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¢ Oh, husband, let me enter there—
But for one moment grant my prayer ! ”—

“To-day, to-day, I tell thee, no:
To-morrow, if it please thee, go.”

Poor Azénor in secret wept,

And none was near to soothe her pain ;
Ier little maiden near her crept,

¢ Oh! mistress dear, this grief restrain,
Good heaven has sure reward in store,
Then dry thine eyes and weep no more.”

But Azénor shed many a tear,
Even as she stood the altar nigh,
And those beyond the door might hear
Within her sobs of agony.

¢¢ Approach, my child, this ring shall be
A pledge of happiuess for thee.”

“The task is hard—oh ! ask it not,
How wretched is my wayward lot !
Will not my tears of anguish move—
I wed a man I cannot love ! "—

“ 1fold, Azénor, ’tis sin and shame,

You wed a man of nable name,

Silver and gold are his I ween,

And Mezléan’s clerk is poor and mean.”

“ With love like ours could we be poor,
Though forced to beg from door to door!”’

PART V.

To Kermorven the bride is come :

1ier husband’s mother hail’d her home.

“ Alas ! she said, in tones of woe,

“ Where is my bed, good mother show.”—
1’1 lead thee there, fair daughter mine—
The black knight’s chamber joins to thine.”

Then on her knees she fell, her hair
Flow’d wildly o’er her shoulders fair,
Cast broken-hearted on the ground,

She murmur’d forth with piteous sound,
“ My God! my God! forsake me not—
Have pity on my hapless lot !””

¢ Where is my wife—dear mother, where 77—
‘“ My son, go mount the turret stair,

She lies in sorrow, and demands

Perchance some comfort at thy hands.”

Within her bower he sought his bride,

¢ All joy and bliss be thine,” she cried—

“ All joy, young widower, to thee,

Such as my heart may never see.”—
VOL. X.

S
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“ Now, by the Virgin, lady fair,
Aund by the saered Trinity,

Such taunts a bridegroom ill may bear,
Thou know’st no widower am I.”—

“ Not yet, but soon thou shalt—now hold—
Take thou my bridal robe so brave,

It cost full thirty crowns of gold,
And that my maiden true shall have.

“ For T have giv’n her care and pain,
And many letters bear did she—

Letters, alas! all lost aud vain,
Between my own dear love and me!

“This mantle new my mother made,
That to the priests I give, to say
The masses that my soul shall aid,
And wash at length my sins away.
My cross and chaplet take, I pray,
In mem’ry of thy bridal day.”

Why toll the bells so low and drcad ?
Why hush’d is all the village glee ?
Young Azénor the bride is dead,
Her head upon her husband’s knee!

Near Pont-Aven, in Hénan’s hall,
His harp the bard in sorrow strung,
To teach this mournful tale to all,
And be for ever said and sung.
The old lord’s minstrel touch’d the chords,
And a fair lady wrote the words.

The name of kloer, or clerks, is given in Britany to young men
who are studying in order to enter the ecclesiastic state. The term
cxactly corresponds with that of the Welsh Zler, and may be recog-
nised as the same as the low Latin elerus, applied to learned men. It
was given in early times to a minstrel or inferior bard, and a poet or
écolier-potle.

The Breton klver belong in general to the class of peasants or small
farmers. At Leon, Kemper, and Vannes they are most to be met
with, They arrive in troops from distant parts of the country, in
their peculiar and singular costume, wearing their long hair, and
distinguished by their rustic naiveté and their accent. They are
generally very young, and live together in the outskirts of the towns
in the simplest manner, not being usually supplied with very ex-
tensive funds.

In summer they return to their villages, but their sojourn in the
towns has always an effect on their minds, which rarely fails to alter
their manners, and few escape a sentimental attachment which only
serves to render them unhappy, as it is incompatible with their
future prospects. It happens not unfrequently that, overcome by
their feelings, they renounce the career they had intended to em-
brace, and throwing aside their books, return ¢ to busy life again.”
But much oftener the church triumphs, and the scholar poet pours
forth all his heart in verse, and confides his sentiments to his muse
alone.
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The klver sing, but never write their compositions, relying rather
on the memory of their hearers than on the fame which publication
might confer, and which would preclude the necessity of their works
being learnt by heart.

But when the clerk becomes a priest, he carefully forgets his for-
mer act, and professes to hold it in abhorrence ; neverthcless, they
contrive to avail themselves of what they formerly delighted in, and
in their addresses to the Deity may be traced the fervour which in-
spi.lc'led the profane songs formerly so much admired, and once their

ride.
: At the celebrated meetings called Pardons, so well known in
Britany, the last evening belongs to the /klver, when they usually
sing their newest love-songs, collected in groups beneath the antique
trees which grow at the entrance of the cemeteries. In Tréquier and
Vannes they often perform sacred dramas, which last several days.

The young clerk of Meziedn appears to have belonged to a class
somewhat beyond the usual rank of the kloer of the present déy.

L.S.C.

SPECIMENS OF MODERN GERMAN POETS.
TRANSLATED BY MARY HOWITT.

HEINRICH HEINE.

DEar girl, we two were children,
Two children young and gay,
When we crept into the hen's-house,
And stretched us under the hay.
Then crowed we like to chanticleer,
And people on the road,
Kikerekeh ! all fancied
It was the cock that crowed !

The chest within the court-yard,
We papered it with care,

And there we dwelt together,
And made a mansion fair.

A neighbour’s ancient tabby
Came to us from the roof;

We made her bows and courtesies,
And compliments enough.

We asked of her well-being
Again and yet again ;—

We ’ve made the same profession
To many old cats since then!

How often we sate and conversed
Like the old with prudent tongue,

And mourn’d how things had alter’d
For worse since we were young.

How love, and truth, and religion
Out of the world were gone;

And how so dear was coffee,
Whilst money there was none!

They are gone the plays of childhood,—
They go the hopes of youth ;

Money, the world, and time goes,
Rebgion, love, and truth !



FASHIONS IN FEET;
OR,

THE TALE OF THL BEAUTIFUL TO-TO.

2

BY ““T. T. T.

Now beat the drum and clatter the gong,

And let us upraise our voices strong,

And tell it aloud with music and song,

What praise may well to our dames belong,

That they re sure to go right if they can’t go wrong.
Ya-Hoo.

I¥ any of our lovely country-women should meet a Chinese lady,
they would deem her lot unblessed — at least, the first idea that
would occur to them would be, that they would not stand in her
shoes. Notwithstanding what has been said by Pope, the characters
of women are very various; but in China, if we may judge them by
their hoofs, we shall take the whole sex for a set (excuse the expres-
sion) of < regular little devils,” and that is equivalent to their being
women of “no characters at all.”

The Chinese ladies do not understand “long measure:” at all
events their table is peculiar, as they have but three inches to a foot.
A curious fact in thelr anatomy is that their toes are bent, and twenty
in number, being doubled under the sole ; thus even though their feet
move forward, their toes go backwards.

They are extremely contentious: they cannot meet without scuf-
fling. Their walk is uneasy — they seem to move with pain; and
how should it be otherwise when nails are under their feet ?
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Yet, though feet so diminutive are at present, and have been for
many centuries, worn by the celestial ladies, this was not always the
case. A French postilion has been described as all boots: the sage
Ya-hoo, whom we have quoted at the head of this story, spoke of
the softer sex in his time as all slippers ; yet it is true that even this
expression seems to set them upon a bad footing.

Their feet were not always so small. You shall find in Chinese
histories that the Emperor Min-Te, who came to the throne in the
thirty-first year of the sixty-first cycle,* had a beautiful Empress,
To-To, whose feet in length rejoiced in their complement of exactly
twelve inches. Her step, too, was exactly thrice a foot; and there-
fore whatever his ministers might recommend, he would adopt no
measures but what she approved.

The Emperor loved his lady with imperial measure of attach-
ment ; indeed he regarded her single self with more affection than
he entertained besides for any two of his handmaidens: and he
would seldom absent himself from her society except when it was
necessary for him to give audience,—that is, to smoke a quiet hooka
in presence of his ministers,—in the celestial council-chamber. The
custom of the country rendered it impossible that To-To should at-
tend him there ; but when the formal conference was over, he would
frequently detain his favourite minister, Hum, in whose character
and wisdom he had great confidence, and retiring to a more snug
apartment, would invite his Empress to join them in a cosy pipe.
On such occasions state business was sometimes a second time dis-
cussed ; and the decisions of the lesser council often annulled and
superseded those of the greater.

Min-Te was a lazy monarch, and was well pleased to have all
troublesome questions of policy or justice arranged in a quiet man-
ner, without his intervention: he did not like to be obliged to de-
cide between the conflicting opinions of different ministers; but in
these agreeable little after-councils, strange to say, though a lady
was allowed a voice in them, there was always unanimity, and sel-
dom a very lavish expenditure of words. No wonder that Min-Te
should value a minister whose simple eloquence, and of course great
argumentative powers, sufficed at once, upon whatever subject the
were exercised, to carry conviction even to an Empress. To testify
his great esteem for Hum, he ordered that he should be lodged in
the palace, in chambers not far distant from the imperial apart-
ments. He frequently employed him to instil into the lovely To-
To a proper sense of all the duties she should aim at fulfilling as a
woman and a wife; but above all, as the chosen lady of the Em-

eror.

The beautiful Empress received meekly and graciously the lessons
of virtue thus imparted to her. Nothing, to her apprehension, could
be more agreeable than the counsels given by Hum; and she de-
lighted in the low and earnest voice in which they were uttered.
The Emperor, looking on at a little distance, was overjoyed at sce-
ing with how much attention she listened to the instructions of so
excellent an adviser; and when at other times he heard her dis-
course of virtue and the duties of wifehood, < This is all Hum,”
thought he. Thus she gained still more of his affection, and Hum

* A.D. 934,
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of his esteem ; and the fame of both went abroad throughout all the

celestial dominions. When Hum appeared abroad in the streets the

%eople flocked about him. “A Hum! a Hum!” they cried, < the
mperor’s favoured counsellor. Three cheers for a Hum!” Then

tHhey shouted aloud, and no sound could be heard except “A
um!”

The Emperor was a sound sleeper ; that is to say, he could sleep
in spite of a sound. It is strange that a sound sleeper and a quicl
sleeper should be nearly synonymous expressions ; not quite, indeed,
for one who snores may be a sound sleeper. The Empress was a
sound sleeper also ; a very determined sleeper ; for she was addict-
ed to somnambulism, and somnambulists must be very determined
sleepers.

From being himself such a decided somnulist it was some time
before the Emperor became aware of his lady’s peculiarity. A little
whisper, however,—no bigger than a musquito, which had for seve-
ral days been fluttering about the palace, and buzzing inte people’s
ears, one morning came dancing about his; and having awhile
piped into it in a very small voice, gave it a sting which caused con-
siderable irritation, then flew out at the window, and in a short time
had treated every mother’s son, and no less father’s daughter,
throughout the celestial dominions, in nearly the same way.

That little provoking noise kept ringing in his imperial music-
box, and the smart continued, so that his majesty at night was quite
unable to sleep; but, in the hope, no doubt, of bringing the cus-
tomary drowsy influence upon him, he lay quite still (by his lady’s
side), and breathed hard, as though he had been in slumber. Un-
questionably it must have been very trying to his feelings as a hus-
band to know that his wife was all the while very comfortably
riposing in the arms—nay, don’t be frightened—in the arms of Mor-
pheus.

He fell however into a sort of half-doze, a dreamy mood, in which
the little tune of the small whisper seemed to split into two parts;
the one consisted of a number of minikin figures made up of queer
bars very strangely put together, which kept dancing about his closed
eyes; the other still sounded in his ear, but its members assumed

" an articulate character, and the sounds and the figures mutually in-
terpreted each other; whilst the tune was still discernible in the
words, and the motions of the characters kept time to it. This was
the song:

Min-Te, Min-Te, Min-Te,
Oh Emperor, bold and free!
Do as 1 bid,
Open your lid,
You’d better be wise and see.
With a chee, chee, cheee, chee, chee, ches, chee.
Lest it betide (chee, chee,)
That your wife should creep (chee, chee,)*
Away from your side, (chee, chee,)
For she walks in her sleep (chee, chee).
With a cliee, chee, chee, chee, cheeee, cheee, chee,
And a chee, chee, cheeee, cheee, cheee, chee, cheeeeceee.

* 1 believe it is either Captain Marryatt or Captain Basil Hall who has given a
specimen of the Mosquito language very closely resembling this.
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Min-Te, Min-Te, Min-Te,
Lend the loan of your lug to me!
I°d have you be wise,
And open your eyes,
And see what you shall see.
With a ehee, chee, chee, ehee, cheee, cheee, ehee.
There’s Hum in his bed (ehee, chee,)
At the end of the gallery, (chee,)
Best cut off his head, (chee, chee,)
Or at least his salary (chee).
With a cheee, ehee, chee, ehee, €hcee, cheee, chee,
And a cheee, chee, chee, chee, cheee, cheee, cheeeece.

And so the song was proceeding, like the moon, all made of
cheese, when his imperial majesty (who lay dos-a-dos with his wife,
for the greater convenience of dozing a doze,) was suddenly aroused
to full consciousness by a gentle pull of the silken coverlet. Ile lay
quite quiet, (though a gnat at the moment settled on his nose,) and
soon perceived that the Empress was getting out of bed in her sleep,
and evidently taking the greatest possible care not to awaken her-
self in so doing. Having no doubt at all—none whatever—not the
slightest in the world—not the least possible—that she was altoge-
ther unconscious of what she was about, he thought, like a kind Em-
peror, that it would be right she should be looked to, lest she
should break her neck down the stairs or out of window, the pa-
lace being two stories high; and, as he discovered that she moved
towards the door, he rose from bed as quietly as she had done, and
followed ; she all the while treading as noiselessly as though she
were a fly, and he as though he were a spider.

She proceeded along the gallery, and passed the stairs without ac-
cident ; and she had arrived almost at the bottom of the corridor,
when the Emperor, alarmed lest she might make a false step (a fox’s
paw, as the French express it,) seized her by throwing his left arm
round her waist, at the same moment plaeing his right hand over her
mouth, to prevent that natural utteranee of alarm which might be
expected from a lady suddenly awakened under such cireumstances.
Startled she was, and she certainly mould have screamed had it not
been for his precaution. Being quite in the dark, both as to where
she was, and as to who had laid such violent hands upon her, you
may imagine how greatly she was frightened. She struggled to get
loose, though still without making much noise; for, upon a mo-
ment’s reflection, it occurred to her that it would be unpleasant to
rouse the whole house from their slumbers at that hour of night;
and indeed that it would not be amiss if she could get back to her
chamber as quietly as she came thence. But this was not to be ;
for the prime minister Hum, who, with what truth I cannot pretend
to say, had the reputation of being at all times wide awake, was not
asleep upon the present occasion ; and hearing with his pair of very
acute ears a little scuffling in the gallery, he opened the door of his
apartment, which was close to the scene of action. He had appa-
rently been deeply engaged in study; for he held in his hand a
lighted lantern, the light of which he now directed upon the pair in
the corridor. The instant he saw them, however, it dropped from
his hand ; and closing and fastening the door with all possible cele-
rity, he jumped upon his bed, coiled himself into a circle less than
his waist in diameter, drew the clothes over him in a heap, and lay
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without moving, breathing, or letting his beard grow, till the morn-
ing light had filled his apartment.

During the moment that a gleam from the lantern had been thrown
upon them, To-To became aware that it was only the Emperor who
had frightened her so much in the dark ; and of course much de-
lighted at this discovery, and her fears all banished thereby, she
immediately returned with him to the imperial apartment.

¢« My dearest To-To,” said his imperial majesty, as they entered,
«I was not till now aware that you were a somnambulist.”

«Indeed, your majesty,” replied the lovely Empress, it is a very
grievous affliction. T'wo steps more, but for your fortunate arrival,
would have brought my head against the angle of that doorway.”

¢« But why,” he asked, “did you never mention to me that you
were so afflicted ? I would have had a gold collar made to surround
your ankle, and a chain and lock to secure you to the bed. I my-
self would have kept the key, so dearly do I tender your safety.”

¢ I had hoped,” she replied, ¢ that my attachment to your sacred
majesty would always have exercised the counteracting influence
which it has hitherto done, and have overcome entirely the infirmity
to which I was formerly subject. I have no fear of another attack,
and I think the gold chain therefore will be quite unnecessary.”

¢« As, however, you are restless to-night,” said the Emperor, I
will secure you for the present with this strap. Stay, let me pass it
round you. There, that will do—nay, one pull more—uh, uh—you
can’t move now, I think. That’s just the thing—the lock is famous
—so—and here goes the key. Don't be afraid ; you can’t roll down.
And now, as I ’'m rather of the sleepiest, good night, dearest madam.
Indeed this sleep-walking is a terrible thing ; but we’ll say no more
about that till the morning.”

He had scarcely finished speaking before he was fast asleep ; but
poor To-To couldn’t get to sleep at all, for she was almost cut in
two by the strap he had fastened round her.

In the morning the Emperor liberated his wife; but he did not
revert to the subject of sleep-walking till after he had finished his
morning devotions and meal.

He then sent for her ; and when she came into his presence he
asked if she remembered the circumstances of the preceding night.
She confessed that she had some confused recollection of a dream, in
which she had imagined that, after her beloved lord had been a long
time absent from home, whilst pining for his return, she suddenly
beheld him walking towards her, at a distance in the garden; and
that in the affection of her heart she had gone forth to meet him,
and to welcome him. That with these purposes she was hastening
down the long walk, when a black dragon flew out of the canal
by which it was bordered, and coiled suddenly around her. She
was mortally frightened thereat, and, with the greatest presence
of mind, made a resolve on the instant to utter a loud scream ; but
that the black dragon put one of its terrible paws upon her mouth,
and rendered it impossible to carry a device so ingenious into exe-
cution. On partially awakening about that time, what was her satis-
faction at discovering that the black dragon was no other than the
Emperor himself. -

His majesty then questioned her as to how long she had been
subject to this affliction of somnambulism : and she replied, that ever
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since she had first acquired the use of her feet it had occasionally
seized her; and that sometimes she had hurt herself severely by
walking against the wall. This was very hard, she said; but she
supposed, if fate brought it upon her, she must endeavour to sup-
ort it.
P Her compassionate lord endeavoured to console her with the sug-
gestion that some remedy might possibly be found for this unfortu-
nate habit ; and he questioned her as to whether there were any
manner in which she could at all account for her being thus af-
flicted. In answer to this, she expressed a suspicion that her mamma
had been partly concerned ; and she told some long story to substan-
tiate this view: but that I consider little worthy our attention, as
she made the facts a few weeks older than herself, and might there-
fore be supposed to know but little of the matter. She afterwards,
however, put the thing in a more philosophical light, when she said,
that her habits being sedentary and her feet large, the latter, she
thought, had not a proper proportion of exercise during the day ; and
thus made up secretly at night, when they knew that she was sleep-
ing, and unable consequently to keep a look-out upon their motions.

Now here let it be mentioned that large feet in the days of Min-
Te were as necessary to the ideal of female loveliness throughout
the celestial dominions, as small feet have been ever since ; and that
Min-Te himself had chosen the delectable To-To as the wife of his
bosom chiefly on account of her felicities in that department of the
beautiful. Nevertheless, when his lady declared her conviction that
with premeditation those her lovely members walked away with her
in such an inexcusable manner, he could not restrain himself from
uttering a malediction against them. This malediction was express-
ed in three words; but the nib of my pen turns this way and that,
and refuses to write the first: ¢ their soles” were the other two.

Min-Te then informed his lady that it had come to his knowledge
that, though he doubted not she was quite unconscious of the fact,
the little excursion she had taken the past night was by no means
the first she had made in the same direction; and he considered
that if she walked at all, that was the wrong way, and this he dis-
approved in To-To.

But To-To expressed great satisfaction at hearing this, as she
said that actions done in sleep always went by a rule of contrary,
and that her walking the wrong way in a dream was the most lucid
of all possible proofs that her ways were always correct in her
waking hours.

Could the Emperor do otherwise than bow to the force of such
argument? He highly applauded his lady, and assured her of his
perfect confidence in her waking excellence. Yet he confessed that
his strong conviction of this was in itself a source of disquiet to his
mind ; for she had clearly demonstrated that it would be the occa-
sion of her always going wrong in sleep. It was his wish, if pos-
sible, that this might be avoided ; and the only mode which occurred
to him of escaping from the dilemma was to prevent her from going
at all. How to effect this? He wished heartily that her feet had
not grown since infancy, as she then would not have taken to sleep-
walking ; but they %ad, and what was to be done? Min-Te was an
inventive genius: he hit upon an admirable plan : he sent for a cook
and a cleaver, and had these offending members chopped six inches
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shorter. The cure was complete—it is confidently stated that To-To
never more walked in her sleep ; and I recommend all somnambu-
lists to try the efficiency of Min-Te’s invention.

The Emperor next wished a private conference with his prime
minister. Hum had not yet arisen, and the messengers had to seck
him in his chamber. They found him nearly in the attitude in
which he lay when we wished him good night; but when they en-
deavoured to arouse him, they discovered that he had choked him-
self by swallowing his pig-tail.

A proclamation went abroad throughout the empire that the most
honoured and exemplary Empress, the lantern of beauty and steel-
yard of ceremony, had set the fashion of short feet; and though it
was not absolutely required that all the ladies of the land should
conform to this mode, it was made imperative on all parents to wrap
up the feet of their female children in such ligatures of cotton, silk,
leather, or brass, as should effectually prevent the future growth of
the pedal bones and ligaments, the toes being hent inwards towards
the sole ; ¢ for,” said the edict, ‘“ as the toes of women have a natural
bias to go wrong, it is proper that they should be turned the oppo-
site way.”

This order was everywhere obeyed with great alacrity ; and it is
supposed that not less than six millions of ladies, wishing to be at
the top of the fashion, voluntarily, and with their own hands, chop-
ped off their feet at the instep.

Min-Te and To-To thenceforth lived ever happily. The wisdom
of Min-Te is much spoken of in this day, and he is accounted one of
the greatest benefactors of his country ; for the Chinese are of opi-
nion that their wives have walked much more steadily since they
lost the use of their feet.
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Beast in byre, and steed in stall ;
And the watch-dog’s bark,
As soon as it ’s dark,
Bays wakeful guard around Ingoldsby Hall!”

“I do not talk
Of Hound or of Hawk,
Of steed in stall, or of watch-dog’s bay ;
Fain would T hear
Of my dainty dear;
How fares Dame Alice, my Lady gay? "—
Sir Ingoldsby Bray, he said in his rage,
“What news ? what news? thou naughty Foot-page ! ”

That little Foot-page full low crouch'd he,
And he doff’d his cap, and he bended his knee,
«“Now lithe and listen, Sir Bray, to ne :
Lady Alice sits lonely in bower and hall,
Her sighs they rise, and her tears they fall ;
She sits alone,
And she makes her moan ;
Dance and song
She considers quite wrong ;
Feast and revel
As snares of the devil ;
She mendeth her hose, and she crieth ¢ Alack !
When will Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back?’ "

¢ Thou liest ! thou liest, thou naughty Loot-page,
Full loud dost thou lie, false Page, to me !

There, in thy breast,

"Neath thy silken vest,
What scroll is that, false Page, I see?”

Sir Ingoldsby Bray in his rage drew near,
That little Foot-page he blench’d with fear ;

“Now where may the Prior of Abingdon lie ?
King Richard’s Confessor, I ween, is he,

And tidings rare

To him do I bear,
And news of price from his rich Ab-bee!”

“ Now nay, now nay, thou naughty Page!
No learned clerk, I trow, am I,
But well, I ween,
May there be seen
Dame Alice’s hand with half an eye;
Now nay, now nay, thou naughty Page,
From Abingdon Abbey comes not thy news;
Although no clerk,
Well may I mark
The particular turn of her P’s and her Q’s!”
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Sir Ingoldsby Bray, in his'fury and rage,
By the back of the neck takes that little Foot-page;
The scroll he seizes,
The Page he squeezes,
And buffets,—and pinches his nose till he sneezes ;
Then he cuts with his dagger the silken threads
Which they used in those days ’stead of little Queen’s-heads.
When the contents of the scroll met his view,
Sir Ingoldsby Bray in a passion grew,
Backward he drew
His mailed shoe,
And he kicked that naughty Foot-page, that he flew
Like a cloth-yard shaft from a bended yew,
1 may not say whither—I never knew.

“Now count the slain
Upon Ascalon plain,—
Go count them, my Squire, go count them again !”
“ Twenty and three !
There they be,
Stiff and stark on that crimson’d lea!—
Twenty and three ?—
Stay—let me see !
Stretched in his gore
There lieth one more !
By the Pope’s triple crown there are twenty and four!
Twenty-four trunks, I ween, are there,
But their heads and their limbs are no-body knows where!
Aye, twenty-four corses, I rede, there be,
Though one got away, and ran up a tree ! ”

“Look nigher, look nigher,
My trusty Squire!”—

“ One is the corse of a barefooted Friar!!”

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray,
« A boon, a boon, King Richard,” quoth he,
«“Now Heav’n thee save,
A boon I crave,
A boon, Sir King, on my bended knee;
A year and a day
Have I been away,
King Richard, from Ingoldsby Hall so free ;
Dame Alice, she sits there in lonely guise,
And she makes her moan, and she sobs and she sighs,
And tears like rain-drops fall from her eyes,
And she darneth her hose, and she crieth, ¢ Alack!
Oh, when will Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back?’
A boon, a boon, my Liege,” quoth he,
“ Fair Ingoldsby Hall T fain would see ! ”
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« Rise up, rise up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray,”
King Richard said right graciously, -
« Of all in my host
That I love the most,
I love none better, Sir Bray, than thee !
Rise up, rise up, thou hast thy boon ;
But—mind you make haste, and come back again soon!”

FYTTE II.

Pope Gregory sits in St. Peter’s chair,
Pontiff proud, I ween, is he,
And a belted Knight,
In armour dight,
Is begging a boon on his bended knee,
With signs of grief and sounds of woe,
Featly he kisseth his Holiness’ toe.

« Now pardon, Holy Tather, I crave,
O Holy Father, pardon and grace !
In my fury and rage
A little Foot-page
I have left, I fear me, in cvil case :
A seroll of shame
From a faithless dame
Did that naughty Foot-page to a paramour bear ;
1 gave him a ¢lick’
With a stick,
And a kick,
That sent him—I can’t tell your Holiness where !
Had he as many necks as hairs,
He had broken them all down those perilous stairs !”

« Rise up, rise up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray,

Rise up, rise up, I say to thee;

A soldier, I trow,
Of the Cross art thou ;

Rise up, rise up from thy bended knee!

11l it beseems that a soldier true

Of holy Church should vainly sue :—

Foot-pages, they are by no means rare,

A thriftless crew, I ween, be they,

Well mote we spare
A Page—or a pair,

Tor the matter of that—Sir Ingoldsby Bray,
But stout and true
Soldiers, like you,

Grow scarcer and scarcer every day !—
Be prayers for the dead
Duly read,

Let a mass be sung, and a pater be said ;
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So may your qualms of conscicnce cease,
And the little Foot-page shall rest in peace!”

« _Now pardon, O Holy Father, I crave.

O Holy Father, pardon and grace!

Dame Alice, my wife,

The bane of my life,
I have left, I fear me, in evil case !
A scroll of shame in my rage I tore,
Which that caitiff Page to a paramour bore ;
"Twere bootless to tell how I storm’d and swore ;
Alack ! alack! too surely I knew
The turn of each P, and the tail of each Q,
And away to Ingoldsby Hall I flew !

Dame Alice I found,—

She sank on the ground,—
I twisted her neck till I twisted it round !
With jibe and jeer, and moek, and scoff,
I twisted it on till I twisted it off !—
All the King’s Doctors and all the King's Men
Can’t put fair Alice’s head on agen!”

« Well-a-day | well-a-day !
Sir Ingoldsby Bray,
Why really—I hardly know what to say :—
Foul sin, I trow, a fair Ladye to slay,
Because she’s perhaps been a little too gay.—
Monk must chaunt and Nun must pray ;
For each mass they sing, and each pray’r they say,
For a year, and a day,
Sir Ingoldsby Bray
A fair rose-noble must duly pay !—
So may his qualms of conscience cease,
And the soul of Dame Alice may rest in peace!”

“ Now pardon, O Holy Father, I crave,
O Holy Father, pardon and grace !
No power could save
That paramour knave ;
I left him, I wot, in evil case!
There, “midst the slain
Upon Ascalon plain,
Unburied, I trow, doth his body remain,
His legs lie here, and his arms lie there,
And his head lies—I can’t tell your Holiness where!”

“ Now out and alas! Sir Ingoldsby Bray,
Foul sin it were, thou doughty Knight,
To hack and to hew
A champion true
Of holy Church in such pitiful plight!
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Foul sin her warriors so to slay,
When they 're scarcer and scarcer every day !
A chauntry fair,
And of Monks a pair,
To pray for his soul for ever and aye,
Thou must duly endow, Sir Ingoldsby Bray,
And fourteen marks by the ycar must thou pay
For plenty of lights
To burn there o’ nights—
None of your rascally ¢déips’—but sound,
Round, ten-penny moulds of four to the pound ;
And a shirt of the roughest and coarsest hair
For a year and a day, Sir Ingoldsby, wear |—
So may your qualms of conscience cease,
And the soul of the Soldier shall rest in peace ! ”

« Now nay, Holy Father, now nay, now nay!
Less penance may serve!” quoth Sir Ingoldsby Bray.
« No champion free of the Cross was he;
No belted Baron of high degree;

No Knight nor Squire

Did there expire ;
He was, I trow, but a bare-footed I'riar !
And the Abbot of Abingdon long may wait
With his monks around him, and early and late
May look from loop-hole, and turret, and gate,
—He hath lost his Prior—his Prior his pate ! ”

« Now Thunder and turf!” Pope Gregory said,
And his hair raised his triple crown right off his head—
« Now Thunder and turf! and out and alas!
A horrible thing has come to pass !
What ! —cut off the head of a reverend Prior,
And say he was ¢ ondy (111) a bare-footed Friar!’'—
¢ What Baron or Squire,
Or Knight of the shire
Is half so good as a holy Friar?”’
O, turpissime !
Vir nequissime !
Sceleratissime |—quissime !—issime !—
Never, I trow, have the Servi servorum
Had before ’em
Such a breach of decorum,
Such a gross violation of morum bonorumn,
And won’t have again secula seculorum !—
Come hither to me,
My Cardinals three,
My Bishops i partibus,
Masters in Artibus,
Hither to me, A.B. and D.D.
Doctors and Proctors of cvery degree !
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Go fetch me a book'!—go fetch me a bell )
As big as a dustman’s l—and a candle as well—
I’ll send him—where good manners won’t let me tell!”

—<Pardon and grace !~—now pardon and grace !’
Sir Ingoldsby Bray fell flat on his face—
“ Med culpd !—in sooth I°m in pitiful case !
Peccavi ! peccavi !—1 've done very wrong;
But my heart it is stout, and my arm it is strong,
And I fight for holy Church all the day long;
And the Ingoldsby lands are broad and fair,
And they 're here, and they 're there, and I can’t tell you where,
And holy Church shall come in for her share!”

Pope Gregory paused, and he sat himself down,
And he somewhat relaxed his terrible frown,
And his Cardinals three they pick’d up his crown.

« Now, if it be so that you own you 've been wrong,
And your heart is so stout, and your arm is so strong,
And you really will fight like a trump all day long;—
If the Ingoldsby lands do lie here and there,
And holy Church shall come in for her share,—
Why, my Cardinals three,
You'll agree
With me,
That it gives a new turn to the whole affair,
And I think that the Penitent necd not despair !
—If it be so, as you seem to say,
Rise up, risc up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray !
An Abbey so fair Sir Bray shall found,
Whose innermost wall’s encircling bound
Shall take in a couple of acres of ground;
And there in that Abbey all the year round,
A full choir of monks, and a full choir of nuns,
Shall live upon cabbage and hot-cross-buns ;
And Sir Ingoldsby Bray
Without delay
Shall hie him again
To Ascalon plain,
And gather the bones of the foully slain ;
And shall place said bones with all possible carc
In an elegant shrine in his abbey so fair,
And plenty of lights
Shalt be there o’ nights ;
None of your rascally “dips,” but sound,
Best superfine wax-wicks, four to the pound;
And Monk and Nun
Shall pray each one
For the soul of the Prior of Abingdon!
And Sir Ingoldsby Bray, so bold and so brave,
Never shall wash himself, comb, or shave,
VOL. X. G
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Nor adorn his body,
Nor drink gin-toddy,
Nor indulge in a pipe,
But shall dine upon tripe,
And blackberries gathered before they are ripe,
And for ever abhor, renounce, and abjure
Rum, hollands, and brandy, wine, punch, and ligueur !”

(Sir Ingoldsby Bray

Here gave way
To a feeling which prompted a word profane,
But he swallow’d it down, by an effort, again,
And his Holiness luckily fancied his gulp a
Mere repetition of O, med culpd !)

« Thrice three times upon Candlemas-day,
Between Vespers and Compline, Sir Ingoldsby Bray
Shall run round the Abbey, as best he may,
Subjecting his back
To thump and to thwack,
Well and truly laid on by a barefooted Friar,
With a stout cat o’ ninetails of whip-cord and wire ;
And nor he nor his heir
Shall take, use, or bear
Any more, from this day,
The surname of Bray,
As being dishonour’d, but all issue male he has
Shall with himself go henceforth by an alias /
So his qualms of conscience at length may cease,
And Page, Dame, and Prior shall rest in peace!”

Sir Ingoldsby (now no longer Bray)
Is off like a shot away and away,
Over the brine
To far Palestine,
To rummage and hunt over Ascalon plain
For the unburied bones of his vietim slain.

“ Look out, my Squire,

Look higher and nigher,
Look out for the corpse of a barefooted Friar !
And pick up the arms, and the legs, of the dead,
And pick up his body, and pick up his head !”

FYTTE IlIL,

Ingoldsby Abbey is fair to see,

It hath manors a dozen, and royalties three,

With right of free-warren (whatever that be);
Rich pastures in front, and green woods in the rear,
All in full leaf at the right time of year;
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About Christmas, or so, they fall into the sear,
And the prospect, of course, becomes rather more drear :
But it’s really delightful in spring-time,—and near
The great gate Father Thames rolls sun-bright and clear.
Cobham woods to the right,—on the opposite shore
Laindon Hills in the distance, ten miles off or more,
Then you 've Milton and Gravesend behind,—and before
You can see almost all the way down to the Nore.*

So charming a spot,

It’s rarely one’s lot
To see, and when seen it’s as rarely forgot.

Yes, Ingoldsby Abbey is fair to see,

And its Monks and its Nuns are fifty and three,
And there they all stand each in their degree,
Drawn up in the front of their sacred abode,
Two by two, in their regular mode,

While a funeral comes down the Rochester road.

Palmers twelve, from a foreign strand,

Cockle in hat, and staff in hand,

Come marching in pairs, a holy band!

Little boys twelve, drest all in white,

Each with his brazen censer bright,

And singing away with all their might,

Follow the Palmers—a goodly sight;
Next high in air
Twelve Yeomen bear

On their sturdy necks, with a good deal of care,

A patent sarcophagus, firmly rear’d,

Of Spanish mahogany (not veneer’d),

And behind walks a Knight with a very long beard.
Close by his side
Is a Friar, supplied

With a stout cat o’ ninetails of tough cow-hide,
While all sorts of queer men
Bring up the rear—Men-

-at-arms, Nigger captives, and Bow-men, and Spear-men.

It boots not to tell
What you’ll guess very well,
How some sang the requiem, and some toll'd the bell ;
Suffice it to say,
"Twas on Candlemas-day

* Alas! one might almost say that of this sacred, and once splendid edifice,
perterunt etiam ruine. An elderly gentleman, however, of ecclesiastical cut, who
oscillates between the Garrick Club and the Falcon in Gravesend, and is said by
the host to be a ¢ foreigneering Bishop,’”” does not scruple to identify the ruins
still to be seen by the side of the high Dover road, about a mile and a half below
the town, with those of the haunted Sacellum. The general features of the land-
scape certainly correspond, and tradition, as certainly, countenances his conjecture.

G 2



84

COUNTY LEGENDS.

The procession I speak about reach’d the Sacellum ;
And in lieu of a supper
The Knight on his crupper
Received the first taste of the Father’s flagellum ;—
That, as chronicles tell,
He continued to dwell
All the rest of his days in the Abbey he ’d founded,
By the pious of both sexes ever surrounded,
And eschewing the fare of the Monks and the Nuns,
Dined on cabbage alone, without touching the buns ;
That year after year, having run round the Quad
With his back, as enjoin’d him, exposed to the rod,
Having not only kiss'd it, but bless’d it, and thank’d it, he
Died, as all thought, in the odour of sanctity,
‘When,—strange to relate ! and you’ll hardly believe
What I'm going to tell you,—next Candlemas Eve
The Monks and the Nuns in the dead of the night
Tumble, all of them, out of their beds in affright,
Alarm’d by the bawls,
And the calls, and the squalls
Of some one who seer’d running all round the walls !

Looking out, soon
By the light of the moon
There appears most distinctly to ev'ry one’s view,
And making, as seems to them, all this ado,
The form of a Knight with a beard like a Jew,
As black as if steep’d in that « Matchless!” of Hunt’s,
And so bushy, it would not disgrace Mr., Muntz ;
A barefooted Friar stands behind him, and shakes
A flagellum, whose lashes appear to be snakes ;
‘While, more terrible still, the astounded beholders
Perceive the said Friar has No HEAD ON HIS SHOULDERS,
But is holding his pate
In his left hand, out straight,
As if by a closer inspection to find
Where to get the best cut at his victim bebind,
With the aid of a small « bull’s-cye lantern,”—as placed
By our own New Police,—in a belt round his waist.
All gaze with surprise,
Scarce believing their eyes,
When the Knight makes a start like a race-horse, and flies
From his headless tormentor, repeating his cries,—
In vain,—for the Friar to his skirts closely sticks,
“ Running after him,”—so said the Abbot,—¢ like Bricks!"”

Thrice three times did the Phantom Knight

Course round the Abbey as best he might,
Be-thwack’d and be-smack’d by the headless Sprite,
‘While his shrieks so piercing made all hearts thrill,—
Then a whoop and a halloo,—and all was still !
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Ingoldsby Abbey has passed away,
And at this time of day
One can hardly survey
Any traces or track, save a few ruins, grey
With age, and fast mouldering into decay,
Of the structure once built by Sir Ingoldsby DBray ;
But still there are many felks living who say
That on every Candlemas Eve, the Knight,
Accoutred, and dight
In his armour bright,
With his thick black beard,—and the elerical Sprite,
With his head in his hand, and his lantern alight,
Run round the spot where the old Abbey stood,
And are seen in the neighbouring glebe-land and wood ;
More especially still, if it ’s stormy and windy,
You may hear them for miles kicking up their wild shindy ;
And that once in a gale
Of wind, sleet, and hail,
They frighten’d the horses, and upset the mail.

What ’tis breaks the rest
Of these souls unblest
Would now be a thing rather hard to be guess'd,
Though some say the Squire, on his death-bed, confess'd
That on Ascalon plain,
When the bones of the slain
Were collected one day, and packed up in a chest
Caulk’d, and made water-tight,
By commmand of the Knight,
Though the legs and the arms they’d got all pretty right,
And the body itself in a decentish plight,
Yet the Friar’s Pericranium was nowhere in sight ;
So, to save themselves trouble, they d pick’d up instead,
And popp’d on to the shoulders a Saracen’s Head !
Thus the Knight in the terms of his penance bad fail'd,
And the Pope’s absolution, of course, nought avail'd.

Now, though this might be,
It don’t seem to agree
With one thing which, I own, is a poser to me,—
1 mean, as the miracles wrought at the shrine
Containing the bones brought from far Palestine
Were so great and notorious, tis hard to combine
This fact with the reason these people assign,
Or suppose that the head of the murder’d Divine
Could be aught but what Yankees would call ¢ genu-ine.”
"Tis a very nice question—but be’t as it may,
The Ghost of Sir Ingoldsby (ci-devant Bray),
It is boldly affirm’d, by the folks great and small
About Milton, and Chalk, and around Cobham Hall,
Still on Candlemas-day haunts the old ruin’d wall,
And that many have seen him, and more heard him squall,

85
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So, I think, when the facts of the case you recall,
My inference, reader, you 'l fairly forestall,

Viz.: that, spite of the hope

Held out by the Pope,
Sir Ingoldsby Bray was d—d after all !

MORAL.

Foot-pages, and Servants of ev'ry degree,

In livery or out of it, listen to me!

See what comes of lying |—don’t join in a league
To humbug your master, or aid an intrigue !

Ladies ! married and single, from this understand
How foolish it is to send letters by hand !
Don’t stand for the sake of a penny,—but when you
Have one to send
To a lover or friend,
Put it into the post, and don’t cheat the revenue !

Reverend gentlemen! you who are given to roam,
Don’t keep up a soft correspondence at home |
But while you 're abroad lead respectable lives;
Love your neighbours, and welcome,—but don’t love their wives !
And, as bricklayers say from the tiles and the leads
When they ’re shovelling the snow off, “ TAKE CARE OF YOUR
HEADS |7

Knights! whose hearts are so stout, and whose arms are so
strong,
Learn,—to twist a wife’s neck is decidedly wrong !
If your servants offend you, or give themselves airs,
Rebuke them—but mildly—don’t kick them down stairs |
To ¢ Poor Richard’s ” homely old proverb attend,
“If you want matters well managed, Go /—if not, Send !/ ”
- A servant’s too often a negligent elf;
If it ’s business of consequence, Do 1T YOURSELF !

The state of society seldom requires
People now to bring home with them unburied Friars,
But they sometimes do bring home an inmate for life ;
Now-—don’t do that by proxy !—but choose your own wife !
For think how annoying "twould be, when you ’re wed,

To find in your bed,

On the pillow, instead
Of the sweet face you look for—A SaraceN's Heap !

T. INGOLDSBY.
Tappington Everard,
June 22, 1841.
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THE BODY-COACHMAN.

BY ALBANY POYNTZ.
¢ Bless my soul and body ! ”

A STATE-COACHMAN is one of the most prominent embodyings of the
national character that presents itself to the naked eye in the metro-
polis. John Bull, as formerly typified, — John Bull, — portly, rubi-
cund, spruce, yet easy in his garments, — jovial, yet sober enough to
avoid running against a post,—mulish, and apt to resent upon the ani-
mals under his lash, the wiggings he receives from his master or ““ mis-
sus,”—John Bull is scarcely to be met with at this present writing, in
this land of anti-corn-law associations, unless seated in state upon a
laced hammercloth.  With lustrous, rosy, and whiskerless face, round
as a Nonsuch apple,—a Falstaff in livery,—a waist beyond all bounds,
and a pair of calves such as might belong to the dun cow of the Earl
of Warwick,—the state-coachman of Majesty, or the Lord Mayor, often
boasts a presence whose dignity might become the woolsack. We do
not mean profanely to compare these heads of the coaching department
with the speakers of the Upper House; or to opine how far in either
case the wisdom may reside in the wig; but we must confess that if,
according to a great authority, *“ Kings themselves are only ceremo-
nies,” we are apt to fall into the error of regarding lord chancellors and
state coachmen as a portion of the pomp and circumstance of the British
constitution.

In one respect, the assimilation holds especially good. No man is
pre-ordained for a chancellor or a state-coachman. ILesser men are
born great; but the greatness of these great men,—that is, the great-
ness of one of them, and the bigness of the other,—is an achievement of
their own. The body-coachman, like the chancellor, is fils de ses cuvres ;
the works of the one consisting in stufling, — the other, in cramming.
The one imbibes ale,—the other Hale ; and between repletion of body
and fulness of knowledge, both swell into public distinction. It is
worthy of Dogberry to assert that reading and writing come by nature,
but that to be a personable man is the gift of Providence. The same
dispensation that gives to the body-coachman the abdominal protuber-
ance becoming his box,—assigns to the lawyer the crooked and cran-
nyfied brain, qualifying him for the torture of the witness-box.

A thin coachman is as anomalous an object in nature as a dwarf ge-
neralissimo, or a thick rope-dancer. Unless his face be labelled to
serve as a certificate of the merit of his master’s home-brewed, and his
figure emulate the form of the butt that contains it, he is unworthy of
his cloth, —z. e. his hammercloth. The state-coachman should be a
man above the world, in other respects besides his coach-box ; care-
proof, inaccessible to all diseases save gout or dropsy. He should be
high as the Monument, and solid as St. Paul’s.

It is clear, therefore, that such a vocation announces at once one of
the happiest and best of mankind. The same qualities that ought to
recommend a man to the attention of a chapter in a congé d’élire
must clearly influence every discreet nobleman in the choice of a body-
coachman. Though like other blades, valued for temper and sharp-
ness, his real excellence consists in the almost holy serenity of soul
which causes his face to shine like that of the sun in an almanack;
and the crimson doublet buttoned over his paunch, to resemble a well-
stuffed red velvet ottoman, bordered with gold.
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Like other middle-aged men, I have seen many ehanges in my
time ; among them no transition more remarkable than that which has
metamorphosed a certain Joe Tims, shoe-blaek to the preparatory
school wherein I picked up my Ovid, into the twenty-stone Jehu
of the beautiful Countess of 5 he whose snowy wig at the last
drawing-room, emulated the snow-clad snmmit of Mont Blane; and
whose goodly legs describe the segment of an ellipsis whereof the
bases are never less than two feet asunder. The Durham ox, seated
on a hammercloth upon its beam-ends, arrayed in a livery by Stulz,
would searcely display a more substantial form and pressure. If; as it
is asserted, the state-coachman of the Emperor of Russia must be al-
ways a general, our friend, Joe Tims—we ask pardon, Mister Tims—
clearly deserves to be a field-marshal !

Who could have thought it !—I never look down upon him from my
attic window as the natty vis-a-vis of her ladyship bowls along the
street, with its lustrous panels and aristocratic deeorations, its pair
of noble horses before, full of spirit, action, and blood, and its pair of
ignoble asses Lehind, all tags and lace, subjection and sanciness, with
Tims, square and pompous, on his flowing hammercloth, with Atlantean
shoulders, and toes pointed East and West, — like Old Spain, with a
footing in either hemisphere,—~without recalling to mind the little red-
headed scamp who used to run my errands for a salary of lollypops ;
and whose summum bonum of human happiness, at that time, was to
gnaw a raw turnip on a gate-post !

Yet let it not be supposed that Tims’s ascent from {hat post to his
present was by a hop, skip, and jump.

“Oh ! who ean tell how hard it is to elimb” to the lofty prominence
of a box of any distinction! ¢ There are two ways,” says the sage, “ of
attaining the apex of a pyramid, — that of the eagle, who stoops to it
from the skies,—that of the reptile, who crawls up to it from the earth.”
Let the judgment of the public deeide upon Joe Tims's mode of
achieving Jehu-dicial greatness.

I shall never forget the ugliness of the boy Tims, father to the man
Tims, at twelve years old: that is, not so much the ugliness as the
diminutiveness. Those who wished to investigate his pigmy features
felt disposed to promote him to the point of a needle, not as one of the
dancing angels described by casuists, but in order to insert him under
the reflection of a microscope. He was an orphan, charity fed ; and
we all know how the parochial ““ charity that feedeth the hungry ™
feedeth orphans. If the Providence that nourisheth the young ravens
be equally sparing in their diet, it may account for the rarity of old
ravens in the ornithological world. Joe was, in short, kept as near
upon the boundaries of starvation as might set at nought a verdict of
infanticide ; and, accordingly, when I first remember him, he might
have been weighed in the balance against a full-grown barn-door fowl
(nof fed on charity), and found wanting. The little fellow, however,
was born for future greatness— or bigness ; and lived on in despite of
beadle and churchwardens.

It was while awaiting his apprenticeship that Joe became henchman
to seventy other boys, nearly as ragged and as hungry as himself.
He was what is ealled to “ work for his vietuals” till the chimney-
sweeper had a vacancy ; and T am ready to eonfirm Tims’s opinion that
these vietuals were of even a lower nature than those commonly call-
ed ““broken.”—I suppose they must have been “ smashed ; "—for po-
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tatoe-peclings and egg-shells hiad their share in the hell-broth brewed
for the parish-boy.

At length Joe Tims did what any other sensible young man would
have done in the same situation—he ran away. Hunger is said to eat
through stone-walls. Hunger ate through the patience of poor Joe,
leaving him nothing to eat in return. I don’t know that he took muach
by the motion. Though it is proverbially said, that “he who runs
may read,” it does not follow that he who runs may eat. All that Joe
Tims got by running was, thinner than ever. By his own account of
himself, which I have recently had the pleasure of receiving from lips
unctuous with the good things of this world, he must have arrived in
London more of an “ otomy ” or atom than ever.

Arrived in the great Babylon, Joe Tims followed the example of
Wisdom, and cried in the streets ; and, as in the case of Wisdom, “ no
man regarded.” Those who, seeing him seated on a door-step, with
his exiguous frame manifested through the fissures of his garments,
learned on interrogating the truant that he was “an unfortunate lad
out of place,” thought him very much out of place indeed; and be-
stowed upon him the gratuity proverbially said to be the allowance of
a race to which, it must be admitted, he bore a strong family resem-
blance.

The wretched little morsel soon found that a place was as hard to
find for a runaway parish apprentice, as for a sucking politician un-
backed by parliamentary interest. Fair ladies do not, like Boz or Paul
de Koch, take their Pages from the streets. Even the small genteel
families in want of an odd boy to clean knives, seemed to consider little
Joe a great deal {00 odd for them. After a week’s experience as a
gutterling of the fashionable world, poor Tims began to remember
yearningly, not the flesh-pots of Israel — for flesh-pots he had never
seen, — but the broth of egg-shells and potatoe-peelings, simmering so
appetizingly over the kitchen-fire of the preparatory school !

There was very little left of the poor orphan but the bones, when one
day a walking apothecary, much resembling him wliom the facetiousness
of managers usually causes to embody the outline of the needy poison-
selling wretch drawn by Shakspeare in his Romeo, struck by the mea-
greness of the child, and perhaps conceiving that before long he might
afford without much trouble of preparation a pleasing addition to his
anatomical museum, proceeded to engage him as scrub, to carry about
the oil-skin covered basket, the Pandora’s box, from which magnesia
and rhubarb flew out daily, to the great detriment of the invalided por-
tion of society ; leaving a small account, not like Hope, but Despair,
at the bottom !—Pills above,—bills below.

Joe was enraptured. The sight of jars and phials in the apothecary’s
shop conveyed a vague idea of food; and though, on finding that the
gallipots contained only leeches and electuaries, and the phials cathar-
tics, the charming illusion vanished from his mind, the bare imagina-
tion of a feast had done something to restore his courage. Besides, his
body was no longer as bare as his imagination. Mr. Senna, afraid per-
haps of generating the cholera in his household by exposing that exi-
guous frame at the same moment to cold and hunger, had cut down one
of his own threadbare suits into a covering for Joe ;—cut it down, bien
entendu, as the victims of the law are cut down, when all is over with
them. Threadbare, however, as was the cloth, it served him as it does
the gentlemen in black when quarrelsome in their natures,—as a pro=
tection.
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For those who are fond, like a royal bulletin, of ¢ progressive im-
provement,” it is a good thing to begin where Joe Tims began, in the
lowest mud wherein human clay may be compelled to roll. Every step
in life taken by the orphan was necessarily an advancement. The
household of Mr. and Mrs. Senna, from which so many home-reared
errand-boys had fled in dismay, appeared a land of Canaan, overflow-
ing with milk and honey, to poor Joe. Though, like a lady’s album,
fed with scraps, the fare appeared to Zim more luxurious than the ve-
nison and turtle of the Egyptian Hall on Lord Mayor’s Day. It was
curious to see how his slender limbs now began, like Hermione, to
““round apace.” The conversion of one of Pharoah’s lean kine into one
of his fat ones, could not have presented a more curious contrast. Mr.
Senna’s opposite neighbour, the parish-clerk, who took in day-scholars,
and understood the difficulty of keeping boys in their teens sleek and
well-looking, was heard to whisper to a brother-scholar of the ferule,
that the apothecary’s errand-boy, like Mithridates, seemed to possess
the art of fattening upon drugs.

Luck, which impertinent people have defined as the providence of
fools, soon threw the dapper little errand-boy in the way of preferment.
One of Senna’s professional avocations consisted in courting the mews
adjoining his dispensary. Not that he administered to man and beast ;
those who were beastly enough to swallow his medicines being invari-
ably bipeds. But he was a great man among coachmen’s wives, la-
bouring with small families; and not a parlour on the first floor over
the stables, but had its chimney-piece adorned with his labelled bottles.
He was, in short, the most a-memws-ing practitioner in the parish.

It follows that even as the boys of Dr. Caius followed his master to
the field, the boy of Dr. Senna followed Ais to the rack and manger.
By dint of carrying jalap and ginger to the little centaurs, Joe began
to carry away a taste for horseflesh. e had commenced life by long-
ing after a stalled ox, and was now beginning to cast eyes of covet-
ousness upon stalled horses; the only provender which troubled his
imagination being that which disturbed the mind of Nick Bottom, in
the very arms of Titania,—viz. a sieve of corn,and a truss of good ten-
der hay. He was always getting chidden by old Senna for mews-ing
away his time ; was apt to whistle while rubbing down ostler-wise his
master’s counter; and to exclaim “Wo ho!” to the still, instead of
extracting the funnel, and suspending its operations.

One morning, when following his Houhnyhm propensities, he was as
usual loitering near a stable-door, instead of proceeding with his oil-
skin basket up the ladder leading to the state-apartments of some
body-coachman, a certain Captain Flashdragon, who had repaired to
the fountain-head, or trough-head of coachmanship, to look out for a
tiger for his cab, seized him by the shoulder, and inquired whether he
knew anything of horses?

A parvenue ladyship of the West-end, startled by an inquiry whe-
ther she knew anything of the Patronesses of Almacks, could not have
replied more deprecatingly that he “had not muck the honour of their
acquaintance ; but that he was most anxious to improve it.”

Captain Flashdragon’s next interrogatory was of a still more alarm-
ing character, ¢ And pray, my fine fellow, how would you like to be a
tiger ? 7 — .

Joe Tims had often been accused in earlier days of being a wolf. It
had never entered into his calculations to progress into a tiger.

The nature and attributes of tigerism, however, as set forth by the
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gallant captain, were far from unsatisfactory. Joe, who possessed in-
stincts of almost feline cleanliness, and whose very soul had rebelled
against the filthy rags of his kittenhood, was sorely tempted by the de-
scription of the pair of snow-white tights, tops, and gloves, awaiting
the legitimate tiger of a Captain Flashdragon. The natty dark-blue
livery, with its short divergent skirts almost rivalling those of a beef-
eater or fireman, completed the charm ; and lo! he was induced to
request the compounder of medicines would “provide himself,” and
to place himself under the measures of the captain’s compounder of
liveries.

In enumerating the advantages attached to the tigerhood of his es-
tablishment, the Captain had, of course, omitted to state that the fif-
teen guineas per annum were paid septennially ; and that though the
wages he gave were merely nominal, the cuffs were nof. The tender-
est plateful ever served at the Steaks could not have been more stre-
nuously belaboured with the rolling-pin, than the flesh of poor Joe after
jogging for a season at the rear of Flashdragon’s cab. A more demo-
ralizing service could not have been found for the poor little bottle-
imp than that of a broken-down man about town, in times when
policemen were not, and when the magistracy regarded rouge et noir
as a legitimate recreation. But for a native simplicity of character,
such as we have already described as leading exclusively to the wig
Episcopal and Jehu-dicial, it would soon have been all dickey with the
virtues of Joe! But the cat-like cleanliness of his inward man was
equal to that of his outward. From a boy, he had been able to touch
pitch—and even pitch and toss—without being defiled, and when at
length Flashdragon bolted for Boulogne, leaving his cab and tiger at
the mercy of society, no matter whether the Mendicity or the Zoolo-
gical, Tim was still the same blameless individual who had eked out
his early subsistence with sloes and crabs, — and at Senna’s sweetened
his dry bread with electuary, as with raspberry jam !

What a destiny | —At fifteen, on the wide world, without friends,
and without a character !—For once, the stature of Joe Tims stood him
in stead !—

He was too slight to be worth pressing into a gang of housebreakers,
and too tall to be shoved in through a pane of glass. He was therefore
allowed to starve on, untempted.

Instinct carried him back to the Senna-torial mews, in quest of em-
ployment ; when lo! the first news that greeted him was, that at the
close of an “ unprecedently successful season,” (as the theatres have
it,) his quondam master was setting up a gig, which the memwsical fa-
milies under his pestle and mortar did not fail to denominate ¢ old
Senna’s influenza gig.” A gig supposes a horse, — a horse, a groom ;
and poor Joe, sorely cut of employ, and consequently out at elbows,
judged it better to become once more the Lancelot Gobbo of the Old
Jew. Senna was well satisfied to take him back. Joe could find his
way blindfold to all his master’s old patients. As mechanically as an
undertaker’s horse paces to the churchyard, could Tims impel the influ-
enza gig to the doors of all the rheumatic spinsters and hypochondriac
widows in the vicinity. At first, indeed, the apothecary, fired with
the ambition of declaring * Pétat c’est moi !” took it into his head to
handle the ribands and brandish the whip ; but a certain coachmaker’s
bill, which was the result of this wild exploit, reduced him to reason
and a compound fracture at the same time ; and it appeared to be no
small relief to him to discover that “Cap’n Flashdragon’s tiger had
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been in the “ubit of driving the Cap’n’s wehicle,” and that the ragged
caitift he had enlisted as helper could even help to drive away the In-
flnenza !

Poor Joe was now, as formerly the physic-basket, covered with oil-
skin ; oil-skin hat, — oil-skin cape, — oil-skin horse-cloth for old Peg,
the influenza mare. And well for kim the precaution !—For hours to-
gether was it his fortune to sit at the door of old ladies  long-a-dying,”
old gentlemen reluctant to go out of the world, or young ones delibe-
rate in coming into it. For two whole years were he and Peg rained
upon,—snowed upon,—hailed upon,~—blown upon by winds from East,
West, North, and South. IIe became as inured to storms as a wea-
ther-cock on a steeple ; and it must be admitted that he looked almost
as rusty.

He was now a lanky lad of eighteen, — neither man nor boy. To
hold the ribands in a more elevated situation was, he knew, impossible,
the very vocation of coachee presupposing the word man ; — for who
ever heard of a coach-boy, or coach-hobbledehey ?—Joe was conse-
quently wise enough to stick, like an adhesive plaster, to the apothe-
cary ; albeit despising him from his soul, ““as a feller wot knew no more
of druving than if so be he ’d never ad a vhip in his "and!”  Just as
a Pombal or a Walpole may look down upon the sovereign he holds in
subjection, did Joe Tims despise the inefliciency of the apothecary
whom it was Ais business to drive !

A terrible event was the cause of bis separation from Influenza Peg.
Obadiah Senna, after passing for thirty years as an apothecary of un-
blemished reputation, a punctual payer of parish rates, an indefatigable
vestryman, and active private of the Bloomsbury Volunteers, came, in
the fifty-ninth year of his age, to be brought up by Crowner’s Quest
law, on suspicion of woman-slanghter,—even that of Ilester Senna, his
wife !—Though sufficiently lucky to satisfy twelve competent jurymen
that the late Mrs. Senna had been removed from this vale of tears by
‘“ ACCLDENTAL DEATH,” most of them, particularly those who were
married men, could not help manifesting an opinion, that the accident
which had caused tincture of opium to change places on the shelf with
the bottle of tiucture of rhubarb, from which the old lady was in the
habit of administering to herself a daily dose, was a very lucky accident
for the survivor! The old nurse, by whose enmity the nature of Mrs.
Senna’s last illness had been brought to light, was not the only person
who shook her head on the occasion. Evidence was brought before the
jury that, in domestic life, Senna was far from being mild as emulsion ;
and, though honourably acquitted of malice prepense in the act of de-
linquency, the feelings of the female portion of the population mani-
fested themselves so vehemently at the interment of the victim, that
the widower was recommended by the metropolitan police and others
to withdraw from the neighbourhood.

New Zealand, or some other colony as nearly approaching to penal
as possible, was just then in vogue; and poor Senna, with a cargo of
agricultural and surgical implements, the Mechanic’s Vade Mecum,
and a London Pharmacopeeia, — drugs from Apothecaries’ Hall, and
seeds from Minet’s, — embarked as an emigrant for a terra incognita,
where government promised a premium to all persons disposed to eat
kangaroos, or be eaten by bush-rangers,—as the Act directs. Right
glad would he have been could he have persuaded Joe Tims to accom-
pany him, and drive his buffalo team, in a land where roads there are
none. But though Senna was forced te admit that “ nceds must when
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the devil drives,” and to depart from a mother country so careful over its
elderly ladies as not to admit of their being compelled to take the long
nap by mistake of their husbands,—Joe saw no ““ needs must,” because
the apothecary wanted to drive.—He talked about his native country,
in short, and preferred remaining in a land of XXX,

Again, therefore, was the poor whip precipitated from his driving-
seat ; and very soon became convinced that a character to be asked for
in New Zealand, was as good, or rather as bad, as no character at all.
It was now his ambition to drive a pair. He had outlived his giggish
propensities. The remembrance of his chilly nights at the sick man’s
door was pain and Senna to him. But he was assured that “ driving
a gig and driving a chariot vos two;” that in matters of coachmanship
it is more than le premier pas qui coiite ; and that he wanted length,
breadth, and thickness, bulk and experience, for a coachman.

Joe Tims was almost in despair. One only resource presented it-
self, and against that his spirit rebelled — to become a Jarvey! He,
poor, innocent young man, was unadvised that his coadjutor of the
Woolsack had in /Zis adversityhood ofliciated as reporter to a daily
paper. Andlo! his spirit waxed proud, and he would not hear of a
hackney coach. To be sure old Peg was not Peacock ; but she was an
animal of some merit in her way ; and the influenza gig a creditable
vehicle, and the harness new and wholesome ; and after having pre-
sided in a creditable stable, to spend his life in tickling the lean ribs
of two wretched brutes, as spare and miserable as himself, rained upon
and snowed upon as if still an apothecary’s drudge of all work, was a
humiliation scarcely to be borne.

To this complexion, however, did he come at last. Joe Tims
proud as old Coutts, of his rise in life, is far from unwilling (after
a fourth tumbler of stiff punch) to allude to the days when “he druv’
number three hundred and forty-five, and as neat a cutch as any on
the stand.” His enemies have been heard to advert unhandsomely to
the wisp of straw which was then all round his old oil-skin hat; and
other items of hackney-coachmanly costume, far from mentionable,
more especially to a man clothed at this present speaking in purple
plush and fine linen. But all this is invidious. The body-coachman
has never been heard to deny having kept the stand ; and it is pro-
bably to his experience in driving for several years a pair of quadrn-
peds, (to call them horses were too courtierly,) whereof one was a
stumbler and the other a bolter, that he is indebted for his professional
skill.

His fare was now harder than ever, — because dependent on his
fares. The stand, too, was almost more than he could stand ; and the
perpetual badge of servitude to which he was condemned badgered him
out of his life. More than once, in a fit of just indignation against Pro-
vidence, he caused himself to be shaven and shorn, sand-papered and
scrubbed into presentability, and having procured a proxy for the day,
like some Parliamentary dandy bent upon making holiday at a ball,
attempted to procure himself a more honourable post. But no one
would abide the sight of him !~—NMeagre,—chap-fallen,—out of fashion,
—out of favour, — the outline of a man, — the mere hint of a coach-
man,—with a waist like an opera-dancer’s, and cheeks as lank as a
black penitent’s, how could he presume to pretend to the honours of a
decent coach-box! He was told — as modern artists of their pictures,
and fashionable novelists of their works—that he was much too slight.
And lo! in the bitterness of his sonl he returned once more to find
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safety in numbers, and take his stand among his fellows, much mar-
velling by what process of stuffing his doublet with straw it might be
possible for a poor Jarvey ever to become a man of substance !—

But promotion cometh neither from the east, nor yet from the west.
The purple plush of Joe Tims came to him at last out of number three
hundred and forty-five! It was his fortune, late one autumn evening,
to translate, from a street corner in the vicinity of Charing Cross, to
one of the dingy lunatic-asylum-looking square brick mansions of
Bloomsbury Square, a tall perpendicular female, almost as spare as
himself, and consequently nowise interesting to his feelings beyond the
eighteenpence accruing to him from her transit. In the eyes of Joe
Tims she was only “fare-ly fair.”

But lo! on proceeding next morning to the brushing of the dusty
cushions of his detested vehicle, he found, curiously inserted between
them, a small parchment-covered pocket-book, mysterious-looking as
that of William of Deloraine. To whom could it belong ? Not to the
flashy young gentleman he had conveyed from the cigar divan to his
lodgings in Mary-le-bone ; such people do not deal in parchment-co-
vered pocket-books. Not to the decrepit man he had transported from
the neighbourhood of the loan-office to his door at Brompton ; such
people do not deal in parchment-covered pocket-books. Not to the
marine-store-keeping family whom he had conveyed pleasuring at per
hour to the Zoological Gardens ; suck people do not deal in parchment-
covered pocket-books. No! It was evidently the property of some
person in particularly easy circumstances; for it contained a register
of sums weekly deposited in the savings’ bank, without any per contra
of sums withdrawn therefrom.

At length, the insertion of a proper name served as some index to
the proprietor. ““ Mistress Ursula Primrose” was the happy proprietor
of the pocket-book, and the vested securities of which it treated. Mrs.
Ursula Primrose sounded wonderfully like the perpendicular lady of
Bloomsbury Square ; at all events, it could be no offence to flog the
bolter and stumbler thitherwards, and take her legal opinion upon the
subject.

l'\]Tumber three hundred and forty-five reached the door. Joe Tims
rang at the bell, and the fat footman who responded to the summons
(and whose glazy eyes flashed like a horn lantern when at first he pre-
tended to resent the intrusion of a hackney coachman coming to call,
uncalled for, at a genteel residence,) was startled by the mere mention
of the name of MRgs. UrsuLa Primrose into more than Chester-
fieldian courtesy. He drew up— he tried to look sober — he almost
bowed as he requested Joe to step in, without so much as a glance at
his dirty boots, or a hint about the door-mat.

“ He would let Mrs. Primrose know that a gentleman wished to
speak with her. What might be his business ? ”

¢« His business was with Mrs. Primrose.”

The body-footman saw that Jarvey was wide awake. He departed ;
and, after a pause, Mrs. Primrose made her stately entrée into the hall,
just as Joe was beginning to feel that the smell of roast-beef in the
house foretold a cruelly appetising two o’clock dinner for the Lower
House ; and to wonder why the fat footman’s eyes should look so hazy,
while that succulent meal was still in prospect.

But she was no longer the lady of the flowered shawl, patent silk
front, and green ankle-boots of the preceding night. Mrs. Primrose
was now as yellow as her name,—slatternly, cross, and unpropitious. A



THE BODY-COACHMAN. 95

portentous frown contracted her brows as Joe first presented himself
to her acquaintance. But the sudden change operated in her physiog-
nomy by his production of the parchment-covered pocket-book, would
in other centuries have passed for magic! Reversing the old order of
things on this occasion, it was the Gorgon’s Head itself that became
converted into stone.

After 2 momentary pause, consequent upon this singular petrifac-
tion, she invited Joe to step into the parlour, in a whisper of more than
mellifiuous sweetness.

« Did you say anything to Johu ?” was Mrs. Ursula’s first mysteri-
ous inquiry, after closing the door.

Joe diplomatised. He could give no direct answer; for he knew not
‘¢ John,” and could by no means surmise what it was in his power to
have communicated to him. He looked wise, therefore, and shook his
head “ dubersomely.”

Mrs. Ursula’s hand was already in her pocket. She had been on the
point, like John Gilpin’s wife, of ““ pulling out half-a-crown ;” but this
ominous gesture of the hackney coachman’s, like the touch of Midas,
converted what she had in hand intogold. She pulled out a sovereign.

«“ Am I safe?” said she, in the same mysterious whisper, fixing a
terrified and tempting glance upon Joe, as she inserted the coin into
his horny palm,— I say, am I safe with you ?”

“ Safe as the Bank!” cried Joe, with a hackney-coachman-like
wink ; whereupon Mrs. Primrose, seeing significance and menace in
the familiarity, staggered to a chair.

“ What are your demands, then ? ” said she, in a faint voice. “ Will
nothing tempt you ?”’

Still blundering and wondering, Joe Tims observed that “ he didn’t
vont no temptation, not he!”

I know I am in your power,” faltered the agonised housekeeper.
It is the first time as ever I took a glass of anything stronger than
spring-water ; and I suppose I shall repent it the longest day I Lave
to live. However, I engage to make it worth your while to keep my
counsel. What do you say to a comfortable sitivation? Thirty-five
guineas a-year, two liveries, no night-work, liberal housekeeping, and
a month’s warning?”

“Sav!” cried Joe Tims, almost as much startled by the offer as
Mrs. Ursula Primrose had been by the sight of the parchment-covered
pocket-book,— vy, I should say the lady vos a reg’lar trump vot pro-
cured it for me.”

A bargain was soon struck, — a blind bargain on the part of Joe,
still unable to conjecture what might be the state-secret in his keep-
ing, which had every appearance of being worth a Jew’s eye. Nor
was it till Jong after the wisp of straw all round his hat had been ex-
changed, like Mrs. Primrose’s half-crown, for gold,—and his frieze
wrap-rascal for a livery as resplendent as consorts with the lustre of the
Bloomsburian world of fashion, that he fully understood the dilemma
of the maiden housekeeper of a prudish widow lady, relict of a K. C.—
not only convicted of having been taken up at the door of a gin-palace,
but agonised by discovery of the loss of her savings’-bank register,
conveying in black and white to the least acute observer the exact
amount of her weekly peculations! She had fancied herself lost, as
well as the pocket-book. She had felt convinced that the terrible re-
cord would fall into the hands of the police, and be brought back to
her lady, whose address it bore. Visions of arraignment,—of restitu-
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tion,—had rendered her pillow sleepless! No wonder that she con-
ceived the probity of the hackney-coachman to be beyond all praise, if
not beyond all reward.

Joseph Tims—ve no longer presume to abbreviate the coachman—
had now abandoned number three hundred and forty-five, to think for
the future only of number one.

Regarding him as master of her fatal secret, Mrs. Primrose had not
only procured him the place of her lady, Mrs. Creepmouse, but took
care to render it a place of pleasantness and peace. Her control over
the household was absolute as the sceptre of the Medes and Persians ;
and not a slave therein had a right to look the new coachman in the
face. 'The housekeeper doubled the quality of the ale,

“And lo! two puddings smoked upon the board !’

Had she been feeding up Joseph for a Smithfield prize, she could not
have had tenderer care of his diet. Now Joseph, like the psalmist,
was profane enough to find a divinity in his digestive organs; and his
belly being his god, it was only natural that she who tended it so pam-
peringly should become his goddess. In the strength of the XXXX
perhaps consisted his weakness ; but by dint of seeing double, he Je-
hu-diciously ceased to regard Mrs. Ursula as a single woman too spare
to become the rib of a thriving coachman. Whether the parchment-
covered pocket-book were the Ovid in which he conned his art of love,
or whether in the dulness of that dullest of dull households—the Lethe’s
wharf wherein his weediness lay rotting —he fancied his former fare
into a fair,—certain it is that, two years after assuming Mrs. Creep-
mouse’s livery, a clandestine marriage converted Ursula Primrose into
Ursula Tims,—and the parchment-covered pocket-book into a partner-
ship account.

Such was the origin of the comeliness which was the origin of Jo-
seph’s progress into Body-Coachmanship.

A long series of hard feeding and soft sleeping produced an expan-
sion of the outward man of Joseph Tims, till, on the decease of the
Bloomsbury widow, bequeathing a fat legacy to Mr. and Mrs. Tims,
(whose merits and fidelity were set forth in five-and-twenty shillings’
worth of legal parchment and engrossing,) the legatee was nearly as
fat as his legacy.

From that period he adhered to his box as a mere matter of pride.
He did not choose, not he, though independent, to fling down the reins,
and retire into the hum-~drum obscurity of private life. e could not
abide the idea of levees and drawing-rooms, at which his ponderous
person added no weight to the dignities of the court. He accepted
office accordingly in Grosvenor Square, having a second coachman and
two scrubs under him, to endure the odium of the screwishuess of his
government contracts, and to grease the wheels of his Jehu-dicial vo-
cation.

Such is the well-wigged man in authority, to whom, amid the smash
of panels, his brother whips of May Fair refer for arbitration. Mr.
Tims is a great man, — a householder, — a sound Tory in all but the
Corn question. It has been maliciously asserted that, like Lablache
when giving tongue in the Puritani, he has an eye to the Royal Box.
But we have his own authority to state, that so long as the lovely pro-
prietress of the best-turned out equipage in town remains contented,
her ladyship may reckon upon his faithful service as her Bovy-CoacH-
MAN.
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THE STAGE-COACIIMAN’S LAMENT.

FarewsLL to my tight little cutch !
Farewell to my neat four-inside !

Like a shabby old crack’d rabbit-hutch
They have treated the pet of my pride.

How she stood on her rollers so clean !
How she scuttled along like a doe,
Or 2 bow! on a close-shaven green !
Ah! warn’t she a rum ’un to go !
But now all her claims are forgot,
And they ’ve pull’d out her in’ards so soft,
And they ’ve laid up her carcass to rot
In a hole of a cutch-maker’s loft.
Farewell to my four iron greys,
And the rest of the prads that I drive!
In these selfish and steam-sniffing days,
*Tisn’t fit for good hosses to live.

Your prime fast machiners in lots

To the hammer are shamefully led :
’Twere better, like so many stots,

To knock ’em at once on the head.

My face from such deeds turns awry—

Not so with your change-hunting swarm :
Here ’s times for the knackers, says 1;

’Tis the spirit, says they, of reform.

Some pretended to pity my case,

And they told me, the govenor chaps,
I might have in the railway a place,

To look arter the luggage and traps.

But I bowed, and I grabbed up my hat,
And shied off, as though stung by a bee;
Only think of an offer like that
To a slap-up swell dragsman like me !

01d notions now look like a dream,
By vapour and iron deranged :

The breath of the hoss yields to steam,
And mettle for metal is changed!

But railways, so taking while new,
Can’t come in the end to good speed :
If running in freedom won’t do,
Can running in irons succeed ?

IIow this levelling system is spread !
All as I ever met with it flogs.
People’s heads hardly stand where they did,
And cousistency s gone to the dogs.
Why prate of the ¢ gineral weal,”
When our cutches are shoved by forlorn ?
Why chaff about corn-law repeal,
When the hosses no more can eat corn!
*Tis your galtopin’ politics makes
All the world for to hurry so fast,
To do all in a couple of shakes,
And improve, move, live, dic, all in haste.
A plague on them leaders, the Whigs !
1°m a given to think very much
That in runnin’ their rascally rigs,
They °11 upset by and by the state-cutch.
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ENGLISHMEN, it may be safely said, are the most restless people
on the face of the earth. The French are more mercurial, and the
Americans have more of the « go-ahead” principle of business about
them ; but in his love of locomotion, in his ardent fancy for foreign
travel, in his insatiable curiosity to explore strange and unfrequented
districts, John Buil beats them both hollow. His fat, round, honest
face gleams, like a full moon, in every quarter of the civilised and
uncivilised globe. The Indian of the North Pole, and the Negro
within two days’ journey of Timbuctoo, are alike familiar with it;
it is seen, corrugated with spleen, or expanding into a broad grin,
beneath the tents of the wandering Arab, among the ruins of Pal-
myra or Babylon, the snows of Siberia, the wind-swept flats of Aus-
tralia,~—wherever, in short, it is possible to sustain life, no matter at
what cost, or amid what privations, there is, or has been, or will
shortly be, that most vagabondizing of animals—John Bull! Strange
bundle of paradoxes is this same John! He tells you he is never so
thoroughly happy as when at home, and yet—like Lemuel Guliiver
or Robinson Crusoe — he is never so happy as when he has turned
his back upon that home. He holds it as the main article of his
social creed that no country equals his own ; yet there are few coun-
tries with whose great natural beauties he is so little acquainted.
He professes to be an idolater of comfort, yet he courts the horrors
of a polar winter or a tropical summer ; and boasts of his habits of
cleanliness, while for days and weeks together he is “hail fellow,
well met,” with the vermin of some Russian or Turkish dormitory.

If the volumes in which John Bull has recorded his myriad pere-
grinations since the general peace in 1815 could be collected, they
would fill the shelves of a larger library than is possessed by any
Mechanic’s Institute in the three kingdoms. Scarce a month has
elapsed during the publishing season for the last twenty-five years
but the press has teemed with Voyages and Travels— north, south,
east, and west — which attests, if not the sagacity, at least the rest-
less and enterprising character of Englishmen. How many dozen
volumes on Russia only have we not seen advertised within the last
twelve months! With how many descriptions of Circassia, and the
wild tracts bordering on the Caspian, are we not acquainted! Who
is not as familiar with the leading features of Constantinople as with
those of London or Edinburgh! But four short years since, Aff-
ghanistan and the passes of the Himalayas were, comparatively
speaking, untrodden ground ; now, Englishmen traverse them by
the score, and treat as the merest common-places the startling adven-
tures, that half a century ago would have set their ancestors won-
dering throngh a life-time. In the year 1830, a new volcanic island
suddenly started up in the Mediterranean. Hardly had its nose ap-
peared above water, than off went John Bull to take a peep at it,
and, as a matter of course, was the very first person to ascend its
highest eminence. It has since vanished ; but such was honest John’s
fidgetty curiosity to know what had become of it, that on the spot
where it had once stood he actually went down in a diving-bell,
slipping over the side of a merchant-ship! In one of his most
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amusing works, Washington Irving relates that he came in contact
at Terracina with an English alderman and his family, who were
just packing up for a tour to the Holy Land; another author has
assured us that he saw “Buy Warren’s Blacking ” chalked up in
round text on the walls of the Temple of Theseus at Athens; and
we all know that a Long-Acre-built omnibus, licensed to carry
twelve, exclusive of its London cad, runs daily between the Pyraus
and the Acropolis, and is chiefly patronised by English travellers !
But not only is John Bull, like Ulysses, a wanderer over seas and
lands, but the very skies come in for a share of his attention. It was
but the other day that he took a balloon trip to Germany ; and we
do not despair of living to see the day when, acting on a recent as-
tronomical theory, that the moon is inhabited, he will pop a clean
shirt or two in his carpet-bag, and set forth on an expedition of dis-
covery to that mysterious planet !

Though a love of enterprise is of course the chief incentive to
these eccentric, adventurous movements of John Bull, yet fashion—
to which he is proverbially a slave—has, we suspect, no slight share
in prompting them ; for, strange to say, particular countries come
into and go out of fashion, just like dresses, wines, novels, drawing-
room ballads, &e. During the run of the Scotch tales, the High-
lands were all the rage, and awful was the rush of Englishmen
across the border ; some years later, Cooper’s romances brought the
American prairies into note, and off started John Bull to bivouac
with the Pawnee Indians; Byron’s Childe Harold sent him voyaging
up the Rhine, and tearing across the plains of I'roy ; the late Rus-
sian campaigns precipitated him on the coast of Circassia; Captain
Head’s ¢ Bubbles from the Brunens ” inoculated him with a German
spa influenza ; and now, nothing excites his fancy so much as the
idea of paying a visit to Acre, and exposing himself to the scorching
heats of the Syrian desert!

These “ Excursions Abroad > are all well enough in their way ;
but commend us—who are more domestic, and less adventurous in
our tastes, and wholly unswayed by fashion—commend us, we say,
to the soberer enjoyment derived from ¢ Excursions at Home.” A
ramble through our own country, or some of the sylvan provinces of
France, is quite enough to satisfy our moderate ambition and curi-
osity. Wherever we go, we like to bear about with us a snug, social
impression of home. We are anxious to be within call, in case of
unforeseen accidents at head-quarters. A letter informing us that
our wife was given over by the physicians, or that our banker’s
name had just appeared in the Gazette that should find us at Con-
stantinople or Damascus, would occasion us inexpressible remorse,
Besides, as we travel, like Doctor Syntax, solely in search of the
picturesque, and have no faith in the scenic attractions of distant
countries, merely because they are distant, we feel persuaded that
we need never quit the shores of Britain; or if we do quit them,
that the western and southern districts of ¢ La belle France ” will
fulfil our most sanguine expectations. To say nothing of the moun-
tain magnificence of the Highland regions ; the sylvan luxuriance of
the midland counties; the teeming variety of the West; and the
savage grandeur of the Welsh alps, with their hushed, secluded val-
leys carpeted with softest grasses, alive with the music of merry,
tumbling brooklets, and fragrant with perfumed wild herbs ;—to say
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nothing of these picturesque localities, what think you, gentle reader,
of the neglected banks of the Thames, which from Fulham to Ox-
ford—a distance of upwards of sixty miles—exhibit every species of
landscape that can delight the eye of taste? Flowing through state-
ly, park-like grounds, and emerald-green meadows at Richmond,
whose cheerful slopes and lawns have been immortalized by the
poetry of Thompson, and the prose of Scott ; spreading out into a
clear, expansive lake at Henley ; sweeping proudly past the royal
towers of Windsor, the terraced steeps of Clifden, and the precipi-
tous chalk-cliffs of Caversham ; murmuring sweet music among the
ruins of Reading Abbey ; and reflecting as in a bright, unsullied
mirror, the classic beauties of Oxford; this noble river displays
throughout its course scenes of such Arcadian attraction as might
have inspired the pastoral pen of a Theocritus, or the picturesque
pencil of a Claude. Do we exaggerate in speaking thus? Let those
who think we do, turn to Mr. Mackay’s entertaining work, « The
Thames and its Tributaries,” and acknowledge the justice of our
eulogiums. Here, for instance, is his sketch of this glorious stream
at Richmond—a locality that has already been described a hundred
times, but which may be described as many more without palling
upon the reader’s taste. We add the engraver’s illustration, by way
of completing the sketch.

“The first time we ever ascended the hill, the landscape was illumined by
the rays of a bright noon-tide sun, and the waters of the Thames, stretching out
right before us, were illumined with a long streak of light, and the far forests
gleamed in the radiancy as their boughs were waved to and fro by a strong, but
pleasant, south-west wind. Distant Windsor was visible ; and hundreds of neat
villas, and other pleasing objects, gratified the eye, to whichever side it turned ;
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the Thames freshening and enlivening the whole. As we stood, the sky became
overcast ; dark clouds arose upon the horizon ; the wind blew colder than its
wont; while a few large drops of rain gave notice of an impending storm. The
Terrace was soon bare of its visitors : all sought shelter from the rain; but we
remained to watch the tempest, and the changes it wrought upon the landscape.
It was glorious to see how the trees waved, like fields of corn, as the storm blew
over them, and the smart showers whirled around ; now hiding one spot by the
thickness of the rain, and now wheeling past another, and obscuring it in like
manner. The distant heights were no longer visible, and we could just see the
Thames winding at the foot of the hill, and curling itself into tiny waves under
the breath of the storm. The blossoms of the wild chestnut trees fell thick
around us, diffusing a more delicious fragrance through the air; and the very
dust of the ground seemed odorous as the moisture fell upon it. Suddenly
there was a flash right over Windsor Castle, and all its towers were perceptible
for an instant, and then hidden again. Successive flashes illumined other
spots; and while the rain was piercing through our garments, we had no other
thought than a strong desire to become an artist by the inspiration of the mo-
ment, and at one touch of our pencil to fasten upon enduring canvass a faithful
representation of the scene.”

But Richmond, it may be said, is an exception to the general
character of the Thames scenery ; turn we then to Mr. Mackay’s
description of the view from the terrace of Windsor Castle, and the
artist’s appropriate accompaniment :—

(e

“To the right of us lies Runnymead, still more renowned in the history of
British freedom; beyond it, Cooper’s Hill, sacred to the memory of Denham,
and around it Windsor Forest, of which Pope has so sweetly sung, and where
he passed his earliest years. And among all rise villas and noble mansions,
thickly spread like stars on a frosty night.

“The view is universally admired, not only for its associations, but for itself.
The beautiful diversity of hill and dale, of wood and water, of meadow and
grove, of town and village, teeming with all the pictoresque land-marks of civi-
lization, and with these only, unobscured by the tall chimneys of gas-works, and
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unspoiled in its pleasant ruralness by those huge square deformities, the manu-
factories, with which civilization is compelled to sprinkle its path, renders it a
scene of loveliness, unsurpassed in England.”

But, should a home excursion along the banks of the Thames be
deemed too monotonous and insipid, the traveller has merely to cross
over into France, to have all his ideas of the sublime and beautiful
in scenery fully realized. Let him pursue the course of the Loire
through the sylvaun districts of the Bocage, and we will answer for
it that he will be just as much delighted as with a steam-voyage up
the Rhine, a ramble among the American prairies, or a sail through
the Bosphorus into the Euxine Sea. Ruined abbeys, and castles of
the most imposing appearance ; rural villages embosomed in spread-
ing forests, on whose verdant glades the sun lies, like a smile from
Heaven ; frowning rocks, cheerful dells, flower-enamelled meadows ;
everything, in short, that is requisite to perfect scenery, may be
found along the banks, or in the immediate neighbourhood, of the
Loire. We assert this without fear of contradiction ; first, from the
information received from travellers who have visited the localities,
and who have assured us that in their search of the picturesque
they have often gone further and fared worse ; and, secondly, from
an attentive perusal of Miss Costello’s ¢ Summer among the Bocages
and the Vines,” — one of the most delightful works of the sort with
which we are acquainted. Observe the enthusiastic terms in which
this lady speaks of the ruins of an abbey in the vicinity of the Loire,
and the landscape immediately contiguous to them !

¢« Of this once magnificent abbey the effect of the few remaining walls and
windows is very fine. They appear from many points of view along the beau-
tiful shores of the Rance, and form exquisite objects from the surrounding hills.
Everywhere they are subjects for the painter; and artists are frequently met
with, seated in the most attractive spots, busily engaged in transferring the mag-
nificent scenery to their sketch-books. The exquisite bits discoverable at each
turn might seduce an amateur of the sublime and beautiful to linger all day on
this delicious shore, before him the ruins, amidst the most graceful and varied
foliage, the gardens and meadows reaching to the water’s brink, the bridge, with
its back-ground of mountains in the distance, the little sails gliding along, the
small islands, the gigantic hills ctothed with wood, from whence are seen from
distance to distance the ivy-crowned turrets of the castle of Beaumanoir; the
huge blocks of grey granite scattered along the way, and the winding stream at
their feet, with emerald grass and waving reeds close to the margin: — all this
may well seduce a painter, or a wanderer, to spend all the shining summer day
leaning on the short turf between the rocks, under the shelter of the groves at
Lehon, as we did, and, regardless of fatigue, to climb the steep hill which, al-
most perpendicular, is cut into paths that serpentine sufficiently to suffer the
passage, not only of the peasants, but of the_ dwellers who inhabit a chfll'mxng
villa, placed exactly on the peak of this elevation. It need hardly be said that
these adventurous mountaineers are English, and delightfully they are repaid for
the trouble of mounting so high.”

Again, read this description of the caves of Chinon, and tell us,
you who have wandered over Europe, or among the woods, and
valleys, and mountains of the New World, whether yon have ever
met with a scene characterized by more striking or original features,
or better calculated to make a lasting impression on your minds.
That you may be able to form a decided opinion on the subject, we
add to Miss Costello’s sketch her engraver’s pictorial illustration :—



EXCURSIONS AT IIOME AND ABROAD. 103

“ The objects of greatest interest after the castle of Chinon are the caves. These
are situated beneath the coteau on which the town is built, and extend for many
leagues ; indeed the imagination sets no bounds to their extent. They are im-
mense exhausted quarries, which for twelve centuries have supplied stone forall
the required buildings in their vicinity. The castle, bridge, churches, &c. are
all built from hence, and the foundations of those tremendous towers are carried
down to the lowest depths of these caverns. We traced the cemented stones of
the walls of Agnes Sorel’s tower amongst the huge masses which lie in pic-
turesque confusion, piled into fantastic shapes by the sport of nature. Occasion-
ally basins of clear water are to be met with in these retreats, and some crystal-
lizations are seen clinging to the dripping roofs; but it is rather from their
strange forms, and enormous and awful extent, than from any positive beauty,
that these painted caverns, as they are called, present a mysterious interest.

¢ Armed with lighted candles, and preceded by a guide bearing a long lad-
der, we threaded the mazes of numerous paths leading to cathedral-roofed cham-
bers, rugged valleys of rocks, and wild-looking ¢ antres vast,” where the flashing
lights showed fantastic figures on the walls panted by the gliding and dropping
water which oozes through the sandstone. The adventurous may discover, by
climbing into narrow apertures, numerous curiously shaped saloons and fine ef-
fects of shadow ; we were obliged to be content with the most accessible, thongh
]»ye c?,uceived our peril quite approaching ncar enough to the positive to be sub-
ime.

We have next a plate representing a ruined mill, not far from the
Loire, which, with its fine mountain back-ground, its silvery cataract
in front, and its rustic bridge in the intermediate distance, presents
just such an assemblage of objects as Turner would love to group
on canvass :—
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So much for ¢ Excursions at Home,”—for France, with the facili-
ties we now have for reaching it, may be considered as lying close at
our elbow,—uversus < Excursions Abroad.” Fashion, or a love of en-
terprise will still continue to allure hosts of travellers to remote
countries ; but those who, like ourselves, have the organ of ¢ stay-
at-home-ativeness ” powerfully developed on their craniums, will be
quite contented with an occasional ramble through England, or its
next door-neighbour, France, portions of which are as rich in pic-
turesque effects as the eye of poet or painter could desire.

SPECIMENS OF MODERN GERMAN POETS.

TRANSLATED BY MARY HOWITT,

HEINRICH HEINE.

Tuey have to-night a party ;
And the house is lit up bright !

There, above, athwart the window
Moves a shadow-image light !

 Thou seest me not in the darkness,—
I stand below, apart;;
Yet still less canst thou see within
My dark and hidden heart.

My hidden heart it loves thee,
It loves and breaks for thee;
Yet how it breaks, pants, bleedeth,
’Tis man shalt never see !
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GUY FAWKES.
AN HISTORICAL ROMANCE,
BY W. HARRISON AINSWORTH, ESQ.

ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

BOOK THE TIIIRD.
CHAPTER VII1.
VIVIANA’S LAST NIGHT AT ORDSALL HALL.

On thé evening of the third day after quitting Dunchurch,
Viviana Radcliffe and her companions arrived at Ordsall Hall.
They had encountered many dangers and difficulties on the
journey, and were well-nigh overcome with fatigue and anxiety.
Fearful of being detained, Garnet had avoided all the larger towns
in the way, and had consequently been driven greatly out of the
direct course. He had assumed the disguise which he usually
wore when travelling, that of a lawyer, and as he possessed
great mimetic talent, he sustained the character admirably. Vi-
viana passed for his daughter, and his servant, Nicholas Owen,
who was almost as clever an actor as his master, represented his
clerk, while the two attendants performed the parts of clients.
At Abbots’-Bromley, where they halted for refreshment on the
second day, having spent the night at a small village near Tich-
field, they were detained by the landlord, who entertained some
suspicions of them ; but Garnet succeeded in frightening the man
into allowing them to depart. They underwent another alarm
of the same kind at Leek, and were for two hours locked up ;
but on the arrival of a magistrate, who had been sent for by
the host, Garnet gave so plausible an account of himself that
the party were instantly set at liberty, and arrived without fur-
ther molestation at their journey’s end.

Viviana’s last visit to the hall had been sad enough, but it
was not so sad as the present. It was a dull November even-
ing, and the wind moaned dismally through the trees, scattering
the yellow leaves on the ground. The house looked forlorn and
desolate. No smoke issued from the chimneys, nor was there
any external indication that it was inhabited. The drawbridge
was down, and as they passed over it, the hollow trampling of
their steeds upon the planks vibrated painfully upon Viviana’s
heart. Before dismounting, she cast a wistful look around, and
surveyed the grass-grown, and neglected court, where, in years
gone by, she had sported; the moat on whose brink she had
lingered ; and the surrounding woods, which she had never looked
upon, even on a dreary day like the present, and when they were

robbed in some measure of their beauty, without delight. Scan-
VOL. X. I
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ning the deserted mansion from roof to foundation, she traced
all its gables, angles, windows, doors, and walls, and claimed
every piece of carved work, every stone as a familiar object, and
as associated with other and happier hours.

“It is but the wreck of what it was,” she thought. ¢The
spirit that animated it is fled. Grass grows in its courts-—no
cheerful voices echo in its chambers —no hospitality is main-
tained in its hall — but neglect, gloom, and despair claim it as
their own. The habitation and its mistress are well matched.”

Guessing from the melancholy expression of her countenance
what was passing within, and thinking it advisable to turn the
current of her thoughts, Garnet assisted her to alight, and com-
mitting the care of their steeds to Owen and the others, pro-
ceeded with her to the principal entrance. Kverything appear-
ed in nearly the same state as when they had last scen it, and
the only change that had taken place was for the worse. The
ceilings were mapped and mildewed with damps; the once-gor-
geously stained glass was shivered in the windows; the costly
arras hung in tattered fragments from the walls; while the floors,
which were still .strewn with plaster and broken furniture, were
flooded with the moisture that had found its way through the
holes in the roof.

‘“ Bear up, dear daughter,” said Garnet, observing that Viviana
was greatly distressed by the sight, ¢ and let the contemplation
of this scene of havoc, instead of casting you down, inspire you
with just indignation against enemies from whom it is vain to
expect justice or mercy. How many Catholic mansions have
been thus laid waste! How many high-born and honourable
men, whose sole fault was their adherence to the religion of their
fathers, and their refusal to subscribe to doctrines against which
their consciences revolted, have been put to death like your
father, nay, have endured a worse fate, for they have languish-
ed out their lives in prison, while their families and retainers
have undergone every species of outrage! How many a de-
scendant of a proud line, distinguished for worth, for loyalty,
and for devotion, has stood, as you now stand, upon his deso-
late hearth — has seen misery and ruin usurp the place of com-
fort and happiness —and has heard the very stones beneath
his feet cry out for vengeance. Accursed be our oppressors !”
he added, lifting up his hands, and elevating his voice. ¢ May
their churches be thrown down— their faith crushed — their
rights invaded — their children delivered to bondage — their
hearths laid waste as ours have been. May this, and worse come
to pass, till the whole stock of heresy is uprooted !”

¢ Hold, father!” exclaimed Viviana, ‘*‘even here, beholding
this miserable sight, and with feelings keenly excited, I cannot
join in your terrible denunciation. What I hope for — what I
pray for, is toleration, not vengeance. The sufferings of our
brethren will not have been in vain, if they enable our suc-
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cessors to worship God in their own way, and according to the
dictates of their consciences. The ruthless conduct of our per-
secutors must be held in as much abhorrence by all good Pro-
testants as our persecution of that sect when we were in the
ascendant, is regarded by all worthy members of our own
Church. I cannot believe that by persecution we can work out
the charitable precepts inculeated by our Saviour; and I am
sure such a course is as adverse to the spirit of religion, as it
is to that of humanity. Let us bear our sorrows with patience,
—let us utter no repinings, but turn the other cheek to the
smiter, and we shall find, in due time, that the hearts of our op-
pressors will relent, and that all the belicvers in the True God
will be enabled to worship him in peace, though at different
altars.”

““Such a season will never arrive, daughter,” replied Garnet,
severely, * till heresy is extirpated, and the false doctrines, now
prevailing, utterly abolished. Then, indeed, when the Church of
Rome is re-established, and the old and true religion restored,
universal peace will prevail. And let me correct the grievous
and sinful error into which you have fallen. Our church is
always at war with heresy ; and if it cannot uproot it by gentle
means, authorizes, nay enjoins the employment of force.”

“I will not attempt to dispute with you upon points of faith,
father,” returned Viviana; “I am content to think and act ac-
cording to my own feelings and convictions. But I will not give
up the hope that in some milder and wiser age, persecution
on cither side will cease, and the sufferings of its victims be re-
membered only to soften the hearts of fanatics, of whatever creed,
towards each other. Were a lesson wanting to ourselves, sure-
ly it might be found in the result that has attended your dark
and criminal enterprise, and in which the disapproval of Icaven
has been signally manifested.”

“ Not so, daughter,” replied Garnet. ¢ An action is not to
be judged or justified by the events attending it, but by its own
intrinsic merits. To aver the contrary were to throw a doubt
upon the Holy Seriptures themselves, where we read in the
Book of Judges that the eleven tribes of Isracl were commanded
to make war upon the tribe of Benjamin, and yet were twice de-
feated. We have failed. But this proves nothing against our
project, which I maintain to be righteous and praiseworthy,
undertaken to overthrow an heretical and excommunicated mo-
narch, and to re-establish the true faith of the Most High
throughout this land.”

1 lament to find that you still persist in error, father,” re-
plied Viviana; ‘“but you cannot by any sophistry induce me to
coincide with you in opinion. I hold the attempt an offence alike
against God and man, and while 1 rejoice at the issue that has
attended it, I deplore the irreparable harm it will do to the whole
body of Catholics, all of whomn will be connected, by the bigoted

o 12
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and unthinking of the hostile party, with the atrocious design.
Not only have you done our cause an injury, but you have in a
measure justified our opponents’ severity, and given them a plea
for further persecution.”

“No more of this, daughter,” rejoined Garnet, impatiently,
¢ or I shall deem it necessary to reprove you. Let us search the
house, and try to find some habitable chamber in which you
can pass the night.”

After a long search, they discovered a room in comparatively
good order, and leaving Viviana within it, Garnet descended to
the lower part of the house, where he found Nicholas Owen,
and the two other attendants.

““We have chanced upon a scanty supply of provender for
our steeds,” remarked Owen, with a doleful look ; ¢ but we are
not likely to obtain a meal ourselves, unless we can feed upon
rats and mice, which appear to be sole tenants of this miserable
dwelling.”

“You must go to Manchester instantly, and procure provi-
sions,” returned Garnet. ¢ But take heed you observe the ut-
most caution.”

¢ Fear nothing,” replied Owen. ¢ If I am taken, your rever-
ence will lose your supper—that is all.”

He then set out upon his errand, and Garnet proceeded to
the kitchen, where, to his great surprize, he found the hearth-
stone still warm, and a few lighted embers upon it, while erumbs
of bread, and little fragments of meat scattered. about, proved
that some one had taken a meal there. Startled by this dis-
covery, he continued his search, but as fruitlessly as before ; and
though he called to any one who might be hidden to come
forth, the summons was unanswered. One of the attendants
had placed a few sticks upon the smouldering ashes, and on re-
turning to the kitchen, it was found that they had kindled.
A fire being thus obtained, some of the broken furniture was
used to replenish it, and by Garnet’s commands another fire
was speedily lighted in Viviana’s chamber. Night had now
come on, and Owen not returning, Garnet became extremely
uneasy, and had almost given him up, when the absentee made
his appearance, with a large basket of provisions under his arm.

¢ I have had some difficulty in obtaining them,” he said, *“ and
fancying I observed two persons following me, was obliged to
take a circuitous route to get back. The whole town is in com-
motion about the plot,and it is said that the most rigorous mea-
sures are to be adopted towards all the Catholic families in the
neighbourhood.”

Sighing at the latter piece of intelligence, Garnet selected
such provisious as he thought would be acceptable to Vivi-
ana, and took them upstairs to her. She ate a little bread,
and drank a cup of water, but refused to taste anything else,
and finding it in vain to press her, Garnet returned to the
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kitchen, where, being much exhausted, he recruited himself with
a hearty meal, and a cup of wine.

Left alone, Viviana knelt down, and clasping a small crucifix
to her breast, prayed long and fervently. While she was thus
engaged, she heard the door open gently behind her, and turn-
ing her head, beheld an old man clothed in a tattered garb,
with long white hair flowing over his shoulders, and a beard of
the same snowy hue descending upon his breast. As he ad-
vanced slowly towards her, she started to her feet, and a brighter
flame arising at the moment from the fire, it illumined the in-
truder’s wo-begone features.

¢ Is it possible ! ™ she exclaimed,—* can it be my father’s old
steward, Jerome Heydocke ? ™

“It is indeed, my dear young mistress,” replied the old man,
falling on his knee before her. ¢ Heaven be praised ! he conti-
nued, seizing her hand, and bedewing it with tears; I have
seen you once again, and shall die content.”

‘1 never expected to behold you more, good Heydocke,” re-
turned Viviana, raising him. “ I heard you had died in prison.”

¢ It was so given out by the jailers, to account for my escape,”
replied the old steward; “and I took care never to contradict
the report by making my appearance. I will not distress you by
the recital of all I have endured, but will simply state that I was
confined in the prison upon Hunt’s Bank, whence I escaped
in the night by dropping upon the rocks, and from them into
the river, where it was supposed I was drowned. Making my
way into the country, I concealed myself for a time in barns
and outbuildings, until, at length, I ventured back to the old
house, and have dwelt in it unmolested ever since. I should
have perished for want long ago, but for the kindness of Mr.
Humphrey Chetham. He used to send my son regularly to me
with provisions ; and, now that Martin is gone to London, on
business, as I understood, relating to you, he brings them to
me himself. He will be here to-morrow.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Viviana. I must see him.”

¢ As you please,” returned the old man. ¢ I suppose those are
your companions below. I was in my hiding-place, and hearing
voices and footsteps, did not dare to venture forth till all was
still. On approaching this room, which I have been in the habit
of occupying lately, and peeping through the door, which was
standing ajar, I perceived a female figure, and thinking it must
be you, though I scarcely dared to trust the evidence of my
senses, I ventured in. Ob! my dear, dear young mistress,
what a joy it is to see you again! I fear you must have suf-
fered much, for you are greatly altered.”

At this moment, Garnet entered the room. He started on
seeing the old steward. But an explanation was instantly given
him.

“ You, then, are the person by whom the fire was recently
lighted in the kitchen ? ” he asked.
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Heydocke replied in the affirmative.

“T1 came to bid you farewell for the night, dear daughter,”
said Garnet, ¢ and to assure you that you niay rest w1thuut fear,
for we lmve contrived to make fast the doors. Conte with nie,
my son,” he added to the steward, ¢ and you shall have a com-
fortable meal helow.”

Making a profound reverence to Viviana, the old man follow-
ed him down stairs.

Viviana continued to pace to and fro within her chamber for
some time, and then, overcome with fatigue, flung herself upon
the bedstead, on which a cloak had been thrown. Sleep soon
closed her eyes, but it was disturbed by frightful and distress-
ing dreams, from which she was suddenly aroused by a touch
upon the arm.  Starting up, she perceived the old steward by
the side of her couch, with a light in his hand.

“What brings you here, Heydocke? ” she demanded, with
an accent of surprise and alarm.

“You have slept soundly, my dear yonng mistress, or you
would not require to be informed,” replicd the steward. * There !
do you not hear it?” he uddcd, as a loud knocking resounded
from below.

Viviana listened for a moment, and then, as if struck by a
sudden idea, hurried down stairs. She found Garnet and the
others assembled in the hall, but whoily unnerved by fright.
¢ Hide yourselves,” she said, ¢ and no ill shall befal you. Quick !
— not a moment is to be lost 1™

Having allowed them suflicient time for concealment, she de-
manded in a loud voice who was without ?

“ ¥riends,” was the reply.

¢« It is the voice of Doctor Dee,” replied Heydocke.

¢ Indeed !'” exclaimed Viviana. ¢ Admit him instantly.”

Heydocke obeyed, and throwing open the door, gave en-
trance to the Doctor, who was wmpped in his long furrcd gowi,
and carried a lantem. He was accompanied by I\e]]e} and
Iiumphrey Chetham.

““Your visit is singularly timed, Mr. Chetham,” said Viviana,
after she had saluted the party; ¢ but you are not the less wel-
come on that account. I much desired to see you, and indeed
should have sent for you to-morrow. But how did you know 1
was here?”

“The only explanation I can offer you is this,” replied
Chetham; «T was hastily summoned from my residence at
Crumpsall by Kelley, who told me you were at Ordsall Hall,
and that Doctor Dee was about to visit you, and desired my
company. Thus summoned, I came at once.”

¢ A strange explanation indeed ! replied Viviana.

¢ Close and fasten the door,” said Dee, in an authoritative
tone to Kelley, and as soon as his commaunds were obeyed, he
took Viviana’s hand, and led lier to the further end of the hall.

]
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¢ My art informed me of your arrival, Viviana,” he said. “I
am come to save you. You are in imminent danger.”

“] well know it,” she replied; “but 1 have no wish to fly
from justice. I am weary of my life, and would gladly resign it.”

“1 would call to your recollection, Viviana,” pursued Dee,
¢ that I foretold the disastrous result of this plot, in which you
have become unhappily involved, to Guy Fawkes, and warned
him not to proceed in it. But he would not be advised, and is
now a prisoner in the Tower.” -

“ All I wish is to go thither, and die with him,” rejoined Vi-
viana.

“If you go thither yon will die before him,” said Dee.

“I would so,” she replied.

“Viviana Radcliffe,” returned Dee, in a compassionate tone,
“ I truly grievefor you. Your attachment to this heinous traitor
completely blinds you. The friendship I entertained for your
mother makes me anxious to serve you — to see you happy. It
is now in your power to be so. But if yon take another false
step, your fate is decided, and you will die an early death. I
will answer for your safety—nay, what is more, I will undertake
that ere long you shall again be mistress of this mansion, and
have your estates restored to you.”

“ You promise fairly, sir,” she replied with a mournful smile.

“1 have not yet done,” pursued Dee. ¢¢ All T require for the
service is, that, when freed by the death of Guy Fawkes from
the chain that now binds you,— for I am aware of your ill-
starred union with him, — you shall bestow your hand upon
Humphrey Chetham.”

“It may not be,” replied Viviana, firmly. ¢ Andif you could
in truth read the secrets of the heart, you would know that
mine would instantly reject the proposal.”

“Think not it originates with me, Viviana,” said Humphrey
Chetham, who had approached them unobserved. ¢ My pre-
vious experience of your character would alone have prevented
me from becoming a party to any such proposal, had I known
it would be made. Do not, I beseech you, sir,” he added to Dee,
¢ clog your offer with conditions which will effectually prevent
its accomplishment.”

“You are true to yourself, Mr. Chetham,” rejoined Viviana,
< and will not, therefore, wonder that I continue so. Were I to
assent to Doctor Dee’s proposal, I should be further from hap-
piness than I am now, even if he could make good his words,
and restore me to the station I have forfeited. T have received
a shock from which I shall never recover, and the only haven of
repose, to which I look forward, is the grave.”

¢« Alas ! ” exclaimed Chetham, in a pitying tone.

“You will think I trespass too much upon your kindness,”
she pursued; “but you can render me a great service, and it
will be the last I shall ever require from you.”
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“ Name it ?” cried Chetham, eagerly.

“I would beg you to escort me to London,” she rejoined ;
“and to deliver me to the lords of the council. I would will-
ingly escape the indignities to which I shall be exposed if I am
conveyed thither as a prisoner. 'Will you do this 7

¢ 1 will,” replied Chetham.

“ Lest you should think I have offered more than I can per-
form, Viviana,” said Dee, who had listened attentively to the
foregoing conversation, ¢ I will now tell you on what grounds I
build my expectation of procuring your pardon. The conspi-
racy was first revealed by me to the Earl of Salisbury, though
for his own purposes he kept it secret to the last. He owes me
a heavy debt, and shall pay it in the way I propose, if you de-
sire it.”

¢ 1 will abide by what I have done,” replied Viviana.

“ You know, then, what fate awaits you ? ” said Dee.

¢ 1 shall not shrink from it,” she rejoined.

¢TIt is well,” he replied. ¢ Before I leave, 1 will give you
another caution. Father Garnet is here. Nay, attempt not to
deny it. You cannot deceive me. Besides, I desire to serve,
not harm him. If he remains here till to-merrow, he will be
captured. A proclamation has been issued for his arrest, as
well as for that of Father Oldcorne. Deliver him this warning.
And now, farewell ! ”

With this, he took up his lantern, and followed by Kelley,
quitted the hall.

Humphrey Chetham only tarried a few moments to inform
Viviana that he would return soon after daybreak with a couple
of steeds for the journey. As soon as he was gone, Viviana com-
municated Dee’s warning to Garnet, who was so alarmed by it,
that he resolved not to delay his own departure a moment.
Taking an affectionate leave of Viviana, and confiding her to
the care of the old steward, he set out with his three attendants.

Faithful to his promise, Humphrey Chetham appeared at the
appointed time. Viviana bade an eternal farewell to the old
steward, who was overwhelmed with grief, and looked as if his
sorrows would soon be ended, and mounting one of the steeds
brought by the young merchant, they took the direction of
London.

CHAPTER VIII.
HENDLIP.

Garner proceeded at a rapid pace for some miles before he
acquainted his companions whither he was going. He then in-
formed Nicholas Owen, who rode by his side, that he should
make the best of his way to Hendlip House, the seat of Mr.
Thomas Abingdon, ncar Droitwich, in Worcestershire, where
Le knew that Father Oldeorne and Anne Vaux had retired, and
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where he was certain to meet with a friendly reception and pro-
tection. Owen, who was completely in his master’s confidence,
agreed that no safer asylum could be found, and they pursued
their journey with so much ardour, that early on the following
night, they arrived within a short distance of the mansion.
Owen was sent forward to reconnoitre, and returned in about
half an hour with Mr. Abingdon, who embraced Garnet, and
told him he was truly happy in being able to offer him a retreat.

“And I think it will prove a secure one,” he added. ¢ There
are so many hiding-places in the old house, that if it is beset for
a year vou will scarcely be discovered. Have you heard of the
fate of your confederates ? ”

“ Alas ! no, my son,” replied Garnet; ‘“and I tremble to
ask it.”

It had better be told at once,” rejoined Abingdon. ¢ Cates-
by, Percy, and the two Wrights, have been slain in the defence
of Holbeach, while Rookwood, Grant, and Thomas Winter, all
of whom were severely wounded in the siege, have been made
prisoners, and are now on their way to the Tower.”

« A fearful catalogue of ills ! ” exclaimed Garnet,

¢ It is not yet complete,” pursued Abingdon. ¢ Sir Everard
Digby has been defeated, and made prisoner in an attempt to
bring additional force to his friends, and Keyes has been ar-
rested in Warwickshire.”

“These are woful tidings truly, my son,’
¢ But Heaven’s will be done!”

He then dismissed his two attendants, to whom he gave a
sum of money, together with the steeds, and attended by Ni-
cholas Owen, repaired to the house with Mr. Abingdon, who
admitted them through a secret door.

Hendlip House, which, unfortunately for the lovers of pic-
turesque and storied habitations, was pulled down a few years
ago, having been latterly used as a ladies’ boarding-school, was
a large and irregular structure, with walls of immense thickness,
tall stacks of chimneys, turrets, oriel windows, and numberless
projections, contrived to mask the labyrinths and secret cham-
bers within. Krected by John Abingdon, father of the proprie-
tor at the period of this history, and cofferer to Queen Elizabeth
in the early part of the reign of that princess, it was filled with
secret staircases, masked entrances, trap-doors, vaults, subterra-
nean passages, sccret recesses, and every other description of
hiding-place. An immense gallery surrounded three sides of the
entrance-hall, containing on each side a large chimney-piece, sur-
mounted by a shield displaying the arms of the family—argent,
a bend gules, three caglets displayed or. Behind each of these
chimney-pieces was a small cell, or ¢ priest’s hole,” as it was
termed, contrived in the thickness of the wall. Throughout
the mansion, the chambers were so sombre, the passages so nu-
merous and intricate, that, in the words of one who described it

’ returned Garnet.
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from personal observation, the whole place presented *“a picture
of gloom, insecurity, and suspicion.” Standing on an elevated
situation, it commanded the country on all sides, and could not
be approached during the day-time without alarm being given
to 1ts Inmates.

Thowmas Abingdon, the owner of the mansion at the period in
question, and the eldest son of its founder, was born at Thorpe,
near Chertsey, in Surrey, in 1560. He was educated at Oxford,
and finished his studies at the Universities of Paris and Rheims.
A wman of considerable taste and learning, but of a plotting
disposition, he became a willing tool of the Jesuits, and imme-
diately on his return to Kngland, connected himself with the
different conspiracies set on foot for the liberation of the im-
prisoned Queen of Scots. ¥or these offences he was imprison-
ed in the Tower for the term of six years, and only escaped
death from the fact of his being the Queen’s godson, coupled
with the estimation in which she had held his father. On his
liberation he remained perfectly tranquil till the accession of
James, when he became a secret plotter against that monarch.
His concealment of the two priests, about to be related, occa-
sioned his being again sent to the Tower, and if it had not been
for the intercession of Lord Mounteagle, whose sister he had
espoused, he would have been executed. He was pardoned on
condition of never stirring beyond the precincts of Worcester-
shire, and he employed his retirement in compiling an account
of the antiquities of that county, which he left behind him in
manuscript, and of which Doctor Nash, its more recent histo-
rian, has largely availed himself.

With a habitation so contrived, Mr. Abingdon might fairly
promise his guests a safe asylum. Conducting them along a
secret passage to a chamber of which he alone possessed the
key, he left Garnet within it, and taking Owen with him to
another place of concealment, returned shortly afterwards with
Anne Vaux and Father Oldcorne. The two priests tenderly
embraced each other, and Oldcorne poured forth his tears on
his superior’s shoulder. Garnet next turned to Anne Vaux,
between whom and himself, as has before been mentioned, an
affectionate intimacy subsisted, and found her quite overcome
by her feelings. Supper was now served to Garnet by a con-
fidential servant, and after a few hours spent in conversation
with his friends, during which they discussed the disastrous issue
of the affair, and the probable fate of the conspirators, they
quitted him, and he retired to rest — but not before he had
returned thanks to Heaven for cnabling him once more to lay
down his head in safety.

On the following morning, he was visited by Mrs. Abingdon,
a lady of considerable personal attractions, and Anne Vaux, and
when he had recovered from the fatigue of his journey, and the
anxieties he had recently undergone, he experienced great delight



GUY FAWKES. 115

in their society. 'T'he chamber he occupied was lighted by a
small loop-hole, which enabled him to breathe the fresh air, and
gaze upon the surrounding country.

In this way, nearly two months passed on, during which,
though- rigorous inquiries were made throughout the county,
no clue was found by the searchers to lead them to Hendlip ;
and the concealed parties began to indulge hopes that they
should escape detection altogether. Being in constant corre-
spondence with her brother, Lord Mounteagle, though she did
not trust him with the important secret of the concealment of
the priests, Mrs. Abingdon ascertained all that was done in re-
ference to the conspirators, whose trials were now approaching,
and communicated the intelligence to Garnet.

On the morning of the 20th of January, and when long quietude
had bred complete fancied security in Garnet, Anne Vaux and
Mrs. Abingdon suddenly entered his chamber, and with counte-
nances of the utmost alarm, informed him that Mr. Abingdon’s
confidential servant had just returned from Worcester, where
his master then was, and had brought word that Topcliffe,
armed with a search-warrant from the Karl of Salisbury, had
Just passed through that city on his way to Holt Castle, the
residence of Sir Henry Bromley.

‘It appears,” said Mrs. Abingdon, ¢ that Humphrey Little-
ton, who has been apprehended and condemned to death at
Worcester for harbouring his brother and Robert Winter, has
sought to procure a remission of his sentence by betraying your
retreat. In consequence of this, Topcliffe has been sent down
from London, with a warrant addressed to Sir Henry Bromley,
to aid him in searching Hendlip. My husband has given par-
ticular orders that you are to be removed to the most secure
hiding-place without delay; and he deeply regrets that he him-
self cannot return till evening, for fear of exciting suspicion.”

“Take me where you please, daughter,” replied Garnet, who
was thrown into great perturbation by the intelligence. 1
thought myself prepared for any emergency. But 1 was wo-
fully deceived.”

“ Be not alarmed, father,” said Anne Vaux, in an encourage-
ing tone. ¢ Let them search as long as they will, they will
never discover your retreat.”

“I have a strong presentiment to the contrary,” replied
Garnet.

At this moment, Oldcorne made his appearance, and on learn-
ing the alarming news, was as much dismayed as his superior.

After a short consultation, and while the priests were putting
aside every article necessary to be removed, Mrs. Abingdon pro-
ceeded to the gallery, and contrived on some plausible pretext
to send away the whole of the domestics from this part of the
house. 'T'his done, she hastily returned, and conducted the two
priests to one of the large fire-places.
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A raised stone about two feet high occupied the inside of the
chimney, and upon it stood an immense pair of iron dogs.
Obeying Mrs. Abingdon’s directions, Garnet got upon the stone,
and setting his foot on the large iron knob on the left, found
a few projections in the masonry on the side, up which he amount-
ed, and opening a small door, made of planks of wood, covered
with bricks, and coloured black, so as not to be distinguishable
from the walls of the chimney, crept into a recess contrived in
the thickness of the wall. This cell was about two feet wide,
and four high, and was connected with another chimney at the
back, by means of three or four small holes. Around its sides
ran a narrow stone shelf, just wide enough to afford an un-
comfortable seat. Garnet was followed by Oldcorne, who
brought with him a quantity of books, vestments, and saered
vessels used in the performance of the rites of the Church of
Rome. These articles, whieh afterwards occasioned them much
inconvenience, they did not dare to leave behind.

Having seen them safely bestowed, Mrs. Abingdon and her
companion went in search of provisions, and brought them a
piece of cold meat and a pasty, together with some bread, dried
fruit, conserves, and a flask of wine. They did not dare to bring
more, for fear of exciting the suspicion of the household. Their
next care was to conduct Owen, and Oldcorne’s servant, Cham-
bers, to a similar retreat in one of the other chimneys, and to
provide them with a scanty supply of provisions and a flask of
wine. All this was accomplished without being noticed by any
of the domestics.

As may be imagined, a most anxious day was passed by all
parties. Towards evening, Sir Henry Bromley, the sheriff of
the county, accompanied by Topcliffe, and attended by a
troop of soldiers, appeared at the gates of the mansion, and de-
manded admittance. Just at this moment, Mr. Abingdon rode
up, and affecting to know nothing of the matter, saluted Sir
Henry Bromley, with whom he was on terms of intimacy, and
inquired his business.

“ You are charged with harbouring two Jesuit priests, Fathers
Garnet and Oldcorne, supposed to be connected with the late
atrocious conspiracy against the King, Mr. Abingdon,” inter-
posed Topcliffe; “and I brought a warrant from the Earl of
Salisbury, which I have delivered to Sir Henry Bromley, com-
manding him to search your house for them.”

“ I was loth to accept the office, Mr. Abingdon,” said Sir
Henry Bromley, who was a handsome, middle-aged man : ¢ but
my duty to my sovereign allows me no alternative. I trust,
though a Catholic, that you share my own detestation of this
diabolical plot, and would not shelter any of its contrivers or
abettors.”

¢ You judge me rightly, Sir Henry,” replied Abingdon, who,
meanwhile, had received a private signal from his confidential
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servant that all was safe, *“ T would not. I am just returned from
Worcester, where 1 have been for the last two days. ¥nter
my house, I pray you, and search cvery corner of it; and if
you find a Jesuit priest concealed within it, you shall hang me
at my own gate.”

“You must be misinformed, sir,” observed Sir Henry, who
was completely imposed upon by Abingdon’s unconcerned de-
meanour ; ‘“ they cannot be here.”

¢ Trust me they are,” returned the other, ‘ and I should like
to take him at his word.”

Giving directions to the band to environ the house, and
guard all its approaches, so as to prevent any one from es-
caping from it, Topcliffe took half a dozen men with him, and
instructed them how to act. They first repaired to the great
dining-chamber, where, in accordance with the instructions
received from the Karl of Salisbury, Topcliffe proceeded to
the further end of the room, and directed his men to break
down the wainscot. With some difficulty, the order was obeyed,
and the entrance to a vault discovered, into which Topcliffe de-
scended. But he found nothing to repay his trouble.

Returning to the dining-chamber, he questioned Mr. Abing-
don, who secretly enjoyed his disappointment, as to the use of
the vault, but the latter professed entire ignorance of its ex-
istence. The searchers next proceeded to the cellar, and bored
the floors with a broach to a considerable depth, to try whether
there were any vaults beneath them, but made no discovery.
Meanwhile Topcliffe hurried up stairs, and examined the size
of the rooms to see whether they corresponded with those be-
low, and wherever any difference was observable, he caused the
panels to be pulled down, and holes broken in the walls. In
this way, several secret passages were discovered, one of which
led to the chamber lately occupied by Garnet.

Encouraged by this discovery, the searchers continued their
operations to a late hour, when they desisted for the night. On
the following day, they resumed their task, and Sir Henry Brom-
ley took a general survey of the house both externally and in-
ternally, noting the appearances outside, and seeing that they
corresponded with the rooms within. The three extraordinary
chimney-pieces in the gallery attracted Topeliffe’s attention ; but
the contrivances within were so well managed, that they escaped
his notice. He even got into the chimneys, and examined the walls
on either side, but could detect nothing. And lastly, he ordered
large fires to be lighted within them, but the experiment proving
fruitless, he turned his attention elsewhere.

Mr. Abingdon had attended him during this part of the search,
and, though he preserved an unmoved exterior, he was full of
apprehension, and was greatly relieved when it was abandoned.
In the course of the same day, two other hiding-places were
found in the thickness of the walls, but nothing was discovered
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within them. In order to prevent any communication with the
concealed persons, Topcliffe stationed a sentinel at the door of
Mrs. Abingdon’s chamber, and another at that of Anne Vaux.

On the third day, the search was continued more rigorously
than ever. Wainscots were taken down; walls broken open:
the boards of the floor removed; and other secret passages,
vaults, and hiding-places discovered. Some priests’ vestments
and articles used in the Romish service were found in one of
these places, and shown to Mr. Abingdon. He at first denied
all knowledge of them ; but when Topeliffe brought forward the
title-deeds of his property, which had been found in the same
place, he was obliged to confess he had put them there himself.
Still, though these discoveries had been made, the searchers
were as far from their aim as ever; and Sir Henry Dromley,
who began to despair of success, would have departcd on the
fifth day, it T opcllﬁc had not plevontcd him.

“I am certain they are here,” said the latter, ¢ and have hit
upon a plan which cannot fail to bring them forth.”

The prisoners, meanwhile, suffered grievously from their
confinement, and hearing the searchers knocking against the
walls, and even within the chimney, felt certain they should be
discovered. Not being able to stand upright, or to stretch
themselves within the cell, the sitting posture they were com-
pelled to adopt became, after a time, intolerably irksome.
Broths, milk, wine, and other nutritious fluids, were conveyed
to them by means of a reed from the adjoining chimney ; but
after the fifth day this supply was stopped, as Mrs. Abingdon
and Anue Vaux were compelled by Topcliffe to remove to a
different part of the hounse.

They now began to experience all the horrors of starvation,
and debated whether they should die where they were, or yield
themselves np to their enemies. Wretched as their condition
was however, it was not so bad as that of their domestics,
Owen and Chambers, whose wants had not. been so carefully at-
tended to, and who were now reduced to the most deplorable
state. Nor were their friends less uneasy. Aware that the cap-
tives, whom there was no means of rel)evm(r, for the searchers
were constantly on the watch, could not hold out much longer,
Mrs. Al)m«rdon consulted w1th her hushand whether it would
not he better to reveal their hiding-places ; but this he would
not permit.

By this time, every secret chamber, vanlt, and passage in the
place, except the actual retreats of the conspirators, had been
discovered by Topeliffe, and though nothing material was found,
he felt assured, from the uneasiness dxsplayed by Mr. Abnwdon
and his wife, and above all by Anne Vaux, that it could not be
long before his perseverance was rewarded. Though he had nar-
rowly watched the two ladies from the first, he could never detect
them in the act of conveying food to the captives ; but feeling
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convineed that they did so, he determined to remove them to
a different part of the house, and their unwillingness to obey the
order confirmed his suspicions,

“We are sure of our prey,” he observed to Sir Henry Brom-
ley. ¢¢ They must be half-starved by this time, and will speedily
surrender themselves,”

“ Pray heaven they do so!” returned the other. “I am
wearied to death with my long stay here.”

¢“ Have a few hours’ patience,” rejoined Topcliffe, ¢ and you
will find that your time has not been thrown away.”

And he was right. Soon after midnight, a trooper, who was
watching in the gallery, beheld two speetral-looking figures ap-
proach him, and appalled by their ghastly appearance, uttered a
loud cry. This bronght Topcliffe, who was in the hall below,
to his aid, and instantly perceiving what was the matter, he ran
towards the supposed phantoms, and seized them. The poor
wretches, who were no other than Owen and Chambers, and
were well-nigh famished, offered no resistance, but would neither
confess where they had been hidden, nor who they were. As the
trooper had not seen them come forth, though he affirmed with
a tremendous oath that they had issued from the floor, the walls
were again sounded, but with no result.

Food being vplaced before the captives, they devoured it vo-
raciously ; but Topcliffe forbore to question them further that
night, feeling confident that he could extract the truth from
them on the morrow cither by promises or threats. He was,
however, mistaken. They continuned as obstinate as before, and
when confronted with Mr. Abingdon, denied all knowledge of
him, neither would they explain how they got into the house.

Sir Henry Bromley, however, now considered himself justified
in placing Mr. Abingdon and his lady under arrest, and Top-
cliffe redoubled his exertions to discover the hiding-place of the
two priests. e examined every part of the gallery most care-
fully,—took down one of the chimmey-pieces, (singularly enough,
it was the wrong one,) but was still nnable to discover their re-
treat.

Meanwhile, the poor wretches inside found it impossible to
endure their condition longer. Anything seemed preferable to
the lingering, and agonising death they were now enduring,
and they resolved to delay their surrender no longer. Had
they been able to hold out a few hours more, they would have
escaped ; for Sir Henry Bromley was so fatigued with the search,
and so satisfied that nothing further wounld come of it, that he
was resolved, notwithstanding Topcliffe’s efforts to dissuade him,
to depart on the morrow. Of this they were ignorant, and
having come to the determinaticn to surrender, Garnet open-
ed the entrance to the chimney, and hearing voices below, and
being too feeble to get out unassisted, he called to the speakers
for aid. His voice was so hollow, and had such a sepulchral
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sound, that those who heard it, stared at each other in astonish-
ment and affright.

¢“Who calls ?” cried one of the troopers, after a pause.

 One of those you seek,” replied Garnet. ¢ Come and help
us forth.”

Upon hearing this, and ascertaining whence the voice came,
one of the men ran to fetch Sir Henry Bromley and Topcliffe,
both of whom joyfully obeyed the summons.

¢ Is it possible they can be in the chimney ?” cried Topcliffe.
“ Why, I myself have examined it twice.”

“We are here, nevertheless,” replied Garnet, who overheard
the remark ; “and if you would take us alive, lose no time.”

The hint was not lost upon Topcliffe. Casting a triumphant
look at Bromley, he seized a torch from one of his attendants,
and getting into the chimney, soon perceived the entrance to the
recess.

On beholding his prey, he uttered an exclamation of joy,
and the two miserable captives, seeing the savage and exult-
ing grin that lighted up his features, half repented the step they
had taken. It was now, however, too late, and Garnet begged
him to help them out.

“That I will readily do, father,” replied Topeliffe. * You
have given us a world of trouble. But you have made ample
amends for it now.”

 Had we been so minded, you would never have found us,”
rejoined Garnet. “ This cell would have been our sepulchre.”

¢ No doubt,” retorted Topeliffe, with a bitter laugh. ¢ But a
death on the scaffold is preferable to the horrors of starvation.”

Finding it impossible to remove Garnet, whose limbs were
so cramped that they refused their office, Topeliffe called to the
troopers below to bring a ladder, which was placed inside the
chimney, and then with some exertion he succeeded in getting
Garnet down. This done, he supported him towards Sir Henry
Bromley, who was standing near a small table in the gallery.

¢ I told you your time would not be thrown away, Sir Henry,”
he observed; “ here is Father Garnet. Itis well you yielded
yourself to-night, father,” he added, to Garnet, with his custom-
ary cynical chuckle; ¢ for Sir Henry had resolved to depart to-
morrow.”

¢ Indeed ! ” groaned Garnet. * Help me to a chair.”

While this was passing, Oldcorne was brought down by two
of the troopers, and the unfortunate priests were conveyed to an
adjoining chamber, where they were placed in a bed, their stiff-
ened limbs chafed, and cordials administered to them. They
were reduced, however, to such extremity of weakness, that it
was not judged prudent to remove them till the third day, when
they, together with their two servants, Owen and Chambers,
who were as much enfeebled as themselves, were conveyed to
‘Worcester.
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THE GOOD LESSON.

TrERE is nothing in the world more thoroughly tedious and annoy-
ing than having the charge of a treasure-party ; yet he who enters the
Company’s service, and is unlucky enough not to have been appointed
a staff-ofhicer, is tolerably sure of having to escort specie from place to
place during some eight months in every year. Without an English
person to speak to, sleeping nightly under canvass, obliged to start
every morning at about three o’clock, to avoid the heat of the day, the
wretched subaltern is forced to trudge some twelve miles per diem
through ugly jungles and sandy plains, during more than half the time
he continues to be a lieutenant.

I was myself an officer of this rank when I was in India. Conse-
quently I often partook of the above unpleasant duty. It was when
thus employed that I one evening caused my tent to be erected near
Augherdeep, and had already ordered my Bobichi to cook my dinner,
when a party of natives from the neighbouring bazaar called me from
my tent. To my no small surprise, I found they acted as an escort to a
young European, who had evidently committed some heinous crime, as
they had tightly and strongly bound him with cords. To the unhappy
prisoner I turned for an explanation ; but his manner was so incohe-
rent, so violent, that I could learn but little from him, and I sought the
solution of the mystery from a quiet, respectable Baboo, who appeared
to be the chief of the party.

¢ The unhappy gentleman,” said the old man, “ while sleeping on
the deck of his boat, which is fastened to the shore a little below our
village, was struck by a coup de soleil, and instantly went raving mad.
His servants, who appear much attached to him, put him on shore, and
have placed him under our care, with strict orders to prevent him in-
juring any one, as they feared to keep him on board.”

The captain, who by this time seemed partly to have recovered his
senses, asked in a tone of suppressed passion, ¢ What do the rascals
say P’

% Don’t you speak Hindostaunee ? ”

“Not a word—not a word, or they dare not treat me thus. But by
all that is sacred I’ll trounce them yet for their conduct. In the
meantime be good enough to order them to take off these cursed cords,
and then tell me what they say.”

He was instantly released, and I began to explain what the Babco
had told me. Before it was half done he started off in a tangent so
violent that the men again attempted to put on the cords ; when, before
I could interfere, the furious young man had knocked down the old
chief, and three of his principal followers. I instantly directed two of
my sepoys to advance, to whom the apparent madman quietly submit-
ted himself.

“Oh! sir,” addressing himself to me,— oh ! sir, it is all very well.
If you choose to join these robbers, and take their part, who doubtless-
ly would have murdered me had you not come up, it is all very well.
You have the might on your side, and consequently the right ; but, as
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sure as I stand lere, so sure will T report you, and ask for a court-
martial on you as soon as I arrive at Berhampore, where my father
commands.”

I confess he startled me. General Gaskell, the commandant at
Berhamypore, was my oldest and my best friend and patron. I there-
fore motioned to the soldiers to stand back, and asked him whether he
was in earnest in this assertion.

* Karnest, sir; of course I am.”

“ You mean to say you are the boy I have so often nursed in my
arms, and who is expected in India by the next fleet?”

“T am Tom Gaskell, if that is what you want to know ; and, as 1
suppose I must submit to a regular cross-examination, I had perhaps
better tell you who and what I am at once. Iam a cadet going up to
do duty with the Tenth Native Infantry. I came out by a single ship,
instead of waiting for the winter-fleet ; and here is my commission as
an ensign,” and he handed me the said document.

The black people around us seemed to be surprised at the prisoner’s
mildness ; and I really began to feel that I had been rather hasty, and
sought a still farther explanation from the young ensign, who now be-
gan to recover his good-humour.

“Upon my life I cannot tell anything about it, except that yester-
day I thrashed my crew and servants all round for having awoke me
by their cursed noise at six in the morning, and that they soon after-
wards told me the man who had gone on shore for provisions had
returned, and said there was famous shooting near the village. Upon
which I landed ; but no sooner did I get to the spot that they had
pointed out, than I was seized, and carried to an infernal go-down,
where I lay all last night, and was marched up and down all the morn-
ing through the native bazaar, while every one kept salaaming to me
in mockery.”

¢ You mistake ; they meant to worship you. A maniac with them
is a being worthy of adoration.”

¢ But, my dear fellow, I'm not a madman.”

¢ Perhaps you were delirious for a short time after the stroke of the
sun you received.”

“ Hang it !” cried Gaskell, again beginning to lose his patience, as
the Baboo and his satellites jumped back ; “ hang it! how can you be
so stupid? I tell you I never had one. It is all a falsehood from
beginning to end.”

For a moment I felt perplexed; then dismissing the native escort, 1
undertook to take charge of the supposed lunatic myself, taking care,
however, to make this explanation in Hindostaunee, for fear of hurting
the young man’s feelings ; and then proposed to walk with him down
to his boat. This we did; but on our arrival nothing of the kind was
to be found. This puzzled us, and we were about to return, totally
at a loss to unravel this strange mystery, when we were met by an of-
ficial messenger, who came trotting on foot, at a rate far beyond that
at which these letter-bearers usually travel, who was making up for
the house of the principal Baboo. When I stopped him, and asked
what despatches he bore, he instantly delivered a packet to me ad-
dressed, to my no small surprise, to my youthful companion, who
seemed equally astonished at thus receiving a missive in his father’s
hand-writing, more particularly since the General could scarcely have
had time to hear of his arrival.
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He anxiously read it, and then gave it to me. Its contents were as
follows ;—

“ DeAr Ton, — Thank Heaven, you are safe, though you scarcely
deserve it. Ome of your runaway crew has just arrived here in
breathless haste, to tell me that your passion has been so ungovern-
able that you have severely maimed several of your servants, and
that, fearful of consequences, they have been forced to land you ; and
through a well-invented deceit, have caused you to be detained as a
madman in the house of the principal Baboo at Augherdeep. Though
I affected anger at their thus deserting you, and apparently pardoned
them with reluctance, yet I heartily rejoice at the good lesson they
have given you, and feel grateful to them that they did not retaliate
on you more severely. Always remember a man is a man, whether he
be black or white; and that every native is protected by British laws.
Drop these foolish passions, and fancied ideas of superiority ; and bear
in mind that the most feeble, and those who appear most quietly to
submit, are the most sure to repay an unkindness. I will myself be
with you with a spare palanquin in an hour after you receive this.
Till then, God bless you, and mend your temper.

“ Your affectionate father, J. GASKELL.”

My crest-fallen friend, the General, and myself, had a merry even-
ing of it, though, I confess, wholly at the expense of the former, who
has since become one of the best-tempered fellows and mildest masters
in Bengal.

FIRE AND WATER.

Our legislators have wisely drawn the widest distinction between
murder and manslaughter : — the plotted malice, or fore-planning of
crime being the real vice of the act. The mere deed of taking life is
justifiable in many cases. The distinction between these two crimes is
so nice as to be often mistaken ; so Jerry Jackson was perfectly right
in never relating the following story, of which I was a witness, and
consequently in the eye of the law a “ particeps criminis.”

Jerry and I were on our way down to Calcutta from Cuwnpore,
having received leave of absence for four months. We had left that
station about six days, and had been amusing ourselves the whole
morning shooting the ill-omened birds that hover over the river, and
occasionally float down the stream, perched on the dead body of some
deceased Hindoo, who (as all the world knows) is after death piously
burnt by his sorrowing relatives, or thrown into the river to become the
meal of the carnivorous prawn, or the flesh-feeding birds, that never
lack the most dainty fare in the Ganges; for he who travels on that
stream will not fail to meet with twenty or thirty putrid corses floating
on its rapid surface daily !

As I said before, we had been amusing ourselves trying to hit these
despoilers of the dead with a rifle-ball, and, when tired of the sport,
had entered the cabin to take our tiffin, leaving our guns loaded on the
deck of the budgerow, which, by the by, is a far more comfortable boat
than either the Lord Mayor’s barge, or the Rotterdam treckshuyt.
Going up the stream, a vessel of this kind will travel little more than
fifteen miles in a day; coming down, we often skimmed over three
times that distance. At the moment I have selected for the opening of
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this sketch we were, however, floating about thirty yards from tle one
side of the river, to avoid the strong current which runs in the centre
at the rate of about five miles an hour. Our dandies (boatmen) were
coolly swallowing their rice and ghee, allowing us to drift along, when
we were suddenly alarmed by the distant but violent screams of a fe-
male. We instantly rushed out to discover the cause of these sounds,
to which, however, our black servants appeared to lend no attention.

The group whence they proceeded were on the opposite shore,
about two hundred yards of. We could distinctly see them. An old
female was lying on a bedstead close to the edge of the water, tightly
held down by two men, while a third male and a young girl were ap-
parently pouring cold water in large quantities over the struggling
woman.

Of course we supposed it some practical joke, and turned to our head
dandy for an explanation.

“ Make die old woman,” answered he, without the slightest emotion.

For a moment Jerry thought the boatman misunderstood him, and
bLe repeated the question: the same reply was given.

““What! do you mean to say they are murdering the woman ? ”

““ No, sahib, no. Those old woman children make die mother.”

We stood petrified — puzzled ; totally at a loss to comprehend the
scene, considering it wholly impossible that children could thus pub-
licly be murdering their own parent, or that such an act could thus be
perpetrated in noon-day, while a party like ours stood looking on
with apathy. We therefore made further inquiries, and learnt the
following facts.

The old woman, having been given over by the doctors and priests,
had been brought down by her family to the water’s edge, at the time
when the tide was lowest, in order that, with the returning rise, the
waters might carry her off, and the god of the stream receive her into
everlasting life. The better to secure this, the more effectually to
shorten her pains, these who had thus exposed her to (what they con-
sidered) certain death, had stopped her nose and eyes with mud, leaving
her mouth only open, that she might the better supplicate the river
deity. But alas! the best schemes sometimes fail, and this pious plan
of ensuring immortal bliss to a parent had miscarried. The tide, by
some accident, had omitted to carry her away, and the old woman was
discovered by her affectionate children alive and kicking, just when
they ought to have found her swallowed up by the god of the Ganges.
This was a disgrace not to be borne. Not only was it a slur on the
unhappy female, whom the waters had refused to receive, but cn Ler
whole family ; in fact, on the whole tribe. To evade this stigma, her
own children were now drowning her on the pallet where she lay,
blessing her all the time they kept suffocating her with water.

““Good God!” cried Jackson, ¢ this is downright murder. Cross
directly to the spot.”

““What for? ” replied the dandy, who steered. It is probably too
late to save her ; and besides, sahib, why should you do so? Her fate
is come.”

““Not so ; she may yet live many happy years,” chimed in our friend
Jamieson.

The native, who was really an intelligent man, with a smile of com-
passion at our total ignorance of Indian habits, instantly replied,

¢« Happiness, sahib, is no more for that old woman. You save her
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life,—~what then? She is 2 Hindoo ; she will be worse off thun a dog ;
none will receive her; none will know her; ler own children will fly
from her. Cursed by all, she will wander a stranger, despised by all
good men. She will envy the pariah dog that the Englishman shoots
for pleasure; for she will know less kindred than the wild animal that
forages amidst the carrion for his meal.”

“ Never mind that,” cried I; “cross the stream: she shall at least
have the choice of life.”

““ The river runs too fast. To go over is impossible.

Jerry Jackson joined in the general murmur we set up, and the me-
naces with which we threatened our crew, if they did not instantly
make the attempt we desired.

An Indian is silent, sullen, and submissive when opposed. We
could get no answer. The boat steadily glided on.

We now began to shout; but all seemed equally futile, for the
wretches went on in their work of murder, heedless of our cries, or
the prayers of the poor doomed creature. We saw her once struggle
so fiercely against death, that she rolled off the pallet. The man and
woman again lifted her on it, and held her tightly down, while a third
approached her with a pot of water. She screamed ; he applied it to
her mouth ; we could distinctly hear her almost unearthly screech ; he
put it to her lips, and thus began to stifle her.

Jerry Jackson could bear no more. He seized his rifle, and in a
minute the proposed murderer rolled over, — whether dead or not, I
have never heard to this hour. We hurried on, fearful of the conse-
quences. If that shot was mortal, say, reader, was Jackson a mur-
derer, or a justified avenger ?

PASTORAL SONG.
BY ZACHARTAS LUNDT.*

Haste to yonder grassy vale,
Where the gentle zephyrs blow,
Pretty flock, seek yon green dale,
VWhere the dearest streamlets flow ;

Where the cool refreshing spring
From the mossy bank doth run,
Ifasten thither gamboling,
Shun the burning mid-day sun.

Go, dear flock, in freedom stray ;
Go, where Joy and Fancy lead,
Fear no savage wolf to-day,
No unwelcome spoiler heed.

O’er the meadows roam secure,

On sweet clover richly dine ;
Phylax will your lives ensure,

He will thwart your foe’s design.

Yet, dear flock, remember me,
Nor your milky store deny ;
While ye wander blythe and free,
Plenteously my wants supply.

* Born April 5, 1608. Died January 8, 1667.
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CHAPTER 11L.
Richard Savage, after much ado, suffers himself to be put to an art and mystery ;
but does not remain long enough to make himself master of his calling.

WaeN we reached Tyburn turnpike, Ludlow proposed that
we should get out of the coach; and telling the driver that my
trunk was to remain at the inn till called for, he motioned me
to take his arm, and we proceeded towards the house of Lady
Mason. He had been more than usually taciturn during our
journey — a circumstance which I attributed to the presence of
other passengers; but now that we were released I took it for
granted that he would open to me without reserve the cause of
my abrupt removal from school. No. He would tell me, he
said, when we reached home.

“ Home?” said 1; “and is Lady Mason’s house to be my
future home?”

“Oh noj; it is a manner of speaking,” he replied; ¢ I meant,
after we had got there.”

We pursued our way in silence for many minutes.

 Look at that house,” he said, at length ; it is the residence
of Karl Rivers.”

“Indeed! Itis a very noble mansion.”

¢ It was, I should rather say, his residence, for he is dead —
lately dead.”

I had no reply to make. Beitso. I had never heard, nor
had I the slightest desire to hear, of his lordship. At present I
was solicitous about the living, not the dead.

When we were got ¢ home,” Ludlow conducted me to his own
room, where he left me for more than an hour. He returned,
apparently more crest-fallen than before, bringing with him a
servant, who began to set forth the table for dinner. I viewed
these preparations in silence, inwardly resolved to await with
Ppatience any communication he might be pleased to make. It
was not till long after the cloth was withdrawn that Ludlow
opened his lips for a vocal purpose; and when he did, it was
somewhat tremulously. At length he said,

“You are very anxious, Richard, to know the reason of your
sudden removal from school: ¢that 1 am forbidden to tell. It
will be enough to say—" he paused. “ You were going to say
something, Richard ?”
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¢ No, indeed, sir, I was not.”

“Do not call me ¢sir,” Dick,” said Ludlow reproachfully.
“It will, perhaps, be enough to say that a very unlooked-for
change of affairs—affairs affecting you very nearly—has made it
absolutely necessary that you should no longer continue at St.
Albans.”

“T had concluded as much,” answered I; “but I want to
know — and T think it only reasonable I should be satisfied —
what this unlooked-for change may be.”

“T am sure you will not think that I shall answer that in-
quiry,” returned Ludlow, as though he wished to carry the mat-
ter with a high hand. <1 have already informed you that I
am forbidden to tell you.”

¢ Come — come, Mr. Ludlow,” said I in a heat, “I am no
longer to be put off.”

¢ Put off, Richard ?”

“ Put off, sir. I am no longer a boy,” swelling, as I spoke, in
all the dignity of fifteen, ¢ and what yow are forbidden to dis-
close, I, methinks, should be permitted to know.”

““You ought to know this,” said Ludlow after a pause, during
which he had been gazing at me with alarmed astonishment,
“ that I have been ever studious of your interest and happiness.
My kindness to you during so many years—have I not been al-
ways kind to you?”

¢ Past kindness to cover present cruelty, perhaps,” I retorted,
not a whit melted by this appeal: ¢“but, I see, I cannot hope
to learn anything from you. I shall apply, thercfore, to Lady
Mason.”

As I said this T moved towards the door.

“0O—h!" exclaimed Ludlow, with a long-drawn sigh, as of
agony, taking my arm. ¢ 8it down, Richard, and hear mec.
Lady Mason must not be intruded upon. Recent events bave
so flurried her spirits that she is very i1ll. She is unable to see

ou.”
Y ¢She cannot be more unable to see me,” I replied, ¢ than I
am unable to see the drift of this mystery. But, tell me, what
do you propose to do with me? Whither will you take me?
Where am I to go?”

Another ¢ O—h! ” as long as before, and a wretched shake of
the head.

“If you knew all,” said he, * you would pity us; and me
more than my lady. And one day you shall know all,” he con-
tinued hurriedly, rising, and holding up his fist, “and we’ll —
eh ?—we’ll one day do such things »

““ Great things, I dare say,” said I laughing, for Ludlow had
talked in this strain before. ¢ But what are we to do now ?”

““That ’s it—that ’s it,” said Ludlow,—* at present—only for
the present, mind : Lady Mason wishes—but it is not my wish
—that you should be put to a business, upon liking, as they

”
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call it, for a short time; we have applied to a person who will
take you. He will be very kind to you, Dick; he shall be.
1’11 take care of that.”

My education, such as it has been,” said I, ¢ has not pre-
pared me for business. But what is it ?”

“You are to—now do look upon it in the proper light,—it
is all for the best.,—indeed it is,—you are to be put apprentice,”
Ludlow blushed as he spoke it, ¢ to—a shoemaker.”

Ludlow’s blush was nothing, I suspect, to the deep suffusion
that overspread my countenance. I felt my cheeks burn with it.

¢“ A shoemaker!” I ejaculated at length,—*what! a shoc-
maker !—a cobbler !—a botcher of boots and shoes!—a fellow in
a leathern apron, perpetually pulling two strings through a
piece of leather! Ha! ha! ha!”

The prolongation of my laugh, which I believe was hysteri-
cal, alarmed Ludlow not a little.

“ For Heaven'’s sake, Richard, stop that laugh,—you frighten
me,—indeed you do,” cried he, following me about the room as
I paced up and down. I recovered myself after a while, and
turned upon him to vent my contempt and disgust, which were
well-nigh choking me. There was a meek piteousness in his
face that disarmed my anger. I was moved by it.

“This is no laughing matter—true,” said I, taking his hand,
“had not my heart played me false, I had burst into tears,
Ludlow, — tears, not of sorrow, but of shame and indignation.
I know what your face says: you have been kind to me, and 1
thank you, and am grateful. You have been as a father to me
—much more so than the detestable person, whoever he may be,
who is playing this fast and loose game with me. Tell me,” I
continued, after a minute’s thought; “is it necessary I should
be thrust into this shoe-hole, or some as abject place ¢ ”

“'Oh! it is—it is ! ” exclaimed Ludlow.

¢ Enough : I will go there—for a time; just long enough to
mark my obedience. Treat me as they will, or as they please,
they'shall find that one day a dear account must be rendered me.”

““You consent,-then ?” said he.

-“I:do. ‘When is my disgrace to commence ? ”’

¢ Don’t call it so,” replied Ludlow. ¢No situation in life
can—‘——”. e . N

“Oh! I know all that, my dear friend,” said I'; ““it is, as
Mr. Burridge oftensaid, the sop to Cerberus. But I was
wrong. Itis heir disgrace, not mine.”

“ You will stay till to-morrow, of course? ” he inquired.

The question implied, as I thought, a desire that I should not.

“ Why ? what s this place to me ? ”said I. ¢ At once, and once
more, I am at your disposal : next time I shall be at my own.”

Ludlow would have folded me in his arms. He was delight-
ed at my acquiescence ; but he looked grieved, too.

“No, no,” he said; ¢ to-morrow morning will be carly
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enough. It would be too bad if you might not rest one night
under this roof.”

I have observed during my life, that a proud, if it be at the
same time a generous nature, is in many cases an instrument
more easily played upon by the crafty and the designing, than are
the mean, the abject, and the subservient. I was born proud—
proud as a prince, as the old women say ; and to this hour —1I
confess it—I remain as proud as the prince of darkness himself.
NNow, I had no reason to think that there was any kind inten-
tion towards me in banishing me to a cobbler’s stall; nor did I
believe that any necessity existed for the disposal of me in so
contemptuous a manner. My pride, however, seconded the
views of those who had it in hand, as I believed, to persecute
me. I was resolved upon showing them that, do what they
would with me, they should not break my spirit, or compel me
to relax my claims. I had Ludlow sure—I was certain of that.
Every successive occasion upon which I had seen him confirmed
my influence over him. I could see that he had no strength of
miind, or stability of purpose. That /e was in no wise connect-
ed with me he had often told me; that Lady Mason had no
right to exercise a direct control over me, I had also gathered
from him. I smiled to think what a laying of heads together in
general, and what a scratching of Ludlow’s head in particular,
when the cobbling scheme was set at nought, and I came to ex-
act full disclosures!

And yet, when I retired to bed, aud began to reflect, I al-
most repented me of my facility in falling in with the proposal
Ludlow had been instructed to make to me. I could by no
means bring myself to be reconciled to the notion of wearing, or
rather, of bearing, those outward marks and shows that denote a
votary of St. Crispin. How it would tell in after years, or how
I could submit to be told, that I had once followed the occupa-
tion of a cobbler — the thought was excruciating, and is by no
means agreeable, even now. Let me hope, my submission in this
instance may at least tell in my favour with that class of worthy
parents who account obedience in children so great a virtue,
that they are always devising occasions for them upon which to
exercise it ; and who are so solicitous lest it should grow musty
or rusty by disuse, that they will create those occasions, even
should they set reason, humanity, and nature at defiance ; and
who are so desirous that their offspring should go in the right
way, and to Heaven, that they themselves go in the wrong way,
and to—the other place.

On the next morning Ludlow had me once more under his
guidance, and telling me that Holborn was our destination, we
set out. My companion endeavoured to cheer me as we walked
along by ringing the changes upon his ¢ all for the best ” philo-
sophy; but I had long since grown weary of that senseless
chime, and I told him so.
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“ Fulfil your orders,” said I, sullenly; ¢ take me to my den,
and leave me.”

Ludlow sighed and hemmed, and scrubbing his chin, said no
more. At length he stopped, and, retreating from the pathway,
surveyed a house, then looked towards me as if to ascertain
how 1 liked its appearance. It was better than I had expected.

‘“ This is the place,” said he, knocking at the door.

There were two persons in the shop—a man and a great lub-
berly boy; and certainly two more ill-favoured specimens of
humanity never clubbed faces together to keep the animal crea-
tion 1n countenance.

“ Well, Mr. Short, I have brought my nephew to you,” said
Ludlow.

“ Very good,” answered Short, gazing upon me, his teeth, as
it were, on edge, and his chevaux-de-frise eyebrows knitted to-
gether. ¢ What is the lad’s name? ”

¢ Richard Freeman,” replied Ludlow, and they talked toge-
ther in a low tone for some time.

“1 shall take care of all that,” said Short, breaking up the
conference; ¢ he will be treated, sir, like one of the family—
like one of the family,” he repeated, pointing to the lubberly
boy, who had been staring at me since my entrance with his
monstrous mouth half, but as I thought at the time, wide open.

¢ Treated like one of the family — yes,” said the boy with a
most odious snuffle, I know he will. I’m sure, since I’ve
been ’prentice, I’ve been treated mueh better than I ever de-
served, that I have.”

Short directed an oblique but complacent glanece at his hide-
ous apprentice.

“ Do you hear him ? ” said he, turning to Ludlow, ¢ that boy
has a notion o’ gratitude I never saw the like on sinee I was
born into the world.”

“I ought to,” snuffled the boy; “I know I don’t deserve
sueh goodness as is showered down upon me here,” rubbing his
elastic countenance with his sleeve.

“That’ll do!” cried Short. ¢ Haven’t I told you not to be
always talking about that? Let the gentleman out, will you?
—Ilet him see how handy you are.”

€ Oh, sure!” cried the boy, rising on a sudden, and rushing to
the door, and when he had lifted the latch, bowing to the ground.

Ludlow would have taken leave of me, and tendered some
money ; but I rejected his hand and its contents—a proceeding
that astounded the apprentice, whose eyes, when they alighted
upon the silver, protruded from their sockets most awfully.

I saw Ludlow the minute after looking through the window.
He nodded his head, and smiled, — and a dismal smile it was;
but as I disdained to notice these greetings, he turned slowly,
and went away.

¢ There—sit down there, young fellow,” said Short, pointing
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to a vacant seat, “and I’ll soon set you about something. If
I know what my duty is rightly, it is to mnake you a thorough
good master of your trade, and that’s what I mean to do.
I’ll make you, in time, as good as I am—you can’t be better.”

“Oh! no, sir, that’s impossible, I know,” said the apprentice.

““ Hold your tongue, Joe, when I ’m a speaking,” cried Short.
““You talk very sensible ; but you will put your words in when
there ain’t occasion.”

1 fear I do sometimes ; but I’ll try to mend,” said the boy.

“I know you will, Joe,” cried his master. ¢ Now, you Free-
man, look at me.”

I examined his atrocious visage with minute attention.

“ When you see me, > resumed Short, ¢ you see one, as a man
may say, who has risen out of the ground to what I am now ;
and how, do you suppose? why, by honesty, industry, and
steadiness.”

“That ’s good for the ears, that is; that’s real wisdom : oh!
do hear that!” cried Joe in a kind of nasal rapture.

¢ Joseph Carnaby, you’ve broken the thread of my argu-
ment; can’t you admire what I say without interrupting of me ?
Where was I? Oh! this was it: that when you once know
Ishmael Short, you know him for ever after.”

Here the speaker paused, and looked towards me, as though
awaiting a reply.

““Well ? ” he said at length, ““ ain’t I right?”

“I dare say you are,” said 1.

“Say ¢sir’ to master when he asks you a questlon, cried
Carnaby. ¢ Pray, sir, isn’t your name a name in Scripture ?”

¢ Ishmael ? it is,” said Short.

““Oh! what a thing it is !—what a blessed thing to have had
religious parents!” sighed Carnaby.

“So it is,” coincided Short; *“ but that wasnt the reason
why I was christened Ishmael.”

¢ Indeed, sir,” snufled Carnaby. ¢ What was?”

“1 ’ve told you often ; but you ’ve such a head,” said the other.

“So I have, sir; I’m very stupid, I know,” said the appren-
tice.

“ Well,” began Short, with an important *hem,” ¢ when I
was a infant, I was as cross-grained a infant as ever was born
into this world. I’d let nobody be, and nobody ’d let me be.
And so, because Ishmael’s hand was against every one, and
every one’s hand was against Ishmael, they called me after him.”

“Dear ! dear! but you’ve altered since then, haven’t you,
sir? ” said Carnaby.

¢ That remmds me,” cried Short, who had been casting sun-
dry malignant glances towards me duung his speech, enrarred
I suppose, that I evinced no extraordinary interest in his re-
cital, and laying hold upon a strap as he spoke, “that I
mustn’t let young fellows have too much their own way while

2
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they’re under my care. You’ve felt this before now, haven’t
you, Carnaby?”

“I have, indeed, sir,” responded the apprentice, ““and I am
thankful for it. It has corrected many of my errors, I hope
and trust. Punishment, I ve heard you say, is good for youth ;
and so it 1s, sir.”

¢ Mind you don’t catch it, Freeman, that’s all ! ” cried Short,
brandishing the thong in the air. “Kh? what? that savage
look again, and 1°ll ——~

“Do what?” said I, rising; ¢ you dare not, sir, without
cause. When I shall deserve it ”

“ Oh, Freeman!™ began Carnaby; but he got it smartly
across the shoulders.

“ Hold your tongue, fool { ” exclaimed Short, and Carnaby’s
mouth, just before horribly distended, collapsed like lightning.

“When you do deserve it,” continued Short, more mildly,
““ you shall have it; that’s all.”

At this moment, before I could return an answer of defiance,
which was at my tongue’s end, the door opened, and a robust
woman of vast proportions entered, a basket in her hand.

¢“ Ah! he’s come, is he ? ” said she.

“ Yes,—look at him,—that ’s him,” replied Short.

¢ Let’s have a look at you,” said Mrs. Short,—for so it was,
—*¢ 1ift up your beak,” and laying one hand on the back of my
head, and seizing my chin with the other, she looked into my
face and Carnaby’s alternately, and then burst into a loud laugh.

“What’s the matter now, Mrs. Short ?” said her husband.

“ Why, I’m thinking they wouldn’t pair very well,” she re-
plied,—¢¢ they wouldn’t do for chimbley ornaments.”

¢ Chimbley ornaments ! ” cried Short.

“Oh ! mistress !” said poor Carnaby, ¢ you’re always making
game of me; I can’t help my face.”

“That’s a pity,” she returned, *it wants some help, I can
tell you ;™ and then, having asked my name, and given me an
encouraging chuck, she retired into the back room.

“ That ’s your mistress, Freeman,” said Short. ¢ There;
wax these threads. Joe’ll teach you presently how to fix these
bristles to the end of "em.”

¢ And a most excellent mistress she is to me,” cried Carnaby,
— I know she is. I thank my happy fortune, I ’'m sure.”

I hope ke’ll have grace to do so,” said Short, pointing his
awl at me.

“Oh! it is to be hoped, sir,” coincided the other with an ag-
gravated snuffle.

An hour had not elapsed before I could perceive plainly that
Short and I would never be likely, as the vulgar say, to “set
our horses together.” A short scene at dinner confirmed my
conviction.

“What!” eried he to his wife, ¢“ are you going to help him

")‘!
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again? He’s had enough, I’m sure. Give that toJoe: he’s
had scarce any.”

“You had a mind to tell a round one when you were at it,”
answered Mrs. Short, ¢ Joe has been served twice, and Freeman
but once. Isn’t that true, Joe?”

Carnaby’s mouth was too full for utterance. He nodded
assent. Short looked vengeance and hatred, as I handed my
plate. His wife observed it.

“ A pretty thing,” said she; ¢ and you ’d stint the lad,
would you? That’s what you took his uncle’s thirty guineas
for, is it ?”

“ Thirty guineas!” ejaculated Carnaby, with perpendicular
knife and fork, ¢and was there thirty »

“ There, now: that’s not meat for your porridge-pot,” in-
terrupted Mrs. Short; “hold your peace, or you’ll get no pud-
ding. Hand the beer this way, Short. Do you want any more ?”

“T only know,” said Short, pushing forward his plate, ¢ that
to over-feed boys »

“Is not the way to starve ’em,” cried his wife, ¢ that ’s all
you know about it. Never mind, Freeman ; don’t cry, lad.”

“Cry, ma’am ? ” said I, hastily. ¢ I never do that.”

“I know you don’t,” she answered, laughing, ¢ you’re a good
steel for a flint, I see. You’ll strike some sparks out of him.
‘Won't he, old fellow ?” to her husband.

“Oh! Mrs. Short!” remonstrated Carnaby, with a mouth
like a horse-shoe.

““ And oh ! Master Long!” returned his mistress, and down
came the gravy-spoon upon his head.

In the evening, Carnaby having closed the shop, was de-
spatched to various places with completed orders; and Short
betook himself to the alehouse for an hour. When we were
left to ourselves, my mistress took me into unreserved confi-
dence.

I like the look of you,” said she; “but how you’ll like us
—that’s a poser. There’s Short — he was always an awkward
one to manage ; but since that carneying Carnaby has been with
us, it’s as much as I can do to keep him under. That Joe—that
Joe’s as deep a put as here and there one. There — he flatters
up that fool of a husband of mine, that he makes him believe
he’s one of the seven wise men; when, if the truth must be
told, he’s no more brains than a broomstick. I wish we could
get shut of him; but he’s bound for five long years. That fel-
low ’ud make a milestone believe that the coach couldn’t run
without it, and "ud flatter a donkey’s hind leg off—he would !”

Carnaby came in to supper shortly after; having eaten
which, he expressed a desire of retiring to bed ; and taking off
his shoes, he scrutinized the soles closely.

“ How boys do wear out their shoe-leather!” he observed,
shaking his head, “and yet, ma’am, I take the utmost care, and
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never go upon the kibbling-stones, I don’t;” and so saying,
and sighing, he deposited them on end in a convenient corner.

““Is Freeman to go along with me?” he resumed, lighting a
candle.

I arose, and prepared to accompany him.

“(Oh! Mrs. Short,” said he, with what was intended for a
seductive smile, “I shall be quite happy now I’ve got a fel-
low-"prentice.”

¢Shall you?” cried his mistress. ¢ I thought you were quite
happy before; you’ve said so often enough.”

“ Have 1?” cried he, ¢ and so, sure, I have. But I’m very
young yet, ma’am, and youths never know their own hearts.
None rightly do, I have heard say. Good night, ma’am,” and
he retired slowly, with a very low bow.

“Oh, Frceman!” he said, impressively, when we were got
into a back attic, containing two small beds, ¢ how glad I am
you 've come to live with us. Shall we be friends together ? ”

“If you like,” said I.

“To live in peace and harmony with every one,” he rejoined,
putting on his night-cap, *that ’s real happiness, that is. They
are such good creatures -— our master and mistress ; oh! such a
worthy couple. I strive to please them every way I can, by
civility, and obedience, and attention to my duty; and so I
hope you will do, Freeman. Shall we have a long talk, bro-
ther ?* and clasping his knees with his arms so as to make them
a convenient support for his chin, he sat in the bed budge, and
prepared for colloquy.

I declined the offer on the plea of sleepiness and fatigue, and
bade him good-night.

“ Well, it will be best,” he assented, subsiding softly into
bed, ““for I get up very early of a morning. I light my mis-
tress’s fire : it isn’t my place to do so, but 1t gets me her good
will ; which I hope to get from every one who may be pleased
to know me. Besides, early rising is the way to wealth: no one
can be rich who doesn’t rise betimes.”

“You learned that when you were a child,” said I. 1 re-
member the stoff still

¢¢ Getting up early
Keeps the wig curly ;
Getting up late
Makes a bald pate.”

“ What’s that ?  he exclaimed in an ecstasy, popping up his
head. ¢ Oh, Freeman ! do teach me that piece of poetry.”

I repeated the doggrel, conjuring him to go to sleep, and let
me rest 1n peace.

““ I never heard that before,” he observed, “and I shall never
forget it. I’ll lay it to heart; for it’s true wisdom. Obh, bro-
ther ! ” and here he burst forth into a flood of cant, which I was
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constrained to stop by a threat of exercising my bolster upon
his cranium,

More than a weck passed away, and I had just become tho-
roughly disgusted at the position I occupied in the social scale,
when an accident happened which precipitated my departure,
whilst it furnished a pretext for it. I had already resolved
within me that a fortnight should be my utmost limit — the ac-
cident referred to abridged it by five days.

It was on an afternoon that Mrs. Short came into the shop
with a pair of lady’s shoes in her hand.

“See,” said she, ¢these shoes are all ready; and Freeman
shall take them home. He has not been once abroad since in
the house he’s been.”

“ @ive ’em to Joe,” cried Short, —¢ he’ll run with ’em. 1’11
keep this young fellow pretty strict; he’s precious proud, and
would be saucy, if I’d let him.”

¢ Now, Short,” returned his wife, ¢ I say that Freeman shall
go; you’re for Carnaby : which, do you think, is to have their
way this time? Why, I shall, to be sure; and so your parcel s
made up. Here, Freeman, get your hat, and take these shoes
to Mrs. L’Estrange, No. 15, Bloomsbury Square. It’s hard
by—just over the way.”

“Oh! ma’am,” cried Carnaby beseechingly, ¢ do let me go
with them to that excellent lady. I’m sure whenever she sees
me she gives me such good advice, that I’m all the better for it
every time I go.”

“You ’re all the better for something else she gives you, I
take it,” returned Mrs. Short quietly, ¢ and so there’s a stopper
for your cruet.”

The shoes being placed in a bag, I was sent away, and soon
found myself at the door of Mrs. I’Estrange. The servant to
whom 1 imparted my business, directed me to walk up stairs
into the front room, where I should find the lady. When I en~
tered the room—which I did silently, the door having been
what is termed ¢ a-jar,” — I discovered a very little woman,
magnificently dressed, parading before a large mirror; now ad-
vancing towards, and now retreating from it; anon skipping
from side to side, in a manner so utterly wanting in vigour as
to betoken that the performer was pretty well stricken in years.
At length, either beholding my distant reflection in the glass, or
hearing the short cough with which I sought to interrupt her
measured exercises, she turned suddenly round, and presenting
to inspection a face highly-embellished with paint, said,

¢ And, pr'ythee, who art thou?”

I stated from whom I came, and presented my credentials.

¢ And where is that respectful young man who usually comes
upon these occasions ? ”inquired the lady,—¢ not gone, I hope ? *

I answered that a pressure of business had prevented his at-
tendance upon her.
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“ Thou art a vast deal handsomer, child,” she said, seating
herself; “but I doubt whether thou wilt make thy way in the
world, as he will. Dost know how to handle a lady’s foot,” and
she slipped off her shoe, and stretched it forth, gazing at it from
side to side with much complacency.

““What is the lad’s name —Carnaby ? yes,— Carnaby says,”
and she simpered, and continued to survey her symmetrical ex-
tremity under her half-closed eyelids,  that mine is the smallest
foot in town. Come, give me onc of thy shoes while thou fittest
on the other.”

I heartily wished at the moment that Carnaby were there,
rather than I, to put his praise and his practice into operation.
However, there was no help for it. Down I went upon one
knee, and laying hold upon the lady’s ankle, endeavoured to in-
sinuate the ¢ smallest foot in town ” into the shoe.

“ What, in the name of Vulcan,” exclaimed Mis. L’Estrange,
““is the rude bear of a boy about? Dost think thou art shoe-
ing a horse? Thou young Nero, thou!” and she saluted me
with several smart taps upon the sensorium with the heel of the
other shoe.

I raised my head hastily, as well I might, and with an un-
pardonable inadvertence, caused it, with a crash, to come in
contact with the lady’s somewhat prolonged chin. I thought at
the time, and so, no doubt, did she, that I had disarranged her
dental economy.

“Help ! in mercy’s name, help ! ” she cried, throwing herself
back in her chair. ¢ Mr. L’Estrange ! where are you ?” and she
repeated these outeries, whilst I arose, disconcerted, to my feet.

The door of an inner room opened, and the tall figure of a
young man entered, with a face so barren of expression and in-
significant of feature as to appear transitive — a sort of vanish-
ing countenance.

“ Wherefore is this outery ?” said Mr. I’Estrange, raising
his almost imperceptible eyebrows. ¢ My life! what is the
matter 7 A pity,” he added, passing his hand over his forehead,
““that I cannot pursue my studies in peace—ever these alarming
and heathenish diversions.”

“ Bring me my salts, sir,” cried his wife.

“ My dearest love, I will,” said the phantom.

“ Diversions, do you call them ?” exclaimed Mrs. I’Estrange,
snuffing vigorously at her salts.

“Pardon me!” cried the husband hastily. “I used the
word in its strict sense. But what, my angel, has occurred ?
who is this youth?”

Mrs. I’Estrange now recounted her mishap, and concluded
by calling me a monster, and a young Scythian barbarian.

«“Ah! I see—1I see,” said Mr. I’ Estrange, taking a pinch of
snuff, ¢ fortuitous — fortuitous. Is the mouth better now, my
life?”









RICHARD SAVAGE. 137

‘¢ Something easier, I think,” replied the lady. ¢ Send the
odious boy away.”

*“ Now, I could prove to demonstration,” said her husband,
not heeding her, “either that you, my dear, were right, and the
youth wrong, or that the youth was right, and you, my love,
were wrong.  Kirstly—"

‘¢ None of your rights and your wrongs, and your demonstra-
tions, I beseech you,” cried Mrs. L’Estrange : ¢ they will only
tire your—" .

“Jaws ?” suggested L’Estrange.

“Yes, without easing mine.”

L’Estrange gently pawed the air. ¢ Alingering peevishness,”
he remarked, in an under tone. ¢ Come hither, youth. Cannot
you beg pardon for the alarm you have occasioned this lady ?

¢ Certainly,” I answered ; and, stepping forward, I expressed
in becoming terms my regret at what had happened,—declared
that it was purely accidental, — and said, in conclusion, that I
was certain I should not plead in vain for forgiveness from so
fine and so handsome a lady.

The face of Mrs. I’Estrange underwent gradual mollifica-
tion as I procceded with my speech, and by the time I had con-
cluded, it had settled into confirmed benignity.

¢ Didst hear, L’Estrange ? * she inquired.

‘¢ Apt, concise, sufficient,” he replied. ¢ 'Take up your bag,
youth, and depart.”

¢¢ Canst make a bow, child ? ” she said, with an amiable smile.

I performed a respectful inclination.

¢ Didst see, Jocelyn ? ”” she demanded.

¢ Decent, polite, urbane,” said he.

“ Give him a shilling, Mr. L'Estrange, I beg: I will reim-
burse you.”

I had made my parting bow, and was on the stairs, when he
followed me.

¢ Stay,” said he. His eyes were upturned for a time in me-
ditation. ¢ Inexplicable beings —are women !” he uttered at
length. < Ah! I forgot—the shilling;” and drawing one from
his pocket, he pressed it into the palm of my hand, as though
designing to put me off with a mere impression of the coin.
¢ Go,” he said, relinquishing it, and making an abortive endea-
vour at a wink, “and thank ¢he handsome lady for it.”

When I got back, I could not forbear, Short being absent,
telling my mistress what had happened. She laughed heartily,
shaking her vast sides with evident satisfaction.

“ Here,” said I, ¢ is what Carnaby wanted,” producing the
shilling which, with a fillip of my thumb-nail, [ sent flying to-
wards lim. He caught it with admirable dexterity, and com-
mitted it to his pocket.

“ How very kind of the good lady to send it to me!” he
snuffled.

VOL. X. L
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“Did any one ever see the like of that!” eried Mrs. Short.
““ You sneaking hound ! give it back this instant.”

Carnaby looked astonishment at the unreasonable proposition.
Happily for his bones, Short at this instant returned.

“JI’ll take the dust out of your coat for this another time,”
said Mrs. Short, who, by way of entertaining her consort, forth-
with narrated the particulars of my interview with Mrs. L'Es-
trange.

However greatly Mrs. Short might have been tickled by my
recital, certain it 1s, her husband could discover no humorous
properties therein ; for, knitting liis brows savagely, and setting
his teeth on edge, he cast a baleful glance upon me, and worked
his fingers upon the palm of his hand, as though inwardly
moulding some fell intent.

“ And so,” cried he, “I’m to lose my best customer through
that chap’s impudence. No, no,—that ’s a shoe that won’t fit,
as you say, Mrs. Short. I’ve been longing to be at him this
week past, and now I’ve caught him, sure enough.”

With this, he laid hold upon his often-menaced strap, and mak-
ing towards me, dealt me a severe blow upon the side of the
head. I caught the weapon with one band, but it slipped
through my fingers, and with the other aimed a retort, as he
retreated, at the rascal’s nose, which was so nearly taking effect,
that he rubbed that feature incredulously, shaking his ugly jole
as he did so. Snatching up a heavy last, as he prepared to re-
peat his blow, I bade him be upon his guard.

“There, now, drop that,” exclaimed his wife, interposing.
¢ That dumpling ’s too hard for the meat.”

¢ I shall not,” said I, ¢ till he lays down the strap—the base
scoundrel.”

¢ Oh, Freeman ! ” cried Carnaby, who had been sitting open-
mouthed during this scene, but who now arose, outspread, as it
were, like a pheenix, ¢ you wouldn’t go to fling that—oh, la ! at
dear good master! Murder!”

“ There, now, keep your rosin for another fiddlestick,” said
Mrs. Short, lending him an open-handed cuff which sent him
careering to the other end of the shop.

“ Il give it the villain soundly,” exclaimed Short, who took
advantage of my momentary observation of Carnaby’s evolu-
tions to direct another cut at me, which I, however, avoided.
The moment after, a hollow sound proceeded from his sto-
machic region. The last had taken terrific effect in that quar-
ter, and fell, as though purposely, upon his gouty toe.

All now became confusion worse confounded. Carnaby dash-
ed forward with affectionate eagerness towards his grinning
master, hovering about him with whimpering solicitations as to
the amount of injury he had sustained. The awkward cub,
however, during these officious blandishments, chanced to set his
heel upon the ill-fated member which the last had just previously
inflamed to torture.
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“ Curse you, you blaring brute ! and you too!” cried Short,
in a paroxysm of rage and pain. ¢ See how you like that!”
and down went poor Carnaby upon hands and knees.

In the meanwhile, Mrs. Short, incensed at my treatment of
her husband, advanced towards me with an enormous fist, de-
signing to bestow upon me, as she would say, *“a goose for my
gander;” but, unfortunately for her, and just the reverse, per-
haps, for me, just as she was making a fearful spring at me,
Carnaby, impelled by Short, fell, as the vulgar have it, ¢ flop ™
between us, over whom the fat woman tumbled like a sack of sand.

“ Drat that confounded blockhead ! he’s always—"

I heard no more. Taking advantage of the helpless condition
of the trio, I seized my hat, and made the best of my way out
of the shop.

CHAPTER 1V,

In which Richard Savage shows his spirit, and greatly perplexes his aged protect-
ress. With a moment’s glimpse of a remarkable lady, and his introduction to the
family of a strange original.

My first impulse, when I reached Lincoln’s Inn Fields, led
me to indulge in an immoderate fit of laughter at the expense
of the cordwaining crew whom I had just left in so disastrous a
plight. But presently the stinging pangs of Shorts strap,
which still preyed upon my ear, caused my thoughts to tend
towards Ludlow, whom I resolved immediately to find out and
tax as the chief author of my disgraceful wrongs. By dint of
many inquiries, and my partial recollection of the locality of
Lady Mason’s house, I was at length enabled to find my way
thither.

Ludlow was not a little surprised to see me, and much more
so when, leisurely divesting myself of the leathern apron which
Mrs. Short had provided for me on my introduction to business,
I folded it methodically together, and placed it upon the table,
saying, ¢ Lie you there; I have done with you for the present.”

“Why, what has happened ?” demanded Ludlow.

I told him all, precisely as it had occurred, inquiring at the
conclusion what he thought of it,—and of me,—and of himself.

An angry scene ensued. Ludlow begged, threatened, pro-
mised, entreated. Would I return for a month, for a few days,
for a week, till he could bring over his lady to my view of the
question? No—no—NO. Go back I would not; see Lady
Mason I would. I was inflexible and unalterable, and Ludlow
began to wring his hands.

*“ Would to Heaven,” he exclaimed, ¢ that I had had nothing
to do from the first with this unfortunate business! I never
approved of the design of putting you to a shoemaker. But
what could a poor fellow like myself do? Women, Richard,—
even the best,—and Lady Mason is a good woman,—will have
their own way. You can no more divert them from their pur-
pose than you can turn a river out of its course.”

L2
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“ That is to be done,” said I.

“Well, well,” he returned, anxiously, ¢ what I mean is, that
she is very headstrong and obstinate.”

¢¢ And so am I, Ludlow, I believe. A family failing, perhaps.”

“Eh?” said he, hastily. ¢ Oh, no—oh, no. I fear I shall
never prevail upon her to see yow.”

 Yes, you will, when you inform her that I mean to go before
a justice, and tell him how I have been treated ; and demand
to know by whose authority her ladyship has been constituted
battledore, and how much longer I am to play shuttlecock.”

“Good God! wby, you wouldn’t do that, surely ?” cried
Ludlow, alarmed.

I suspect that he could see by my face that I would of a
surety be as good as my word; for he precipitately left the
room to confer with Lady Mason.

He returned in about two hours. I have been gone a long
time,” said he; “and here have I left you, sitting in the
dark.”

“Yes,” I replied, ““here have I been sitting in the dark. I
hope, now you are come, you are disposed to enlighten me.”

He would not perceive my drift, but rang for candles.

‘ Richard,” he said, * you have greatly distressed and offend-
ed Lady Mason. Your threat of going before the justice has
pained her exceedingly. It would do you no good. You would
be abandoned by all your friends, and by her, who is, I assure
you, your best friend.”

“ Will her ladyship see me?”’ I inquired.

¢« She will, to-morrow morning. In the meanwhile, she de-
sires that you will reflect upon your folly (she calls it so) in
leaving a situation she has been at some pains and expense to
provide for you. She expects that you will be prepared to go
back again to-morrow.”

I smiled in bitter scorn. ¢ Ilave you a book you could lend
me?”

“ Dick,” cried Ludlow, “ you shan’t go back. How came it
not to strike me before? I can place you with a person—"

“ A tailor, I suppose, Mr. Ludlow,” said 1; “a very decent
handicraft.”

¢ A tailor ! ” cried Ludlow, with unusual animation. ¢ Hang
the cross-legs ! No, Dick ; he’s a gentleman who has been in
want of a clerk for some time. And I'll make a gentleman of
you. I’ve saved money; and I’ve no one I ought to care for,
and nobody who cares for me.—And—"

“ Well, but, my dear friend,—” I interposed.

“ And if Lady Mason will not do you justice within three
months from this time, — I will. You shall know all. Yes—
yes,” he pursued, earnestly, ¢“it shall out. I have been too
tame—too weak, foolish, complying.”

T will hear what Lady Mason says to-morrow morning.”
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“You will hear nothing,” he answered, ¢ but that you must
go back to the cobbler. Oh! she has wished to be your friend,
but a cursed fate has prevented it. She need not know but that
you have returned to Short. I will have it so. Will you pro-
mise to be patient for three months longer ?

1 do not know that I ought,” said I.

I do,” he replied. ¢ It must not be longer—I will tell her
so.” He added, with a peculiar look,—¢¢ it is against nature.”

“ How, if I should be able to prevail upon her to do me jus-
tice—that is your word, Ludlow—to-morrow morning ? ”

“Lad! lad! I wish you could ! he returned. ¢ But that,
I fear, cannot be. She has stronger reasons than ever for se-
cresy; but I am not—must not be bound by them. Come, we
will have some supper.”

Ludlow was very thoughtful during the remainder of the
evening, assuring me at intervals that within three months all
should be disclosed. He endeavoured with much earnestness
likewise to impress upon me the belief that Lady Mason had
done, and was doing, everything for the best; but when, at
length, I retorted upon him with the inquiry, “If it be so, why
are you going to run counter to her injunctions ?” he was si-
lenced, merely answering, ¢ No matter.”

On the next morning, he tapped at the door of my room, and,
on being admitted, ¢ See,” said he, ¢ I have brought you your
best suit. Make yourself as gay as you can, and show her lady-
ship that you don’t look like a cobbler, at least.”

“If I do,” I answered, laughing, ¢“my looks belie me, Lud-
low ; for I don’t intend to be one.”

¢ No more you shall ; but don’t say so,” he rejoined, gravely.
“ And speak to her in your best language: her ladyship is a
judge of manners and politeness.”

He regarded me with much complacency when I descended to
breakfast.

¢ A shame,” he said, “‘that the shoemaker was ever thought
of!  No matter. I’I see you fairly through, Richard. Mr.
Burridge was right when he said it was a secret that had out-
grown its clothes.”

He went away to his mistress, and returned presently. ¢ She
will see you now,” he whispered; ¢ come with me. I am to
leave you together. Be very respectful, I entreat. Should she
dismiss you before I return, wait for me in my room. I am
going to Myte.” )

“ Who is Myte ?” said I, as we ascended the stairs.

¢ Hush ! ” he replied. ¢ The gentleman to whom I mean to
introduce you.” He left me at the door. “.Now, be very, very
respectful to her ladyship,” he repeated, giving me the model of
a reverential bow.

I protest I was a little discomposed. Ludlow had almost
succeeded in making the old lady formidable, and I entered
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upon the interview with no apparent emotion, indeed, but with
a slight inward fluttering of the spirits.

I found her ladyship seated in state, with a set and formal
face, assumed, doubtless, to daunt me; but it had a directly
contrary effect. It recalled my self-possession.

¢ Richard Freeman,”—she said, and hesitated.

I approached, bowing profoundly. ¢ I wish, madam, I might
crave the honour of hearing, for the first time in my life, and
from your lips, my real name.”

“ Sir,” she exclaimed, angrily, and scanned me with an uncer-
tain eye that avoided mine, ¢ your schoolmaster has, at least,
taught you confidence.”

“Iam happy to hear it,” I replied ; *1I shall, I fear, need it.
Your ladyship, permit me to hope, has no intention of teaching
me shame.”

¢ Insolent ! ™

¢ No, madam, not so,” and I stood erect before her. ¢ Why,
but to disgrace, to humiliate, to degrade me, have you com-
mitted me to the indignity of submission to a cobbler? No,
madam, you shall no¢ teach me shame.”

¢ Child,” replied her ladyship, ‘““and proud child that you
are, it was with no such intention that that calling was provided
for you. Circumstances alone render it imperative that you
should be so disposed of.”

¢ Calling ! ™ ¢ Disposed of ! ” phrases my young stomach was
too high to bear.

¢ Madam,” said I, ¢ since — so Ludlow tells me — these cir-
cumstances are not to be made known to me, I must be allowed
to object to the calling they point out, and the disposition of
me they enforce.”

““ How, boy!™ said Lady Mason, angrily, but there was a
softened sorrow in her eye which I noted well, ¢ do you dare to
repeat the threat you held out to Ludlow ?”

¢ No, madam ; because I am sure it is unnecessary. You
destined me for something better when I was ignorant and
would have been contented with something worse. You must
not—let me say so—you must not condemn me to this, having
made me worthy of a higher station.”

She offered no reply, but sighed heavily, covering her face
with ber handkerchief. ¢ Let me be for a few minutes,” she
said, at length; I will consider. Would to God you bad
never been born!”

*“ Of such inexplicable and invisible parents,” I added, men-
tally, as I retired from before her. ¢ Old Mother Freeman,
manifestly, was worth a score of such enigmatical kindred.”

After a quarter of an hour’s cogitation, she recalled me.

“ I have been turning over in my mind your objections to the
course of life I had designed for you,” she said, *“and I think
something better may be done for you. But I must not be
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hurried. Indeed, at present I know not how I can serve you.
Return to your employment. Be a good and obedient boy, and
perhaps in a few months—"

T will trouble you no more, madam,” said I, impatiently ;
““neither will I fulfil the threat I held out last night to Mr.
Ludlow. I will pursue my own course, and it shall not lie in
the direction of a cobbler’s stall.”

¢ Stay !” cried her ladyship, recalling me; ¢ that must not
be. Oh'! how cruel is my situation! Even you, Richard, did
you know it, would pity me.”

And so I did, to see the tears trickling down that venerable
face ; but I would not show that I did. It occurred to me,
however, that Burridge’s advice, as to supplication on a bent
knee, might be worth adoption for once. I advanced, therefore,
and was about to throw myself at her feet.

¢ Oh, madam, hear me !” I began; but the ghastly expres-
sion of her features arrested me. She was gazing intently, it
seemed, at something behind me. I turned — a lady stood be-
fore us.

She was a majestic woman, of fine proportions. Her features
were prominent and handsome; her complexion was light, and
singularly clear ; and her eyes were large, grey, and lucid.

She smiled, observing our confusion, and gently tapped her
arm with her closed fan. I thought, wheun she did smile, 1 had
never seen a sweeter—rather, a more gracious lady.

 Your ladyship has a youthful suitor,” she remarked.

Lady Mason at last found her voice. *¢ Ludlow’s nephew,”
she said. ¢ Go away, my good boy: I will think of your appli-
cation, and let your uncle know my mind upon it.”

“Mr. Ludlow’s nephew !—indeed ! ” cried the lady. «I did
not know he had one.”

I bowed, and was retiring. As my glance met hers, there was
a slight parting of the lips, and an elevation, scarce perceptible,
of the eyebrow, and then the same enchanting smile.

I approached the door. Ludlow was there, thrust bodily into
the room, one hand, half clenched, raised to his head, the other
outstretched with an upturned, crooked finger. His face —it
was not so much like a face as a mask—all eyes and teeth, and
eyebrows to the very wig. Seizing me, when I came within
hand-gripe, he pulled me out of the apartment, and hurrying
me down stairs, huddled nie and himself into his own room, the
door of which he locked.

“ Well, Dick,” said he, in a hasty and excited manner, as
soon as he could get his breath, ¢ Myte is prepared to receive
you, and is anxious to see you.”

“ So it seems,” I replied, “and impatient too, or why did you
hale me down stairs in that extraordinary fashion? Who is the
beautiful lady above 7 ”

¢ Beautiful, do you call her ?” cried Ludlow : ¢ she beauti-
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ful ! She may be; but well do I know — too well do I know
—that beauty and goodness don’t always go together.”

“ Well, but who is she?” I repeated. )

¢ She is a woman, Richard —Hush ! hark !—Going so scon ?”
He listened intently. There was a rustling in the hall, the
street-door was opened, and closed presently. ¢ Thank God,
she’s gone ! ” said he. “ Who is she, did you ask? She’s a
woman who hates me—as she hates the devil, I was going to say
—Dbut him she loves — a woman who thinks I have already too
much encroached upon my lady’s goodness, and who, knowing
you are my nephew—"

¢ Which she does not know,” said I.

¢ She thinks so, and would strive to injure me and you—"

“That is not likely,” I exclaimed, interrupting him. ¢ Do
you mean to say "—a thought suddenly struck me—¢ that lady
1s connected with me, Ludlow.”

“ No,” he replied, promptly.

My looks repeated the question.

 On my soul, she is not.”

“ Who is she, then? What is her name ?”

“ Perdition seize me and the lies I am forced — driven to ut-
ter ! ” cried Ludlow, violently ; “ but you shall not make me tell
them. What is she or her name to you? It is Bellamy.”

¢ Is she married ? ” I inquired.

“Yes, and has a numerous family — young masters and
misses, as proud as their mother. She lives in St. James’s
Square. What more?”

¢Is she related to Lady Mason ?”

¢ No more than you are to her,” he answered.

I would have proceeded, but he was called away to attend his
mistress. He returned with a sprightly air.

“ Good news, my boy,” said he. * Her ladyship is delighted
that I have obtained a situation for you with Mr. Myte. She
allows that it is more suited to your education and prospects
than the other. And she promises, and bade me tell you so,
that within three months you shall be made acquainted with
everything.”

I was fain to acquiesce, and professed myself contented. And
so I was,—if the resignation which springs from necessity may
be called by the name. There was much, nevertheless, in Lud-
low’s variable manner and intactible speech (so to express my-
self) that might well have awakened suspicion. But I was ever
the most credulous of mortals, after the first heat of incredulity.

As we trudged along towards Myte’s house, Ludlow enlarged
upon the virtues and estimable qualities of that gentleman, tell-
ing me that he was one of the best of husbands, fathers, and
friends ; that he was rich, good-natured, and generous. He
told me also that I should not want money ; that he himself
would supply me ; that my evenings would be at my own dis-
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posal ; and that I might see as much life, and enjoy as much of
it, as I pleased. All this was especially gratifying, and disposed
me to think much less of my parents, and a great deal more of
myself. I fear I did not think enough of Ludlow’s kindness.

We were admitted into an office, where we discovered a
rather elderly gentleman seated at a low desk. He arose at our
approach,—that is to say, he got upon his legs, an act which
might have contributed to his former height some two inches.
Ludlow was a man of small stature and proportions ; but he
was a giant to Myte, who was as diminutive as a man can be
well supposed to be who is not deformed. His face was ex-
tremely fair, fresh, and plump, with a nose like a parrot’s beak,
and eyes of a similar, lateral, roguish gravity. A mouth like a
little O, and a flight of chins leading down to his breast-bone,
complete the picture.

“And so you’ve brought him with you,” he said, casting a
sidelong ogle towards me.

“Yes, here he is, sir,” replied Ludlow.

“ Getting towards sixteen, you said,” returned Myte. ¢ Tall
of his age — up in the air — one of the sky-sweepers. Do you
know, Jeremiah,” turning to Ludlow, whom he took by the coat,
“ when I was his age, my grandmother thought I should have
made a shoot upwards, and whenever the thought entered her
head, (and, by the way, thoughts very seldom came there, and
never stayed more than two minutes,) she made me march
under her cane, which she placed horizontally against a line
she had marked on the wainscot. 1 did it clean for three years,
when the old lady lost heart, saying I should do for a Smith-
field droll.”

Ludlow forced a grim smile. ¢ She was mistaken,” said he.

¢ None of your jeers,” cried Myte. ¢ Come, what is your
nephew’s name ?

¢ Freeman,” said Ludlow ; ¢ Richard Freeman.”

¢ Richard TFreeman, —and a very good English name too.
Free man—it has an old DBritish sound with it. Xh? what?
Just listen to this, Jeremiah Woful,” and with a theatrical air
he repeated,

“¢ ] am as free as nature first made man,
Ere the base laws of servitude began,
When wild in woods the noble savage ran!’

That’s John Dryden — one of his Almanzor flights; and I’ve
heard Betterton roll and thunder it out—JI have. Yon may
laugh, young gentleman,” addressing me, ¢“but you had not
laughed, had you heard Betterton. Why,” nudging me confi-
dentially, ““I have lent Betterton money.”

¢ And he repaid you, I have no doubt,” said Ludlow.

‘ Repaid me !—ay, that he has, a thousand fold. I saw him
in all his best parts.”
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““ He repaid you in money, I mean,” observed Ludlow. ¢I
have heard he was a man of honour.”

¢ The very soul of honour,” cried Myte. ¢ Who could think
of that man’s body? I have got his bond, Jeremiah, and 1
would not part with his signature for twenty times the sum he
signed for.* But, get you gone; Ricardo and I shall much
better understand each other, and much sooner, without you.”

So saying, he pushed him out of the door.

¢ That uncle of yours, Ricardo,” he said, returning to me,
¢“is the most sad-looking person these eyes ever lighted upon.”

“ A very grave man, indeed, sir,” I answered.

¢ Grave P—grievous—a face as much as to say, ¢ Whose dog’s
dead, that I may come and howl over it 7’ No cause, no cause;
well to do, well to do. That is why I call him Jeremiah Woful.”

¢ Indeed, sir,” said I, somewhat amused by this original.

" Myte only does justice to Betterton when he ealls him ‘the very soul of
honour.” A man more deservedly respected never trod the stage. Itis to be
hoped that the bond, of which the little man speaks, was a cancelled one, or for a
small amount, for Betterton died without a farthing. Steele, at the conelusion of
a Tatler he wrote in eommemoration of the funeral of this great actor, after a high
eulogy of his merit, says, ¢ The mention I have here made of Mr. Betterton, for
whom T had, as long as I have known anything, a very great esteem and gratitude
for the pleasure he gave me, can do him no good ; but it may possibly be of serviee to
the unhappy woman he has left behind him to have it known that this great trage-
dian was never in a scene half so moving as the circumstances of his affairs created
at his departure. His wife, after an intercourse of forty years in the strietest
amity, has long pined away with a sense of his decay, as well in his person as his
little fortune, and in proportion to that, she lias herself decayed both in health and
reason. Her husband’s death, added to her age and infirmities, would certainly
have determined her life, but that the greatness of her distress lias been a relief, by
a present deprivation of her senses,””

This wonderful performer was born in 1635, came upon the stage in 1656, and
continued on it with the greatest reputation more than fifty years. He died April
28, 1710, a few days after he had played (at the age of 75!) the arduous part of
Melantius, in Beaumont and Fletcher’s play of The Maid’s Tragedy.

Colley Cibber says, — ¢ Betterton was an actor, as Shakspeare was an author —
both without competitors; formed for the mutunal assistance and illustration of
each other’s genius., How Shakspeare wrote, all men who have a taste for Nature
may read and know ; but with what higher rapture would he still be read, could
they conceive how Betterton played him. * * * Could kow Betterton spoke be
as easily known as what he spoke, then might you see the Muse of Shakspeare in
her triumph, with all her beauties in her best array, rising into real life, and eharm-
ing all beholders. But, alas ! since all this is out of the reach of description, how
shall I show you Betterton? Should I tell you that all the Othellos, Hamlets,
Hotspurs, Macbeths, and Brutuses, whom you may have seen sinee his time, have
fallen short of him, this still would give you no idea of his particular excellenee.”

Booth, himself no common actor, who knew him only in his decline, used to say
that he never saw him on or off the stage but he learned something from him ; and
frequently observed that Betterton was no actor ; that he put on his part with his
clothes, and was the very man he undertook to be, and nothing more. So exact
was he in following nature, that the look of surprise and horror he assumed in the
character of Hamlet astonished Booth (when he first personated the ghost) to such
a degree, that he was unable to proceed with his part for some moments.

Pope, in answer to a question, said,  Yes, I really think Betterton the best actor
I ever saw ; but I ought to tell you at the same time that, in Betterton’s days, the
older sort of people talked of Harte’s being his superior, just as we do of Betterton’s
being superior to those now.”

There is a portrait of Betterton (said to be a fine one) by Pope, in the possession
of the Earl of Mansfield.
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“Yes, indeed,” he replied. ¢ I have names for all my ac-
quaintances. But you are looking for something to do. Do you
like active employment ? 7

« I have no doubt I shall, sir, when I become used to it.”

 That won’t be while you ’re here,” returned Myte. ¢ Look
you, my ingenuous young friend, I sell houses when I have
houses to sell, to certain persons,—when I can find them; and I
buy houses when there are houses to be bought from certain
persons who may wish to sell them. But at present I have
neither houses to be sold nor persons to purchase, nor do I wish
to have. All my business, therefore, is to do nothing, and look
as though I had plenty to do; and all yours will be to look as
though you had plenty to do, and do nothing.”

¢ An easy life, sir,” I said, laughing.

¢ So so, for that,” replied Myte. *I’ve found yawning hard
work before now. But you can carry a letter, and bring an
answer, and draw a bill, and say I’'m out when I wish I were
not in, and all that ?”

“ Oh, yes.”

¢« And all these things you solemnly promise to perform ? ”

“J do.”

¢ And you faithfully engage to talk no more than your tongue
will let you, and as little good sense as you can; not ¢ two and
two make four—two and two make four,” in the moral or maxim
way, for all that I hate; besides, I know, in morals, two and
two often make five.”

I promise all this, sir.”

“ Good lad, very good lad,” said Myte. ¢ Kiss that book,”
handing me a volume of the Tatler. ¢ But come,” said he,
““let’s go up stairs, and see ¢ Heaven’s last, best gift,” as the
poet has it,—the fair creation,—three samples of which I have
up stairs. Why, I'’ve a wife and two daughters.”

¢ Indeed,” said 1.

¢ Why indeed ? you should have said, ¢Joy be with you,
Colbrand,’ for that ’s my name. Mind that stair. That’s been
two suminersets, seven sprained ankles, and bruised hips out of
number. 1’ve been thinking of having it mended these twelve
years. When it comes to a broken leg, I'll have the leg and it
set to rights together.”

¢« Here,” said he, handing me forward, and presenting me to
his wife and daughters. ¢ Good people, I’ve brought you a
young friend, whom I commend to your especial good offices.
This, Ricardo, is Mrs. Myte, known in this house (but only so
addressed by me) by the style and title of Flusterina. My
love!” with assumed surprise, ‘1 once told you, many years
ago, that I loved the very ground you trod upon, and you ’re
always reminding me of it by carrying some upon your face.”

Mrs. Myte appealed to her daughters.  “Is my face dirty,
my loves ?”
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The young ladies smiled, and shook their heads. A slight
tap with the fan upon the small skull of Myte was the gentle
punishment meted out to the delinquent.

“ And here,” continued Myte, ¢are Madam Margaret and
Mistress Martha,* commonly called my Goth and Vandal : they
will permit you to salute their cheeks.”

The girls blushed, while I promptly availed myself of the
privilege, )
¢ And now,” said Myte, ““since you will have plenty of lei-
sure to cultivate the esteem of these ladies, let me show you
your dormitory. You must know,” he resumed, as we ascended
the stairs, ¢ that I slept in that room for ten years, before I was
married, and I used to call it—that ’s Signor Tomaso,—” in pa-
renthesis, pointing to a large cat which had been asleep on the
landing, but which now came forward, and placing its fore-paws
upon Myte’s knee-pan, stretched itself leisurely,— “ 1 used to
call it Paradise,” he proceeded, ¢ it was such a snug room, till
the fire broke out, and I had to jump out of the window into a

large blanket.”

Having taken me into every room in the house, commenting
upon each, and inquiring at intervals whether I thought I could
be comfortable under his roof, he brought me back again to the
drawing-room.

¢ Go in there,” said he, * and make interest for a dish of cho-
colate. I am going to meet a gentleman at White’s.” +

The ladies vied in their attentions towards me; and I soon
began to feel, that if I were not as happy as I could wish with
Myte and his family, it would be entirely my own fault. When
Myte returned in the afternoon, he amused me with his inno-
cent freaks and fooleries. In the evening he played upon the
fiddle, and made his wife sing and his daughters dance, and
tried to sing himself; and, finally, would have accomplished
a dance, but that the potency of a sneaker of punch of which he
had partaken had so impaired the stability of his small legs, that
his family judged it inexpedient that he should hazard the feat.
I myself confess to having seen two candles in my hand when I
retired to bed; and had Myte’s disastrous stair been upon the
flight I had occasion to ascend, I think it very likely I might
have added to the list of casualties in his possession.

* At this time, the appellation of Miss was only given to girls not yet in their
teens, or to indiscreet and inconsiderate young women. When there were two
;ils'ters, as in the case of Myte's daughters, the elder was called Madam, the younger

istress.

+ Who that has read Addison and Steele (and who has not ?) but is familiar
with the names of White’s Chocolate House, the St. James’s Coffeehouse, Will’s
Coffeehouse, and the Grecian? White’s Chocolate House was on the left-hand
side of St. James’s Street, from Piccadilly ; but afterwards it was on the other side,
and lower down the street.
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A PARLIAMENT IN THE OLDEN TIME.

FEw who stand at Charing Cross, and see the legislators, who in
lordly equipage, or easy cab, on horseback or on foot, wend their
way in crowds, at the hour of four or five, to declaim and divide
upon the political measures which agitate the day, trouble them-
selves to picture the mighty difference between the past and the
present,—the Parliamentary doings of to-day, and the Parliaments
and Parliamentarians of an elder time. It is worth while to evoke a
shadowy semblance of things that were from amid the chaotic frag-
ments of their antiquity.

Standing on the same spot five hundred years gone by, a pilgrim
on his way to the shrine of the Confessor might have noted a like
concourse of the noble and the lowly crowding to the palace of
Westminster, where the King held his solemn Parliament, to which
his lieges were summoned to aid and advise him. But instead of its
being long past mid-day, the morning-sun is scattering the dew
from the green fields and hedges which stretch far away to the
north and west of the little village of Charing, and our pilgrim may
have just reached the Cross by the way across the fields, which end-
ed at the high-road to Windsor and Reading, hard by the umbrage-
ous manor of Hyde, beneath whese ancient oaks the hogs of the
Abbot of Westminster fatten on choice pannage. It is the hour of
eight in the morning ! The lordly baron prances to Westminster,
surrounded by armed followers, and armed himself. Sleek bishops,
and mitred abbots, or their monkish proxies, amble thither on sure
hackneys, and knights of the shire, stout burgesses, and their servi-
tors swell the train. Of all the men, perchance, your burgher, ex-
cept he were a turbulent Londoner, looked upon this going to Par-
liament as an unmitigated nuisance; it drew him from his stall, or
shop, his wonted markets and stated fairs, to mingle with the
mighty of the land, with whom he had few views in common ; and
to what end ? to give a reluctant assent to grants of subsidies, and
in return to pray remedies of grievances seldom permanently re-
dressed.

In the early days of popular representation, when the people were
not to say indifferent to, but at least ignorant of, the value of the
privilege they enjoyed, your borough member, or knight of the
shire, was caught by the sheriff with as much difficulty as a restive
sheep in a timid flock. It was not until the wars of the roses that
it became a matter of import to the crown and nobility to pack the
Commons for their own ends. About that time it is that we find
the Duchess of Norfolk writing to her well-beloved John Paston
that her lord thinks it meet to have the country represented by his
¢« own menial servants,” and commanding him to raise his voice for
the return of two such characters, Sir John Howard, the first peer
of his name, being one of her nominees. At this same period, too,
when electors found their votes were of moment, arose the time-
honoured practice of treating: when Sir John Howard and Master
Thomas Brewis were chosen knights of the shire for Suffolk,
Howard regaled his electors at an expense of some forty-pounds.
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We will not enumerate the oxen, sheep, and calves consumed, nor
even the capons, pigeons, and rabbits ; nor the ¢ barells of dobylle
and syngel bere,” besides wine at the “ gentelmen’s lodgings:” it is
enough to mark the dawn of treating. That intimidation came to
the aid of candidates, who will doubt, in days when every man car-
ried conviction at the point of his dagger, or Irish knife? But we
are in some measure anticipating the slow work of time; this much,
however, we may add, that the “menial servants ™ of the great no-
bles wore the liveries of their lords; let those who talk of the an-
cient independence of the Commons’ House picture to themselves a
bench of nominees clad in the colours and wearing the insignia of
their several lords! But to our Parliament, which we are about to
open for—the plesaunce of the reader.

The tide of courtiers and commoners flows not from the west: in
that direction all-devouring London hath not yet encroached upon
the green fields— from the cross at Charing you can see here and
there a few buildings, such as the Hospital for Lepers, dedicated by
the charity of certain worthy Londoners to St. James,—the low
Chapel of the Lepers at Knightsbridge,—and northwards, in the far
distance, the buildings and gardens of the Lepers of St. Giles in the
Fields ; but beyond these, and a hovel or two, habitations there are
none. Fashion hath not yet an existence, and high birth is too well
aware of the value of stone walls and secure defences in such trou-
blous times to feel inconvenienced by the vicinity of merchants and
traders, or by narrow streets. Your bishops dwell in Shoe Lane, or
elsewhere in the line or precincts of Fleet Street, excepting he of
Winchester, who hath a palace and a prison in Southwark, and the
Primate, who reposes in his castellated manor-house of TLambeth.
The Percy rides westward from Aldgate; the Mowbray from
Thames Street; the Howard comes from Crooked Lane, or his
«pore place beside R