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EtLiNOK was awakened by a rapping at her 

door; it was her maid. 
She was fully aroused in a moment, for she 

had fallen asleep with one clearly defined plan 
in her mind, only one, for all thoughts and cares 
having no relation to the terrible event were as 
though they had never been. All her purpose 
was to shield her father from suspicion. And to 
do this she must control herself—heart, mind, 
aud body must be ruled to this one end. 

So she said to Mason: 
" Let me lie half an hour longer; and beg M^ 

Monro not to wait breakfast for me; but in half 
an hour briug me up a cup of strong tea, for I 
have a bad headache." 

Mason went away. EUinor sprang up; rapidly 
undressed herself, and got into bed again, so 
that when her maid retumed with her breakfast, 
there was no appearance of the night having 
been passed in any unusual manner. 

"How ill you do look, miss!" said Mason. 
" I am sure you had better not get up yet." 

EUinor longed to ask if her father had yet shown 
himself; but this question—so natural at any 
other time—seemed to her so suspicious under 
the circumstances, that she could not bring her 
lips to frame it. At any rate, she must get up 
and struggle to make the day Uke aU other days. 
So she rose, confessing that she did not feel very 
well, but trying to make light of it, and when 
she could thbik of anything but the one awe, to 
say a trivial sentence or two. But she could not 
recoUect how she behaved in general, for her 
life hitherto had been simple, and led without 
any consciousness of effect. 

Before she was dressed, a message came up to 
say that Mr. Livingstone was in the drawing-
room. 

Mr. Livingstone! He belonged to the old life 
of yesterday! The bUlows of the night had swept 
over his mark on the sands of her memory; and 
it was only by a strong effort that she could re
member who he was—what he wanted. She 
sent Mason down to inquire from the servant 
who admitted him whom it was that he had asked 
for. 

" He asked for master first. But master has 
not rui^ for his water yet, so James told him he 
was not up. Then he took thought for a wMle, 
and asked could he speak to you, he would wait 
if you were not at Uberty; but that he wished 
particular to see either master, or you. So James 
asked him to sit down in the drawing-room, and 
he would let you know." 

" I must go," thought EUinor. " I wiU send 
him away directly; to come, thinking of marriage 
to a house like this—to-day, too'." 

And she went down hastily, and in a hard un
sparing mood towards a man, whose affection for 
her she thought was Uke a gourd, grown up 
in a night, and of no account, but as a piece of 
fooUsh, boyish excitement. 

She never thought of her own appearance— ŝhe 
had dressed without looking in the glass. Her 
only object was to dismiss her would-be sxdtor 
as speedily as possible. AU feeUngs of shyness, 
awkwardness, or maiden modesty, were quenched 
and overcome. In she went. 

He was standing by the mantelpiece as she 
entered. He made a step or two forward to 
meet her; and then stopped, petrified, as it were, 
at the sight of her hard white face. 

" Miss Wilkins, I am afraid you are iU! I 
have come too early. But I have to leave Hamley 
in half an hour, and I thought Oh, Miss 
Wilkins ! what have I done ?" 

Eor she sank into the chair nearest to her, as 
if overcome by his words; but, indeed, it was by 
the oppression of her own thoughts: she was 
hardly conscious of his presence. 

He came a step or two nearer, as if he longed 
to take her in his arms and comfort and shelter 
her; but she stiffened herself and arose, and by 
an effort walked towards the fireplace, and there 
stood, as if awaiting what he would say next. 
But he was overwhelmed by her aspect of iUness. 
He almost forgot his own wishes, his own suit, 
in his desire to reUeve her from the pain, phy
sical as he beUeved it, under which she was 
suffering. It was she who had to begin the sub
ject. 

" I received your letter yesterday, Mr. Living, 
stone. I was anxious to see you to-day, in order 
that I might prevent you from speaking to my 
father. I do not say anything of the kind of affec
tion you can feel for me—me, whom you have 
only seen once. AU I shaU say is, that the 
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sooner we both forget what I must caU foUy, the 
better." 

She took the airs of a woman considerably 
older and more experienced than himself. He 
thought her haughty; sh€ was only miserable. 

"You are mistaken," said he, more quietly 
and with more dignity than was likely from his 
previous conduct. " I wiQ not aUow you to 
characterise as folly what might be presumptuous 
on my part I had no business to express myself 
so soon; but which in its foundation was true 
and sincere. That I can answer for most 
solemnly. It is a possible, though it may not be 
a usual thing, for a man to feel so strongly 
attracted by the charms and quaUties of a woman, 
even at first sight, as to feel sure that she, and 
^ alone, can make his happiness. My foUy 
consisted—there you are right—in even dream
ing that you could return my feelings in the 
sUghtest degree, when you had only seen me once. 
And I am most truly ashamed of myself. I can
not teU you how sorry I am, when I see how 
you have compeUed yourself to come and speak 
to me when you are so Ul." 

. She staggered into a chair, for with aU her wish 
for his speedy dismissal, she was obUged to be 
seated. His hand was upon the beU. 

" No, don't!" she said. " Wait a minute." 
His eyes, bent upon her with a'look of deep 

anxiety, touched her at that moment, and she 
was on the point of shedding tears; but she 
checked hersdf, and rose again. 

" I wUl go," said he. " It is the kindest thing 
I can do. Only, may I vmte ? May I venture 
to write and ui^e what I have to say more co
herently ?" 

" No!" said she. " Don't write. I have given 
you my answer. We are nothing, and can be 
nothing to each other. I am engaged to be 
married. I should not have told you if you had 
not been so kind. Thank you. -But go now." 

The poor young man's face fell, and he became 
almost as white as she was for the instant. After 
a moment's reflection, he took her hand in his, 
and said: 

" May God bless you, and him too, whoever 
he may be. But if you want a friend, I may be 
that friend, may I not ? and try to prove that 
my words of regard were true, in a better and 
higher sense than I used them at first." And 
kissing her passive hand, he was gone, and she 
was left sitting alone-

But soUtude was not what she could bear. She 
went quickly up-stairs, and took a strong dose of 
s^-volatile, even while she heard Miss Monro 
calUng to her. 

" My dear, who was that gentleman that has 
been closeted with you in the drawing-room aU 
this time?" 

And then, without Ustmng to EUinor's reply, 
she went on: 

" Mrs. Jackson has been here (it was at MJS. 
Jackson's house that Mr. Dunster lodged), want
ing to know if we ootdd teU her where Mr. 
Dun&ter was, for he never came home last night 

at aU. And you were in the drawing-room with 
—̂ who did you say he was P—that Mr. Living. 
stone, who might have oome at a better time to 
bid good-by, and he h^d never dined here, had 
he? so I don't see any reason he had to come call
ing, and p. P. C.-ing, and your papa not up. So 
I said to Mrs. Jackson, 'I'U send and ask Mr. 
Wilkins if you like, but I don't see any use in 
it, for I can teU you just as weU as anybody that 
Mr. Dunster in not in this house, wherever he 
may be.' Yet nothing would satisfy her but that 
some one must go and waken up your papa, and 
ask if he could teU where Mr. Dunster was." 

" And did papa ?" inquired EUinor, her dry 
throat huskily forming the inquiry that seemed 
to be expected fr6m her. 

" No! to be sure not. How should Mr. WUkius 
know ? As I said to Mrs. Jackson, 'Mr. WUkins 
is not likely to know where Mr. Dunster spends 
his time when he is not in the office, for tbey do 
not move in the same rank of life, my good 
woman;' and Mrs. Jackson apologised, but said 
that yesterday they had both been dining at Mr. 
Hodgson's together, she believed; and somehow 
she had got it into her head that Mr. Dunster 
might have missed his way in coming along 
Moor-lane, and might have sUpped into the 
canal;" so she just thou^t she would step up 
and ask Mr. Wilkins if they had left Mr. Hodgson's 
together, or if your papa had driven home. I 
a^ed her why she had not told me aU these par
ticulars before, for I could have asked your papa 
myself aU about when he last saw Mr. Dunster; 
and I went up to ask him a second time, but he 
did not Uke it at aU, for he was busy dressing, 
and I had to shout my questions tlirough the 
door, and he cotdd not always hear me at first." 

"What did he say?" 
" Oh! he had walked part of the way with Mr, 

Dunster, and then cut across by the short path 
through the fields, as far as I could understand 
him through the door. He seemed veiy much 
annoyed to hear that Mr. Dunster had not been 
at home aU night; but he said I was to teU Mrs. 
Jackson that he would go to the office as soon as 
he had had his breakfast, which he ordered to be 
sent up directly into his own room, and he had 
no doubt it would all tum out right; but that 
she had better go home at once. And, as I told 
her, she might find Mr. Dunster there by the time 
she got there. There, there is your papa going 
out! He has not lost any time over his break
fast!" 

EUinor had taken up the Hamley Examiner, a 
daily paper, which lay on the table, to hide ber 
face in the first instance;, but it served a secr-nd 
•purpose, as she glanced languidly over the co
lumns of the advertisements. 

" Oh! here are Cqlonel Macdonald's orchideous 
plants to be sold! All the stock of hothouse 
and stove-plants at HartweU Priory. I must 
send James over to HartweU to attend the sale. 
It is to last for three days." 

" But can he be spared for so long ?" 
" Oh yes; he had better stay at the Uttle um 
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there, to be on the spot. Three days," and as 
she spoke, she ran out to the gardener, who was 
sweeping up the newly-mown grass in the front 
of the house. She gave him hasty and unlimited 
directions, only seeming intent—if any one had 
been suspiciously watching her words and actions 
—to hurry him off to the distant viUage, where 
the auction was to take place. 

When hfi was once gone she breathed more 
freely. Now, no one but the three cognisant of 
the terrible reason of the disturbance of the turf 
under the trees in a certain spot in the belt 
round the fl.ower-garden, would be likely to go 
into the place. Miss Monro might wander round 
with a book in her hand; but she never noticed 
anything, and was short-sighted into thg bargain. 
Three days of this moist, warm, growing weather, 
and the green grass woidd spring, just as if life— 
was what it had been twenty-four hours before. 

When aU this was done and said, it seemed as 
if ElUnor's strength and spirit sank down at 
once. Her voice became feeble, her aspect wan; 
and although she told Miss Monro that nothing 
was the matter, yet it was impossible for any one 
who loved her not to perceive that she was far 
from well. The kind govemess placed her pupil 
on the sofa, covered her feet up warmly, darkened 
the room, and then stole out on tiptoe, fancying 
that ElUnor would sleep. Her eyes were, indeed, 
shut; but try as much as she would to be quiet, 
she was up in less thau five minutes after Miss 
Monro had left the room, and walking up and 
down in aU the restless agony of body that arises 
from an overstrained mind. But soon Miss 
Monro reappeared, bringing with her a dose of 
soothing medicine of her ovm concocting, for she 
was great in domestic quackery. What the me-
dicme was EUinor did not care to know; she 
drank it vrithout any sign of her usual merry 
resistance to physic of Miss Monro's ordering; 
and, as the latter took up a book, and showed a 
set purpose of remaining with her patient, EUinor 
was compeUed to Ue still, and presently feU 
asleep. 

She wakened late in the aftemoon with a start. 
Her father was standing over her, listening to 
Miss Monro's account of her indisposition. 
She only caught one gUmpse of his strangely-
altered countenance, and hid her head in the 
cushions—hid it from memory, not from him. 
Eor in an instant she must have conjectured the 
interpretation he was Ukely to put upon her 
shrinking action, and she had tumed towards 
him, and had throvra her arms round his neck, 
and was kissing his cold, passive face. Then she 
feU back. But aU this time their sad eyes never 
met—they dreaded the look of recoUection that 
must be in each other's gaze. 

" Tliere, my dear!" said Miss Monro. " Now 
you must Ue stUl tiU I fetch you a Uttle broth.. 
You are better now, are not you?" 

" You need not go for the broth, Miss Monro," 
said Mr. WiUdns, ringing the beU. "Eletcher 
can surely bring it." He dreaded the being 
left alone with his daughter—nor did she fear 

it less. She heard the strange alteration in 
her father's voice, hard and hoarse, as if it was 
an effort to speak. The physical signs of his 
suffering cut her to the heart; and yet she won
dered how it was that they could both be aUve, 
or, if aUve, that they were not rending their gar
ments and crying aloud. Mr. Wilkins seemed to 
have lost the power of careless action and speech, 
it is trae. He wished to leave the room now his 
anxiety about his daughter was reUeved, but 
hardly knew how to set about it. He was 
obUged to think about the veriest trifle, in order 
that by an effort of reason he might understand 
how he should have spoken or acted if he had 
been free from blood-gmltiness, EUinor under
stood all by intuition. But henceforward the 
unspoken comprehension of each other's hidden 
motions made their mutual presence a burden
some anxiety to each. Miss Monro was a reUef; 
they were glad of her as a third person, uncon
scious of the secret whidi constrained them. 
This aftemoon her unconsciousness gave present 
pain, although on after refl.ection each found in 
her speeches a cause of rejoicing. 

" And Mr. Dunster, Mr. Wilkins, has he come 
home yet?" 

A moment's pause, in which Mr. WUkins 
pumped the words out of his husky throat: 

" I have not heard. I have been riding. I 
went on business to Mr. Estcourt's. Perhaps 
you wiUbe so kind as to send and inquire at Mrs. 
Jackson's." 

EUinor sickened at the words. She had been 
all her Ufe a truthful, plain-spoken girl. She 
held herself high above deceit. Yet, here came 
the necessity for deceit—a snare spread around 
her. She had not revolted so much from the 
deed which brought unpremeditated death, as 
she did from these words of her father's. The 
night beforê  in her mad fever of afeight, she had 
fancied that to conceal the body was all that 
would be required;. she had not looked forward 
to the long weary course of smaU Ues, to be done 
and said, involved in that one mistaken action. 
Yet, while her father's words made her soul 
revolt, his appearance melted her heart, as she 
caught it, half-turned away from her, neither 
looking straight at Miss Monro, nor at anything 
materiaUy visible. His hoUow sunk eye seemed, 
to EUinor, to have a vision of the dead man be
fore it. His cheek was Uvid and wom, and its 
healthy colouring, gained by years of hearty out
door exercise, was all gone into the wanness of 
age. His hair even, to ElUnor, seemed greyer 
for the past night of wretchedness. He stooped, 
and looked dreanuly earthward, where formerly 
he had stood erect. It needed all the pity caUed 
forth by such observation to quench ElUnor's 
passionate contempt for the course on which she 
and her father were embarked, when she heard 
him repeat his words to the servant who came 
with her broth. 

" Eletcher! go to Mrs. Jackson's, and inquire 
if Mr. Dunster is come home yet. I want to 
speak to him." 
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" To him!" lying dead where he had been laid; 
kiUed by the man who now asked for his pre
sence. ElUnor shut her eyes, and lay back in 
despair. She wished she might die, and be out 
of this horrible tangle of events. 

Two minutes after, she was conscious of her 
father and Miss Monro steaUng softly out of the 
room. They thought that she slept. 

She sprang off the sofa, and knelt down. 
"Oh, God," she prayed; "Thou knowest! 

Help me! There is none other Help but Thee!" 
I suppose she fainted, Eor an hour or more 

afterwards. Miss Monro, coming in, found her 
lying insensible by the side of the sofa. 

She was carried to bed. She was not delirious, 
she was only in a stupor, which they feared might 
end in delirium. To obviate this, her father sent 
•far and wide for skilful physicians, who tended 
her, almost at the rate of a guinea the minute. 

People said how hard it was upon Mr. Wil
kins, that hardly had that vnretch Dunster gone 
off, with no one knows how much out of the 
trusts of the firm, before his only chUd feU iU. 
And, to tell the trath, he himself looked burnt 
and scared with affliction. He had a startled 
look, they said, as if he never could tell, after 
such experience, from which side the awful 
proofs of the uncertainty of earth would appear, 
the terrible phantoms of unforeseen dread. Both 
rich and poor, tovra and country, sympathised 

' with him. The rich cared not to press their 
claims, or their business, at such a time; and 
only wondered in their superficial talk, after 
dinner, now such a good feUow as Wilkins could 
ever have been deceived by a man Uke Dunster. 
Even Sir Erank Holster and his lady forgot their-
old quarrel, and came to inquire after EUinor, 
and sent her hothouse fruit by the bushel. 

Mr. Corbet behaved as an anxious lover should 
do. He wrote daUy to Miss Monro to beg for 
the most minute bulletins; he procured every
thing in town that any doctor even fancied might 
be of service. He came down as soon as there 
was the sUghtest hint of permission that ElUnor 
might see him. He ovei-powered her with tender 
words and caresses, tUl at last she shrank away 
from them, as from something too bewUdering, 
and past all right comprehension. 

But one night before this, when aU windows 
and doors stood open to admit the least breath 
that stirred the sultry July air, a servant on 
velvet tiptoe had stolen up to EUinor's open 
door, and had beckoned out of the chamber of 
the sleeper the ever watchful nurse. Miss Monro. 

" A gentleman wants you," were aU the words 
the housemaid dared to say so close to the bed
room. And softly, softly Miss Monro stepped 
down the stairs, into the drawing-room; and 
there she saw Mr. Livingstone. But she did not 
know him; she had never seen him before. 

" I have traveUed aU day. I heard she was 
ill—was dying. May I just have one more look 
at her ? I vriU not speak; I wiU hardly breathe. 
Only let me see her once again!" 

" I beg your pardon, sir, but I don't know who 

you are; and if you mean Miss Wilkins, by ' her,' 
she is very iU, but we hope not dying. She was 
very Ul, indeed, yesterday; very dangerously Ul, 
I may say, but she is having a good sleep, in con
sequence of a suporific medicine, and we are really 
beginning to hope " 

But just here. Miss Monro's hand was taken, 
and, to her infinite surprise, was kissed before 
she could remember how improper such behaviour 
was. 

" God bless you, madam, for saying so. But 
if she sleeps, wUl you let me see her; it can do 
no harm, for I wUl tread as if on egg-shells; and 
I have come so far—if I might just look on her 
sweet face. Pray, madam, let ine just have one 
sight of her. I wiU not ask for more." 

But he did ask for more, after he had had his 
wish. He stole up-stairs after Miss Mom'o, who 
looked round reproachfuUy at him if even a 
nightingale sang, or an owl hooted in the trees 
outside the open windows, yet who paused to say 
herself, outside Mr. WUkins's chamber-door, 

" Her father's room; he has not been in bed 
for six nights, till to-night; pray do not make a 
noise to waken him." And on into the deep stiU
ness of the hushed room, where one clear ray of 
hidden lamp-light shot athwart the floor, where 
a watcher, breathing softly, sat beside the bed-
where EUinor's dark head lay motionless on the 
white pUlow, her face almost as white, her form 
almost as still. You might have heard a pin fall. 
After a whUe he moved to withdraw. Miss 
Monro, jealous of every sound, foUowed him, 
with steps aU the more heavy because they were 
taken with so much care, down the stairs, back 
into the drawing-room. By the bed-candle 
flaring in the draught, she saw that there was the 
guttering mark of wet tears on his cheek; and 
she felt, as she said afterwards, " sorry for the 
young man." And yet she urged him to go, for 
she knew that she might be wanted up-stairs. 
He took her hand, and wrang it hard. 

" Thank you. She looked so changed—oh! 
she looked as though she were dead. You wUl 
write—Herbert Livingstone, Langham Vicarage, 
Yorkshire; you wUl promise me to write. If I 
could do anything for her, but I can but pray. 
Oh, my darling! my darling! and I have no right 
to be with her." 

" Go away, there's a good young man," said 
Miss Monro, aU the more pressing to hurry him 
out by the front door, because she was afraid of 
his emotion overmastering him, and making 
him noisy in his demonstrations. " Yes, I wiU 
write; I wiU write, never fear!" and she bolted 
the door beKind him, and was thankful. 

Two minutes afterwards there was a low tap; 
she undid the fastenings, and there he stood, 
pale in the moonlight. 

"Please don't tell her I came to ask about 
her; she might not like it.", 

"No, no! not I ! Poor creature, she's not 
Ukely to care to hear anything this long whUe. 
She never roused at Mr. Corbet's name." 

"Mr. Corbet's!" said Livmgstone below his 
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breath, and he tumed and went away; this time 
for good. But EUinor recovered. She knew 
she was recovering, when day after day she felt 
involuntary strength and appetite return. Her 
body seemed stronger than her wiU; for that 
would have induced her to creep into her grave, 
and shut her eyes for ever on this world, so fuU 
of troubles. 

She lay, for the most part, with her eyes closed, 
very stiU and quiet; but she thought with the 
intensity of one who seeks for lost peace, and 
cannot find it. She began to see that if in the 
mad impulses of that mad nightmare of horror, 
they had aU strengthened each other, and dared 
to be frank and open, confessing a great fault, a 
greater disaster, a greater woe—which in the 
first instance was hardly a crime—their future 
course, though sad and sorrowful, would have 
been a simple and straightforward one to tread. 
But it was not for her to undo what was done, 
and to reveal the error and shame of a father. 
Only she, tuming anew to God, in the solemn 
and quiet watches of the night, made a covenant, 
that in her couduct, her own personal and indivL 
dual Ufe, she would act loyally and truthfoUy. 
And as for the future, and all the terrible chances 
involved in it, she would leave it in His hands— 
if, indeed (and here came in the Tempter), He 
would watch over one whose Ufe hereafter must 
seem based upon a Ue. Her only plea, offered 
"standing afar off," was, "The Ue is said and 
done and over—it was not for my own sake. Can 
fiUal piety be so overcome by the rights of justice 
and trath, as to demand of me that I should reveal 
my father's guUt ?" 

Her father's severe, sharp punishment began. 
He knew why she suffered, what made her young 
strength falter and tremble, what made her life 
seem nigh about to be quenched in death. Yet 
he could not take his sorrow and care in the 
natural manner. He was obUged to think how 
every word and deed would be constraed. He 
fancied that people were watchmg him with sus
picious eyes, wheu nothing was further from their 
thoughts. Eor once let the "pubUc" of any 
place be possessed by an idea, it is more difficult 
to dislodge it than any one imagines who has not 
tried. If Mr. WUkins had gone into Hamley 
market-place, and proclaimed himself guUty of 
the manslaughter of Mr. Dunster—nay, if he had 
detaUed ^1 the circumstances—the people would 
have exclaimed, " Poor man, he is crazed by this 
discovery of the unworthiness of the man he 
trusted so ; and no wonder—it was such a thing 
to have done—to have defrauded his partner to 
such an extent, and then have made off to Ame
rica!" 

Eor many small circumstances, which I do not 
stop to detaU here, went far to prove this, as we 
know, unfounded supposition; and Mr. Wilkins, 
who was known, from his handsome boyhood, 
through his comely manhood, up to the present 
time, to aU the people m Hamley, was an object 
of sympathy and respect to every one who saw 
him, as he passed by, old and lom and haggard 

before his time, aU through the evU conduct of 
one, London-bred, who was as a hard unlovely 
stranger to the popular nund of this Uttle country 
tovra. 

Mr. Wilkins's own servants liked him. The 
workings of his temptations were such as they 
could understand. If he had been hot-tempered, 
he had also been generous, or I should rather say 
careless and lavish with his money. And now 
that he was cheated and impoverished by his 
partner's delinquency, they thbught it no wonder 
that he drank long and deep in the soUtary even
ings which he passed at home. It was not that 
he was without invitations. Every one came 
forward to testify their respect to him by asking 
him to their houses. He had probably never 
been so universaUy popular since his father's 
death. But, as he said, he did not care to go into 
society whUe his daughter was so iU—he had no 
spirits for company. 

But if any one had cared to observe his con
duct at home, and to draw conclusions from it, 
they could have noticed that, anxious as he was 
about EUinor, he rather avoided than sought 
her presence, now that her consciousness and 
memory were restored. Nor did she ask for, or 
vrish for him. The presence of each was a burden 
to the other. Oh, sad and woful night of May— 
overshadowing the coming summer months with 
gloom and bitter remorse! 

CHAPTEB, v m . 

STTT.T. youth prevaUed over aU. EUinor got 
well, as I have said, eyen when she would fain 
have died. And the afternoon came when she 
left her room. Miss Monro would gladly have 
made a festival of her recovery, and have had 
her conveyed into the unused drawmg-room. 
But EUinor begged that she might be taken into 
the Ubrary —into the schoolroom — anywhere 
(thought she) not looking on the side of the 
house on the flower-garden, which she had felt in 
aU her iUness as a ghastly pressure, lymg vrithui 
sight of those very vrindows, through which the 
moming sun streamed right upon her bed—like 
the accusmg angel, bringing all hidden things to 
Ught. 

And when ElUnor was better stUl, when the 
Bath-chair had been sent up for her use, by some 
kindly old maid, out of Hamley, she stUl peti
tioned that it might be kept on the lawn or 
town side-of the house, away from the flower-
garden. 

One day she almost screamed, when, as she was 
going to the front door, she saw Dixon stanoing 
ready to draw her, instead of Eletcher, the ser
vant who usuaUy went. But she checked aU de
monstration of feeUng; although it was the 
first time she had seen Mm since he and she and 
one more had worked then: hearts out in hard 
bodUy labour. 

He looked so stem and iU! Cross, too, which 
she had never seen him before. 

As soon as they were out of immediate sight of 
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the windows, she asked him to stop, forcing her
self to speak to him. 

''Dixon, you look very poorly," she said, trem
bling as she spoke. 

"Ay!" said he. "We did na" think much 
of it at the time, did we. Miss NeUy ? But it 
wiU be the death of us, I'm thinking. It has 
aged me about a bit. AU my flfty years afore 
were but as a forenoon of chUd's play to that 
night. Measter, too. I could abear a good deal, 
but measter cuts through the 3table-3^rd, and 
past me, vri:'out a word, as if I was poison, or a 
stinking toumart. It is that as is worst. Miss 
NeUy, it is." 

And the poor man brushed some tears from his 
eyes with the back of his withered furrowed 
hand. EUinor caught the infection, and cried 
outright, sobbed like a chUd, even while she held 
out her Uttle white thin hand to his grasp. Eor 
as soon as he saw her emotion, he was penitent for 
what he had said. 

" Don't now—don't," was aU he could think 
of to say. 

" Dixon!" said she at length, "yxm must not 
mind it. You must try not to mind it. I see he 
does not like to be reminded of tha,t, even by 
seeing me. He tries never to be alone with 
me. My poor old Dixon, it has spoUt my Ufe 
for me; for I don't think he loves me any 
more," 

She sobbed as if her heart would break; and 
now it was Dixon's turn to be comforter. 

"Ah, dear, my blessing, he loves you above 
everything. If s only he can't abear the sight of 
us, as is but natural. And if he dunnot fancy 
being alone with you, there's always one as does, 
and that is a comfort at the worst of times. And 
don't ye fret about what I said a minute ago. I 
were put out because measter aU but pushed me 
out of his way this- moming, without never a 
word. But I were an old fool for telling ye. 
And I've reaUy forgotten why I told Eletcher I'd 
drag ye a bit about to-day. The gardener is begin
ning for to wonder as you don't want to see the 
annuals and bedding-out things as you were so. 
particular about in May. And I thought I'd 
just have a wordwi' ye, and then if you'd let me, 
we'd go together just once round the flower-
garden, just to say you've been, you know, and 
to give tiiem chaps a bit of praise. You'U only 
have to look on the beds, my pretty, and it must 
be done some time. So come along!" 

He began to puU resolutely in the direction of 
the flower-garden. EUinor bit her Ups to keep 
in the cry of repugnance that rose to them. As 
Dixon stopped to unlock the door, he said: 

" If s not hardness, nothing like it; I have 
waited tiU I heerd you were better; but if s in 
for a penny in for a pound wf us all; and folk 
may talk; and bless your Uttle brave heart, you'U 
stand a deal for your father's sake, and so wiU I, 
though I do feel it above a bit, when he puts out 
his hand as if to keep me off, and I only going to 
speak to him about Cupper's knees; though FU 
own I had wondered many a day when I was to 

have the good-morrow master never missed i?in' 
he were a boy tiU ^WeU! and now you've seen 
the beds, and can say they looked mighty pretty, 
and is done aU as you wished; and we're got 
out again, and breathing fresher air than yon 
sun-baked hole, vrith its smelling flowers, not 
half so wholesome to snuff at as good stable-
dung." 

So the good man chattered on; not without the 
purpose of giving EUinor time to recover herself; 
and partly also to drovra his own cares, which 
lay heavier on his heart than he could say. But 
he thought himself revrarded by EUinor's thanks, 
and warm pressure of his hard hand as she 
got out at the front-door, and bade him good-
by. 

The break to her days of weary monotony was 
the letters she constantly received from Mr. 
Corbet. And yet, here again lurked the sting. 
He was aU astonishment and indignation at 
Mr. Dunster's disappearance, or rather flight to 
America. And now that she was growing 
stronger, he did not scruple to express curiosity 
respecting the detaUs, never doubting but that 
she was perfectly acquainted with much that he 
wanted to know; although he had too much 
deUcacy to question her on the point which was 
most important of aU in his eyes, namely, how 
far it had affected Mr. Wilkins's worldly pro
spects ; for the report prevalent in Hamley had 
reached London, that Mr. Dunster had made 
away with, or carried off, trust-property to a 
considerable extent, for all which Mr. Wilkins 
would of course be liable. 

It was hard work for Ralph Corbet to keep 
from seeking dixect information on this head from 
Mr. Ness, or, indeed, from Mr. Wilkins himself. 
But he restrained himself, knowing that in 
August he should be able to make aU these in
quiries personaUy. Before the end of the Long 
Vacation he had hoped to marry EUinor; that 
was the time which had been planned by them 
when they had met in the early spring before her 
iUness and aU this misfortune happened. But 
now, as he vsrote to his father, nothing could be 
defimtively arranged untU he had paid his visit 
to Hamley, and seen the state of affairs. 

Accordingly, one Saturday in August, he came 
to Ford Bank, this time as a visitor to Elhnor's 
home, instead of to his old quarters at Mr. 
Ness's. 

The house was stiU as if asleep in the fuU heat 
of the aftemoon sun, as MT. Corbet drove up. 
The vrindow-bUnds were down; the front door 
wide open, great stands of heUotrope and roses 
and geraniums stood just within the shadow of 
the haU; but through aU the sUence his approach 
seemed to excite no commotion. He thought it 
strange that he had not been watched for, that 
ElUnor did not come runnrng out to meet him, 
that she aUowed Fletcher to come and attend to 
his higgage, and usher him into the Ubrary just 
Uke any common visitor, any moming-caUer. He 
stiffened himself up into a moment's indignant 
coldness of manner. But it vamshed in an in-



Charles Diokens.] A DARK NIGHTS WORK. [February 21,1863.] 559 

stant when, on tbe door being opened, he saw 
ElUnor standing holding by the table, looking 
for his appearance with almost panting anxiety. 
He thought of nothing then but her evidrait 
weakness, her changed looks, for which no ac
count of her iUness had prepared him. Eor she 
was deadly white, Ups and all; and her dark eyes 
seemed unnaturally enlarged, whUe the caves in 
which they were set were strangely deep and 
hoUow. Her hair, too, had been cut off pretty 
closely; she did not usuaUy wear a cap, but with 
some faint idea of making herself look better in 
his eye, she had put one on this day, and the 
effect was that she seemed to be forty years of 
age; but one instant after he had come in her pde 
face was flooded with crimson, and her eyes were 
fuU of tears. She had hard work to keep herself 
from, going into hysterics, but she instinctively 
knew how much he would hate a scene, and she 
checked herself in time. 

" Oh," she murmured, " I am so glad to see 
you; it is such a comfort, such an infinite plea
sure." And so she went on, cooing out words 
over him, and stroking his hair with her thin 
fingers. WhUe he rather tried to avert his eyes, 
he was so much afraid of betraying how much 
he thought her altered. 

But when she came down, dr^sed for dinner, 
this sense of her change was diminished to him. 
Her short brown hair had already a Uttle wave, 
and was ornamented by some black lace; she 
wore a large black lace shawl—it had been her 
mother's of old—over some delicate-coloured 
muslin dress; her face was slightly flushed, and 
had the tints of a vrild rose; her lips kept pale 
and trembling with involuntary motion it is trae; 
and as the lovers stood together, hand in hand, 
by the window, he was aware of a Uttle convul
sive twitching at eveiy noise, even whUe she 
awemed gazing in tranquU pleasure on the long 
amooth slope of the newly-movra lavra, stretch
ing down to the Uttle brook that prattled merrUy 
over the stones on its merry course to Hamley 
town. 

He felt a stronger tvritch than ever before; 
even whUe his ear, less deUcate than hers, could 
distinguish no pecuUar sound. About two 
minutes after Mr. Wilkins entered the room. 
He came up to Mr. Corbet vrith warm welcome; 
some of it real, some of it assumed. He talked 
volubly to him, taking Uttle or no notice of 
EUinor, who dropped into the background, and 
sat down on the sofa by Miss Monro; for on 
this day they were aU to dine together. Ralph 
Corbet thought that Mr. Wilkins was aged; but 
no wonder, after aU his anxiety ' of various 
kinds: Mr. Dunster's flight and reported de
falcations, EUinor's iUness, of the seriousness of 
which her lover was now convinced by her ap̂ . 
pearance. 

He would fain have spoken more to her during 
the dinner that ensued, but Mr. Wilkins absorbed 
aU his attention, talking and questioning on sub
jects that left the ladies out of the conversation 
ahnost perpetuaUy. Mr. Corbet recognised Ms 

hosf s fine tact, even whUe Ms persistence in 
talking annoyed him. He was quite sure that 
Mr. Wilkins was anxious to spare his daughter 
any exertion beyond that— t̂o wMch, indeed, she 
seemed scarcely equal—of sitting at the head of 
the table. And the more her father talked—so 
fine an observer Mras Mr. Corbet—the more sUent 
and depressed EUinor seemed. But by-and-by he 
accounted for this inverse ratio of gaiety, as he 
perceived how quickly Mr. Wilkins had his glass 
replenished. AJid here, again, Mr. Corbet drew 
Ms conclusions, fiova. the sUent way in which, 
without a word or a sign from Mr. Wilkins, 
Fletcher gave his master more vrine continuaUy— 
vrine that was drained off at once. 

"Six glasses of sherry before dessert," thought 
Mr. Ciorbet to himself. " Bad habit—no wonder 
EUinor looks grave." And when the gentlemen 
were left alone, Mr. Wilkins helped himself even 
yet more freely; yet without the sUghtest effect 
on the clearness and briUiancy of his conversa
tion. He had always talked weU and racUy, that 
Ralph knew, and in tMs power he now recognised 
a temptation to wMch he feared that his future 
father-in-law had Succumbed. And yet, wMle he 
perceived that this gift led into temptation, 
he coveted it for himself; for he was perfectly 
aware that tMs fluency, this happy choice of 
epithets, was the one thing he should faU in 
when he began to enter into the more active 
career of Ms profession. But after some time 
spent in listening, and admiring, vrith this Uttle 
feeUng of envy lurking in the background, Mr. 
Corbet became aware of Mr. Wilkins's increasing 
confusion of ideas, and rather unnatural mwri-
ment; and, with a sudden revulsion from admira
tion to disgust, he rose up to go into the Ubrary, 
where EUinor and Miss Monro were sitting. Mr. 
Wilkins accompanied him, laugMng and talking 
somewhat loudly. Was EUinor aware of her 
father's state? Of that Mr. Corbet could 
not be sure. She looked up vrith grave sad 
eyes as they came into the room, but with no ap
parent sensation of surprise, annoyance, or shame. 
When her glance met her father's, Mr. Corbet 
noticed that it seemed to sober the latter imme
diately. He sat down near the open vrindow, 
and did not speak, but sighed heavily from time 
to time. Miss Monro took up a book, in order to 
leave the young people to themselves; and after 
a Uttle low murmured conversation, EUinor went 
up-stairs to put on her things for a stroU tMough 
the meadows, by the river-side. 

They were sometimes sauntering along in the 
lovely summer t̂ friUght, now resting on some 
grassy hedge-row bank, or standing still, looking 
at the great barges, with their crimson sails, 
iazUy floating dovra the river, making ripples on 
the glassy opal surface of the water. They did 
not talk very much; EUinor seemed disinclined 
for the exertion: and her lover was thinking 
over Mr. Wilkins's behaviour, with some surprise 
and distaste of the habit so evidently growing 
upon Mm. 

They came home looking serious and tired j 
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yet they could not account for their fatigue by 
the length of their walk; and Miss Monro, for
getting Autolycus's song, kept fidgeting about 
EUinor, and wondering how it was she looked so 
pale, if she had only been as far as the Ash 
meadow. To escape from this wonder, EUinor 
went early to bed. Mr. Wilkins was gone, no 
one knew where, and Ralph and Miss Monro 
were left to a half-hour's tete-a-tete. He thought 
he could easUy account for ElUnor's languor, if, 
indeed, she had perceived as much as he had done 
of her father's state, when they had come into 
the Ubrary after dinner. But there were many 
detaUs which he was anxious to hear of from 
a comparatively indifferent person, and as soon 
as he could he passed on from the conversation 
about EUinor's health, to inquiries as to the 
whole affair of Mr. Dunster's disappeamnce. 

Next to her anxiety about EUinor, Miss Monro 
Uked to dUate on the mystery connected with 
Mr. Dunster's flight; for that was the word she 
employed without hesitation, as she gave him the 
account of the event universaUy received and be
Ueved in by the people of Hamley. How Mr. 
Dunster had never been Uked by any one; how 
everybody remembered that he could never look 
them straight iu the face; how he always seemed 
to be hiding sometMng that he did not want to 
have known; how he had drawn a large sum 
(exact quantity unknown) out of the county 
bank, only the day before he left Hamley, doubt
less in preparation for Ms escape; how some one 
had told Mr. Wilkins he had seen a man just like 
Dunster lurking about the docks at Liverpool, 
about two days after he had left his lodgings; 
but that this some one being in a hurry had not 
cared to stop and speak to the man, now that the 
affairs in the office were discovered to be in such 
a sad state; that it was no wonder that Mr. 
Dunster had absconded—he that had been so 
trasted by poor dear Mr. Wilkins. Money gone no 
one knew how or where." 

"But has he no friends who can explain his 
proceedings, and accouut for the missing money, 
in some way ?" asked Mr. Corbet. 

"No, none. Mr. Wilkins has written every
where, right and left, I beUeve. I know he had 
a letter from Mr. Dunster's nearest relation—a 
tradesman in the City—a cousin, I think, and he 
could give no information in any way. He knew 
that about ten years ago Mr. Dunster had had a 
g^eat fancy for going to America, and had read a 
great many travels—all just what a man would 
do before going off to a country." 

" Ten years is a long time beforehand," said 
Mr. Corbet, half smiling; " shows maUce pre
pense with a vengeance." But then, tuming 
grave, he said: "Did he leave Hamley in 
debt?" 

" No; I never heard of that," said Miss 
Monro, rather unwUUngly, for she considered it 
as a piece of loyalty to the Wilkinses, whom Mr. 
Dunster had injured (as she thought), to blacken 
Ms character as much as was consistent with any 
degree of truth. 

" I t is a strange story," said Mr. Corbet, 
musing. 

" Not at all," she repUed, quickly; " I am 
sure, if you had seen the man, with one or two 
side-locks of hair combed over Ms baldness, as if 
he were ashamed of it, and his eyes that never 
looked at you, and his way of eating with his 
knife when he thought he was not observed— 
oh, and numbers of things !—you would not 
tMnk it strange." 

Mr. Corbet smiled. 
" I only meant that he seems to have had no 

extravagant or vicious habits wMch would ac
count for his embezzlement of the money that is 
missing—but, to be sure, money in itself is a 
temptation—only he, being a partner, was in a 
fair way of makmg it without risk to himself. 
Has Mx, Wilkins taken any steps to have him 
arrested in America? He might easUy do 
that." 

" Oh, my dear Mr. Ralph, you don't know our 
good Mr. Wilkins! He would rather bear the 
loss, I am sure, and aU tMs trouble and care 
which it has brought upon him, than be revenged 
upon Mr. Dunster," ^ 

" Revenged! What nonsense! It is simple 
justice—justice to himself and to others—to see 
that vUlany is so sufficiently punished as to deter 
others from entering upon such courses. But I 
have little doubt Mr. WUkins has taken tbe 
right steps: he is not the man to sit down, 
quietly under such a loss." 

" No, indeed! He had him advertised in the 
Times and in the county papers, and offered a 
reward of twenty pounds for information con
cerning Mm." 

" Twenty pounds was too Uttle." 
" So I said. I told ElUnor that I would give 

twenty pounds myself to have him apprehended,, 
and she, poor darling! feU a-trembUng, and said,. 
' I would give aU I have—I would give my '!fe.' 
And then she was in such distress, and sobbed 
so, I promised her I would never name it to her 
again." 

"Poor chUd—poor cMld! she wants change 
of scene. Her nerves have been sadly shaken by 
her iUness." 

The next day was Sunday: EUinor was to go 
to church for the first time since her illness.. 
Her father- had decided it for her, or else she 
would fain have stayed away — she would 
hardly acknowledge why, even to herself, but 
it seemed to her as if the very words and 
presence of God must there search her and find 
her out. 

She went early, leamng on the arm of her 
lover, and trying to forget the past in the pre
sent. They walked slowly along between the 
rows of waving golden com ripe for the harvest. 
Mr. Corbet gathered blue and scarlet flowers, 
and made up a Uttle rastic nosegay for her. She 
took it and stuck it in her girdle, smiUng faintly 
as she did so. 

Hamley Church had, in former days, been col
legiate, and was, in consequence, much larger 
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and grander than the majority of country-town 
churches. The Ford Bank pew was a square one, 
down stairs; the Eord Bank servants sat in a 
front pew in the gaUery, right before their 
master. EUinor was "hardening her hearf' not 
to Usten, not to hearken to what might disturb 
the wound wMch was just being skinned over, 
when she caught Dixon's face up above. He 
looked worn, sad, soured, and anxious to a mise-
rable~degree; but he was straimng eyes and ears, 
heart and soul, to hear the solemn words read 
from the pulpit, as if in them alone he could find 
help in his strait. EUinor felt rebuked and 
humbled. 

She was in a tumultuous state of mind when 
they left church; she wished to do her duty, yet 
could not ascertain what it was. Who was to 
help her with wisdom and adrice ? Assuredly 
he to who â her future life was to be trasted. 
But the case must be stated in an impersonal 
form. No one, not even her husband, must 
ever know anything against her father from her. 
EUinor was so artless herself, that she had Uttle 
idea how quickly and easUy some people can 
penetrate motives, and combine disjointed sen
tences. She began to speak to Ralph on their 
slow sauntering walk homewards through the 
quiet meadows: 

" Suppose, Ralph, that a girl was engaged to 
be married " 

" I can very easUy suppose that, with you by 
me," said he, filUng up her pause. 

"Oh! but I don't mean myself at aU," replied 
she, reddemng. " I am only thinking of what 
might happen; and suppose that this girl knew 
of some one belonging to her—we wiU caU it a 
brother—who had done something wrong, that 
would bring disgrace upon the whole famUy if it 
was known—though, indeed, it might not have 
been so very wrong as it seemed, and as it would 
look to the world—ought she to break off her en
gagement for fear of involving her lover in the 
disgrace ?" 

" Certainly not, without teUing Mm her reason 
for doing so." 

" Ah! but suppose she could not. She might 
not be at liberty to do so." 

" I can't answer supposititious cases. I must 
have the facts—if facts there are—more plainly 
before me before I can give an opimon. Who 
are you thinking of, ElUnor ?" asked he, rather 
abruptly. 

" Oh, of no one," she answered, in affright. 
"Why should I be thinking of any one? I 
often try to plan out what I should do, or 
what I ought to do, if such and such a thing 
happened, just as you recoUect I used to won
der if I should have presence of mind in case of 
fire." 

"Then, after aU, you yourself are the girl who 
is engaged, and who has the imaginary brother 
who gets into disgrace ?" _ 

" Yes, I suppose so," said she, a Uttle annoyed 
at having betrayed any personal interest in the 
affair. 

He was sUent, meditating. 
"There is nothing wrong in it," said she, 

timidly, "is there?" 
" I tMnk you had better teU me fuUy out what 

is in your mind," he repUed, kindly. " Some
thing has happened which .has suggested these 
questions. Are you putting yourself in the place 
of any one about whom you have been hearing 
lately ? I know you used to do so formerly, when 
you were a Uttle girl." 

"No; it was a very fooUsh question of mine, 
and I ought not to have said anything about it. 
See! here is Mr. Ness overtaking us." 

llie clergyman joined them on the broad walk 
that ran by the river-side, and the talk became 
general. It was a reUef to EUinor, who had not 
attained her end, but who had gone far towards 
betraying something of her own individual inte
rest in the question she had asked. Ralph had 
been more strack even by her manner than her 
words. He was sure that something lurked 
behind, and had an idea of Ms own that it was 
connected with Dunster's disappearance. But 
he was glad that Mr, Ness's joining them gave 
him leisure to consider a Uttle. The end of his 
reflections was, that the next day, Monday, he 
went into the tovra, and artfuUy leamt all he 
could hear about Mr. Dunster's character and 
mode of going on; and with stiU more skUl Jie 
extracted the popular opimon as to the em
barrassed nature of Mr. Wilkins's affairs—em
barrassment which was generaUy attributed to 
Dunster's disappearance with a good large sum 
belonging to the flrm in Ms possession. But Mi*. 
Corbet thought otherwise; he had accustomed 
Mmself to seek out the baser motives for men's 
conduct, and to call the result of these re
searches wisdom. He imagined that Dunster 
had been weU paid by Mr. Wilkins for his dis
appearance, wMch was an easy way of ac
counting for the derangement of accounts and 
loss of money that arose, in fact, from Mr. 
Wilkins's extravagance of habits and growing 
intemperance. 

On the Monday aftemoon he said to ElUnor, 
" Mr. Ness interrapted us yesterday in a very 
interesting conversation. Do you remember, 
love?" 

EUinor reddened, and kept her head stiU more 
intently bent over a sketch she was making. 

"Yes; I recoUect." 
" I have been thinking about it. I stUl think 

she ought to teU her lover that such disgrace 
hung over him—I mean, over the famUy vrith 
whom he was going to connect himself. Of 
course, the only effect would be to make Mm 
stand by her stiU more for her frankness." 

" Oh! but, Ralph, it might perhaps be some
tMng she ought not to teU, whatever came of her 
sUence." 

" Of course there might be aU sorts of cases. 
Unless I knew more I could not pretend to 
judge." 

TMs was said rather more cooUy. It had the 
desired effect. EUinor laid down her brash, and 
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covered her face with her hands. After a pause, 
she tumed towards him and said: 

" I vriU teU you this; and more you must not 
ask of me. I know you are as safe as caa be. 
I am the girl, you are the lover, and possible 
shame hangs over my father, if something—oh, so 
dreadftd" (here she blanched), "but not so verŷ  
much Ms fault, is ever found out." 

Though tMs was nothing more than he ex
pected ; though Ralph thought that he was awarei 
what the dreadful sometMng might be, yet, when 
it was acknowledged in words, his heart con
tracted, and for a moment he forgot the intent, 
vristful, beautiful face creeping close to his to 
read his expression aright. But after that Ms 
presence of mind came in aid. He took hen 
in his arms and kissed her; murmuring fond: 
words of sympathy, and promises of faith, nay, 
even of greater love than before, since greater! 
need she might have of that love. But somehow i 
he was glad when the dressing-beU rang, and in 
the soUtude of his ovra room he could reflect on 
what he had heard; for the inteUigence had been 
a great shock to him, although he had fancied 
that Ms moming's inquiries had prepared him 
for it. 

SKIN DEEP. 

THERE is nothing new under the sun — a 
sentence which is m itself very far from a 
novelty. The ancient Egyptians knew aU about 
wigs; the classical Romans were not ignorant 
of nair-powder; the Hindoos of early ages were 
skiUed, as some suppose, in a more dangerous 
form of powder—to wit, that which is dis
charged from guns. The CMnese understood 
printing and the use of the compass, long before 
any idea of such things had crossed the minds 
of us dilatory Occidentals; and, perhaps, some 
day it wiU be discovered that they photographed 
the Great WaU whUe it was in process of build
ing, and drove raUway - engines across "the 
barren plains of Sericana," as well as "cany 
waggons Ught." But, not to go back so far, 
here are the advocates of the Oriental Bath 
teUmg us that the principal object of that insti
tution is to reUeve the skin—and through the 
skin the whole system—of effete matter; that 
the seven milUon pores with wMch we are pro
vided are constantly being clogged by the 
dead, wom^out particles deposited there by the 
natural processes of decay and renovation; that 
the great cleansing process of perspiration is 
thus checked and impeded; that the nuuute 
blood-vessels of the cutis bring every drop of 
blood in the body to the surface several times 
an hour, in order that by contact vrith the open 
air it may be purified, renewed, and oxygenated, 
as weU as enabled to deposit those organic 
elements which go to the formation of fresh 
epidermis, to replace that wMch has performed 
its office, and passed into the condition of decay; 
that unless this draimng of the ammal economy 
be effectuaUy carried on, disease is certain to 

ensue, either in a chronic or an acute form • 
and that, when duly observed, health is the sure 
result. And there can be no doubt that all this 
is perfectly true, even if the sudatorium itself 
be an exaggeration or an imposition. 

But there is nothing new in it. The practice 
is as old as mankind, and the theory was dis
tinctly stated two centuries and a half ago by 
an Italian physician who was long regarded as a 
modern Galen or .̂ Esculapius, but of whom we 
now hear very little. At the latter end of the 
sixteenth and commencement of the seventeenth 
centuries, one Santorio—or Sanctorius, according 
to his Latinised name—was the most famous 
leech _ in Europe.̂  He was a native of Capo 
d'lstria (at that time belonging to Venice), but 
studied at tbe University of Padua, where he 
became Professor of Physic. He was in such 
demand, however, by the great lords and ladies 
of Venice, and was so frequently required to 
risit the ocean city of palaces, to prescribe for 
the real or imaginary ailments of those aristo-
cratical repubUcans, that be was at length 
obliged to give up his chair at Padua, where he 
had lectured for thirteen years, and to settle 
under the sway of the Doges and of the CouncU of 
Ten. The grateful Paduans continued his salary, 
and he maintained his briUiant reputation until 
his death in 1636, at the age of seventy-five. 
His fame chiefly arose from the observations he 
made, and the theories he put forth, on the 
subject of transpiration, or perspiration. In 
these he anticipated many of the arguments by 
which writers like Mr. Erasmus Wilson and 
others, justify the use of the Turkish Bath. The 
laws of perspiration had been but sUghtly in
vestigated before the time of Santorio; but 
by him they were observed with extraordinary 
closeness, and systematised vrith more precision 
than was usual in those days. He invented a 
weighing-chair, by means of which he examined 
the quantity and character of perspiration as 
determined by different conditions of the body; 
as, for instance, uuder various degrees of tem
perature, and in the intervals of eating, drink
ing, and sleeping. In this way he discovered 
that in Italy, with a moderate diet and easy Ufe, 
a middle-aged man insensibly perspires five-
eighths of the food he consumes; and that 
in the space of a night's tirae he thus gets 
rid of forty ounces. If he eat and drink 
eight pounas in a day, five pounds are spent 
in this manner; and the process of exudation 
proceeds, according to the old Italian, in this 
wise: Within five hours after eating, about a 
pound is thrown off; from the fifth to the 
twelfth hour, about tliree pounds ; and from the 
twelfth to the sixteenth, scarcely half a pound. 
Women perspire much less than men; and, 
from the subsequent experiments of a French 
physician, it appears that this important opera
tion of nature is performed to a far greater 
extent in youth than in age. 

The sum of his observations induced Santorio 
to form a medical theory, wMch he probably 
pushed too far, as discoverers and enthiisiasts 
are apt to do, but which seems to embody a 
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large amount of tenth. It was said during last 
century that the majority of deaths in England 
proceeded from repletion—UteraUy, from an ex̂  
cess of food. Probably the deaths from this 
cause are fewer now than they were a hundred 
or even fifty years ago, for our habits of life are 
less gross tnan formerly, and active exercise is 
more encouraged. In Italy, at aU times, greater 
moderation in eating and dnnking has been ob
served than in our cold and depressing northern 
climate, where the fire of life burns dimly and 
reluctantly, unless stimulated by a generous 
diet. Yet Santorio—whose observations appear 
to have been entirely confined to his own country 
—came to the conduaion that the retention of the 
superfluities of food in the system is the principal 
cause of disease, and that a free transpiration 
through the pores is the highest curative opera-
tiwi in nature. He published his views in a 
small treatise, entitled Ars de Statica Medicina, 
&c., in which he maintains that, if the pores be 
stopped, or imperfectly opened, the humours 
which should have exhaled through those outlets 
become corrupted, and that this putrefaction is 
commumcated to the spirits, to the blood, and to 
aU the inward and outward parts of the body. 
Transpiration being impaired, all the functions of 
nature are thrown out; and if the natural heat 
of the blood, or heat artificiaUy produced, do 
not expel the peccant humours by the pores, 
malignant fever sets in. Any food which, being 
in excess of what is required by the system, is 
not weU digested, causes an obstraction of the 
pores; the obstruction leads to a corruption of 
the superabundant matter; and-the result is felt 
in the painful forms of lassitude, restlessness of 
spirits, and an extraordinary heaviness and 
torpor of the physical powers. The want of 
perspiration when the extremities are cold in a 
fever cannot faU td result in death, according to 
Santorio, unless nature or art restore the natural 
warmth and the customary action of the skin. 
He adds, that old men frequently die of suffo
cation, owing to the non-concoction of the 
grosser elements; and that sometimes yoimg 
people, even when sobw: and temperate, are 
strack with sudden death, in consequence of 
imperfect transpiration. These doctrines rapidly 
spread over Europe, and the Sieur Cusac, a 
French gentleman of the seventeenth century, 
was so much struck with them, that he devoted 
years of study to the discovery of some external 
remedy capable of exciting perspiration, and 
finaUy hit upon a certain preparation of spirits 
of wine, with which he is said to have performed 
extraordinary cures. 

We now know a great deal more of the struc
ture of the human body aud of its functions 
than Santorio or any of his contemporaries; but 
the Italian undoubtedly did good service to 
medical science by first caUing attention to the 
action of the skin, and to its important bearings 
on health and disease. He may have been a 
fanatico on that one point, and nobody in these 
days of advanced knowledge would pin his faith 
with implicit confidence on the pathological 
doctrines of the seventeenth centui-y; but the 

importance of a free action of the pores at all 
times, jHid especiaUy in fevers, is now universally 
conceded. It is weU known that ammals pre
vented from perspiring die of suffocation, the 
same as if deprived of air, though the process is 
longer. The skin is, in fact, a respiratory organ, 
which actuaUy helps us to breathe. This seems 
to have been foreshadowed by Santorio, who, 
moreover, has other claims to respectful treatment 
on the part of the medical profession. He was a 
man of laborious research, and of great mechanical 
skiU—a genuine inquirer into facts, not simply a 
dreaming speculator. He made an instrument for 
measuring the force of the pulse, as well as several 
surgical implements not previously in use. The 
thermometer having at that time been recently 
invented^ he seized on it as an aid to medical 
research, using it as a means of measuring the 
heat of the skin in different complaints, and at 
the various crises of a malady. All physicians 
now regard the thermometer as a valuable aUy 
in serious cases. 

The name of the old Paduan medico is now 
seldom pronounced in this part of Europe, 
though the CoUege of Physicians at Venice, ia 
gratitude for a legacy which he bequeathed them 
—and, let us hope, also in acknowledgment of 
his genius and devotion to Ms art—annually 
commemorate his theories in a laudatory 
harangue. But Addison makes him the subject 
of a humorous article ia the twenty-fifth num
ber of the Spectator. The essayist invents the 
fiction of a letter addrer*^ to him by " one of 
that sickly tribe who are commonly known by 
the name of Valetudinarians," who, having ac
cidentaUy fallen in with the works of Santorio, 
resolved to direct Mmself by the rules there set 
forth. Accordingly, he obtains a chair such as 
that invented by the Paduan, and weighs him
self at aU times and sesisons with the utmost 
scrapulosity. " I compute myself, when I am 
in full health," he writes, "to oe precisely two 
hundred weight, faUing short of it about a 
pound after a day's fast, and exceeding it as 
much after a very full meal; so that it is my 
continual employment to trim the balance be
tween these two volatUe pounds in my constitu
tion. I do not dine and sup by the clock, but 
by my chair; for, when that informs me my 
pound of food is exhausted, I conclude myself to 
be hungry, and lay in another with aU diligence. I 
aUow myself, one mght with another, a quarter 
of a pound of sleep, vrithin a few grains, more 
or less; and if upon rising I find that I have 
not consumed my whole quantity, I take out 
the rest in my chair," This irony is in Ad
dison's finest style of polished and lambeilt 
humour; but we are not to suppose that his 
satire was directed against Santono, Ms theories, 
or his investigations. He merely seeks to ridi
cule the absurd formalism of those who would 
direct the subtlest natural operations by cut-
and-dried xvles of art. There are many such 
persons at all times, and they amply merit the 
sharpest flagellations of vrit; but Santorio 
was a man of science, painfuUy inquiring into 
scientific laws, and his name deserves to be 
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rescued from the oblivion into which it has long 
faUen, except within the small circle which he 
more particularly addressed. 

VERY FREE—AND VERY EASY. 

I FONDLY hoped that with the end of Sep
tember the great invasion would be aU over, and 
that my castle (romantically situated on the 
heights of Holbom) would be immediately and 
permanently reUeved from occupation by the 
predatory hordes, which, since May, had, from 
time to time, laid siege to it and forced me to 
surrender. 

I was happy in this hope, for though an 
EngUshman's house is undoubtedly his castle, 
it is still the fate of castles to be assaulted and 
taken by the enemy; and when the enemy takes 
the shape of a fat French feuiUetonist from 
Paris, with his stUl fatter wife; or a Danish 
drysalter from Copenhagen, with a letter of in
troduction from the editor of the Schlashbladet; 
or an American horse-doctor, addicted to expec
toration, and a martyr to delirium tremens 
(kindly recommended by your brother, recently 
settled in New York); or an old Dublin ac
quaintance, who never comes home until three 
o'clock in the mormng, and then not sober; oi-
a Scottish chieftain, with no luggage to speak of, 
who sports Ms native costume, and coUects an 
admiring audienee of spectators rouhd your 
door every time he goes out, and every time he 
comes in—when, I repeat, the enemy takes any 
one of those shapes (not to mention all of them 
at once), it cannot be said, with any justice, that 
your castle is any longer yours. I can truly de
clare that, from the first day of May to the last 
day of September of the year now happily de
parted, my castle was not mine. It was the 
lat French feuilletonist's castle, the Danish dry-
salter's castle, the Scottish chieftain's castle—in 
fine, i may say it was slave to thousands. It 
was not until the last of my invaders, the chief
tain, took his beak from out my heart, and his 
picturesque form without my door, and returned 
to breathe his native air, that I was enabled to 
breathe my native air (albeit getting foggy) vrith 
any sense that it was mine, and that I had a 
title to breathe it. Reflecting upon aU I had 
suffered, I was stUl wilUng to admit that science 
was a great invention; but, at the same time, I 
am bound to confess that I considered it a cir
cumstance for congratulation that science (in 
conjunction with the arts and manufactures) did 
not hold its jubilee oftener than once in eleven 
years. I even felt some degree of consolation 
in the thought that before science, in con-

i'unction with the arts and manufactures, held 
ligh festival again, I might be dead, and conse
quently have no spare bed. 

I was revelUng in tMs exhUarating idea one 
evening somewhere about the tenth of Decem
ber, when I was startled by a loud knocking at 
my castle-gate, foUowed by the sound of a deep-
toned and not altogether famUiar voice in my 
halL Suddenly remembering that several heavy 

butcher's and other Mils for the last quarter 
were still due, entirely owing to the attractions 
of science, and the arts and manufactures, I was 
about to rush out and accept service like a man 
when the door of my oak chamber opened sud
denly, and there stood before me, attired in a 
double-caped great-coat, top-boots, and a low-
crowned Deaver, my old and much-esteemed 
friend Bovington, of Butterfield, Bucks. 

" Here we are," said Bovington. 
The way in which Bovington said " Here we 

are," called up in my mind a sudden vision of 
Christmas, ,wnich, coming in conjunction with 
the subject of quarterly accounts, gave me a 
shock. V I am afraid I greeted Bovington rather 
coldly. 

" I've come up to see the show," said Bo
vington, " and mean to stop a week with you." 

" Most welcome, I'm sure, Bovington, but 
you're a day behind the fair; the Exhibition 
closed on " 

" Ex-hi-bi-tion!" said Bovington, with mea
sured contempt, "you don't suppose I mean 
that show. I hate International Exhibitions, 
bringing over a lot of nasty dirty frog-eating 
foreigners. I was determined not to come up to 
London until they were all gone. I mean the 
Cattle Show." -s 

" Oh, the Cattle Show! To be snre! WeU 
take off your coat, Bovington, and make your
self comfortable. We'll have supper soon. I 
dare say you're hungry." 

" I comd eat a horse," said Bovington, 
yhose terrible words were scarcely out of 

Bovington's mouth, when another loud summons 
at the castle-gate resounded through the haU. 
I rushed out at once; when who should I see 
rummaging his pockets for money to pay his 
cab Mre, but my old friend Porkinson, from 
Sandwich. Porkinson did not see me for a 
minute, and the first thing I heard him say was, 
" I've lost a fourpenny-bit." 

There immediately flashed across me another 
vision of Christmas, which was intensified to a 
most painful degree when Porkinson put his 
hand in mine, vnth a slap that resounded aU 
through the castle. 

" How are you, my boy P Glad to see you. 
I told you I'd accept your invitation some (lay; 
and now I've done it. Come to stop a day or 
two with you and see the show." 

" DeUghted, I'm sure, Porkinson." (I was 
getting quite cold with joy.) " Let me hang up 
your coat and things. You wiU find somebody 
m there, whom you know." 

"ShaU I, though. Who is it?" 
And immediately I heard, "Ha, Bovington!" 

" What, Porkinson ?" foUowed by a flapping and 
a slapping that made me think we were really 
getting up a pantomime, and the comic business 
had begun. 

" Draw up to the fire, Porkinson, and make 
yourself comfortable. We'U have supper soon. 
I dare say you're hungry." 

" Awful!" said Porkmson; and, as he said so, 
he opened his mouth to that extent that I could 

his tMoat looming in the distance like see 
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the entrance to a tunnel. It occurred to me 
that if Bovington could manage a horse, Pork
inson was a likely person to go that entire 
animal with the addition of a gig. I had 
serious misgivings about the cold'silver-side in 
the buttery, and I whispered down stairs, "Steaks 
in quantities, and cut thick." 

Bovington, who had aU his senses about him 
in a preternatural state of working order, over
hearing this confidential communication to the 
regions below, shouted, " And onions." 

Bovington and Porkinson are both big and fat 
and ruddy, and it appeared to me that, as they 
sat and rubbed their hands, and drew in great 
draughts of air, they were rapidly exhausting 
not only my atmosphere but my caloric. My 
best Wallsend were whoUy unequal to the occa
sion. Bovington and Porkinson seemed to absorb 
the caloric into themselves as fast as it was 
generated. They were both in such a state of 
red-heat, that, when a preliminary half gallon of 
ale was set before them, it evaporated in a 
manner suggestive of a clever chemical experi
ment. Such were their powers of absorption, 
that I am sure if my banqueting-hall had been 
adorned with an arseniated paper, Bovington and 
Porkinson must have fallen victims on the spot; 
which, I wiU be candid enough to say, woidd 
have been, under the circumstances, a relief. 

I was so troubled by these symptoms, that I 
took an opportumty to sUp down into the 
kitchen to see whether the preparations were on 
a scale commensurate with the requirements of 
the case. My mind was somewhat reUeved 
when I found that the steak under treatment 
closely approximated to the dimensions of the 
flap of a saddle. I was in the act of ascend
ing to the chamber where the exhaustive experi
ments were going on, when another loud knock
ing at the castle-gate took away my breath, and 
gave me a stitch in my side. Almost at the same 
moment the sound of tuneful voices broke upon 
my ear with 

Oh rest j'ou merry gentlemen. 
Let nothing you dislnay. 

" It's the waits!" cried Bovington. 
" Oh, nonsense," I said, " it's not Christmas-

yet." 
" Jolly Christmas ! merry CMistmas !" cried 

Bovington; " I should like to keep Christmas aU 
the year round." 

" So should I," said Porkinson, " and have 
turkey and plum-pudding every day for dinner." 

I was far from coinciding in this desire, and 
proceeded to the door to put a stop to a per
formance which I felt to be both impertinent 
and premature. 

" Go away, both of you, and don't make tMs 
ridiculous noise." 

" Ha, ha, ha!" roared a deep thick voice. 
" Ho, ho, ho!" echoed another, deep, tMck, 

and loud. 
" What ? Don't you know me ?" said the 

first. 
"Why, bless me," I said, "Puddington !" 
"Rigiit you are," said Puddington, "and 

here's Perkins ; both of us come up to stop a 
day or two with you, and see the beasts. Come 
in, Perkins. Don't be bashful." 

Perkins was not bashful; he came in, and so 
did Puddington; and Puddington, walking across 
the hall, sniffed the onions, and said, "Ha!" in a 
prolonged and hollow manner, which seemed to 
bode no good to the saddle-flap. Not being 
even now deserted by my natural poUteness, I 
put it as a probabiUty that Puddington and Per
kins were both ready for something to eat. 

Puddington said, " I beUeve you," with an 
emphasis which placed the sincerity of his 
avowal beyond question; but Perkins, with a 
moderation, and, let me add, a modesty, which 
appeared to me to do equal honour to Ms head, 
his heart, and Ms appetite, merely remarked that 
he " could peck a bit." 

Now I will say that of Puddington, and even 
of Bovington, and Porkinson, that, when we all 
five sat down together to the festive board, these 
three together did not raake half the havoc of 
my silver-side and saddle-flap that Perkins did. 
Perkins began with cold silver-side, took a turn 
at hot saddle-flap, and then went back again to 
silver-side ; and had it not been that there were 
three wooden skewers in the latter, to which I 
helped him plentifully, I feel certain Perkins 
would have gone to oed with an appetite. It 
was a source of great satisfaction to me to ob
serve that Perkins regarded the slices of skewer 
in the light of horse-radish, and that they ap
peared to do him good. 

" And now," said Bovington, when the cloth 
was removed, " I'll give you a toast,' the Queen,* 
upstanding, gentlemen, and three times three." 

The gentlemen stood up, the cheers were duly 
given, and Bovington's grand (natural) organ 

f ealed forth the key-note of theNational Anthem, 
was about to protest, even at the risk of in

curring the imputation of disloyalty, but the 
swell of double bass overwhelmed even my 
power of utterance. The National Anthem was 
sung to the last verse, and at its conclusion 
Porkinson said: 

" What shall we say after that, Mr. Boving
ton?" To which Mr. Bovmgton solemnly re
turned : 

" Our hearths and homes." 
" Hear, hear, hear," by everybody excepting 

your humble servant, who could not regard his 
hearth and horae with any degree of satisfaction 
under the circumstances. 

" Regarding you as the Chair, Mr. Bovington, 
on tMs auspicious occasion," said Puddington 
(taking no notice of me, which I considered cool, 
to say the least of it), " I have to propose, with 
your permission, the Army and Navy." 

" Hear, hear, hear." Drunk with aU the 
honours. Rule Britannia, by Mr. Perkins, with 
full chorus. Sentiment by Mr. Perkins : "Bri
tons never vriU be slaves." " Hear, hear, hear," 
and thumping of clenched fists on the festive 
board, expressive of the determination of the 
company present never to be slaves. 

" Mr. Chair, if I might be so bold," said Pork
inson. 
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" Gentlemen, gentlemen," I protested. 
"Ibeg your pardon, Simpkins," said Boving

ton, " but Mr. Porkinson is in possession of the 
chair." 

" Hear, hear. SUence for Porkinson." 
" Mr. Chair and gentlemen," said Mr. Pork

inson, assuming an attitude that suggested that 
he had just rendered a signal service to his 
country, and was standing for Ms statue—" Mr. 
Chair and gentlemen," Porkinson repeated, " I 
am about to propose a toast which I am sure 
wiU find an echo in every British heart here 
present—and I beUeve, Mr. Chair, I am justified 
in saying that all the hearts here present are 
British—British to the backbone. (Enthusiastic 
cheers by the vertebrate British hearts.) That 
being so, Mr. Chair, I wiU at once propose to 
you. Our Native Land. (Increased enthusiasm.) 
It is the land, sir, of—ah—the—ah—brave and 
the free; it is Ukewise, as you are weU.aware, the 
—ah— p̂ride of the ocean. (Hear, hear,) You have 
long been acquainted with the fact thatt Britaimia 
doesnot.require—ah—bulwarks along hershores, 
but that her path is over the flowing wave, and 
her home is where the stormy winds do blow 
upon the mariners of England, who are perfectly 
indifferent to weather, and whose motto ever is, 
* England expects that every man this day will 
do his dooty.' (Great fervour.) The meteor flag 
of England, Mr. Chair, wiU ever remind us that 
—all—it was in Trafalgar's bay that—ah—^we 
made the Frenchman belay. Likewise, as re
gards other bays, including that of Biscay, the 
prowess of ourhearts of oak has been celebrated 
m songs (mostly with choruses) which wUl carry 
the glory of England down to the remotest 
posterity. (Applause.) The flag to wMch I have 
already alluded, Mr. Chair, has, as you are aware, 
braved for a thousand years, and a little over, 
the battle and the breeze; and while that flag 
continues to throw over us the—ah—the " 

".^gis of its protection," suggested Bo
vington. 

" Thank you," continued Porkinson; " whUe 
that flag continues to—to do that, why, all I 
have got to say is, Britons never will be slaves. 
(Tumultuous approbation.) Sir; we have rea
son to be proud of our native land; and parti
cularly we have reason to be proud of ourselves. 
(Hear, hear.) I mean as Englishmen. As Eng
lishman, sir, we are superior to the whole human 
race. What are foreign nations to compare with 
us ? Take any one of them you like. What are 
Frenchmen? What are they ? Why, a miserable 
set of skUlygolee-fed mountebanks. One Eng
lishman can tMash a dozen Frenchmen any day— 
ah, and eat 'em too! (Great applause, and Hear, 
hear, from Perkuis.) Take your Germans, again 
—a squad of undersized, mouldy-cheeked, square-
backed, wMty-hrown,. sour-krout-eating louts. 
(Prolonged cheers.) And your Italians—set of 
beggars and caterwauUng opera-singers. As for 
Spam, sir, I don't beUeve there is an individual 
in that benighted country who is fit to do any
thing but smoke paper cigars and drive a donkey. 
(Cheers and laughter.) Now why is it that 
these foreign nations are so benighted and be

sotted and ignorant, and so generally inferior to 
Englishmen ? Why is it ? I'U tell you why: 
because they've got no stomaclis! Give a French
man a pound of good beefsteak such as that we 
have partaken of this evening " 

" I ventured upon the correction, " Rump." 
" Rump was it ?" Mr. Porkinson continued. 

"Very weU; give a Frenchman a pound of 
good rump-steak, and what wiU he do witli 
it? Why, he wUl boil it down in a gallon 
of water and drirdc it out of a teacup. 
(Cheers.) Give a Spamard a pipe of good 
strong shag tobacco to smoke, and what does it 
do to hun?" 

" Makes him sick," suggested Perkuis. 
"Exactly," said Porkinson; "and do you 

mean to teU me that people like that are worthy 
to be free and have equal laws, and all that sort 
of thing. (No! no!! NO !!!) And why are. 
Englishmen superior to them? Recanse they 
have got stomachs. Because they can put away 
a pound of steak per man without winking. 1 
have no hesitation in saying that it is the roast 
beef of Old England that lias won us our 
Uberties. Do you imagine that the barons 
could have induced King John to sign Magna 
Charta had they met him after a dinner of skUly ? 
Never! King John, sir, would have seen them 
hanged first. And where, but for the roast beef 
of Old England, where, I should Uke to know, 
would have been Habeas Corpus ? (Cries of 
Nowhere, and thunders of applause.) Therefore, 
Mr, Chair, I give you Our Native Land, the land 
of Uberty and freedom, the land of just and 
equal laws, the land of secmrity to property and 
protection to the subject—in fact, sir, our own, 
our native land." (Enthusiastic outburst of ap
probation, after wMch, Home, sweet Home, by 
Mr. Perkins.) 

Sentiment: " England, home, and beauty." 
Supplementary song by Mr. Puddington: the 

Red, White, and Blue. 
Sentiment: "May the present moment be 

the happiest of our lives." 
Attempted additional vocal effort by Perkins, 

but suspended in the middle of the second 
verse, owing to defective memory, the whole 
concluding with a general getting up-stairs 
(with difficulty) to bed, to the tune of Rule 
Britannia, mingled with God save the Queen, the 
Brave Old Oak, the Maids of Merry England, 
and Wapping Old Stairs ; the last suggested to 
the facetious Perkins by the creaking of my an
cestral timbers. 

I pass a troubled night, with Britannia sit
ting on my chest, and beating time to com
mingled patriotic choruses with the end of her 
trident, and awake abruptly to the reality of 
Bovington thundering at my door, with the in
formation that it is time for breakfast. After a 
hurried toilet I arrive in the banqueting-hall, 
to find Bovington, Puddington, Porkinson, and 
Perkins rubbing their hands and chafing for 
food, in a manner Mghly suggestive of the Zoo
logical Gardens on Saturday at three. With as 
Uttle delay as possible I endeavour to appease 
the appetite of the Uon, Bovmgton, with a lump 
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of fried beef; to the Bengal tiger, Porkinson, I 
throw a grUled fowl; before the hippopotamus, 
Puddington, I scatter a panful of potatoes and 
frizzled bacon; and into the den of the boa-con
strictor, Perkins, I cast a great blanket of ham 
omelette. There is much growUng and gnasMng 
and snarUng and beating of bars, and then there 
is nothing; and to my infinite reUef Bovington, 
Porkinson, Puddmgton, and Perkins rise to take 
their departure for the day. And as Bovington 
is putting himself mto his double-caped top-coat, 
he says: 

" What time do you dine, old feUow?" 
" Ah, to be sure," says Porkinson. " What's 

your hour ?" 
With faltering accents I mention the hour of 

SIX 

'"' AU right," says Bovington; " I'U be here." 
And Porkinson, Puddin^on, and Perkins aU 

express the same resolve in the most assuring 
manner, 

" And now, gentlemen," says Bovington," I'U 
tell you what my plans are for the day. I mean 
first of aU to visit the Cattle Show; then I shaU 
go to the Tower, and see the crovra jewels; after 
that I shall come up the river and view the 
Houses of ParUament, the Queen's palace, and 
tlie palace of the Archbishop of Cfanterbury; 
and finally, I shall look into the British Museum 
and inspect the original Magna Charta, which I 
am told is preserved in the manuscript depart
ment. Now, if you, gentlemen, approve tMs 
plan, we may as well all go together; and if we 
part company or lose each other, why, we shall 
aU meet again rouud Simpkins's hospitable board 
at six." 

Ml-. Borington's programme met with general 
approval, the places he mentioned being exactly 
those which Porkinson, Puddington, and Perkins, 
as trae Britons, proud of their country and its 
glorious institutions, desired above all things 
to see. So Bovington, Porkinson, Puddington, 
and Perkins, went forth to view the national 
Uons. 

With a full knowledge of the programme of 
proceedings which my visitors had chalked out 
for themselves, I was somewhat surprised by 
the sudden and unexpected retum of Perkins at 
noon. 

" I dare say you wonder to' see me back so 
soon," said Perkins, emerging from a cab, care
fully carrying some large and apparently fragUe 
article, elaborately wrapped up in brown paper; 
" but the fact is, I met iu with a bargain, and 
I thought I'd better bring it home myself m 
case of accidents." 

" What is it, Perkins ?" 
"A magnificent or-molu aud china clock," 

said Perkins ; " bought it a great bargain at an 
auction in the Strand; just the very tMng I 
wanted for my drawing-room mantelshelf. It's 
really a splendid clock, and dirt cheap at four 
pounds." 

Mr. Perkins was quite flushed with exulta
tion, and cut the twine aud tore off the brown 
paper which enshrouded Ms treasure with 
nervous impatience. 

" Halloa!" he exclaimed, suddenly. 
" What's the matter ?" I asked. 
"Why," said Perkins, "this is not the clock 

I bought!" 
" Not the clock!" 
" No, I should think not: look at i t ; aU the 

gUding wom off, the glass cracked, and one of 
the hands wanting." 

"WeU, it is not a very'magnificent affair, 
Perkins; and, at four pounds, I think is rather 
dear." 

" Rather dear! I should think so. There's 
some mistake, or else I've been shamefuUy 
cheated. But I'U not be done. I'U take it 
back, and if they don't give me the clock I 
bought and paid for, I shaU apply to a magis
trate." 

" I certaiiUy should, if I were you." 
" I shall, you. may depend upon it," said 

Perkins; and with that he vnrapped up Ms 
bargain, and was off in another cab to the 
Strand. 

Perkins had not been long gone when the 
servitor entered to say that a person wanted to 
see me. 

" Who is the person ?" 
" He didn't give his name, sir; ,but he' says 

he comes from the hospital." 
" The hospital! Who can he be ! What can 

he want?" 
On being introduced, the person explained 

that he had been sent from the hospit^ to in
form me that a gentleman had been brought in 
there in a state of insensibUity, and that, on 
searching his pockets, a card had been found 
bearing my name and address. The two ideas 
which tMs information called up in my mind 
were Bovington and apoplexy, succeeded imme
diately by a vision of Puddiiigton and paralysis, 
dissolving as quickly into a view of Perkins in 
a fit. 

As the raessenger could give me no further 
information, I hurried to the hospital, to leam 
the terrible trath for myself, i t was Pud
dington ! At the moment of my arrival he was 
under treatment with the stomach-pump. Pre
sently it was announced that he had recovered 
his senses, and I was admitted to see him. The 
pallor wMch overspread Puddington's counte
nance I should not nave thought possible. 

" Halloa, Puddington! What's happened, old 
feUow?" 

When Puddington had coUected Ms scattered 
senses a Uttie, he whispered in reply, "Skit
tles !" and, on being questioned further, mur
mured of " old ale;" and then babbled vaguely, 
of Ms " watch and money." 

Puddmgton soon recovered himself, and I took 
him home in a cab, and placed him in an arm
chair by the side of the fire. 

" Cheer up, Puddington,'* I said; " Boving
ton, and Porkinson, and Perkins wiU be here 
shortly, and we'U have dinner, and you'U soon 
be all right, and sing UB a song." 

These words of consolation were scarcely out 
of my mouth when I heard the accents of Pork
inson—loud and angry— în the hall. The next 
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instant Porkinson entered in great excitement, 
with his face flushed, an ugly mark about his 
eye, his hat smashed, and hjp coat torn. 

" Why, bless me, Porkinson, what's hap
pened?" 

"Happened!" said Porkinson; "look at that 
and look at tMs." 

"That," referred to a small photograph; 
"this,"to Porkinson. 

" Do you caU that a likeness ?" said Porkin
son, vrith indignation. 

"Well, it is certainly not a very pleasing 
one." 

" I should think uot," said Porkinson; " and 
because I decUned to pay for it, and insisted 
upon having another done, the ruffian photo
grapher hit me a blow in the eye ; his wife, 
a perfect fury, seized me by the hair of the 
head; and their miscreant of a son hung on to my 
coat-tails and kicked my shins; and all this in a 
public thoroughfare, in broad day, in the mne-
teenth century; and the police decUned to take 
them in charge." 

"This is what I call shameful—disgraceful. 
I couldn't have believed such a thing possible— 
in a free country." 

These words oroke in upon us from the haU, 
while Porkinson was stiU giving vent to his in
dignation, and the next instant Perkins entered 
vrith a brown-paper parcel. 

" They won't change it, and I can get no 
redress. It's a regular den of cheats and 
thieves. I was hustled out of the place, and 
when I appUed to the magistrate, he told me I 
must sue them in the County Court. Look 
at the thing," continued Perkins ; " I find 
now that it hasn't got a pendulum. And 
what do you tMnk ? I am told the auction 
is a inock one, a sham and a snare; and yet 
in this free country there is no law to put it 
down!" 

*0h, please, sir; please, sir!" 
" What's the matter now ?" I asked of the 

breatMess servitor, who arrived on the distress
ing scene with these words of foreboding. 

"The police, sir, vrith somebody in custody." 
" The police! Somebody in custody! Do 

they take tMs for a station-house ?" 
I rush to the door, and find two poUcemen on 

the step holding up a stout gentleman (with 
difficulty) between them. The light from the 
haU-lamp showed me the swoUen face of Bo
vington. 

" Why, what has happened ! Is he dr ?" 
".No, sir; not that. The gent's had the mis

fortune to be garotted." 
"Garotted!" 
" Yes, sir. Found him lying on the pavement 

near the British Museum. He's been robbed, 
sir, and rather iU treated." 

When Bovington was brought in and placed 
in an arm-chair opposite Puddington, the sight 
of him vrith his swoUen face and protradmg 
eyes, as if they had nearly been squeezed out 
of Mm, was so pitiful, that Porkinson and Per
kins were fain to subside into silence. 

I regret to say that when the sirloin came up, 

the only one of the party who had any appetite 
for old EngUsh fare was Perkins. Borington, 
Porkinson, and Puddington, begged to be ex
cused from drawing up to the table, and sat by 
the fire with basins on their knees, and partook 
of soup. It would have been a very me
lancholy party indeed, especially after the 
hUarity of the night before, had not my en
tertaining neighbour. Monsieur Petitpoiut, the 
music-master, stepped in to cheer us with his 
Uvely talk. 

" Ah! what you say ?" exclaimed M. Petit-
point ; " all your friends hockust, garotted, 
sheated, boxed, ponched on ze head — aU in 
a day, and in ze broad dayUght! Ah, par-
bleu, zat is very bad!" 

" I t is bad," I said; "but my friend Mr. 
Bovington's case is the worst. He had been 
into the British Museum to see the original 
document of Magna Charta " 

" Magna Charta !" exclaimed M. Petitpoint; 
'' ah ze grand sharter of EngUsh leeberty! We 
have no such sing as zat in France—zere is no 
such sing as zat in ze whole world—only in ze 
Grand Bretagne!" 

" Yes, exactly, M. Petitpoint; but Mr. Bo
vington had scarcely got outside the Museum— 
at four o'clock in the afternoon—^when a rufiQan 
seized him by the throat, while another rifled his' 
pockets, and then tMew him with violence on 
the pavement," 

" Ah, parbleu!" exclaimed M. Petitpoint, " but 
we have not zat in France, in ze broad day. But 
nevaire you mind. Monsieur Bovington," con
tinued the lively Petitpoint, patting my guest 
upon the back; "you have a great nassion! 
you have leeberty! you have juistees ! And, look 
you, I shall, play you my last composission wid 
all ze beautiful arias of your grand nassion." 
With that, M. Petitpoint Ughted a cigarette, sat 
down to the piano, and, with exquisite good 
nature and Ughtness of heart, played a grand 
fantasia, embracing God save the Queen, Rule 
Britannia, the Red White and Blue, and I don't 
know how many national and patriotic airs 
besides. 

The effect of tMs music—but especially of 
Rule Britaimia—on my swindled and half-mur
dered guests, was highly stimulating; indeed, 
they began within half an hour to patronise, pro
tect, and pity M. Petitpoint, and to offer to ac
company him to the British Museum to inspect 
Magna Charta, and take his chance of being ga
rotted at the gate. But for myseU I must confess, 
that, aUhougb my waistcoat expanded under the 
mfluence of Rule Britannia, as it invariably 
does, stiU I caught myself unpatriotically wish
ing that Britannia would rule her scoundrels a 
little better. I admit that it is charming, logical, 
and unanswerable, to sing Rule Britannia on aU 
occasions for the demolition of all grumblers, 
and moral extinction of all foreigners; but if, 
as to her ruffian population, Britannia would 
try her sMeld a little less, and her trident 
(getting it ground for the purpose) a little more, 
would she rule us much the worse? As one 
who decidedly never never never wiU—if he 
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can help it— Î suggest the question. Britons 
are very free, but need they be so very easy 
too? 

SMALL-BEER CHRONICLES. 

IN Number 196 of this periodical, page 474 
:>f the present volume, it was the painful duty 
of the SmaU-Beer Chronicler to caU atten
tion to the deplorable helplessness of masters 
and customers in their dealings with servants 
and tradespeople. The immense disadvantage 
we are at, was indicated, and an indignant pro
test was entered against a system which leaves 
us exposed to much cheating and imposition. I 
am happy to find that that cry of misery has 
awakened an echo in other breasts. The same 
system of swindling is carried on upon the 
other side of the Channel. In the course of 
a certain French trial, which took place quite 
recently, sorae particulars carae out, bearing so 
remarkably upon the matter in hand, that I wiU 
venture to translate them, UteraUy, for the 
reader's benefit: 

" What," says the writer in the French journal, 
from which I quote—" what was the domestic 
servant of former times ? Generally speaking, 
she came up from the country, young, steady, 
ignorant, and a kind of treaty or agreement 
was entered into between her and her em
ployer, something of tMs sort: ' In your na
tive vUlage you were accustomed to eat black 
bread, you were overwhelmed with work na
turally repugnant to you; you were alternately 
frozen with cold and scorched with heat, and 
you were in the habit of sleeping on a sorry 
straw mattress. Come from your viUage to 
Paris, and we wiU give you white bread; you 
shaU share our table, and our dweUing; you 
shall form one of our household; and at our 
death we will leave you a provision for the re
mainder of your days.' 

" We leave it to a certain lady, called as wit
ness in a case tried before the Tribunal Correc
tional, to tell us what the domestic servant of 
our day is Uke. 

" THE LADY. ' During a period of six months 
I have had four servants, and I am now looking out 
for a fifth, without the least hope of finding one 
who wUl suit me better than the others. It is 
not that the servants were unsuitable when they 
first came to my place, for I had taken the pre
caution of gettmg them in every case from the 
country, and df convincing myself of their 
honesty and good behaviour; but in the house 
in which I Uve, there is a servant on the first 
floor who has taken upon herself the task of 
forming all the servants in the neighbourhood. 
Not satisfied with giving them her advice by 
word of mouth, this person hands them a written 
programme. And a copy of that programme, 
found in the apartment of my domestic, I now 
hand into court. 

*' 'PEOGRAMME. 

"'The masters are no better than we are. 
They pay us, and we serve them: we are quits. 

" ' We only owe our service to our masters; 
that service done, our time is our own property; 
a servant should always reserve to herself two 
hours in the course of the day, between break
fast and dinner, and the right to absent herself 
for twenty-four hours once every fortnight. 

" ' More than this, a servant who has any self-
respect ought: 1. To go to market unaccom-
pamed by her mistress; 2. Not to demean her
self by scrubbing or poUshing; 3. She should 
not permit any mterference with her affairs or 
her dress; 4. She should receive in her kitchen 
any one she tMnks proper to receive; 5. She 
shoidd not allow any notice to be taken of her 
letters; 6. She should wear crinoline, a long 
shawl, and a bonnet; 7. She should demand an 
increase of wages every tMee months; 8. She 
should require leave of absence for a fortmght 
twice in the course of every year, ostensibly in 
order to visit her relations ; 9. She should leave 
any place in which it was not the custom to make 
presents at the end of two months' service.' 

" ' This programme,' continued the lady, 
'has explained to me the conduct of my four 
last servants. Hardly had they been with 
me a fortnight, when I ceased to recognise 
them as the same persons, either in their con
duct or their mode of speaking. Every one of 
them made it a study to carry out the injunc
tions contained in the programme. This last 
one especiaUy, Marie Gag eur, made it a matter 
of pride to obey it. Accordingly, one day when 
I had gone out after breakfast, and only returned 
at five o'clock, I found that Marie was not in 
the house. In the course of the afternoon she 
returns, and when I ask her where she has been, 
she replies: " Madame is not ignorant that two 
hours, of which I owe an account to nobody, are 
my right in the course of every day." 

" ' On another occasion, when my husband was 
annoyed at seeing her doing her work in a crino
line, Danging it against the furmture, upsetting 
the chairs, and dragging the tablecloth and the 
curtains about, in consequence of its amplitude, 
her reply to his remonstrance was: " My crino
line is not a bit larger than madame's." ' 

" THE PjaESiDENT. ' AU that you say, madame, 
is not vrithout its importance, in a certain point 
of view; but stiU these tMngs do uot amount 
to crimes. Marie Gagneur is accused of theft, 
at your expense. Tell us what she has robbed 
you of ?' 

" THE LADY. * She has done what many others 
have done, only on a larger scale. She has pur
chased coals, fruit, vegetables, and meat, charg
ing me double for what she paid for these articles, 
or, on returmng from making her purchases, 
she has given away or sold a portion of them. 
My fruiterer, my grocer, and my butcher raay 
be called as vritnesses, and wiU prove these facts 
to your satisfaction.' 

"The vritnesses were heard, the crime was 
proved against the prisoner, and she was sen
tenced to be imprisoned for the space of two 
months." 

What ^3 to become of us ? The picture of 
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that biUous and irritable Frenchman looking on 
in disgust whUe Ms small salon was being dusted, 
whUe the furniture was being dragged about by 
Marie Gagneur's crinoline, whUe the curtains 
wound themselves round her, and the tablecbth 
foUowed her about the room Uke a train—has 
somethingin itwhichtouehes on the subUme. And 
the unanswerable retort: "My crinoline is not 
larger than madame's." There is nothing left for 
monsieur aftw that, but to retire, and vent his 
fury in volleys of strange oaths, while Marie de
scended to report progress to that tremendous 
woman on the first floor, who had undertaken to 
"form" aU the servants in the district, and who 
had dravra out tbat glorious code of laws which 
we have given above. We shaU hear of that 
woman yet. How she would come out in revolu
tionary times. With every faculty sharpened by a 
long and victorious struggle against masters aud 
mistresses, what acode could that terrific female 

!
reduce for the children of a new republic, 
here is a grasp of detail as well as a power of 

scheming on a grand scale shown in this " pro
gramme," as the lady witness ingeniously 
calls it, which call forth in a marked degree 
one's admiration and respect. It is gratifying, 
at the same time, to reflect that this noble 
creature resides in a somewhat distant capital, 
and that such obstacles as the British Channel 
and the British language are between her 
and the already sufficiently enlightened do
mestics of our native country. By-the-by— 
the British language has just been spoken of as 
an obstacle to the dissemination of the opinions 
of that presiding genius of the first floor. Yet 
here are her sentiments translated into English! 
Is it wise to publish that seditious programme ? 
Shall I confiscate these sheets ? . What if the 
"Programme" should find favour in our own sea
girt isle? What if our cooks should absent them 
selves for twenty-four hours once a fortnight, 
haply on the occasion of one of our " little 
dinners ?" What if all our servants should de
mand an increase of wage every three months ? 
Once more—sMiU I cast these sheets into the 
blazing furnace beside me, and gloqit over the 
ashes of that Serpent Programme ? No, 
let me remember my duties. I am a Smdl-
Beer Chronicler, and aU tbe SmaU-Beer, native or 
foreign, that comes in my way, it is my duty 
to register. I defy, then, that first-floor-back— 
and PubUsh. 

PERSL/LN STORIES. 

THE Persians have been renowned as story
tellers throughout the East for many ages. It 
is a great art, that, which can bring even fiction 
to the aid of truth, and robing her in a trans
parent dress, render us enamoured of her even 
when coldest and stemest. Let us see how the 
modem Persians, who have succeeded to this 
grand inheritance, know how to enjoy it. Most 
Persian stories have a merit—if it be a merit, as 
our raUway times suppose—of being short. For 
my part, I should like to Ue down in an arbour 

and Usten to wise and pleasant tales from sun-
rise to sundown, now and again. 

PEKSIAN AHITHMETIC. 

One of the most remarkable pecuUarities of 
the Persians is their fondness for arithmetical 
puzzles, and their expertness in the secrets of 
figures. They are anythmg but good account-
_ants._ There is, probably, not in aU Persia an 
individual whom Lombard-street would con
sider fairly entitled to be caUed a man of 
business. But I doubt vriiether the shrewdest 
clerk iu the Bank of England or the Audit 
Office would be able to play such queer tricks 
with figures as amuse the bazaars of Tehran 
and Tabreez, They are but tricks, and I have 
a strong suspicion that, in the true science of 
numbers, the Audit Office clerk, or the clerk of 
the Bank of England, would beat them all 
hoUow. If I were asked my private and per
sonal opimon, I should hesitate to declare that 
a dozen men in Persia could be induced to 
state, if taken unawares, that twice two are 
four; but, with respect to pretty ingenious 
Uttle problems in figures, applied to no prac
tical purpose, they are as ingenious as the phi
losophers and schoolmen who inquired of each 
other how many thousands of angels could dauce 
upon the point of a needle. 

Seventeen oxen were left by wiU to be dirided 
between three brothers. According to Moham
medan law, the eldest should receive half the inhe
ritance, the second a tMrd of it, and the youngest 
a ninth. The division could not be made, be
cause their father's will stipulated that the oxen 
were not to be cut up. In despair, the heirs 
appUed to Ali, the greatest of the successors of 
Mohammed, according to the Sheeahs. Ali, as 
became so wise a man, at once solved the 
difficulty by adding an ox, when each of the 
heirs got more than his share, and Ali received 
his ox back again. 

TWO HINTS TOR HUSBANDS, 
1. A married man presented himself trembling 

and sorrowful at the gates of paradise. He had 
heard so often of his faults and short-comings 
whUe upon earth, that he beUeved in them 
devotedly, and had no hope of being admitted 
to the habitations of the blessed. One wife, he 
had been repeatedly informed, was a blessing 
far beyond his merits while in the flesh; how, 
then, could he hope for the smUes of seventj 
houries But the prophet, when he presented 
himself at the gates of heaven, to his great sur
prise greeted him with a smile of ineffable com
passion, "Pass on, poor martyr," said Maho
met. " You have been mdeed a great sinner, 
but you have suffered enough upon the earth, so 
be of good cheer, for you wiU not meet your 
vrife here." 

A man who had Mthrarto crept up to heaven, 
now stood up confidently, and presented him
self to the prophet, upon the ground that be had 
been twice married, " Nay," said the prophet, 
angrily, "paradiseis no place for fools." 

2. Aruffling young fellow married the wealthy 
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widow of a great Khan. On the wedding-mght 
she determined to assert her authority over him. 
So she treated him with great contempt when he 
came into the anderoon, and sat luxuriously em
bedded in rose-leaf cushions, caressing a large 
white cat, of which she pretended to be dotin^y 
fond. She appeared to be annoyed by her hus
band's entrance, and looked at Mm out of the 
comers of her eyes with a glance of cold disdain. 

" I dislike cats," remaiied the young soldier, 
blandly, as if he was making a mere casual ob
servation ; " they offend my sight." 

If his wife had looked at him with a glance of 
cold disdain before, her eyes now wore an ex
pression of anger and contempt, such as no 
words can express. She did not even deign to 
answer him, but she took the cat to her bosom 
and fondled it passionately. Her whole heart 
seemed to be m the cat, and cold was the 
shoulder which she tumed to her husband. 
Bitter was the sneer upon her beautiful lips. 

" When any one offends me," continued her 
gallant, gaily, " I cut off Ms head. It is a pe
cuUarity of mine which I am sure ^iU only 
make me dearer to you." Then, drawing Ms 
sword, he took the cat gently but firmly from 
her arms, cut off his head, wiped the blade, 
sheathed it, and sat down, continuing to talk 
affectionately to his wiie as if nothing had hap
pened. After which, says tradition, she be
came the best and most submissive wife iu the 
world. 

A henpecked feUow, meeting him next day 
as he rode with a gallant train through the 
market-place, began to condole with him. " Ah!" 
said the henpecked, with deep feeling, "you, 
too, have taken a wife, and got a tyrant. You 
had better have remained the poor soldier that 
you were. I pity you from my very heart." 

" Not so," reuUed the ruffler, jollUy; "keep 
your sighs to cool yourself next summer." He 
then related the events of Ms wedding-night, 
with their satisfactory results. 

The henpecked man listened attentively, and 
pondered long. " I also have a sword," said he, 
" though it is rastv and my wife is likewise fond 
of cats. I wUl cut off the head of my wife's 
favourite cat at once." He did so, and received 
a sound beating. His wife, moreover, made 
him go down upon Ms knees and teU her what 
ghin, or evil spirit, had prompted Mm to commit 
the bloody deed. 

" Fool!" said the lady, with a vixemsh smUe, 
when she had possessed herself of the hen-
pecked's secret, " you should have done it the 
first night." 

Moral. Advice is useless to fools. 

THE SHIBT OF HAPPINESS. 
It is said that once upon a time, in the grand 

old fable days, a Persian king who feU sick con-
siUted a magician of great reputation who Uved 
in Ms dommions. The magician, a worthy 
gentleman who flourished in much personal 
comfort upon popular opimon, received the king 
with great respect and the most flowery lan
guage his imagination could invent. Having 

Ustened to his majesty's aUments with profound 
attention, the magician at length informed the 
king, that if he could succeed m obtaining the 
shirt of a happy man, he had oMy to put on the 
precious garment to be cured immediately of his 
malady; and, so long as he wore it, he would 
never know sorrow nor disease. 

The realms of the monarch were wide. His 
armies were mighty upon the land, and his fleets 
were supreme upon tne seas. His banners had 
never known defeat. His treasury was fuU to 
overflowing, and his subjects were loyal and 
obedient. But, whenever he ate a bowl of 
cream, or a dozen skewers of kabobs, or a few 
water-melons, he had suffered so much of late 
years from indigestion that he could not consider 
himseU happy; so it was obrious tliat his majesty 
himself had no shirt in his wardrobe wMch 
would answer the purpose. 

" But," thought the king, very naturaUy, 
" there is my pnme minister, a feUow who can 
put any quantity of cream, sweet or sour, under 
the robe of honour wMch I gave Mm last 
Nooroos, and as for kabobs, why, yesterday, I 
thought he would never have done munching 
them. He is married to my daughter. His 
horses are far better than mine. He has no end 
of money" (his majes^ thought of this with a 
peculiar look, which might mean many things), 
" and he has just buUt MmseK a palace faurer 
than the British Embassy. Whose dog is he, 
that he should not be happy ?" So the king 
sent for the prime minister, and asked him at 
once for his shirt. The statesman, glad to 
obUge his master on such easy terms, and slyly 
resolving to obtain any numoer of equivalents 
whenever occasion should offer to indemnify 
himself, immediately sent the king the very best 
shirt in Ms wardrobe. It was made of the finest 
and Ughtest silk, thin as a spider's web, and 
beautifully embroidered; but, wonderful as it 
appeared to Ms majesty, he suffered from indi
gestion more than ever after putting it on; and, 
far worse, he felt "a tightness about the neck as 
of a person apprehensive of being bowstrang, or 
actuaUy undergoing that process—a sensation 
wMch ne never remembered to have felt since 
he had been at war for the crown with Ms tMee 
hundred and ten brothers, after his father's 
death; and, as aU those brother had been long 
ago disposed of in various ways wMch his ma
jesty did not care to remember, he could not 
account for the retum of the old sensation in 
his throat, and hastened to take off the prime 
minister's sMrt as soon as possible. 

Feeling, however, that he had been imposed 
upon, and that the prime mimster must have sent 
him somebody else's shirt instead of his own, 
the king ordered Ms ferroshes to seize that poli
tician, and bring Mm bound into his presence. 

" To hear is to obey," said the ferroshes. 
When the prime mimster appeared, the king 

received him with a terrible countenance: 
"Dog!" said his majesty, in an awful voice, 
" why have you deceived me, and sent the shirt 
of some other man accursed of AUah, instead of 
your own ?" 
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The prime minister tremblingly endeavoured 
to exculpate himself. 

" Son of an owl and a spider," pursued the 
king, "Meerza Snooza, the magician, assured 
me that if I could obtain the shtrt of a happy 
man, I should be delivered from my ailments. 
You must be happy. Why did you withhold from 
me your shirt ?" 

"Alas! sire," repUed the statesman, "how 
can I be happy, with the fear of your sublime 
displeasure ever before me ? The most I can now 
hope is to keep my head where Nature has 
placed it from day to day. The humblest of 
your majesty's subjects is happier than I. 
The scorching sun blazes upon the hill-top, 
and there the tempest roars; but the zephyr 
and the shadow love the valley. Not among 
such as I can your majesty hope to find bliss. 
I have upon my estate a farmer, however, who 
is the happiest of mankind. If your majesty will 
but suffer me to go in search of him, the talisman 
wiU be found." 

So the king, resolving to allow the prime 
minister to get still richer before he was 
bowstrang, commanded him to bring the 
farmer. 

The farmer came. He was a sour, sturdy fel
low from the neighbourhood of Khoi, the garden 
of Persia. He immediately took off his shirt at 
the royal command. It was a coarse, rough 
garment, and appeared to be thickly inhabited. 
The king, though he put it on, was obUged to 
take it off again in less than half an hour, in a 
state of intolerable irritation; for, reasoned his 
majesty, it is impossible any one can be happy 
who wears such a shirt as that. 

The farmer, who was recaUed to the royal 
presence, confirmed the opinion, and told a long 
dreary story about droughts, and locusts, and 
taxes; so that the king would have ordered his 
head to be cut off at once to get rid of hira; 
but the farmer, seeing himself in such imminent 
perU, assured the kmg that, the merchant to 
whom he sold his corn was a happy man without 
doubt, and begged to be aUowed to fetch Mm, 
and so got out of danger in the same manner as 
the prime minister had. 

The merchant came. The king, now warned 
by experience, determined to interrogate him 
before putting on his sMrt. The merchant cora-
)lained, as rauch as the farraer had, of taxes, and 
lad, besides, another class of grievances pecu-
iarly his own. He was particularly eloquent 
about custom-houses, the extortions of officials, 
and a variety of other things, which made the 
king so angry that he determined at least to 
comfort his disappointment by ordering the mer
chant to be executed. This cereraony over, the 
king felt something better; but stiU the taUs
manic shirt was not found. 

For a long time the king sought the sMrt of 

happiness through every class of society, and 
sought it in vain. Although innumerable per-
sons were beheaded, bowstrang, and tortured 
every day, yet, surprising to relate, happiness 
could not be found among Ms subjects. 

One day, however, when his majesty, being 
encamped m his summer quarters near Sul-
tanieh, was out for an afternoon's ride, he saw 
a careless red-nosed fellow sitting on a post, 
and, every now and then, taking a bottle from 
under his sash, applying his lips with intense satis
faction to its contents. Still, there was a sturdy 
air about the man, and a merry light in his eye, 
which did not point him out as an habitual wine-
bibber. He seemed rather to be keeping fes
tival, or enjoying himself upon some occasion of 
good fortune. 

" Dog of a toper," asked the king, abruptly, 
struck with a sudden thought, " are you 
happy?" 

"Thy servant is happy, 0 king," said the 
man. 

The king then ordered the royal ferroshes to 
seize hira, and give him five hundred lashes, to 
cause bim to relate the reasons of his happiness. 
The red-nosed mau Umped a little when subse-
c[uently brought to the king's tent in the even
ing, but stUl persisted in saying that he was 
happy; for, said he, " My wife has only been 
dead three weeks." Meerza Snooza, the magi
cian, who, since he had been consulted, always 
accompanied the king in his search, and dined 
at the royal table, on being appealed to, de
cided that the red-nosed man had good rea
sons for his happiness, for that he might have 
been henpecked, and was, perhaps, just then 
under the first impression of joy at his de
liverance. 

Upon this the king immediately ordered the 
red-nosed man to be stripped, in order to obtain 
the garment wMch he required, when, wonderful 
to relate, it appeared that the only happy man 
in Ms doraimons had no shirt. 

Early in March will be commenced a New Serial Work 
of Fiction, entitled 

VERY HARD CASH. 
By CHARLES READE, v.c.u, 

Author of " IT IS NKVEE Too LATB TO MBND." 

To be continued from week to week, until completed in 
about eight months. 

On Monday, March the Second, vrill be published, bound in 
cloth boards, price fis. 6d., 

THE EIGHTH VOLUME, 
Containing from No-177 to 200, both in

clusive; and, in addition, SOMEBODY'S 
LUGGAGE, being the Extra Double 
Number for Christmas. 

THE END OP THE EIGHTH VOLUME. 

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAB ROUND is reserved by the Authors. 

Pobliibed «tth« OIBce. No. 26, Welltngton Slreet. Btrmil Biiainil IM r W I I I I M I I n i i i i l . a 1 I « . H Sff—' 


