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BOOK III . 

CHAPTER II. MRS. P, IRETON BEMBRIDGE. 

THE experiment wliich Dr, Merle had sanc
tioned proved successful. The wise physician 
had calmed the apprehensions with whicli her 
husband and son regarded the swoon iuto which 
Mrs. Carruthers had fallen upon recognising 
George, and had hinted that on her recovery the 
mother and son should be left alone. 

"The old gentleman," said Dr. Merle to 
Mr. Telton, " and a fine old gentleman he is — 
a little peculiar, but it would not do the world 
any harm to have a few more of his sort in it— 
has told me a good deal of the family history 
intentionally, and some of it unintentionally, and 
I have not the least doubt that the root of Mrs. 
Carruthers's disease is simply her son," 

" He has given her some trouble, I know," 
said Mark Pelton, with a sigh ; " but hardly so 
much as that comes to, I fancy." 

" Well, well, I won't be positive ; but I think 
so. No young man ever tells all the truth about 
his foUies; and, indeed, no middle-aged or old 
man, for that matter; and rely upon it, his 
mother knows more than any one els^. She 
will do well, Mr. Felton. She sees him all 
right, no matter how wrong he may have been; 
there's nothing gravely amiss now. We may 
leave her to time now, and her son's society," 

"Do you think I mav venture to see her 
soon P" 

" Impossible to say, for a day or two, my 
dear sir, impossible to say. Mr. Carruthers and 
Mr. Dallas must explain your coraing to her, 
I don't prescribe two shocks, you biow, even 
pleasant ones, and then I have no doubt you 
will perfect the cure." 

Mr. Pelton acknowledged the smooth speech 
with an absent sort of smile, and Dr. Merle 
took his leave. 

" You are sure there is nothing wrong with 
you, George P You are ouite sure you are in 
no danger P" said Mrs, Cfarruthers, late in the 
afternoon of that day, to her son, as she lay 

Suietly on a large sofa, drawn close to the wiu-
ow, where the panes were glittering in the 

dying light. Iier face was turned towards him. 

her dark eyes a little troubled, and not so 
bright as they had been, resting fondly aud 
with a puzzleu expression upon his face, aud 
one thin hand fondly clasped in his. George 
was lying ou the floor beside her sofa, his head 
resting against her piUow, and the fingers of her 
other hand were moving softly among his rich 
brown curls. 

" Nothing, indeed, mother. All is well with 
me—much, much better thau I ever expected or 
hoped; but you must not agitate yourself, or 
ask any questions. Dr. Merle and Mr. Carru
thers have put me on my honour not to talk to 
you of the past, and we must keep our word, 
you know," and tiie young man tenderly kissed 
the hand he held in his. 

" Yes, yes," she said, iu an abseut, searching 
tone, " but there is something—there was sonic-
thing—I " 

" Hush, mother! In the time to come you 
shall know everything, but for the present you 
must simply trust me. Indeed, tiiere is nothing 
wrong. I am here with vou, brought here and 
welcomed liy Mr. Carrutliers. You remember 
that he did not like mc, aud he had good cause ; 
ves, he had good cause, but that is all over now. 
I am here with his full sanction aud approba
tion, and you must be content to know that, to 
feel it, and to rest. You have to get strong and 
well now, mother, and then we shall all be quite 
happy," 

" I'es, George, yes, I can rest now," said his 
mother. And she nestled down upon her sofa, 
and he drew the coverings around her, and they 
both kept silence ; and presently, in the autum
nal evening, when the moon rose over the dark 
Taunus, aud the lights began to sparkle all 
over the little white to\\'n, Mrs, Carruthers fell 
asleep, with her hand clasped iu that of her son, 
and her worn but always handsome fac3 restuig 
against his brown curls. 

The days went by, and with tha lapse of each 
Mrs, Carruthers made an advance towards the 
recovery of her health and her faculties. Yery 
shortly'after their meeting, Gcorp had spoken 
to her of his uncle, and though he found it 
difficult to fix her attention or engage her iiite-
rtest, he succeeded iu ascertaining that she re
membered all the circumstances of her brother's 
Ife, and tliat he had expressed a wish aud in
tention to come to England. 

" Mark is not happy in his son," she said 
one dav lo Mr. Carruthers and Gjoi-e, who IKHI 
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been talking to her by preconcerted auTange-
inejit on the subject. " I fear he has given him 
a great deal of trouble. I remember in many 
of his letters he said he was not blest, like me, 
wit h a son of whom he could be proud." 

George reddened violently as his mother's 
liarnik'ss words showed him how she had con
cealed all her grief from her brother, and struck 
him with sudden shame and confusion in his 
step-father's presence. Mr. Carruthers felt in-
ex]u-essibly confused also, and as readiness was 
not the Grand Lama's forte, he blundered out: 

"Well, my dear, never mind about his son. 
You would be glad to see your brother Mark, 
wouldn't you ?" 

Mrs. Carruthers looked earnestly at him as 
she raised herself from her pillows, aud the 
faint colour in her cheek deepened into a dark 
flush as she said : 

" Glad to see my brother Mark ! Indeed I 
should be. Is he here too ?" 

So, after long years, the brother and sister 
met again, and Mark Eelton was a little diverted 
irom his anxiety about his son by the interest 
and affection with which his sister inspired him, 
and the strong hold wliich George Dallas gained 
upon tlie aftections of a man who had been 
sorely wounded in his own hopes and expecta
tions. He was not under any mistaken impres
sion about his nephew. He knew that George 
had caused his mother the deepest grief, and 
had for a long time gone as wrong as a young 
man could go short of entering on a criminal 
career. But he divided the good from the evil 
iu his character, he discerned something of tlie 
noble and the generous iu the young man, and 
if he laid too much to the account of circum-
slances, and handled his follies too tenderly, it 
was because he had himself sufiered from all the 
grief which profligacy, combined with cold and 
calculating meanness, can inflict upon a parent's 
heart. 

George Dallas yielded easily to the influence 
of happiness. His gay aud pleasant manner 
was full of fascination, and of a certain easy 
grace which had peculiar charms for his Trans
atlantic uucle ; and his love for his mother was 
a constant pleasure to her brother to witness, 
and an irresistible testimony to the unspoiled 
nature of the son. True, this affection had not 
availed to restrain him formerly, but the partial 
uncle argued that circumstances had been 
airainst the boy, and that he had not had fair 
play. It was not very sound reasoning, but 
there was nothing to contradict it just at pre
sent, and Mr. Eelton was content to feel rather 
than to reason. 

]\Ir. and Mrs. Routh had arrived at Homburg 
immediately after Mr. Eelton and George had 
reached that place of fashionable resort. Their 
kdgings were in a more central situation than 
tiiosc of Mr. and Mrs. Carruthers, and were 
within easy reach of all the means of diversion 
which the wicked little resort of the designing 
fmd their dupes commanded. George Dallas 
idl nor sec much cf Routh. He had been dis

turbed and impressed by Mr. Eelton's exceed-
ingly emphatic expression of opinion respecting 
that gentleman; he had been ulled with a vague 
regret, for which now and then he took himself 
to task, as ungrateful and whimsical, for having 
renewed his intimacy with Routh. 'His levity, 
his callousness, respecting the dreadful event 
concerning which he had consulted hun, had 
shocked George at the time, and his sense of 
thera had grown with every hour's consideration 
of the matter, and they were many, in which he 
had since engaged. Nothing had occurred to 
liim to reverse or weaken the force of Routh's 
opinion; but he could not get over his heart
lessness. They met, indeed, frequently. They 
met when George and his uncle, or nis step
father, or both, walked about the town and its 
environs, or in the gardens; they met when 
George strolled about the salons of the Kursaal, 
religiously abstaining from play; it was strange 
how the taste for it had passed away from him, 
and how little he suffered, even at first, in esta
blishing the rule of self-restraint; but they 
rarely met in private, and they had not had half 
an hour's conversation in the week which had 
now elapsed since Routh and Harriet had 
arrived at Homburg. 

But George had seen Harriet daily. Every 
afternoon he escorted his mother during her 
drive, and then he caUed on Mrs. Routh. His ' 
visits tortured her, and yet they pleased her 
too. Above all, there was security in them. 
She should know everything he was domg; 
she should be quite sure no other influence, 
stronger, dangerous, was at work, while he 
came to her daily, and talked to her in the old 
frank way. Routh shrank from seeing him, as 
Harriet well knew, and felt, also, that there 
was security in his visits to her. "He will 
keep out of George's way, of course," she said 
to herself, when she acquiesced in the expe
diency of following Dallas to Homburg, and the 
necessity for keeping him strictly in sight, for 
some time at least. " He will not undertake 
the daily torture. No ; that, too, must be my 
share. Well, I am tied to the stake, and there 
is no escape; only an interval of slumber now 
and then, more or less rare and brief. I don't 
want to tie him to it also—he could not bear it 
as I can." 

And she bore it well—wonderfully well, on 
the whole, though the simile of bodily torture is 
not overdrawn as representing what she en
dured. By a sort of tacit mutual consent, they 
never alluded to Deane or the discovery of the 
murder. George, who never could bear the 
sight of a woman's suffermg, had a vivid recol
lection of the terrible emotion she had undergone 
when he disclosed the truth to her, and deter
mined to avoid the subject for the future. Slie 
understood this, but she felt tolerably certain 
that if any new complication arose, if any occa
sion of doubt or hesitation presented itself, 
George would seek her advice. She should not 
be kept in ignorance, and that was enough. 
She had ascertained, before they left London, 
that Georjje had not mentioned the matter to Mr. 
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Telton, and when the young man told her how 
otherwise complete his explanation with Mr. 
Eelton had been, she felt a degree of satisfac
tion in the proof of her power and influence 
afforded by this reticence. 

The positive injunction which Mr. Eelton had 
laid npon his nephew aided George's sensitive
ness with respect to Harriet. He felt con
vinced that if nis nncle had known her, as he 
knew her, he would have been satisfied to 
confide to her the trouble and anxiety under 
which he laboured, and whose origin was as
suming, to George's mind, increasing serious
ness with every day which passed by, without 
bringing news of Mr. Eelton's son. But he 
woiud not, however he might flnd relief and 
counsel by doing so, discuss vrith Harriet a 
matter which he had been positively forbidden 
to discuss with her husband: he could not ask 
her secresy without hurting her by au explana
tion of Mr. Eelton's ill opinion of Routh. So 
it happened that these two persons met every 
day, and that much liking, confldence, and 
esteem existed on the man's part towards the 
woman, and yet unbroken silence was main
tained on the subject which deeply engaged the 
mittds of both. Philip Deane's name was never 
mentioned by Harriet, nor did Dallas speak of 
Arthur Eelton. 

So Mrs. Carruthers improved in health. 
Mr. Carruthers was very gracious and affable to 
his step-son, and terribly nervous and anxious 
about his wife, on whom, if the worthy uhysician 
could have been brought to consent, ne would 
have kept Dr. Merle in perpetual attendance, 
being incapable of recognising the importance 
—»mdeed, almost the existence—of any patient 
of that gentleman's, except Mrs. Carruthers 
of Poynings. Mr. Eelton heard nothirig of 
his son, and waited, frequently dbcussing the 
subject with Mr. Carruthers and his nephew; 
and the bright sweet autumn days went on. 
Afterwards, when George reviewed their course 
and pondered on the strange and wayward ways 
through which his life had lain, lie thought of 
the tranquillity, the lull, there had been iu that 
time, with wonder. v 

The change of scene, the physical effort, a 
certain inevitable deadenmg effect produced by 
the lapse of tune, more powerful in cases of ex
treme excitement than its space would seem to 
warrant, had had their effect on Harriet's spirits 
and appearance. She looked more like herself, 
George thoudit, when he came to make her his 
daily visit. Perhaps he had become more ac
customed to the change he had noted with her 
solicitude on his retum to London; she was 
certainly more cheerful. He did not take ac
count of the fact that he did not see her in 
Routh's company, though his uncle's comment 
on her husband's feelings towards her frequently 
and painfully recurred to him. Harriet ques
tioned him frequently about liis mother, and 
George, full of gratitude for her kindness and 
sympathy, spoke freely of her, of his uncle, of 
the altered position in which lie stood with his 
atcp-father, aud of his unproved condition and 

hopes. There were only two persons of interest 
to him whom he did not mention to Harriet. 
They were Austin Eelton and Clare Carruthers. 

" Have you ever been to the Bursaal in the 
evening ?" he asked Harriet one day, as they 
were talking, and looking at the groups of 
gaily dressed men and women lounging past the 
window where they were seated. 

" Yes, I have gone in there once or twice 
with Stewart; but I got tired of it very soon, 
and I don't want to go a^am." 

"My uucle met an old acquamtance there 
last evening," George went on; " he does not 
particularly care about it either; but we were 
strolling about the gardens until rather late, 
and then we went iu and had a look at the 
ball-room. I had been watching a lady for 
some time, out-and-out the best dancer iu the 
room, when she came up to my uncle and spoke 
to him, and I find out she is quite a celebrity 
here." 

" Indeed," said Harriet, not vehemently in
terested. 

" Yes, quite," said George; " and, judging 
by what my uncle says, I should think she was 
a celebrity in New York too. I should like to 
show her to you, Mrs. Routh ; she is Hke one 
of those impossible women ui the American 
woods, with clusters of currants made in car
buncles, and bunches of cherries, in flawless 
rubies, in their hair—you know the ' kind of 
thing I mean. I fancy the Phoenix would look 
shy about ensuring her wardrobe, and Hancock 
feel dubious about matching her diamonds. 
Such a twinking, flashing, glittering, coaxing, 
flippant mortal I never met in my life. I 
wonder if she dresses as gorgeously uuder the 
sunshine as under the gas." 

"She has quite taken your fancy, George. 
Did Mr. Eelton introduce you ?" 

" Yes. There she stooi, looking up in his 
face, but I am quite sure seeing me and every 
other person in the lOom at the same time, and 
chattering like a Yankee magpie; so my 
uncle presented me to—Mrs. P. Ireton Beni-
bridgc, as he called her, iu American fashion. 
She was there, with a whole host of people, and 
I didn't fancy them, *ke-iuder didn't,' as she 
would sav, no doubt, aud went away as soon as 
I could.'' 

" Is she a widow ?" 
« Yes—at least, I think so; I heard nothing 

of P. Ireton." 
" She will be cultivating your uncle, or your

self, George. A handsome, rich youug widow, 
and an old acquamtance of your uncle's, eh ?" 

" I don't feel in the least like it, Mrs. Routh, 
and I am sure the sparkling, flashing, dash
ing lady I met last night would fly at no such 
mean quarry. I have rather a notion, too, that 
my uncle does not like her." 

" Have you ? Did he seem displeased at the 
meeting?" 

" Not exactly disnleascd—but—I am begin
ning to understand him now wonderfully well, 
aiid^m some things he is so like my mother. 
Now, with her I can always feci whether she 
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likes a person or not without her saying a word 
—I could formerly, I mean, when she was more 
susceptible to impressions than she is now. It's 
just tlie same in my uncle's case ; and I knew, 
in a minute, he didn't Uke Mrs, P. Ireton Bem-
brid^e," 

"Wliere is she staying? At the 'Quatre 
Saisons,' I suppose ?" 

" No," saia George; " she has one of the 
Schwazchild houses. You know them, Mrs. 
Routh ?" 

" Yes, I know them," said Harriet. " I saw 
the Erau SchwazchUd yesterday, rejoicing in a 
pink parasol with a coral handle, set with tur
quoises in clumps." 

"That's the woman. Shouldn't wonder if 
the parasol were a waif from the wardrobe of 
Mrs. P. Ireton Bembridge. She has, then, one of 
those huge houses for herself and her attend
ants," 

" Did she tell you all this in the ball-room ?" 
" All this ? Bless your innocence, she got 

through such trivialities as these in about two 
minutes, I might have heard her whole history, 
and P. Ireton's, no doubt, particulars of his 
last illness—if he had a last illness—included, 
if I had asked her to dance. And, by Jove !" 
said George, starting up and pushing back the 
muslin curtain which impeded Harriet's view of 
the street somewhat, " there she is, coming 
down the street in a pony-carriage, and looking 
like a whole triumphal procession on one set 
of wheels." 

Harriet looked out with an assumption of 
more curiosity than she felt. In a low, elegant, 
but rather over-ornamented equipage, drawn by 
two grey ponies, likewise rather over-orna
mented, but very handsome and of great value, 
sat a lady of beauty as undeniable as that of her 
horses, aud elegance as striking as that of her 
carriage. Woman Uke, Harriet remarked the 
magnificence of her dress before she noticed the 
beauty of her face, set off as it was by the aid 
of the most perfect hat and feather ever put to
gether by the millmer's art. That beauty was 
at once of the coiTCct and the sparkling order. 
Her features were of statuesque regularity, but 
they had aU the piquant briUiancy of rich, 
glowmg, passionate Ufe. Cheeks and Ups 
flushed with the fuU colour of health, masses of 
hair of the darkest, glossiest brown coiled up 
in endless braids and roUs under the inimitable 
hat; eyes so dark that to caU them black was 
a venial exaggeration; teeth which shone like 
jewels; and in the face, the air, over the whole per
son and equipment of the woman, from the wrists 
outstretched over the reins she held, and on which 
broad bands of jewels flashed, to the tip of the 
satin boot which protruded beneath the silken 
carriage-wrap spread daintily over her knees, an 
intolerable consciousness and domineering bold
ness wliich was simply odious. Her ponies 
were stepping leisurely ; her glittermg eyes were 
looking right and left, as though she were 
searching for some one among the scattered 
groups she passed, and every member of which 
stared at her without disguise. As much of 

her dress as could be seen was a magnificent 
mixture of satin and lace and jewels, and even 
in her dress there was a daring, reckless some
thing, indefinable but distinct, which made the 
gazers feel that in staring at her there was no 
offence. 

" Stunning, isn't she, Mrs. Routh ? I beg 
your pardon for the slang, but there is really no 
other word. Blinding, dazzUng, and all the rest 
of it." 

" Stunnmg, certainly, George," said Harriet, 
smiling; " but, somehow, I don't think you care 
particularly to be stunned." 

"Not in the least. She is not a bit my 
style;" and George, thinking of what " his" 
style was, and how widely it differed from the 
triumpliaiit figure in the ornate carriage out 
there, let the muslin curtain drop, and turned 
away from the window. Harriet sat down and 
took up her work. 

" A woman whom men would love foY a little 
while, and hate bitterly after, I fancy; but 
whom women would hate at once, and always." 

Mrs. P. Ireton Bembridge had not found 
among the loungers in the town the individual 
whom her bright black eyes were seekmg, when 
George Dallas aud Harriet Routh had marked 
her from the window. She had driven rapidly 
away past the gardens and the Schloss, and 
when fully two mUes outside the town she over
took a gentleman sauntering leisurely along, 
with his hands thrust deep iuto his pocxets, and 
his moody eyes fixed upon the ground. The 
carriage was close upon him before he looked 
round, though the sound made by the wheels 
and the trottmg horses had been distinct in the 
clear air, as they came along the empty road. 
Then he turned and greeted the lady with effu
sion. In a moment he had taken his place 
beside her, and was whirled away into the green 
and golden distance of the forest, under the 
brow crest of Taunus. 

" How very odd that you should kuow hun," 
said the gorgeous lady of the pony-carriage to 
the gentleman seated "beside her, as she walked 
her ponies along a shady road, where the shm 
trees stood on guard on either side, and the 
fallen leaves rustled under the wheels. 

" Not so very odd. He is a near relative of 
one of my most intimate friends." 

" Ah, his nephew, I suppose you mean, a tall 
young man with good eyes, and a remarkably 
rich expression of countenance." 

" I recognise the description certainly, and it 
is not flattering. That is the individual; his 
name is DaUas." 

" A booby, I'm convinced. How he can be 
an intimate friend of yours I cannot under
stand." She said this rather suUtily, which, by 
adding to its character of sincerity, made the 
indirect flattery in which she was a proficient 
all the more delicious. Her companion's eyes 
flashed with pleasure as he tumed them upon 
her with a look which she did not raise ner 
eyes to receive, but which dyed her cheek a 
deeper rose tiut than before. Then she went on: 
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" He is come here with Mr. Eelton to meet 
Jas cousm, I suppose. Arthur Eelton wiU not 
like that, I fancy. He regarded this fine family 
reunion as a very decided nuisance, I can as
sure you." 

"I don't quite understand you," her com
panion said. " Mr. Eelton's son is not here, 
that I know of; he certainly had not arrived 
yesterday, for Dallas was at my lodgings, and 
would have been sure to mention it." 

" No," replied the lady, with a slow, provok
ing smile, which Ughted her eyes up with mis
chief, and showed more of her faultless teeth 
than always gUstened on the world. " I know 
he is not here, but he is coming. I gave him 
a rendezvous here for this very week, in Paris, 
last March." 

The gentleman looked at her in such extreme 
surprise, that it quite amused her. She did not 
only smile now, she laughed. 

" I wiU explain my meaning," she said, "in 
very few words. I have known the Feltons all 
my life, and Arthur has been more or less in 
love with me suice he was a boy; rather less 
than more, perhaps, for that's his way, and not 
at aU to the detriment of his being quite as 
much in love with any number of women be
sides. He and his father never got on weU, 
Mr. Felton did not like' his ways' as the goodies 
and gossips say, and, in particular, he did not like 
his being in love with me, for he can't bear me. 
Frightfully bad taste, isn't it ? Get along, Presi
dent," this to one of the ponies, as she touched 
him up with her whip ; " you've had walking 
enough. AwfuUy bad taste—thank you, you 
needn't say yes; you're looking unutterable 
things. Of course I don't mind that particu
larly, and I don't care for Arthur Eelton in the 
ve-ry least," with a most enchanting drawl and 
the faintest pout of the crimson Ups. "He 
made himsen a perfect nuisance in Paris, and I 
really must have quarrelled with him, if I had 
not gone away with some friends, who wouldn't 
have Arthur—no, not in the ve-i*y least," and 
she repeated the before-mentioned httle perform-

' ance quite enchantingly. 
" But you agreed to meet hira here ?" said 

her companion, very moodily. 
" Agreed to meet him here! How ridiculous 

you are. I gave him rendezvous, which I beg 
to obsen'e is not precisely the 3ame thing as 
agreeing to meet him." 

"Sounds like it," said the gentleman, stiU 
more sulkily. 

" Very tme; but it isn't. I meant to come 
here—I always lay my plans long beforehand— 
iust at this time, and i thought I might as well 
let him come here as have lum constantly teas
ing me ui the mean time. It was a long while 
off, remember." And her black eyes danced 
with mischief and enticement, 

" And where is he now ?" asked her com
panion, after he had given her another look 
which brought the burning colour to her cheeks 
once more. 

" How on earth should / know ?" was her 
answer, and ns she made it, she tumed her head 

How 
You 

pond 

rouud and looked him full in the face, 
on earth should I know ?" she repeated. " 
don't imagine, I suppose, that I corresj 
with aU the friends of my youth. No, no; I 
never think of people when "they are out of my 
sight. I have no one that I care about enough 
to think of in absence, and I never write a 
letter, if I can possibly avoid it," 

" I understood, w'hen Mr, Felton came to 
London, he had not heard from his son for some 
time, and he has certainly not seen him there." 

" Very Ukely Master Arthur is not a particu
larly dutiful sou. However, his father wiil sec 
him here, if he stavs tiU next week, that's a 
fact," 

" What sort of person is Mr. Eelton's son ? 
I can't say I admire the old gentleman 
much." 

" N o ! Don't get on with him? I should 
think not, neither do I ; but Arthui-'s not in the 
ve-ry least Uke him. Not nearly so good-look
ing ; not like the Eeltons, I should say, at all; 
like his mother. His cousin, though he's a big 
booby, is a good-looking feUow, and looks like a 
gentleman. Now that's just what Ajrthur does 
not look like." 

" And what is just what he does look like ?" 
asked her companion, who took what he thought 
was a secret pleasure iu hearmg this unknown 
admirer of the beautiful woman who had capti
vated his fancy spokeu of in depreciating terms. 
But he was quite mistaken. Mrs. P. Ireton 
Bembridge discerned this amiable sentiment 
with perfect distinctness, and gave it all the 
nutriment to be supjiUed by the most consum
mate and dexterous coquetry. 

"H 'm!" she said, with a bewitchmg air of 
thought and deliberation. " What docs Arthur 
FeU on look like ? Very like a Yankee, and a 
Uttle like a Jew;" and she laughed most musi-
caUy. 

As Mrs. P. Ireton Bembridge drove her grey 
ponies towards the Uttle white town, the carriage 
passed, near a turn in one of the level shady 
roads, a bench placed between two tall slim trees. 
Between the oench and the road lav a broad 
pathway, with a grassy edge. A lady, simply 
dressed^ of a smaU sUght figure, and whose face 
was bent downwards, but iu whose air there was 
unmistakable refinement, was sitting on the 
bench, aud leaning a Uttle forward, was making 
marks upon the ground with her parasol, 
less in idleness than in the abstraction of 
thought. As the ponies trotted merrily by, and 
their mistress laughed, rather loudly but musi
cally, the lady looked up, and the eyes of the 
two*̂  women met. The gentleman who sat by 
the fair American, and who was ou the side of 
tiie carriage nearest to the pathway, was so 
absorbed in the animated conversation being 
carried on between them, that he did not notice 
the soUtary figui-e, nor see that anything had 
attracted his companion's attention. Indeed, 
the attraction was but momentary; the look 
had hardly been mterchanged before the car
riage whiiied past Harriet llouth. 
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She came forward upon the footpath and 
looked after the fast receding figure of her hus
band, as he bent deferentially towards the woman 
she had seen that morning, until she could see 
it no longer; and stiU stood there when the 
level shaded road was blank and empty. 

HARLEQUIN'S EARLY DAYS. 

THE progress of December directs the thoughts 
of many of us towards the pantomimes, and 
these are naturally associated with harlequin. 
We all know that that motlev personage came 
in the first instance from Italy, though he 
underwent strange modifications before he 
assumed the peculiar shape in which he now, 
every Christmas, presents himself to the patrons 
of the EngUsh theatres. We have all some 
general notion about a certain kind of Italian 
drama, in which the actors, of which he was 
one of the principal, played extempore. But I 
think I can fiU up this mere outline of know
ledge with something that is less generally fami
liar, and that at this season wiU not be alto
gether unacceptable. At aU events, I will make 
the attempt. 

Though the Masked Comedy and the Cora-
media dcU' Arte had much iu common, and are 
both equally distinct from the Commedia Eru-
dita, or " learned comedy" of Italy, they are 
not to be confounded with each other, as is too 
coramoulv the case. The dialogue of the corn-
media dell' arte was spoken extempore, though 
in accordance with a given plot, and the gaps 
that occurred in the progi*ess of the piece 
were filled up by certain gesticular pleasantries, 
devised by arlechino, or harlequin, and called 
" lazzi." The word " lazzo," though in diction
aries it will be found with " jes t" as its equiva
lent, seems to have been a form of " laccio," 
which denotes a " snare," and primarily a "tie." 
I t was by means of the " lazzo " that harlequin 
tied the disjointed scenes together. The dic
tionaiy meamng probably foUowed the theatri
cal usage, as frequently happens in other coun
tries. I may here take the opportunity of wam
ing the reader against the very strong tempta
tion he will feel to translate " commedia deU' 
arte" into " Comedy of Art." The rending looks 
so very easy and natural, it agrees so nicely with 
one's lexicon, it has respectable authority on its 
side, and it harmonises so beautifuUy with our 
modern fashion of caUing things " artistic," that 
one cannot reject it without a sigh. The prirai-
tive ItaUan comedy was so artistic, that its com
patriots, with one accord, determined to caU 
it the " artistic comedy," the " comedy of art," 
as distinguished from aU other dramatic works, 
past, present, and to come. What a splendid 
vision of precocious perfection rises before the 
eyes. It is said of the old English harlequin. 
Rich, who first opened Covent Garden Theatre, 
that his representation of the hatching of the 
motley gentleraan from an egg by the heat of 
the sun, was a masterpiece of dumb show. First 
the egg was chipped, then he graduaUy received 

motion, then with becoming timidity he felt the 
ground, then he stood upright, and at last, con-
vinced of his independent powers, he danced m 
triumph round the fragments of the sheU. What 
a sublime thought that the very first harlequm 
in the world was equaUy clever at his birth. 
Unfortunately, " a r t e " denotes "trade" as well 
as " art," or, more properly speaking, can be 
used in the same sense as our own word, when 
we say that a 'prentice learns the art and mys
tery of dyeing, m. The " commedia deU' arte " 
was first so called because it was performed by 
professional comedians, and not by those ama-
teurs of the court and the universities who 
were so conspicuous at the time of the revival of 
learning. Perhaps if we translate the expres
sion " guild comedy," we shall not go very far 
wrong. 

It is on record that the inventor of the com
media dell' arte was Francesco Cherea, a fa
vourite comedian of that noted patron of art. 
Pope Leo the Tenth, but the statement must 
be received with very considerable reservation. 
Even if we were whoUy unacquainted with the 
admitted connexion between the ItaUan masks 
and the primitive farces of the ancient Romans, 
we might be perfectly sure that a drama with
out written dialogue, but carried out in con
formity with some sort of plot, existed long 
before history, properly so called, b^an, and iu 
countries that have not been deemed dramatic. 
The Puritan children of New England, men
tioned by Mr. Hawthorne, who amiably played 
at " scourging Quakers," must have gone dra
matically to work, though they had never seen 
a stage-play, or, perhaps, heard of one in then 
lives. There must have been a Quaker to b^ 
scourged, an executioner to inflict, and a judge 
whose sentence gave authority to the proceed
ing. Without three parts, in the strict theatri
cal sense of the word, nothing could be con
formed to the title of the kindly game, and I do not 
think that I indulge in wild hypothesis when I 
coujectui-e that the finest part was that of the 
executioner. However we may classify the 
drama, by dividing it into species, or into schods, 
a play, to be a play at all, must be a story 
represented by action. WTiether it have written 
dialogue, or extempore dialogue, or no dialogue 
at all, is a secondary consideration. Probably 
in some countries the action in dumb-show pre
ceded the extempore dialogue, while in others it 
W'as otherwise, and in either case a plot, how
ever rude or simple, must have been agreed 
upon by the performers. But that a fixed 
mvariable dialogue, written in more erudite 
countries, orally taught to illiterate troops, 
must have been the result of an after-thought, 
seems to me beyond the possibiUty of a doubt. 
The first object of the fixed dialogue must have 
been further to Umit the sphere of action 
already defined by the plot. Possibly the more 
lively actors spoke too much, the slower 
" coaches" too Uttle, and the least retentive 
tried to mamtain a dumb show where none was 
designed. At all events, we may assume that 
the thing regulated preceded the regulation. A 

_JI< 
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fixed dialogue necessarily presupposes lextem-
pore talk. 

I am perfectly aware that an objection may 
be raised to my theory of dramatic development, 
from the fact that the most primitive plays 
which we have in a printed shape are precisely 
those which seem to consist almost whoUy of 
talk, with scarcely any action whatever. Not 
to enlarge on this subject, to which I may re
turn on some future occasion, I would say that 
lam not here referring to the growth of drama
tic literature, but to the beginning of the drama, 
before its connexion with literature arose. The 
very existence of a dramatic literature is a com
paratively modern fact—modem, I mean, with 
reference to the civiUsation of the different 
countries in which it has been manifest. 

Certam, too, it appears that Francesco 
Cherea could not have been the inventor of 
those masked figures by which the business of 
the commedia deU' arte, as well as those of 
the masked comedy (of which presently) were 
carried on, and which are indirectly represented 
by our Christmas pantomimes. The masks, 
there is every reason to believe, were old famiUar 
figures, whose origin belongs to the remotest 
ages, and cannot be assigned to one fertile brain, 
even though it were the brain of an inventive 
Italian. 

We may, however, assume that Cherea was 
among the first—perhaps the very first—to bring 
together, on the same stage, the masked figures 
who had previously been scattered over various 
districts. He may also have reduced the com
media deU' arte to a shape more regular than 
previously belonged to it. The peculiar use 
made of tne harlequin in connecting the scenes 
may have been his device, and he may have sub
stituted a written plot for one merely talked 
over by the performers. 

Possibly, too, the performances by his troop 
first received the name " commedia dell' arte." 
Whether any of these truly national comedies 
were even seen by Leo the Tenth seems doubtful. 
Francesco Cherea was caUed Terentiano Cherea, 
from the very admirable manner in which he 
played the character in the Eunuchus of Terence; 
and certainly if he made much out of a part so 
unpromising, he was a very clever fellow. There 
is no inconsistency, it should be observed, in 
the supposition that the same actor played in an 
"erudite comedy" on one day, and in a "com
media dell' arte " on the next. Indeed, such 
was then the common practice of ItaUan per
formers, who, liowevcr accustomed to extem
pore dialogue, seem always to have been ready 
to leam any words that were set down for 
them. Even the early English actors of the 
Elizabethan period were not devoid of a faculty 
of acting extempore, which was appUed even to 
tragedy. Among one of the most curious relics 
of the olden time, is a " platt" or plot, entitled 
the " Second Pai-t of the Seven Deadly Sins," 
written by Tarlcton the clown, aud preserved 
at Dulwich College.^ To this "platt," which 
comprises three tragical stories, with a sort of 
connecting chorus, the actors had to supply the 

dialogue, and among the names of those em
ployed occurs that of Richard Burbadge, after
wards so distinguished as an actor of Shake
speare's plays. 

However]! it seems very doubtful whether 
Francesco Cherea ever favoured his patron, Pope 
Leo, with a " commedia deU' arte." He seems 
to have introduced this class of drama into 
Venice, when driven from the papal dominions by 
the famous sack of Rome, that took place m 1527, 
dui-mg the papacy of Clement the Seventh. Did 
he merely take an extempore drama from one 
city to another, or did he find at Venice a pubUc 
wnich required a theatrical entertainment of a 
kind different from that which found favour at 
Rome, and begm, as it were, a new professional 
career, by presentmg in a new form a material 
that had long been famiUar with the pubUc 
mind, and to which a national interest was at
tached ? That Venice was particularly fitted for 
the birth of a formal " commedia cleU' arte " 
may be inferred from the enthusiasm with which 
the strange plays of Carlo Gozzi were received 
there more than two centuries afterwards, and 
which was owing to the novel maraier in wliich 
the old masked figures were emploved. Au early 
reformer of the " commedia dell' arte " was 
Flamminio Scala, who not only introduced a ncw 
method of impersonation and gesticulation, but 
printed the plots which had previously been 
given in manuscript. 

Akin to the " commedia deli' arte," but, as I 
have already observed, not to be confounded 
with it, was the " masked comedy," in whieh 
the dialogue, though spoken by the conven
tional personages, was regularlv written down, 
as in a " commedia erudita." There was, how
ever, this peculiarity of the dialogue of the 
" masked comedy," that it was written m the 
dialects of which the several characters were 
representatives. The founder of this kind of 
drama seems to have been one Beolco, profcs-
sionaUy named Ruzanti, who flourished m Padua 
early in the sixteenth centuiT, and is said first 
to have introduced the masked figui-e. Panta
loon, who always spoke in the dialect of a 
Venetian tradesman. Bergamo supplied hini 
with two comic servants, Harlecpiin, the stu])id 
bungler, and Scapin, the knavish valet, who 
were classed together as the "Zauui," or 
" Zanies" of the troop. From Fcrrara he 
took BrigheUa, a mustachioed rogue, and Pulli-
cenella, angUcised as Punch, came, I need hardly 
say, from Naples, The result of this heteroge
neous mixtui-e of nationaUties is, that the 
comedies of Ruzanti, of which there are six ex
tant, are scarcely readable even by Uterary 
ItaUans. 

Though the name of " masked comedy " is 
given to the class of drama of which Ruzanti 
was the originator, it must not be supposed that 
every one of the persons wore masks on their 
faces. Only pimtaloon, brighcUa, harlequin, and 
the Bolognesc doctor were thus disguised. Still 
the general appearance and dialect of each i)er-
sou remained the same iuto whatever mccc he 
was introduced. It is this fixity of the dramatis 
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personse that distinguishes the masked comedy 
from the " commedia erudita," to which, in the 
conduct of the plot, it bears a much stronger 
allinity than it does to the "commedia deli' 
arte," wliich in other respects it so closely re
sembles. 

One of the " commedia dell' arte," composed 
by Flamminio Scala (mentioned above), has been 
fully described by Dr. J, L, Klein, a raost in
dustrious student of dramatic Uterature, who is 
at present engaged on an elaliorate history of 
the Italian drama, of which he has completed 
the first volume. As Tarleton's tragical outline 
is called a "jolatt," or "plot," the coraical out
lines of Flamminio Scala are styled "canevasi," 
or canvases, and of these a coUection of fifty was 
published at Venice in 1611. 

Dr. Klein, to whom I am indebted for much 
of the information given above, has translated 
into German the argument of the selected piece, 
which is entitled 11 Fido Amico (The Faithful 
Friend), the Usts of characters and " properties," 
and the entire canvas of the first of three acts. 
The list of " properties" (caUed in the original 
" robbe per la commedia") looks comical 
enough, and is as follows:—"Many lanterns, 
blood and plaister to make the serablance of a 
wound, a chair wdth a high back, many pieces of 
linen and bandages to tie up a broken head, a 
lantern for the sbirri." This last lantern is no 
doubt a special article, with an official dignity 
about it, that altogether distinguished it from 
the many lanterns previously named. 

There is no indication of painted scenery; 
but the action of II Fido Amico is supposed to 
take place in the city of Naples, and the first act 
commences with the entrance, by night, of 
Pantaloon, with a lighted lantern, who states 
that he has informed the authorities of the flight 
of his daughter Isabella, and strongly suspects 
that the Doctor Gratiano is the guilty party. 
His servant. Harlequin, now appearing, ex
presses his suspicions of Oratio, a young 
nob-leman, who enters after the retirement of 
the others, and informs PedroUno, also one of 
Pantaloon's servants, that he has carried off 
Isabella, and has entrusted her to the care of his 
friend Flavio, the doctor's son. PedroUno 
warns him not to place too much confidence in 
Flavio, and talks to him of the love with which 
he has inspired Flavio's sister, Flamminia. 
This warning is overheard by Harlequin. 
Isabella, at a signal from Oratio, steals out of 
the doctor's house and teUs Oratio that his 
friend is not yet returned. She asks him if he 
ever loved another—a question to which he 
confidently repUes in the negative—and she 
implores him to remove her with all possible 
speed from her present place of concealment. 
This Oratio pronnses, and sends her back into 
the house, with the assurance that it contains 
all that is dear to him on earth. This conver
sation is overheard by Flamminia, who appears 
at the window of her father's house. Oratio 
retires on the entrance of Pantaloon and Harle
quin, the latter of whom acquaints the former 
with all that he has overheard, and the Doctor 

Gratiano now approaches with a lantern in his 
hand, on his way home to supper. Pantaloon 
invites himself to partake of the meal, but Gra-
tiano says he has nothing for him, and retires on 
the pretext that he has lost a paper of import
ance. This proceeding confirms Pantaloon m 
the beUef that the doctor has something to do 
with his daughter's flight, and Harlequm offers 
to enter the house by means of a ladder, assert
ing that he has often done so before, in order to 
pay clandestine visits to the servant OUvetta, his 
sweetheart. When they have returned to their 
house to make the necesary preparations for 
carrying this scheme into execution, Flamminia 
reappears at her window, expressingher astonish
ment that her father and brother have not re-
turned, and her ardent love for Oratio. Her 
soUloquy is overheard by IsabeUa, who lodges 
on the floor beneath, and who calls her down, 
whereupon they both discourse in the street, for 
the benefit, I presume, of the audience. Isa
bella receives the unpleasant information that 
she has been deceived by Oratio, who loves 
Flammmia, and has been carried off for the sake 
of Flavio. At this dismal news she bursts 
into tears, and imploring Flamminia to watch 
over her honour, returns to the house, as does 
also Flamminia after she has uttered a short 
prayer to Cupid, entreating that potent deity 
to alienate the heart of Oratio from Isabella. 
Captain Spavento—a permanent conventional 
character of the ItaUan stage, based on the 
" !Miles Gloriosus " of Plautus, and with attri
butes like Jonson's BobadU, now comes with a 
company of musicians to salute IsabeUa, who 
has Deen promised to him by her father, and of 
whose flight he is ignorant. Gratiano reappears 
on his way home to supper, aud the captam, like 
Pantaloon, invites himself to partake of it; but 
Gratiano professes to fast, and goes home, 
whereupon the captain orders his musicians to 
strike up, and the music brings out Harlequin, 
who asks for whom the mattmata is intended. 
Erom the use of this word " mattmata," when 
we should expect to flnd " serenata," or serenade, it 
may be conjectured that sunrise is now approacli-
ing. To denote music at break of day, the French 
I may observe, have the word "aubade," but I 
am not aware that there is an exact equivalent to 
mattiuata in English. In answer to Harleq[uiii's 
questions, the captain says that the music is in-
tonded for his affianced spouse Isabella, and he 
now for the first time hears of her flight. His 
rage is shown by a volley of imprecations, which 
frightens Harlequin into the house, and brings 
out PedroUno, who pretends to carry a cross
bow under his cloak, and causes the captain and 
his band to flee from the stage in terror. Pedro
Uno laughs heartUy, and Pantaloon now comes 
out to see the cause of disturbance, with a lantern, 
which Harlequin, who appears with his ladder, 
blows out. The ladder is duly placed against 
Gratiano's house and mounted by Harlequin, 
when PedroUno, who has concealed himself, 
issues forth, using a feigned voice, cudgels 
Pantaloon, and so much terrifies Harlequm that 
he faUs from the ladder. With this practical 
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joke, which was doubtless perpetrated in the 
true clown-and-pantaloon style, the first act 
terminates. 

In the second act we find Flavio unwiUing to 
go home, through the honourable motive that 
he is deeply in love with Isabella, and fears to 
compromise his friend Oratio. PedroUno coun
sels him to subdue this passion, and afterwards, 
without assigning a reason, advises Oratio to re
move IsabeUa from her present place of con
cealment, having first put on the dress of a 
Spaniard, as likely to cause terror. There is then 
a comic scene between the captain, Pantaloon, 
and Harlequin, who jostle against each other in 
the dark, tdl Flavio, sword in hand, puts the cap
tain to flight, and remains alone on the stage. 
Isabella, attracted from the house, asks him why 
he does not come in to supper, whereupon he 
alleges a passion for a lady, out refuses to say 
who she IS. PedroUno loudly calls IsabeUa by 
name, and his voice brings forward the captain, 
whom he takes for Oratio in the Spanish dis
guise, and exhorts Isabella to follow him. She 
compUes, and Flamminia, who lias watched the 
whole proceeding from her window, and faUs 
into the same mistake as Pedrolino, bewaUs her 
hapless lot, and is heard by Flavio, who pities 
her sorrows and deplores his own. PedroUno, 
who has discovered his blunder, now appears 
in terror, and declares that Isabella is gone off 
with the captain. Flavio hastens to her rescue, 
and Flammmia, overjoyed, entering IsabeUa's 
chamber, puts on the hat and cloak which she 
has left behind. Now, at last, Oratio comes 
disguised as a Spaniard, and is on the point of 
carrying off Flamminia, whom he mistakes for 
Isabella, when he is interrupted by the watch, 
the captain of whom sends the supposed Isabella 
home to his own wife and daughter, and sum
mons Oratio to appear in the morning before 
the viceroy. Oratio is left in a dismal mood, 
but is presently cheered by Flavio, who re
appears to assure him that he has rescued 
Isabella from the captain, and lodged her with 

lady named Eranceschina. A squabble be-a 

from Captain Spavento. He draws his sword 
on the sbirri, who retire, having first wounded 
him in the head, which is now bandaged by the 
weeping Isabella. He is taken into Pantaloon's 
house, and his serious misfortune is burlesqued 
by a comic scene between Captain Spavento, 
who enters with his head bandaged, and Panta
loon, who in vain endeavours to find his wound. 
The story is now brought to a happy conclu
sion. Pantaloon pardons his daughter, and 
Oratio, deeply moved by the emotion of his 
friend, resigns Isabella in his favour, and marries 
Flamrainia instead. What were the feelings of 
IsabeUa on being thus cooUy used to pay a debt 
of gratitude we have no means of leaming; 
but as she was represented by a lady, who in 
her day was reckoned not the greatest of aU 
actresses, tragic or comic, but the most virtuous 
of her sex, we have no doubt they were very 
adequately expressed. 

It will be observed that, notwithstanding the 
complexity of the action above described, the 
unities of time and place are severely preserved, 
and that were the revival of the play demanded 
at the present day, it would be Drought out 
with a single scene, exactly the same in prin
ciple as that employed for the representation of 
Terence's comedies at Westminster, On- one 
side would stand the house of Pantaloon, on 
the other that of the doctor, whUe the stage 
would represent the street. 

tween Pantaloon and the doctor, which was, no 
doubt, carried on with the utmost violence, ends 
the second act. 

Day now dawns. Oratio hears from Frances-
chma, who, it seems, is a lodging-house keeper, 
the generous devotion of Flavio, and also that 
Isabella has left the lodging to return to her 
father's house. He is next mformed by Harle-

aum of the wrath of Pantaloon, by whose orders 
be watch had intercepted IsabeUa in her fiight, 

and who threatens to hang Pedrolino. In the 
mean while,Pantaloon liasdiscoveredthattheper-
8on captured is Flamminia disguised as Isabella; 
and Flavio, who learns this and beUeves that 
Oratio has proved unfaithful to his love, in 
the plenitude of his indignation resolves to kUl 
Flammmia. Meeting Isaoella on her way home 
to her father, Pantaloon, he teUs her all that he 
has heard; but the sbirri making their appear
ance, summon him to the court on the charge of 
an attack upon the watch, which, I presume, 
occurred when he rescued the sham IsabeUa 

CAROL FOR CHRISTMAS. 

B E comforted, 0 earth, 
Break forth, and sing 

A song of praise 
For happier days ; 

He is coming—the great King! 

Be comforted, ye poor. 
God's garner, open wide, 
Shall ample store provide 
For evermore. 
The chains that curst. 
Asunder burst, 
In troops the prisoners from the dungeons rise, 

Half scared, and dazzled quite. 
To meet the gracious light, 

The light of emerald earth and azure skies. 

Oh, broken hearts, and weary ,̂ 
That find this life so dreary, 
And ye tormented. 
That have lain 
Long years in pain, 
Waiting for daath in vain ; 
And ye despised ones, 
All out of sight and thought. 
That seem to count for nought 
On this unfriendly earth, 
Fear not; to Him ye are of tender worth ; 
And He cometh, the great King, 
The Angel of the covenant, 
With healing on His wing! 

Rejoice, rejoice, 0 earth. 
Break forth and sing 

A psalm of praise 
For happier day.-*, 

He is coming, the great King! 
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Rejoice, ye faithful, ye 
That watch and wait ; 
And, eager to divine 
Each slow unfolding sign, 
Press forth to meet the Bridegroom at the gate. 
Ye bearers of His cross, 
That, cheerful, take. 
For His loved sake, 
Despite and shame, and pain and loss; 
Ye workers that, from earliest mora. 
The burden and the heat have bome, 
Ye that have mourn'd your evil day. 
And sought betimes the better way. 
Ye blessed children of the blest, rejoice ! 
Lift up your voice, 
And one long glorious anthem raise 
In your great Master's praise. 

Rejoice, 0 happy earth, 
Beneath His sway benign. 

He is the peerless One, 
Tlie priceless, the Divine ! 

He is the King of kings, 
0 earth, and He is thine! 

The Holy One, the J u s t ; 
Start, sinner, from your lair! 

Wake, dreamer, from your dream, 
Aud meet Iiim as ye dare I 

Quail, ye who never fear'd till now! 
Blanch, boastful lip and brazen brow! 

Blasphemers and profane. 
Voluptuous, dyed 
With leprous stain— 
Defamers of the good, 
Betrayers in cold blood, 
Incarnate fiends that wear 
The saintly garb, beware ! 
And meet Him as ye dare! 

0 much-abused earth. 
For all so fair and green. 

Against thee hath gone forth 
The cry, "Unclean! unclean!" 

How wilt thou bear to see 
Thy history's page unrolled ? 

Reveal'd the shameful mystery, 
The horrid secret told ? 

Fear much, but trust Him more; 
For He will purge His floor, 
Aud -with a mighty whirlwind clear 
The tainted atmosphere. 
All things renew 
In form and hue, 
Till earth resume 
Her pristine bloom, 
And Eden re-appear. 

He cometh, the great King 
In glory to reclaim 

The lost inheritance, blood-bought 
Upon the tree of shame. 

And we shall look on Him, whom we have pierced! 
That patient brow 
Once laid so low, 

With light divine resplendent now! 

Be comforted, 0 earth, 
Be comforted for ever! 

It is the glorious harvest time 
For every race, in every clime. 

Along the wastes of death 
Reviving waters flow, 

And on the desert heath 
Sweet Sharon's roses blow I 

He cometh, the great King, 
The bounteous, the benign! 

Rejoice, redeemM earth. 
At last to call Him thine. 

Receive the gift of gifts. 
Himself—the glorious giver, 

And great thy children's peace shall be 
For ever and for ever! 

\ 
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OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. 
THE SPAFIELDS BIOTS, 

A MODEiiN historian caUs Lord Sidmouth " a 
rat-catcher," so celebrated did that suspicious 
statesman become for training spies, drilling m-
formers, ripening, bringmg to a head, and 
quaslung, small conspiracies. He was no 
Nestor, but he acted according to his Ughts; 
and his ideal was, not the correction of abuses 
in the constitution, but the suppression of theur 
more dangerous enemies. 

Some years after the Spafields riots, when the 
oppressive Six Acts had been passed, and Orator 
Hunt and Bamford the Radical author stood 
before the privy councU, they were surprised to 
find the cruel Castlereagh a handsome elegant 
person in a plum-coloured coat, and " the fero-' 
cious rat-catcher," Lord Sidmouth, an affable 
tall bony old man, with thin greyish hair, broad 
forehead, and mild inteUigent eyes looking out 
blandly from " cavernous orbits." 

Starvation is the mother of sedition. In 1816, 
Castle, OUver, and other govemment spies, had 
informed the great government rat-catcher that 
the Radicals were growing dangerous, and, in 
fact, rapidly organising for an armed outbreak. 
At many of the Hampden clubs, particularly 
in the manufacturing districts of Lancashire, 
Leicestershire, Nottinghamshire, and Derby
shire, revolution had become an object openly 
avowed. The more moderate men were agitat
ing for universal suffrage and annual parUa-
ments. There is no concealing the fact now 
that iu 1816 the general distress and discontent 
had led the rasher and more ignorant of the 
reformers into dangerous schemes. It is on 
record that at the trial of two men at the Edm-
burgh Court of Justiciary, in 1817, it was proved 
that the oath administered at their reform club 
in 1816 had ended with the following clause, 
worthy of a German secret tribunal: 

" I wUl support the same to the utmost of 
my power, either by moral or physical strength, 
as the cause may require ; and I do further swear 
that neither hopes, fears, rewards, nor punish
ments shaU induce me to inform on, or give evi
dence against, any member or members, collec
tively or individuaUy, for any act or expression 
done or made in or out of this or simUar 
societies, tinder the punishment of death to be in
flicted on me by any member or members of such 
societies." 
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Men, hopeless of reform by any means but 
force, who conld sign such an oath, were quite 
T ^ y to bum Bristol, or to plot with the Cato-
street conspirators. That wise minister of Henry 
Quatre, SuUy, speaking from the depth of his 
long life's experience, and in an age of revolu
tions, said, profoundly: " The people never re
volt from fickleness or the mere desire of change. 
It is the impatience of suffering that alone pro
duces revolutions." Looking back now, we can 
aU see clearly the misery that gave rise to the 
troubles of 1816-1830, and we can deplore the 
violence that so long delayed the irresistible 
advance of reform. 

Narrow-minded, severe men, Uke Lord Sid
mouth, supposed all the Radicals of that period 
were incendiaries and Jacobins. But there 
were many strands to the rope by which re
form was slowly dragged up from the bottom of 
tbe Dead Sea of Chinese conservatism. There 
were shrewd honest sincere, though embittered 
and virulent men, like Cobbet; calm tiresome 
enthusiasts, with one idea, like old Major Cart-
wright ; selfish blustering glib demagogues, like 
Orator Hunt; dignified condescending persistent 
men of the people, like Sir Francis Burdett; 
dangerous revengeful malignant adventurers, 
like Thistlewood; and bluft* disappointed ven
turous poUtieians, like dauntless Lord Cochrane. 

The ministers fervently believed that the re
formers intended to overthrow the government, 
to plunder the City, to subdivide land, to throw 
open the prisons, to fire the barracks, to attack 
the Tower and the Bank, and to barricade 
London-bridge in order to stop the artillery 
coming from Woolwich. According to the re
ports of their spies, soldiers were to be bribed 
with a hundred guineas each. The wild talk of 
a few starving desperate men was represented 
to Lord Sidmouth as the deliberate plans of aU 
the radical clubs in England. The informers had 
disclosed that the five commanders of the people 
were to be Thistlewood, then a subaltern in the 
Marmes; " Dr." Watson, a quondam surgeon, 
his son. Castle (the spy), and Preston, a lame 
operative. Pikes and arms were already pro
vided, and points of attack selected. The army 
once bought over, the Committee of PubUc 
Safety was to consist of such true patriots as 
Sir Francis Burdvitt, Alderman W ôod (the Lord 
Mayor), Lord Cochrane, Orator Hunt, Major 
Cartwright, Gale Jones (a chemist), Roger 
O'Connor, Mr. Fawkes (a Yorkshire squire), 
Sam Brookes, Thompson of Holborn-hill, the 
Watsons, and that indefatigable plotter, Thistle
wood. 

The Spenceans were great workers in these 
agitations. These theoiists were disciples of a 
Tuirkshire schoolmaster who had been prose
cuted in 1800 for an absurd plan of making the 
govemment farm aU the land iu England, and 
divide the produce among the peorile. The 
high-flown speculators iu moonshine neld their 
meetings in humble places—at the Cock in 
Grafton-street Soho, at the Mulberry Tree m 
Moorfields, the Nag's Head in Carnaby Market, 
and a public-house in Lumber-street, Borough. 

It was to a conglomeration of such dupes, 
dupers, speculators, fanatics, and madmen, 
that London was indebted for the Spa
fields riots. Quiet reformers were the guUs 
of the violent and the sanguine; and the 
violent were the gulls of the infamous spies, 
who urged aud goaded them to immediate 
action, and exaggerated the sympathy and sup
port with which their outbreak would be re
ceived. Many credulous men, rendered im
patient by hunger, believed that any change 
must be for the best, and that the mob had only 
to rise and seize their rights from a paralysed 
ministry. 

In the mean time, Cobbett (who, a year 
later, had to fly to America to avoid pro
secution) sowed his Weekly Register broad
cast over the country, rousing the people to 
claim their privileges, and teaching them many 
bitter but wholesome lessons. The whole coim-
try was in a state of effervescence like a seidUtz-
powder glass when the powder of the white 
packet meets the powder of the blue: over 
London, especially, the air seemed heavy with 
thunder-clouds. The rat-catcher was watching, 
with his dogs ready in leash, eager for au overt 
act which would enable him to pull the sUps. 
Great must have been the alarm and vet delight 
of Lord Sidmouth when he heard that Orator 
Hunt had convened a great refonn meeting in 
Spafields, on the 15th of November, 1816. 
Now he should have them. The Guards soon re
ceived their orders how to act, to prevent the 
anticipated plunder and conflagration of the city. 

Spafields—so called from the chalybeate 
sprmgs between that district and Sadler's Wells, 
popular with London citizens about the reign of 
George the Second, and since neglected—con
sisted, in 1816, of a large unenclosed space, with 
Coldbath-fields prison (erected in 179J-) on one 
side, frownmg down on it with its dismal spiked 
walls. It was accessible from Smithfield on the 
south, the City-road on the east, Islington on 
the north, P'̂ entonvUle ou the west. The 
Merlin's Cave public-house, being adjacent, was 
convenient for men thirsty with bawling aud 
huzzaing, and the forbidding sooty bulk of the 
prison was most useful as an object of denun
ciation for the speech-makers. 

Wheu a govemment is oppressive, and the 
people are starving, demagogues spring up 
as surely as the yellow leather fungus starts 
from rotten timber. They are glib men, who 
trade on public grievances. Their business 
is to flatter and to inflame. The more sincere 
they are, the more dangerous. Hunt was pro-
bab'lv, m his way, honest, seeing that he died a 
quiet member of pariiamcnt, and a peaceful 
vendor of roasted com and blacking. It was his 
profession to agitate, and his inordinate vanity 
required the iucesseiit applause of the mob. 

This Hunt, whom Thistlewood afterwards 
denounced as a secret spy, whose name would 
be found first in the AVhitehaU ledger, was an 
Essex farmer, a tall stout healthy fair 
mau, rather handsome, but with an irritable 
and spiteful mouth. He had fair hair, a double 
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chin, and a blustering ready wit. His gesture 
was awkward, his style disjointed, his voice 
croaking, and his accent provincial; but his 
energy and readiness won the people. His 
querulous cowardice in Ilchester jail disen-
cnanted his admirers, and showed the man 
selfish, shallow, and purposeless. 

The meeting on Friday, the 15th, was osten
sibly to consider the propriety of petitioning the 
Prince Regent on the distressed state of the 
country. The distress was only too evident. The 
meeting, so far, was justifiable; for taxes were 
still as heavy as during the war, and government 
showed no signs of lowering them. Spafields 
teemed with rough eager men, Irish from Gray's 
Inn courts, watchmakers from ClerkenweU, 
butchers from Newgate-street, shopmen from 
Holborn and Cheapside, coatless weavers from 
Spitalfields, and dangerous-looking feUows from 
W^hitechapel. In great greasy waves the hardy 
hungry mass surged round the black prison walls, 
and jostled and fought their way to the centre of 
the whirlpool that rolled and billowed in its im
patience for the man of the people—Cobbett's 
friend—the denouncer of the Regent and aU the 
foes of freedom. A company of the Guards, 
commanded by Captain Gronow, was sent to gar
rison the Spafields prison, whose outer waUs 
they instantly loopholed for musketry. Flying 
artillery, also drawn up iu the court-yard, was 
m ambuscade behiud the prison gates. 

At half-past twelve, the Rev. Mr. Parke ad
dressed the crowd from the window of a hack
ney-coach. Having let the lion loose, it was now 
necessary to advise the lion to behave well. He 
urged tranquUlity on a hundred thousand people 
met to feel their owm power. But they must, 
anyhow, maintain their rights and liberties. 
The meeting then adjourned to the Merlin's 
Cave, aud there, at about one. Hunt and 
the Watsons, wearing cockades, arrived in an 
open chariot, waving Reform flags. Thunders 
of cheers when the well-known white hat (then 
a badge of the Radical cause) appeared gliding 
over the black waves of heads that parted 
shouting before his carriage, and closed roaring 
behind it. The roar of a south-western gale 
when his well-known blue frock-coat and yeflow 
waistcoat drew nearer. Fresh hurricanes when 
his top-boots—the top-boots that marked the 
bold honest farmer—appeared before their eyes. 

Soon that brazen, oUy-tongued man, with 
the fair fat face, set to work with extended 
hands, waving his white hat, and clenching his 
fist. He denounced the hireling press that 
ridiculed him. The papers talked (as talking 
gentlemen in parUament have since talked) of 
the improvidence and indolence of the poor. It 
was untrue. What was the cause of non-
employment ? Taxation. Wliat was the cause 
of taxation ? Corruption. He pointed to Cold
bath-fields prison, called it "the British Bas-
tiUe," and hinted at a bad end to it. I t was the 
people's duty, he said, to petition before employ
ing physical force. What insolence it was in 
profligate minions of government to ^ay people 
suffered nothmg from taxation 1 " They had 
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heard of an impudent fellow caUed George Can
ning ; a man who had the audacity ,̂ the un
paralleled insolence, to call the people of Eng
land a swinish multitude, offscourings, and dl 
sorts of opprobrious epithets. But who was this 
Canning ? What was his family ? Who were his 
ancestors ? Where was his nobUity P The Whigs 
were wolves in sheep's clothing. They had at
tempted to put down the friends of freedom. 
They had brought a gownsman, a Mr. Broug
ham, to the hustings to overpower him (Hunt), 
but he had sent him packing, neck and heels." 
Hunt then, amid whirlwinds of cheers, praised 
Burdett, Major Cartwright, and Cobbett, and 
anathematised the Tories. He concluded by 
proposing an address to the Prince Regent, 
begging him to convene parUament, in order that 
public wrongs might be redressed. The elder 
Watson seconded the motion. The many-
headed monster waved its mixed hands, Uke 
weapons in the air. The meeting was then 
adjourned for a fortiiight; the next mob would 
be larger, more prepared, more dangerous. 
Hunt sat down at last. Instantly his horses 
were unharnessed and led off, and the mob 
seized his chariot and dragged it, shouting. Even
tually the too impulsive mob ran the chariot 
against a waU, and so disabled it (Hunt secretly 
cursing at the expense) that the demagogues 
had to get out and walk. Hunt retired to his 
hotel in Bouverie-street, where the Spencean 
phUanthropists thrust themselves upon nim, and 
philanthropically shared his dinner, and proposed 
philanthropical toasts. There, too, came Castle, 
the spy, and proposed an infamous and de
testable toast; not being kicked out, he re
mained, and feU into a fox sleep, listening as 
he slept. The crowd roUed hither and thither 
after nightfall. They stole some bread at a 
baker's near Exeter 'Change. They carried off 
some flsh in the Strand. They broke the windows 
of some bakers in St. Martin's-lane. They 
attacked and hurt several Bow-street officers. 
But there were no leaders; the time was not 
ripe; by degrees the crowds went home, and by 
nine all was quiet. 

On the 2na of December the adjourned meet
ing took place, amid universal alarm. Mr. Hunt, 
in his inflexible white hat, came to town from 
Essex in his tandem. As he bowled along Cheap-
side at about twentv minutes to one o'clock, he 
was stopped by Castle, the spy, who was moving 
with the crowd, and told by that reUable person 
that it was no use going on to Spaflelds, as the 
meeting had been broken up two hours before, 
and that the people were then advancing on the 
Tower, which the reformers had seized an 
hour ago. Our country squire was too shrewd. 
He wanted talk and applause, not action and 
bloodshed, so on he went. The spy was, never
theless, partly right; for a sedition had indeed 
already broken out in Skinner-street. 

Hunt was at Merlin's Cave by one o'clock; 
a Mr. Clarke was afready in the chafr. Agam 
the orator poured forth his denunciations. Find
ing, he said, that Sir Francis Burdett was at 
Brighton, he (Hunt) himself had undertaken to 



^ 

CliaTlefl Dickens.] ALL T H E YEAR ROUND. [December 22,1S66.] 565 

Eent the people's petition to the Prince 
ent. He had been to Carlton House, and 
asked for an audience. He was there told 

to present the petition through the Home Secre
tary at the next levee. He had then carried it to 
Lord Sidmouth's of&ce. Lord Sidmouth had re
ceived him poUtely (artful old rat-catcher), and 
the next day had written to say that he had pre
sented the petition, but on no occasion had the 
present royal family ever retumed answers to 
petitions except from the city of London or the 
universities. But the petition had been attended 
to. The Regent had sent flve thousand pounds to 
the soup committee, but it came from droits of 
Adnuralty, of which the sailors had been robbed. 
What should be done next ? Would they give 
np the thing ? (No, no.) He was not to be put 
down by calumny. They had had the honour 
of bemg attendedf by a regular army. He would 
teU the people how to oppose thefr artiUery, 
by the artillery of reason, truth, and justice. 
He would go on, if aU the artiUery of Europe 
were in that field against hira. ParUament was 
to meet on the 28 th of January, and he would 
propose some resolutions and a petition to the 
House of Commons. Would they aU sign ? 
(Yes, yes.) Hoped they'd disperse quietly. 
Moved resolutions—same as those proposed at 
the Common HaU ten days before oy Mr. 
Waithman. A Mr. Haydon seconded them. 
Carried unanimously. Hunt moved a petition to 
parliament for a general reform. Waddington 
seconded. Hunt moved that Lord Cochrane 
(then in persecution) should present it. Part of 
meeting wished Burdett should join Lord Coch
rane. That amendment was at length carried, 
and the tumultuous meeting adjourned quietly 
to the second Monday after the meeting of par
liament. Hunt rode home on horseback like a 
conqueror, to his hotel in Bouverie-street, and 
was cheered loudly by that deluge of a crowd. 
It was weU for the orator that the meeting did 
end tranquUly, for the Guards had been in readi
ness at various points, as Gronow, that agreeable 
dandy, one of tnefr officers, informs us. 

But Hunt did not go half far enough for the 
Spenceans and the Red Republican party, who 
wanted plunder, revolution, and murder. Vio
lent men had arrived at Spafields, an hour before 
Hunt arrived. It had probably been held ad
visable thus to anticipate the soldiers, and make 
an early dash at the gunsmiths' shops (a la mode 
de Paris) before marching on the Tower, which 
to the eyes of men Uke Thistlewood fuUy re
presented the BastiUe. There were no prisoners 
m the Tower, true, nor had it ever been a 
stronghold of oppression, but, theatrically, it 
was necessary to consider it the Bastille, and 
therefore it was to be taken by storm. Certain 
conspirators, who wished to turn aU to mischief, 
had already arranged thefr plans, hopmg to be fol
lowed by the turbulent masses, whatever they 
did. Early in the morning a mob of two or three 
hundred persons bore down on Smithfleld, in
creasing as they went, and, joining another 
mob roUiug up from Finsbury-square, proceeded 
towards Coldbath-fields, where the Spenceans 

had already arrived with a waggon containing 
arms, araraunition, and a bannei*, on which was 
inscribed: 

" The brave soldiers are our friends. Treat 
them kindly." 

Watson, the surgeon, spoke from the wag
gon, from which two tricolor flags were dis
played, in a violent addi-ess, and his sou fol
lowed him with a speech still more insane and 
dangerous. He declaimed against the useless
ness of petitions tiU he grew mad with talking. 
" If they will uot give us what we want," 
screamed the young maniac, " shaU we not take 
it ? (Cries of ' Yes.') Are you willing to take 
it? (Yes.) WiU you go and take it ? (Yes.) 
If I jump down amongst you, wiU you come 
and take it? (Yes, yes,) WUl you foUow me r" 
(Yes, yes, yes, yes, YES.) Down he leaped 
from the waggon, and rushed towards Coppice-
row ; two sailors, Cashman and another, carry
ing the tricolor flags. A man named Hooper, 
who wore a tricolor cockade, walked beside 
the leaders. At Coppice-row two brave men 
bearded this mob. Mr. Stafford, the chief clerk 
of Bow-street, dashed at one of the flags. John 
Limbrick, an officer from Hatton-garden police 
office, hearing a caU for help, hurried in, tore 
down a banner, and coUared youug Watson: 
whom Hooper, however, rescued. 

About two hundred rioters rushed ou to Skin
ner-street. There was a small dinirv gunmaker's 
shop (one Beckwitli's), No. 58, at the corner of 
Snow-hill, that little knew how famous it was 
soon to become—quiet enough that morning, w ith 
aproned workmen looking down gun-barrels, and 
trying locks, but soon to be the centre of a popu
lar typhoon, and glared at by a thousand fierce 
eyes' Shortly after twelve, two or three men, led 
by young Watson, entered the shop roughly and 
demanded fire-arms. There were in the shop, 
from a hundred and fifty to two hundred fuwl-
ing-pieces, and about two hundred pistols, with 
ammunition, to the value of thirteen hundi-ed 
pounds. 

Mr. Platt, a gentleman m the shop at the time 
on business, seeing that the gunsmith himself 
was absent, and bemg a relation of Beckwath's, 
took upon himself kindly to remonstrate with the 
felonious rioters. Yomig Watson, being grappled 
by Platt, either intentionaUy or accidentally re
taliated by shooting lum. The pistol-shot was 
scarcely fired, before compunction came over 
young Watson, mingled somewhat oddly with 
professional feeUng. He knelt down, and, say-

he was a surgeon, examined the lUg groanmg 
and bleeding man. He was at once secured by 
a Bow-street officer, who sent Mr, Grilfin, a per
fumer, who was also iu the shop at the time, for 
handcuffs, and carried Watson for security to 
an upper room. Thereupon gathered round the 
house a tumultuous and enraged mob, who 
seized Griffin as he returned with the hand
cuffs. 

Now the work began. A man naraed Gun
nel, in a drayman's dress, smashed ui one 
window with a broomstick. Cashman, the 
young sailor, a fine athletic young fellow, 
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whose voyages to America had fired him with 
republican ideas, aud who treated the whole 
matter as a frolic, broke the second window. 
Hooper left his flag at the door in charge of 
a rioter, and shouting, "Follow me—foUow 
mc!" came into the shop to grapple with 
GrifTin : who, to save himself, wearily said : 

" AY hat do you want with me? I come to 
rescue the man as well as you," 

The mob cried, " Where is our leader?" 
Beckwith, the apprentice, said he was gone; 

but the mob instantly ran up-stairs, rescued hira, 
and bore liira off in triumph. 

On Griffin threatening Hooper wdth fire-arms, 
the rioter drew out a pistol and presented it, 
saying, " I can fire as well as you." Griffin then 
ran up-stairs in terror. 

The mob soon poured iu, and snatched the 
guns and pistols through the broken window, 
Cashman came into the counting-house, and 
took off a dozen guns at a time, distributing 
them to the men at the door. Five or six men 
also took guns from the glass cases on the 
counter, and Cashman carried two dozen at 
one time, and ten at another, and passed them 
among the checrmg crowd. The saUor, and 
three or four draymen, were conspicuous all 
through this scene of violence. Cashman kept 
a gun himself, and the mob then moved on 
towards Newgate-street, firing guns and waving 
pistols. Hooper marched beside the man who 
carried a large red white and green sUk flag, 
which bore the foUowing inscription in gUt 
letters: 

NATURE to feed the hungry. 
JUSTICE to punish crimes. 
TRUTH to protect the oppressed. 

In Cheapside the mob fired off thefr guns in 
frantic delight at their first victory. 

Radical mobs at this period had usually a 
dangerous procUvity towards banks. The plun
der of the Bank of England was generaUy the 
first clause in their programmes. It would have 
been a pleasant revenge—a terrible blow at a 
tyrannical and oppressive administration. I t 
would also have recompensed the gaUant rioters; 
but that was of no consequence. 

The mob had now reached the north side of 
the Royal Exchange, towards Threadneedle-
street. They had no settled purpose, except 
that of getting somehow into the Tower. There 
was no real cohesion among them—no reUable 
leader. They meant mischief, however, and the 
flame was spreading. But there were two men 
quite ready to meet thera. The Lord Mayor and 
Sir James Shaw did not wait for bayonets, nor 
showers of grape, nor a body-guard of Bow-street 
mmiers, but observing the mob loose, scattered, 
and undetermined, bore down upon tliem. These 
two men, wiih Mr. White and two constables, 
rushed at the flag. Sir James seized the 
bearer and several others, one after the other, 
with his own hands. The stolen guns were not 
conspicuous then. The rioters had no real heart 
in the cause, no real purpose in the rioting. 
Levy, a City constable, took Cashman, the saUor; 
he had a gun, wliich was loaded with smaU-shot, 
and primed. On drawing the load, Cartwright, 

a marshalman, said to the sailor: "There is 
enough here." To which Cashman replied: " I 
know that. I brought it on purpose to kill or 
be kUled." Mr, Hodgetts, of Paternoster-row, 
seeing Sir James Shaw tear down the tricolor 
flag, sprang forward on the mob also and seized 
Hooper, under whose coat was found a brace 
of pistols (not Beckwith's), loaded with baH. 
Gamble, another man, who was seen at the 
Exchange busy araong the mob, and with a 
gun on his shoulder, was seized the same day 
in the Borough, and was at that time carrying 
a discharged gun, A third man. Carpenter, who 
was afterwards arrested, was discovered through 
sending to be pawned a pistol that he had 
stolen from the shop. 

The squib had no bang hi it. The game was 
nearly played out. I t was ending in what in 
American slang is caUed " a fizzle." The leader, 
young Watson, one of those fiery shaUow natures 
which are quick to heat and quick to cool, did 
not appear any more after his attempt at hoHii-
cide. Hunt, the inciter, was safe in his Bouve
rie-street hotel, careless of what might happen. 
Some of the mob passed on towards the Minories, 
where, safe from the constables' staves, they 
plundered two more gunsmiths' shops, but did 
nothing with the arms. They were tnieves, but 
hardly conspirators. Those five men at the 
Royal Exchange had mopped back the Atlantic, 
and saved London from plunder and burning. 
The mob broke wuidows; and, rallying in Aid-
gate, were driven by the miUtary towards the 
Tower, There there was some siUy clamour, an^ 
a speaker at Radical clubs, Preston, the lame 
man, scrambled up the waUs by the help of a 
friend's knees and shoulders, and summoned the 
soldiers to surrender. They laughed, but did 
not fire; and presently the lame*idiot was haled 
down by his friends. The mob's blood had never 
been really up. There was no miUtary element 
in them. Before ten at night the ward con
stables, patrols, and marshals, passed each 
other from street to street, fr'om Temple-bar to 
the Tower-gate, the encouraging words, "AU 
quiet!" Then London, reassured, feU asleep. 

On the following Monday, a horse patrol at 
Higl'jgate espied three suspicious persons, whom 
he thought belonged to a gang of which he had 
information. He and another man rode at them, 
but two escaped. The thfrd stabbed a man 
naraed Rhodes in the right side with a sword, 
but was captured. He tumed out to be the 
elder Watson, the surgeon, of Newcastle-street, 
in the Strand. He was tried, but acquitted 
for want of evidence. In the mean .time, 
a reward of one hundred pounds had been 
offered for the apprehension of the man who 
shot Mr, Platt. Young Watson, who was sus
pected of the crime, remamed stUl hidden, m 
spite of three weeks' active search, and nume
rous false arrests. 

On January 20, 1817, Cashman, Hooper, 
Gamble, Gunnel, and Carpenter were tried at 
the Old BaUey on a charge of stealmg guns, 
blunderbusses, and pistols from_ the shop of 
Andrew Beckwith. Every one pitied the frank 
reckless young saUor, his face browned by foreign 
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suns, his bearing defiant of death. The evidence 
was dead against him. He had been seen taking 
guns from Beckwith's counting-house; he had 
been seen to seize Griffin, the perfumer; he 
had been seen in the waggon, carrying the tri
color flag; lastly, he had oeen apprehended at 
the Exchange carrying a loaded gun, and had 
then said to his captor that he meant to kill 
or be kiUed. 

The evidence of one witness especiaUy proved 
the preparations for an outbreak made by 
Hooper, the treasurer of the conspiracy. 

Frederick Windermere, of the Horseferry-
road, Westminster, stated that on the 27th of 
November a person called on him and hired a 
waggon. On Sunday evening, December 1, 
Hooper and the former person caUed on hira 
again, and he received directions from both 
to be at half-past nine o'clock at the top of 
Chancery-lane. He was there as near to that 
time as possible. Hooper and another person 
came to him. They put something into the wag
gon ; two or three poles wrapped in blankets, 
which he afterwards found to be colours. They 
also put in a smaU parcel, which he afterwards 
found to contain bullets, a can of gunpowder, 
and some bits of lead. He proceeded towards 
Spafields, and Hooper rode in the waggon. 
Hooper was in the waggon while the mob was 
there, and held one of the colours. He then 
promised witness more money for the hire. Cash-
man was in front of the waggon with the other 
colours. They went away with the mob, and 
left witness with the waggon. He afterwards 
gave the buUets and powder to a poUce-officer. 

Cashman's defence was this: He was a 
discharged seaman, who had just come up to 
London from Deptford. On the moming qf 
the riot he had been to the London Hospital 
to see a sick messmate: reluming to Rose
mary-lane, Whitechapel, to get his breakfast. 
He then went with a letter to Admfral Martin, 
at the Admfralty. He gave it to a gentleuaan 
tiiere, who looked at it. As he was returning 
by " a lâ '̂ Tc church aud casUe" (St. Paul's), he 
saw a mob running. A sailor accosted him, 
gave him a musket, and asked him to take a 
walk. He consented, and they joined a lot of 
men marching. He had no idea what it meant, 
and did not join in any of the excesses that were 
committed. 

This was not quite ingenuous, for at the 
Mansion House examination, in the first flush of 
excitement, Cashman had said, " It was my in
tention to join the mob, for I was starvuig. 
Self-preservation was my only object." And 
when arrested, he had declared he wished to 
kiU or be kiUed. The simple fact was, Adrafral 
Martin had possibly that morning refused to 
draught him mto a ship, and the hot repubUcan 
unemployed saUor was savage, and ready for 
plunder and riot 

The poor young feUow's only witness was 
Geary: a common sailor, who simply came for-
wai'd to say that he had known Cashman for 
eight or nine years, and considered hira a very 
honest man. A statement which did not mucn 
affect the question of proved riotmg. 

AU the prisoners seem to have been men 
out of work, and it shows how closely starvation 
and rcbelUon are always alUed. 

John Hooper admitted that he had worn a 
tricolored cockade, but his motive was " to take 
the colours from young Watson," He never 
entered Mr. Beckwith's shop. His object in 
gomg into the City was to beg the Lord Mayor 
to keep the people quiet. Alexander Harding, a 
carver and gUder in Westminster, and John 
Bennet, shoemaker, in Grafton-street, Soho, 
who had known him from five to eight years, 
gave him a good character. 

Richard Gamble said that on the 2nd of 
December he met a crowd in Holborn as he 
was going to look for work. They told him 
they were going to Spafields, aud lie foUowed 
them, thinking something good was going to be 
proposed for mechanics, but he coiud uot get 
near enough to hear what was said. He picked 
up a gun in Skinner-street. A friend saw him 
pick up the gun, 

"WilUam Gunnel said he did not break Mr, 
Beckwith's windows, neither was he in the 
shop. 

John Carpenter stated that on the day in 
question he was out of emplovment, and went 
to the London Docks to look for work, but 
coiUd not get auy. He then went to Spitalfields 
to see a cousin, when he heard there was a riot 
at the Mansion House. A man put a pistol 
and some powder and shot in his hand, but he 
said he haa no use for it. 

Judge Park summed un, and the jury, after 
two hours' debate, found Cashman guilty, as 
they were indeed bound to do. His compamons 
were acquitted. 

In the mean time, young Watson, from lus 
hiding-place, had written a letter, referring, no 
doubt, to the germ of the Cato-street Conspiracy, 
wliich exploded some years later: 

"My Lord. Seeing I cannot escape the 
vigUance of the law, or any longer trust to my 
friends, I presume to make this proposal to 
your lordship. I wUl voluntarily come forward 
if you wiU give me the reward offered for my 
apprehension, I not being the person who 
actuaUy shot Mr. Platt. Money only in the 
hands of counsel at present wiU avaU me any
thing in order to substantiate my innocence. 

" J. WATSON. 
"London, Dec. 10, 1S16. 
" To Matthew Wood, Esq., Lord Mayor. 
" P.S. On bemg offered a free pardon, I wiU 

discover a plot now going on, more dangerous 
than the Gunpowder oue!" 

The escape of young Watson was remarkable 
and worth recorduig. When the rioters had 
dispersed from the Mmories, he went to Ins 
father's lodgmgs iu Dean-street, Fetter-lane, 
and, meetmg ThisUcwood there, thev all de
termined to start in company Lo Lincobi-
sliirc, where the AVatsons had friends who 
would shcUer them. When the doctor, who was 
lame, and had fallen behind, was seized at High-
gat e, Watson and Thistlewood escaped, luid after 
sleeping in the fields, took refuge at daybrc;dc at 



V y 

568 [December 22, 1866.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted by 

the house of a carpenter, the husband of a servant was great. There was nothing of the conspirator 
of Thistlewood's, in East-street, Manchester- in him ; clearly he was only a hot-headed yonng 
square. From Hunt's, Watson was taken to fellow, restless for want of bread. He was only 
the house of a Mr. Carr, an ornamental painter i twenty-eight; born at sea, he had lived a long 
in Totteiiham-court-road7 from whence he used i time in America, having been wounded and made 
to watch the poUce stop any young men who,' prisoner there duruig the war. The Reverend 
like himself, wore a brown great-coat, or had a i Mr. Cotton, the chaplain, did his best to pro-
mole on his face. Finding that a friend of -'^"^ '- - •"-" ^ * " '" ' 
Carr's, named Pemberton (who soon afterwards 
betrayed Thistlewood), was certam to inform 
against him, Watson, on the 16th of December, 
sought a shelter provided for hira by a taUor 
named Moggridge, in Soiners-town, Two days 
after, Carr's house was searched for him. 
Watson was now secreted at Mr, Holl's, an 
engraver, in a lonely residence in Bayham-street, 
Camden-town. Here the raost singular pre
cautions were taken: he was passed off as a 
pupil, and took the name of Dudley. The moles 
on his face were removed with caustic. On 
very dark nights only, he took walks in the 
fields towards Kentish - town. The officers, 
Vickery and his men, were soon on the track, 
and houses were searched close to Mr. HoU's. 
One day Yickery himself was seen watching 
from the windows of an opposite house. Watson 
kept pistols always by his side, and ou the least 
alarm prepared for a desperate resistance. 

By the advice of a Mr, Pendrill, a bootmaker 
in Newgate-street—singularly enough a Uneal 
descendant of the man who saved Charles the 
Second—yonng Watson resolved to escape to 
America, He was not only to dress as a Quaker, 
and disguise himself with stained skin, dyed 
hair, and wadded clothes, but actually assumed 
to be a confederate—a provincial Quaker—who 
gave up to him his letters and such documents 
as might support the person he pretended to be— 
the real man going into hiding until the escape 
was effected. On March 5, young Watson left 
Mr. HoU, and went to stay at Mr. PendrUl's 
shop in Newgate-street. While the kneU of 
Cashman was actuaUy groaning through the 
air, "Watson started for Gravesend to join his 
ship. He arrived safely on board, and the 
voyage had comraenced, when a gun frora 
the shore bade the vessel lie to, and off 
came a boat with the officers Vickery and 
Lavender, who instantly boarded the Yenus, 
and examined the passengers and crew one by 
one, '\Yatson would probably have been de
tected, had not a young woman fainted close 
to hira. The spurious young Quaker, stepping 
forward to prevent her from faUing, so occupied 
the officers' attention, that they were thoroughly 
deceived. As he passed between the two watch
ful keen-eyed men, Watson said his heart beat 
so loud that he thought the officers must have 
heard it. Great was his joy when he heard them 
whisper, " He is not here," and descend mto 
their boat. The fugitive reached America, but 
died a few years afterwards. The father also 
went to America after Thistlewood's and his 
own escape from the jaws of the law. A few 
days only after Watson's flight, Mr. Holl was 
seized, and remained a prisoner in Coldbath-
fields for six weeks. 

In the mean time, the pity felt for Cashman 

pitiate government, and to ascertain from Cash-
man what share he had had in the conspiracy. 
Cashman's imvarying reply was: 

" Don't bother me; it's no use ; I know no
thing about it." 

There were shouts of " Murder!" from the 
mob when he leaped gaily upon the scaffold, 
which was reared in Skinner-street, opposite Beck
with's. He shouted to the Usteners below it: 

" Hurrah, ray boys, I'll die Uke a man 1" 
As he looked across angrily towards the gun-

shop that he had plundered in such fierce spirits 
only a few weeks oefore, he said ; 

" I'll be with you—there 1" 
He cried to the astonished crowd: 
" Now, you beggars, give me three cheers 

when I trip ! Hurrah, you beggars !" 
Then he said to the hangman: 
" Come, Jack, you beggar, let go the jib-

boom 1" 
He was cheering, cursing, and huzzaiug when 

the rope tightened aud the drop feU. 
So he went out of life, and thus ended a riot 

that delayed reform for raany a day. In that 
very year (1816), however, Mr. Brougham 
brought forward his first scheme for national 
education. 

Many years after these riots. Captain Gronow, 
then member for Stafford, met Orator Hunt, 
then member for Preston (where he had beaten 
Mr. Stanley, now Earl of Derby), in the 
smoking-roora of the House of Commons. He 
mentioned to Hunt that in 1816 he (Captain 
Gronow) had been sent with a company of the 
Guards to garrison Coldbath-fields prison, with 
orders, if any attack were made, to pick off 
every orator in the cart. Hunt was astonished; 
his eyes flashed fire. 

""What, sir 1" he exclaimed. "Do you mean 
to say you would reaUy have been capable of 
such an act of barbarity ?" 

" Yes," said Gronow; " and I almost regret 
you did not give us the opportunity, for you 
wanted that day to create a revolution, and 
you would have richly deserved the fate you so 
narrowly escaped by the cowardice or luke-
warmuess of your followers." 

CAPTAIN ANGELO BERTANI. 

I WAS m Florence in eighteen hundred and 
flfty-nine. That was a terribly hot summer aU 
over Europe. In Florence the heat was very 
great; and I remained in the city aU through 
the dog days, instead of going to make a yU-
leggiatura amongst the hills or by the seaside. 
For was not that the year of the Austro-Franco-
Italian campaign ? And did not every lover of 
Italy feel chained to the focus of news from the 
seat of war ? 

file://'/Yatson
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Late in September, when the nights were still 
-irarm and fine enough to aUow of one's enjoying 
a c i^r al fresco, I took the habit of going to 
the Bottegone every evening. The Bottegone 
is one of the most "frequented cafes in Florence. 
It is in a central part of the city, on the great 
cathedral square, and in fine weather the pave
ment before its door is thronged of an evening 
with drinkers and smokers. For the Piazza del 
Duomo enjoys the benefit of whatever breeze 
may be stirring in the city. There is a legend, 
to the effect that the Devil having made an ap
pointment to meet the wind there, stepped into 
the cathedral on his way to the rendezvous, 
having, says the irreverent fable, particular busi
ness with some of the canons. The business 
has detained the DevU ever since. And so, from 
that day to this, the wind has been wandering 
up and down on the piazza, vainly expecting to 
find the Devil. 

I was alone in Florence, idle and observant. 
One young man among the many frequenters of 
the Bottegone, I noticed for some weeks as a 
regular visitor. He had a tall, slender, gentle
manlike figure, bright dark southern eyes, and, 
though dressed in plain clothes, clearly had the 
bearing of a soldier. He always wore, pressed 
somewnat low over his brows, a soft felt hat, 
from which escaped on either side a luxuriant 
mass of hair, thick and waving, and as blue-
black as the raven's whig. The old reason for 
disliking Dr. FeU is quite as potent, on occa
sions, for loving Dr. FeU; and, without being 
able to account for it to myself, I felt a strong 
attraction towards this young man. Our Uttle 
tables outside the cafe stood side by side, and 
we naturaUy came to interchange small civilities, 
such as the proffer of a fusee, the loan of a news
paper, and so on. The first words I heard him 
utter, betrayed, in their soft, sweet, lisping 
accents, that he was a Venetian. This circum
stance heightened my interest in him, for the 
sympathy then felt for Venice in Italy was 
very deep, very tender, and very real. 

He responded to my advances, and I came to 
know him. His name was Angelo Bertani; he 
was a captain in a regiment of the line, and had 
distingmshed himself at Solferino, where he had 
received a flesh-wound in the thigh, on which 
fever and ague had supervened. 

His quarters, in Florence, were on a steep 
bit of hill at the back of the Palazzo Pitti. The 
first time I made him a visit there, was when 
he had been laid up for some few days. As I 
left the more frequented thoroughfares to mount 
the ascent, a strange sad silence took possession 
of the street. I might have been many miles 
away from a crowded city. The moon looked 
solemnly down on taU stone garden waUs, and 
on the dusky cypress-trees that overtopped them. 
My measured footsteps echoed sharply on the 
flagged way. There was no other sound, ex
cept, at regular intervals, the peculiarly plain
tive short cry of a Uttle chiii owl calling to its 
mate. Arrived at the gate, I entered and 
mounted a long outer flight of steps, partly 
covered by arcades, to the first floor of a wide 

rambhng old palazzo. A soldierlv man, with a 
little brazen oU lamp in his hand, stepned out 
of a doorway and looked at me. 

" You are the servant of the Captain Angelo 
Bertani ?" said I. ^ ^ 

"Yes, sir, I am Gabor," was the answer, in 
good ItaUan, but with a strong foreign accent. 

" How is the captain ?" 
"Not so ŵeU this evening, I fear, signor. 

He has been much depressed all day." 
The old soldier gave me a scmtinising glance, 

and, seeming to be tolerably well satisfied with 
his inspection, made a mUitary salute, and pre
ceded me with his lamp along a stone corridx)r. 

I experienced an inexplicable feeling as I 
walked down the echoing passage. I had no 
definite expectation ; but I Mt as though some
thing strange were mfallibly about to"happen. 
Nothing at all strange did' happen. I found 
Bertani lying on a sofa m his loftv vaulted room, 
with a shaded lamp on a little ta*ble at his back, 
and before him the glorious panorama of 
Florence, framed bv the open window, and 
touched wirh the broad chiar'oscuro of the 
moonUght. 

He received me more than graciously, with 
somewhat of the warmth of an old acquaiutance. 
As such, indeed, he claimed me on the strength 
of our frequent meetings at the Bottegone, He 
looked hagifard and suffering, but strikiugly 
handsome, with his pale Titianesque face and 
black hair relieved by a Greek smoking-cap of 
crimson silk, I noticed that he wore this cap, 
as I had alwavs seen liim wear his felt hat, low 
on his brow. 

We conversed freely. I asked if his wound 
were worse ? He replied, it was troublesome, but 
nothing more, except that it reduced his strength 
terribly, and—combined with many hardships 
inseparable from his late service, poor food, 
and not enougii of that—caused his ner\'ous 
svstem to be rauch shaken by fever. He was 
c'hanned to see me (he assured me several 
tiraes); he took my visit as a very great kind
ness ; he earnestly hoped that I would soon 
repeat i t ; and he said, in the wiiming ItaUan 
manner, that he fomid me very " simpatico," 
and I did him good. 

Little faith as I had in my power to dispel any 
nen'ous fancies by which the young Venetian's 
mind might be secretly troubled, I was too much 
intereste'd in hun not to avail myself most gladiy of 
the chance of improving our acquaintance. Ii was 
not long, therefore, before I repeated my visit. I 
was received with even more cordiality than on 
the first occasion, and speedUy became the in
timate friend of Captain Anirelo Bertani. Youth 
forms its friendships rapidlv, and there was a 
most engaging simpUcity in ]feertani's character. 
As I came to know hira beKer, I was struck 
by the smgulair sweetness and serenity of his 
temper and manner, I found him uniformly 
placid and self-possessed. A tinge of melau-
choly hung about him, but no gloom. And how 
was'it possible, I asked myself, for a patriotic 
Venetian to be gay and cheerful, when his coun
try was cast back beneath the heel of the Aus-
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triau at the moment when all hearts had been 
beating high with the hope of her deliver
ance ? 

" Bertani," said I to him one evening, after 
wc had been sitting sUent for a time, " don't 
you think it would he good for you to make a 
move southward ? Surely, a winter in Naples 
would do you good." 

He smiled very slightly, and answered," No." 
" No ? A taste of the sea breeze, weU warmed 

by that southern sun, would set you up again." 
He paused a moment, looking full in my face 

with his liquid bright eyes, and answered, 
slowly, " Caro mio, the sea breeze and the 
southern sun would not set me up again—be
cause nothing wiU ever set me up again." 

There was something in the notion of his 
being a prey to a morbid delusion, which 
shocked rae mexpressibly — shocked me the 
raore, in that his manner and conversation had 
always impressed me with a lugh opinion of the 
limpid clearness, if not the force, of his inteUect, 
I began to try to prove to hira the folly and 
weakness of giving way to a fancy that nothing 
would restore him. 1 talked myself into quite 
an excited state, and only paused at last, not 
from lack of arguments, but because my elo
quence was chilled by his absolute silence and 
serenity. Bertani sat motionless, with his hand
some head leaning back against the old tapestry-
covered chair, and a look of patient sweetness 
on his face, whieh soraehow seeraed so incora-
patible with the weak despondency of which 
I was accusing him, that I felt ashamed to pro
ceed, "Forgive me," I said, suddenly, "if I 
])resume too far on our brief acquaintance." 

" Forgive you ?" he cried, and grasped my 
hand warmly. " My friend, I have nothing to 
forgive. I thank you, on the contraiy, with all 
my heart. But do not mistake rae when I say 
that nothing will ever set me up again. I do not 
beUeve that I shall die immediately. I hope to 
live yet a few years whUst there is work for my 
arm to do. When I say that nothing wiU ever 
set me up again, I say the simple truth, for all 
that. I shall never be the man I was—never, 
never." 

He spoke quite placidly, and was even smiling, 
but there was something in the fixed look of his 
eye which filled me with an undefined and un
accountable terror. 

I suppose he saw my face change, for he rose 
and stood opposite to me (we had been sitting side 
by side), saying, " No, no, no, my good friend. 
It is uot that. Be at ease. I am as sane as you 
are. Listen. That you are good and true 1 do 
not doubt, and never have doubted since I first 
sa"w your face among the crowd at the Bottegone. 
You have told me smce, that you were singularly 
attracted by inc. Well, it was a mutual attrac
tion. If you have the patience to hear me out, 
I wUl teU you what I have never yet told 
any human bemg. Stay yet a moraent. Wliat 
I have to say is strange beyond aU strangeness, 
perhaps, that you can iraagme, but to me it is a 
deep and solemn reality; and to have it met with 
a scoff, or even a cold expression of incredulity. 

would pain me to the heart without shaking my 
own conviction by one hair's breadth." 

I assured Bertani that I nvas prepared to 
listen to what he would tell me witli all re
spect ; and after a minute he began: 

" I am quite alone in the world. As far as 
I know, there remains no creature bound to me 
by ties of relationship. I was an only child. 
My father was a lawyer, but his practice was 
very small, and before I was ten years old it 
had dwindled away altogether, owing to the 
stroug political opinions he held and professed. 
In the ' '48 * no entreaties could prevent him 
from shouldering a musket and joining the 
volunteers, who responded with generous 
enthusiasm to the call of patriotism from aU 
parts of Italy. He died in the early part of the 
foUowing year, from the effects ot fatigues to 
which he was unaccustomed, and which his age 
—for he had married late, and was advancedm 
years—rendered doubly trying. My mother, 
and I were left literaUy destitute. In her dis
tress she turned to a distant relative of my poor 
father's, with whom we had none of us been on 
speaking terms for many years. This man was 
a wealthy bachelor. He had been as prosperous 
in life as my father had been the reverse, and 
held a high position under the Austrian govem
ment in Venice. This alone would have been 
an unforgivable crime in my father's eyes. 
Then, besides, Pasquale Rosai—that was our 
cousin's name—was a bigoted and uncom
promising Catholic, and an upholder of the 
Papacy in its worst and most despotic phases. 
To this man my mother appealed for help 
in her forlorn widowhood. I was then a boy 
between thirteen and fourteen years old, and 
Rosai offered to undertake the expense of-my 
education, and to provide for my estabUshment 
in life, on the condition that he should be per--
mitted to exercise supreme and unUmited au
thority over me ; and that I should be separated 
from my mother, who was only to visit me at 
stated periods. Our circumstances were too 
desperate to permit my mother to hesitate. _ I 
was transferred from the gloomy sUent dweUing 
in which ray poor father had died, to the wealthy 
and luxurious home of Pasquale Rosai. I be
lieve this man intended and tried to do his duty 
by me. But his character was naturaUy stern 
and cold, and his narrow inteUect warped by the 
harshest bigotry. I was expected unhesitatmgly 
to accept his dictum upon every subject, and 
was compelled to Usten to the severest con
demnation of principles which I had been hi
therto taught to hold sacred. You see I had 
been cradled and brought up in the midst of a 
circle of people, the chief article of whose creed 
was hatred of the Austrian. Incredible as it 
may seem to you, after what I have said, the 
man I have loved best on this earth belonged 
to the nation of our detested rulers." 

" He was an Austrian ?" 
" Yes; and I loved hira. Ah, mio Dio, loved 

him I In my guardian's house, though my body 
was pampered, my heart was starved. My poor 
mother died within a twelvemonth of my father 
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and then I was desolate. Under these cir
cumstances, is it surprising that when my 
cousin one day (I was little more than sixteen 
years old) announced his intention of sending 
me to the university at Vienna, I haUed the 
prospect as an escape from the dreary round of 
my daily Ufe ? I did not fuUy understand why 
he should send me to Germany. But I now 
conjecture that it may have been with a hope of 
denationalising me as much as possible. For he 
designed me for the law, and it was my ambi
tion to become a soldier in my country's glor 
rious cause. WeU, I went to Vienna, and 
warmth and Ught were shed into my loveless 
life by the friendship of Gustav von Hildesheim, 
a feUow-student. He was to me friend, com
panion, brother. The truest, noblest, dearest!" 

Bertani paused, and covered his eyes with his 
hand. I sat sUent, not venturing to break in 
upon that sacred grief, even by a word. Pre
sently he resumed, having thanked rae for ray 
silent sympathy by holding out his hand with a 
gesture full of grace and sympathy: 

"If I could describe to you what Gustav 
• was!" he said. " It was not merely my boyish 

love and admiration which invested him with 
heroic qualities. He was beloved by all who 
knew him. My elder by four years, the rela
tions between us were, on his side, tender pro
tecting friendship; on mine, gratitude and de
votion almost amounting to idolatry. He shone 
in aU studies and accomjiUshments; surmount
ing difficulties with an ease which appeared 
marveUous to my duUer brain. And he was 
ever ready to help me over rough places that I 
could never have surmounted without his aid. 
Gustav von Hildesheim belonged to a high and 
influential family, holdmg the most orthodox 
opinions in poUtics and religion. But the Abbe 

.Walddorf, my priestly Mentor at the university, 
would have been aghast could he have heard the 
theories held by this scion of a noble Catholic 
house. Gustav had caught the infection of 
liberalism, which was then life among the youth 
of Germany, and he had an especial sym
pathy and admfration for Italy. We used to 
sit and talk for hours of the future of my be
loved Venice, and he confirmed and encouraged 
aU the patriotic hopes and aspirations be
queathed to me by ray father. Notice this 
especiaUy:—he had a pecuUar habit of passing 

'his fingers through ray hair, so as to raise up 
the thick curls frora ray forehead, as he listened 
to my stories of my father's career, and of our 
life at home. 

_" But we talked also of other and higher 
things. Gustav had a tendency to mysticism, 
and a national love for the marveUous, I used 
to listen, awe-struck, to his strange dreamysj>ecu-
lations about a future state, and whetiier the 
spirits of the dead were permitted to hold com
munion with those they had loved while Uving. 

" Nearly three years j^asscd without my once 
revisiting Italy. "̂ I took counsel with Gustav, 
and, with his concurrence, I wrote explicitly to 
Rosai, confessing my dislike of, and unfitness 
for, the profession to which he had destined mc, 

and begging him to permit me to follow that to 
which aU my inclinations pointed. We awaited 
his^ reply anxiously, and meanwhUe I had a 
serious trouble in the prospect of soon partmg 
from Gustav. He had completed his course of 
study, aud was about to leave Vienna for a dis
tant part of the countiy. 

" ' I hope, my dear exUe,' he said, smilmgly, 
'that I snaU not be called away before your 
destmy is determined on. What will you 'do if 
Rosai should be inflexible r' 

" ' I have made up my mind what to do,' I 
answered. ' I shall run away and enlist in the 
army of the King of Sardinia. If my father were 
aUve, it is what he would counsel.' 

" ' Enlist, Angelo mio, as a common soldier r' 
cried Gustav, stroking my hair in his ac
customed manner. 

" ' Yes,' I answered ; ' in that way I shaU at 
least not disgrace myself, either as a man or an 
Italian.' 

" The letter from Vienna came at last, and 
was more harsh than I had beUeved possible. 
Gustav and I held counsel together, deep into 
the night. On the morrow he was to leave 
Vienna. Finding my main determination not to 
be shaken or changed, ' At least,' said he, ' you 
will not refuse to shai'c my purse for the present. 
You have told me I am as a brother to you. Do 
not deny me a brother's right to aid you now.' 
I hastily considered what was the smallest sum 
that would take me across the Alps, and then 
told my friend that I would thankfully accept that 
sum from him as a loan. We agreed to write to 
each other, and formed many plans for a s])ecdy 
meeting. All the maiUv dii^nitv I tried to 
summon un, could not repress tlic tears that 
gushed forth when Gustav took me in his arms 
ibr one last brotherly embrace, and passed his 
hand through my hair in the old caressing way, 1 
clung to him as a chUd might cluig, and sobbed 
upon his faithful breast. He cheered and 
soothed me with high words of hope, and noble 
aspiration, for the future, 'Heaven bless you, 
my Angelo! Courage, faith, patience! Re
member my prophecy. Y'ou WMU live to see your 
Venice free and Italian. And we shall meet 
again—here or hereafter.' 

" I never saw him more. 
" Next morning, at daybreak, I left Vienna for 

ever. I reached Turin, and there enlisted in 
a line regiment as a private soldier. 1 first 
saw service in the Crimea. Fortune favoured 
me, and I was promoted from the ranks. 

" I kept up a constant correspondence with 
Gustav; and, at one time, 1 acl great hones 
of seeing him, for he wrote mc word tliat 
he had been recommended to pass a winter 
iu Italy. In the joy of looking forward to 
having'him with me cnce more, I j-aid lo^s 
heed than I should f t̂herv.isc have done to 
the hint of Ul health which such a recommenda
tion conveyed, lie had louked stroncr, and 
bright, ancl blooming; the very incarnation 
of youthful health. But consumption luikid 
ill his rosy cheek and bright blue eye. and 
soon the lidiim-s came that u vi)y;i-e to Ei:yi)t 
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was considered the ouly chance of baffling the 
disease. I would have given worlds to see him 
before he left Europe; but ray duty aud my 
poverty combined to keep me at my post. 

" The events of ' '58' and * '59' are as famUiar 
to you as to me. I won my company at San 
Martino. At Solferino " As Bertani pro
nounced the word, a deadly pallor whitened 
his already pale face, and his eyes resumed that 
fixed gaze which had so startled me. 

" — At Solferino my Ufe was saved, thus. 
I was in the thick o'f the battle where the 
fight raged hottest, and I had reached that 
state of furious excitement in which only the 
wild beast instinct of destruction seems tc 
animate a man, when I felt a. gentle pressure 
turn my head aside, and I felt ice-cold fingers 
passed Ughtly throngh my hair. At that same 
instant a bullet whistled past my ear. It passed 
so close to me that it seemed aŝ if the difference 
of a hair's breadth would have buried it in ray 
brain. / kneio then, and I knoio now, that the 
hand that saved me was Gustav's. I recognised 
the touch of that hand, and the pecuUar caress 
I had so often received from it, as instantly and 
certainly as though my friend hadbeen standing 
bodUy by my side; nor did I ueed the fatal news 
that came to me. Within six weeks I received a 
letter from Madame von HUdesheira, written 
(these were her words) in compliance with her 
son's last and most urgent request, Gustav 
had died in Egypt, on tlie very day and at the 
very hour ivlien I had felt his hand amidst my hair 
vpon the battle-field of Solferino'' 

Bertani's voice thriUed me in eveiy nerve, 
and I shuddered. "Was that," I asked, "the 
only occasion on which you have experienced 
the mysterious touch ?" 

H e answered softly, " I felt it once again when 
I was lying sick in hospital, with the sabre-cut 
in my thigh, received that same day of Solfermo. 
How I came by it I know not, for, after the 
hand had touched me, I remember nothing until 
I found myself stretched on a hospitalpaUet, with 
the surgeon dressing my wound. 1 got bram 
fever after that, and was delirious, they teU me. 
Oue night as I opened my aching eyes to stare 
at the dull flicker from the lamp that wavered 
on the whitewashed ceUing, I felt the cold soft-
fingers stroke ray hair, and imraediately aright hot 
band of pain seemed loosened from my temples, 
and I slept. Next* day I awoke—weak, it is 
tme, but refreshed and free from fever. My 
tirae was not yet come." 

"Granted that all this was so," I urged, 
" why should you despond, and say that you are 

never again to be the man you were ? This 
beneficent hand has brought you nothmg but 
good." 
^ "True," retumed Bertani, "true. And you 

rightly caU it a beneficent hand. But the next 
time I feel its touch, it wiU suhamon me away, 
to join my friend in the awful spirit-world." 

" Why should you think so ?" 
" I do not think it," he answered. " I know 

it. I have an assurance within me that the 
tMrd touch of that dear dead hand wiU convey 
my death-signal. Look !" he now added, bend-
ing forward; "those spfrit-fingershave left a 
visible trace behind them." 

He removed the crunson smoking-cap he 
always wore, and then I saw, mnning from 
brow to crown, in startling contrast with the 
raven blackness of the rest, one streak of hair 
about a finger's breadth as white as driven 
snow. 

Towards the end of this present year of grace 
1866, when the ItaUan troops made thefr entry 
into Vemce, I was there, one of many strangers. 
Bertani was there too, and I saw him among 
a brilliant knot of distinguished officers. Next 
mormng, when his servant went to call him, he 
was found dead in his bed. It was at the mo
ment of my coming up the staircase that Gabor 
(a Hungarian, and I believe a deserter from the 
Austrians) rushed out with the cry : " Death, 
death, death !" upon his Ups. 

We went into the solemn room together. Cap
tain Angelo Bertani lay peacefuUy on liis pillow, 
with a smile on his face, aud his hair all pushed 
back from his brow, as if his mother's hand had 
soothed hira to sleep. 

I felt a thriU of terror at the sight. But I 
forebore to speak of the raystery to the Hun
garian soldier, and I held the hand of my old 
friend to my breast in silence. 
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