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CHAPTER VI, COSSKSPOITDEKCB. 

THREE letters firom abroad had come to 
the vicarage. Mr. Levincourt burnt them 
all, and said no word of them to any one. 

One evening, when Mr. Plew returned 
from a round of professional visits, his 
mother put into his" hand a large letter 
covered with foreign postmarks. 

" Of course, Nathaniel," said the poor 
old woman, tremblingly watching his fece, 
•' I guess who it's fixim. Bnt yon would 
have nothing to say to her now, my deary, 
would you ?" 

"Mother!" gasped the little surgeon, 
clutching at the letter. 

" There, there, Nathaniel, don't be angry 
with me, love. I have never said a wry 
word about the girl at home nor abroad; 
nor I don't want to. But—of course I 
know you are a grown man" (Mr. Plew 

jgaCffllS'SFINilLiiwas three-and-forty) " a n d can act for 
«om'self; but you know, Nathaniel, love, 

jUjjBliijCaN H n the mother that bore you, and in some 
' " ^ j S r ^ ways you'll always be a child to me—aye, 
••"•"EMyJ if you were a hundred! And it goes to 

my heart to see you badly treated by them 
that ain't worthy to There, my deary, 
I've done." 

Mr. Plew shut himself up in his little 
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bed-room, and opened his letter. 
His face, eager, anxious, all aglow with 

oscitcment, fell, and the light faded ont 
of it. The bulky packet contained a sealed 
letter addressed to " Miss Maud Desmond," 
Within the outer envelope were vmtten 
these words: 

" I rely on you to convey the enclosed 

into Maud's hands. I think you will not 
fail me. V." 

Mr. Plew opened his shabby little writ
ing-desk, took out a sheet of paper, wrapped 
the letter in it, sealed it, and directed it to 
Miss Desmond, No. 367, Gbvrer-street, 
London. 

Then he pressed the outer envelope to 
his lips, flushing a hot, painfial crimson as 
he did so, and, finally, he sat down beside 
the bed, hid his face on the pillow, and 
cried. 

The next day Mand received her letter. 
I t ran as follows: 

" I will begin with a warning. I warn 
yon not to waste compassion and wailings 
and lamentations npon me, I desire, and 
need, no pity, I have chosen my fete, and I 
the day may come, wUl come, when yon [, 
will all acknowledge that I have chosen 
wisely, I have written to you once before, 
and twice to papa. Having received no 
answer, the idea occurred to me that papa 
had suppressed mine to yon. I know the 
kind of twaddle—contaimnation, evil com
munications—^mnst hold no parley with—^I 
will not write the trash. -It cannot apply 
to me. Believe that. 

" It may be, on the other hand, that you 
huve received my letter, and have chosen to 
make no sign. If it be so, so be it. But I 
give yon this chance, by directing the pre
sent letter to the care of Mr. Plew. I be
lieve him to be a faithful creature, and I 
hope that Sir John and myself may one day 
have it in our power to show him that we 
think so." 

The words " Sir John and myself made 
Maud recoil, when she read them, as though 
ahe had received a physical blow. The 
letter proceeded: . i - v 

" You will, of course, be taught to thmJc 
aU evil of me. I know the paltry, envious 
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maUce of a place like Shipley. How I 
hMriiw the name of i t ! And it i% «o Aaabt„i 
^Moetfaat I caused pa|Mi somt 'orarj 
tmziety. I traet it waa Idef. i î i't tite 
letter om my totlatteh-table, aad I conjec
tured that it coidd not long remain unseen. 
TJte letter, when once read, ought to have 
xassnted him. Sir John gave me weighty 
reawmslbr not wishing to make our mar
riage public at once. I was bound t e we-
i|Mfe 1H8 secret. Vrmn the fact of papa 
Inrviag preserved an obstinate silence, I am 
led to guess that he is nourishing resent-
mfiKt againrt me. I shaU be sorry if this 
be so, bnt cna stoop to no more entreaties. 

" The knowledge of the position I shall 
one day hold in the eyes of all the world 
sustains me against w e idea of passing 
misconstruction. 

" Sir John is all kindness and considenu 
tiou to me. I am surrounded by all the 
elegant luxuries that wealth can purchase, 
or watckfol affection suggest. I am 
travelling through exquisite soenery, and 
drawing near to my mother's native sunny 
land, I hate affectation of sentimentality, 
but, in truth, my heart beats faster as I 
look at the snowy peaks and think' beyond 
there lies Italy!' Direct to me, Poste 
Restante, Arena, Lago Maggiore, Within 
a fortnight we shall be there, Yowr letter 
must he addressed to Lady Gale. 

" Your affectionate (if you will let it be 
so) VERONICA. 

" Maudie, Maudie, tell me how papa is, 
how you am. jjove me, Maudie. 

"V." 

The hust few worda were apparently 
added hurriedly. They were blurred and 
almost illegibte. But Maud dwelt on 
them rather than on the rest of the letter. 
They showed that Veronica's heart was not 
dead, although her haughty spirit disdained 
sympathy or compassion. 

Twice, thrice, four times, did Maud read 
the letter through her blinding tears, be
fore she laid it down on her lap, and fiurly 
thought ovOT its contents. 

One conviction stood out dear in her 
mind—either Veronica was deceived or 
deceiving. 

That she could have no right to the title 
of "Lady Oale" they in England knew 
but too well. But was it equally certain 
that Vwwnica knew it ? Was it not much 
more probable that Sir John was continu
ing to deceive her? Might he not even 
have gone through a f ^ e ceremony of 
marriage ? Suoh tbiags bad been! 

,d pondered and pondered. Sud. 
4bi% sha took a resolution. Come what 
mig|(t she wonM answer Vei-onica's letter, 
i t could not be right to leave her in 
i§vanmce of thc real facts of the case. She 
would write to Veronica, and would then 
enclose V»onica's letter to Mr. Levincourt, 
and tell him what she had dune. He 
might bo angry at first, but in his heart he 
would thamk lier. Ho could not really de
sire to abandon his only child to shame 
and misery. If Veronica could only know 
the truth she would leave that wicked man 
—she wtaat! 

Maod peeped into the drawing-room be
fore sitting down to her little desk iu her 
own room. 

Lady Tallis waa asleep on the sofa. She 
always slept regularly after her early 
dinner, and with equal regularity waa 
always very much surprised when she 
awoke to find that she had " dropped off," 
as she phrased it. 

Without allowing herself time to hesi
tate, Maud wrote a letter earnestly and 
affectionately conjui-ing the unfortunato 
girl to return to them, telling her, with 
simple directness, that Sir Jolin Tallis 
Gale had a wife living, and who that wife 
was ; imploring her to disbeheve any 
specious tale he might tell her, and to 
wrench herself away from him at any cost 
" If you will only beUeve in tho tme love 
of your friends, dear Veronica," she wrote, 
" and come back to us, you shall never re
pent it." 

Who the friends were whose love 
Veronica was conjured to believe in ^ 
not so clear. Maud secretly feared t 
Mr. Levincourt woxdd be obdurate for a 
time. Bnt he could not harden his heart 
against a repentant child for ever. Then 
she thought of the Sheardowns, and be
lieved tiiat they would be kind and 
charitable. They might assist !Mr. Levin
court to leave Shipley, and to go elsewhere 
—to some place in which his daughter's 
story was not known. Fifty plans passed 
through Maud's brain, as her pen ran 
swiftly, eagerly over the paper. She 
wrote with all the eloquence she c(fiild. 

Would Veronica be willing to return 
even when she knew the tnith ? Did she 
assuredly not know it already ? On these 
questions Maud would not dwell, although 
they kept presenting themselves impor
tunately to her mind. Her one plain, 
obvious duty was to tell Veronica the 
truth. How might not the lost girl one 
day reproach them all if they left her ia 
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ignorance—if they d id not stretch out a 
! 1 • cue and reclaim h e r ! 

1 ? yon, Veronica ," she wrote at 
th«> ( -LT letter. "And so does Uncle 
I los. You would not think biTn hard 

1 ,1 ^gg^ Jjjm gg J gg^^ hlTTl OU that 
\- when we lost you. Oh, come 

Ijack, come back to u s ! If you vrant 
or h e ^ or protection, you shtdl 
/(, I swear that you shall! Write 

fn me here. I am witii my Aunt Hilda. 
knows nothing of this letter, nor of 
s to me. Do not let false shame or 
pride keep you apart ftom us. Be 

•trong. Oh look forwud a little, dearest 
Veronica! Is not anythmg better than 
. but I know your heart is good; you 

not let your &ther die without the 
'on of knowing that you are safe, 

you have given up that wicked 
so soon as you knew his real 

1'. There is no disgrace in being 
. and I know, I am sine, he has 
. you. Write to me, Veronica, 

. soon'" 
lied, directed (not 

„ conscience at the 
to "Lady Gale," and de-
the post office, at the same 
few Imee to Mr, Levincourt, 

4 Veronica's letter, b^ging bim to 
it, and telling him what she (Maud) 

done. 
To this latter epistle came an answer 

within a few dayi. 
" I cannot be angiy with you, my sweet 

child," >vrote the vicur, '* but I am grieved 
that you should have followed this impulse 
vrithout consulting me. It is my duty, 
~~iud, to guard you from contact with 

;h as that wretched girl has made her
self The hardeaed audacity of her letter 
astounds me. If such things could be, I 
shonld believe that that fiend had cast a 
spell upon her. May Qod Almighty for
give her. I struggle with myself, but I 
am a broken mam. I cannot hold up my 
head here. Bloowd are the peaoe-makers, 
Maudie. You plead for her wit^ sweet 
charity. But she has not injured you— 
she has injured no one as she has injured 
me. Still, 1 will not shut my mind against 
•1' of hope. It may be, as you say, 
Iu „ has been deceived. If this be so, 
Mid she returns humbled and repentant •• 
lepentant for all the evil her treachery aad 
wceit have hfisipciri on me, we must orawi 
into some ohacurs ooraer and hide our 
shame together. At the best, she is branded 
and disgraced for life. But, my pure-

in 
you 

hearted Maud, I warn you not to be 
sanguine. Do not make sure that she will 
abandon her wicked luxuries, and pomps, 
and wealth, to Uve in decent, dull poverty 
with me. I can send no message to your 
aunt. My name must be loathsome 
her ears. It were better for her and 
to forget us altogether." 

The tone of this letter was softer than 
Maud had dared to hope. Here, at least, 
he showed no stubborn wrath. It now 
remained to see what answer her letter to 
Arona would bring forth. 

She waited eagerly, anxiously, fearfully, 
despondingly; but no answer ever came. 

Her poor letter had been forwarded from 
Arona to Milan in accordance with the 
written instructions of Sir John Gale (he 
having chang^ his plans, and gone on to 
Milan soonra* than had been arranged), bad 
been opened by h\m^ read by him, and 
burnt hy him in the flame of a taper in his 
bedroom, until it was browner and more 
shrivelled than an autumn leaf. 

CHAPTER vn. A FEW raiKims. 
BEFORE the receipt of the letter from Italy 

Maud had promised to go to Mrs. Love
grove's party. 

She wished, after she had got the letter, 
to vrithdraw her promise. She was anxious, 
i^tated, iU at ease. She dreaded meeting 
strangers. And although the women of 
Mr. Lovegrove's fiunily had been kind and 
civil to her, they were not people whose 
society was at all congenial to her. 

She had hitherto had no experience of 
town vulgarity. The poor peasants at 
Shipley were rough and ignorant. But 
that vras different from the Cockney 
gentiUty which some of the Lovegroves 
assumed. The young man, Augustus, wras 
peculiar^ distasteful to her, from an in
stinctive knowledge she had that he ad
mired herself, and would upon the sUghtest 
encouragement, or, she much feared, vrith
out any encouragement at all, avow as 
much in plain terms. She had yielded to 
her aunt's urgings, and had consented to 
go to Mrs, Lovegrove's party, however. 
But now she much desired to avoid 
doing so. 

" My darling pet!" cried Lady TaUis, 
when Maud hinted this to her. " Now how 
can ye tiiink of disappcunting the poor 
woman? 'Twould be unkind, dear. And 
I have bad tiiat poplin turned, it looks 
beautiful by candle-light—^but sure I 
wouldn't tmnk of going vrithout yon, 
Maud dear." 
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" 0 yes. Aunt Hilda! Why not ?" 
" Not at all, chUd. I wouldn't dream 

of it. If you are not feeling well, or any
thing, we'll just stay at home the two of us. 
And I'll send a little note to Dr. Talbot." 

" Dear aunt, I am quite well. I do not 
need any doctors." 

" Then why in the world now wouldn't 
ye go to Mrs. Lovegrove's ? I don't like 
to see you moping, a young creature like 
you. You want rousing a bit. And if you 
stick at home like an old woman, I shall be 
quite unhappy." 

After this, Maud could no longer resist. 
She could not make her aunt understand 
that the party at Mrs. Lovegrove's could 
not by any possibiUty conduce to the rais
ing of her spirits. " But if I am not feeling 
gay myself," thought Maud, " I will not be 
so selfish as to cast a damp on poor Aunt 
Hilda, when she is inclined to be cheerful. 
I t would be cruel to stand in the way of 
any of her few enjoyments." 

So the tumed poplin was p t t on; and 
Lady Tallis yielded vrith some reluctance 
to tiie modest suggestion of Mrs. Lock-
wood, who was invited to superintend her 
ladyship's toilet, that a bow of tartan 
ribbon at the throat, scarcely harmonised 
with the pink ribbons in the cap. 

" That soft rose-colour goes admirably 
vrith the grey poplin. Lady TalUs," said 
Zillah, quietly. " But, do you know, I am 
afraid the tartan bow vriU be a Uttle—a 
Uttle too conspicuous." 

" Do you think so ?" said my lady, taking 
it off vrith much dociUty, but vrith erident 
disappointment. " Well, to be sure, you 
have exceUent taste. But when I was a 
girl I always used to be told that tartan 
went vrith anything. I remember dancing 
in a Caledonian quadrille at Delaney once, 
the time poor James came of age, and we 
had—^myself and three other girls—^white 
silk dresses, trimmed with the Royal Stuart 
tartan, and everybody said they looked 
lovely," 

I t took some time to get Lady Tallis 
dressed; for the iU fortune that attended 
her outer attire pursued aU her garments. 
Buttons and strings dropped from her 
clothing like ripe apples from the tree. 
She would have riddled her clothes vrith 
pins, had not Mrs, Lockwood, neat and 
dexterous, stood by vrith a needle and 
thread ready to repair any damage. 

" I think a few stitches are better than 
pins," observed Zillah. "Don't you, my 
lady?" 

" O indeed I do I much better. But my 

dear soul I am shocked to give ye this 
trouWe, When I think that I had, and 
ought to bave at this moment, attendants 
of my own to wait on me properly, and 
that I am now obUged to trespass on the 
kindness of my friends, I assure you I am 
ready to shed tears. But I won't give way 
and spcttl my dear Maud's pleasure. Don't 
ye think I am right in making her go out 
and enjoy herself ?" 

Despite the truth of Maud's assertions 
that she was iU at ease in spirit, and disin
clined to go into the society of strangers, 
her curiosity and attention were aroused 
by the novelty of aU she saw and heard at 
Mrs. Lovegrove's. 

This was not like a Shipley tea-drinking 
with old Mrs. Plew, or a dinner-party at 
Mrs. Sheardown's or Lady AUcia Renwick's. 

She desired and vrished to sit still and 
unnoticed in a comer, and watch the com
pany. But to her dismay, she found it to 
be Mrs. Lovegrove's intention to draw her 
into notice. 

That lady, clad in a stiff metallic grey 
sUk gown, drew Maud's arm thi-ough her 
own and walked vrith her, about the draw
ing-room, into the small room behind it, 
and even into the third room, a tiny closet 
above Mr, Frost's private office, where 
three old gentlemen and one old lady were 
playing whist at a green table, and glared 
at the intruders fiercely, 

" I wish to make you known to the 
Dobbses, dearest Miss Desmond," said Mrs. 
Lovegrove. " Those are the Misses Dobbs, 
in apple-green. I am so grieved that the 
General and Lady Dobbs cannot be here 
to-night. They are charming people. I 
know you would be delighted with them!" 

Maud felt inwardly thankful that the 
charming Dobbses were not present. She 
had no desire to form new acquaintances, 
and after a time she complained of feeling 
rather tired, and asked to be allowed to go 
and sit beside her aunt. 

But when she reached Lady TaUis, she 
found Mr. Augustus Lovegrove, junior, 
seated close to her ladyship, and talking to 
her with much vivacity. 

Mr. Augustus Lovegrove was very tall, 
and was awkward in his gait; and cairied 
his head hanging backward, so tliat when 
he wore a hat, the hinder part of the brim 
rested on the collar of his coat; and some
times sang comic songs to his own accom
paniment on the pianoforte ; and his friends 
considered bim Uttle inferior to Mr. John 
Parry. They allowed, indeed, that he had 
not " quite Pai-ry's touch on the piano. 
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that was only a knack, you know." 
mother called him an exceUent son, 
,1 r... ., ;.p clergyman of the church 

uouncedhim a model to all 
young men. His Uttle bedroom at the top 
of the house was stuck over vrith paltry 
coloured Uthographs of saints, and illumi
nated texts in Latin. I t was rumoured 
among his sisters that he possessed a 
rosary which had been blessed by the Pope. 
He was being brought up to his father's 
calling, and Mr, Lovegrove, who knew 
what ho was talking about, pronounced 
that Gussy had a very fair head for 
business; and that he understood that two 
and two make foTir, quite as weU as most 
people. 

" Here she is!" exclaimed Mr. Augustus, 
1 s Maud approached. " We were just talk
ing about you, Miss Desmond, my lady 
and I." 

The intimation was not altogether pleas-
i' T iud . She bowed with rather stiff 
pi,..:.:, s and sat down next to her aunt. 

" I was just saying to my lady," pro
ceeded the gaUant Augustus, " that their 
painted hau* has no chance beside yours. 
They can't get the shine, you know." And 
he slightly nodded his head in the direction 
of the Misses Dobbs' apple-green skirts, 
which were disappearing into the second 
drawing-room. 

Maud felt disgusted, and made no reply. 
Lady Tallis, however, raised her eye

brows and inquired vrith much interest, 
" Do you, now do you think that those 
young ladies dye their hair ?" 

" Not the least doubt of it, ma'am. I've 
known PoUy Dobbs ever since I was a 
.«;i> "V \. And when she was fifteen, her 
h; as brown as a berry. They both 
came back from the Continent last year 
with orange-coloured locks. Their mother 
says it's climate that did it. I t ' s the 
kind of 'cHmate' they seU in the Burlington 
Arcade at seven-and-six per bott le!" 

"Really! You don't say s o ? " cried 
Lady Tallis, not more than half under
standing him. "WeU, I know that you 
f nn get the waters—almost any foreign spa-
waters—in stone bottles, imported. But of 
course when you talk of climate in bottles, 
you're joking." 

At this moment, greatly to Maud's reUef, 
for she began to find young Lovegrove 
intolerable, a duet for harp and piano 
was commenced: and there was enforced 
silence among the company. 

The players were Miss Lovegrove and 
Miss Lucy Lovegrove. Miss Phoebe Love

grove tumed over the music for her sister 
at the harp; and Miss Dora Lovegrove 
did the same for the pianist. The piece 
was very long and not particularly well 
executed. But Maud was sorry when it 
came to a close, for whUst it continued she 
could remain quiet and look about her 
unmolested. 

Her eyes were attracted in spite of herself 
to a magnificently beautiful woman sitting 
in a nonchalantly graceful posture on a 
sofa, on the opposite side of the room. 
She looked so different from all tho other 
persons present, and seemed to regard them 
vrith such calm contempt, tlmt Maud 
found herself wondering who she could be; 
how she came there; and above all, why 
having come, she should be unciril enough 
to aUow her face to express boredom so 
tmdisguisedly. 

No sooner had the duet come to a close, 
than this beautiful lady rose, took the arm 
of a gentleman, and came across the 
dravring-room to where Lady Tallis and 
Maud were sitting. 

The lady and gentleman were Mrs. and 
Mr. Frost. The latter bowed profoundly 
to Lady TaUis, and begged permission to 
present his wife to her. 

" Most happy !^-deUghted!" said Lady 
Tallis, holding out her hand. She had seen 
Mr. Frost in Gower-street very often. 

There was no difficulty in making my 
lady's acquaintance. She began to chat 
directly, vrith as much famiUarity as though 
the Frosts had been known to her aU her 
Ufe. 

Mrs. Frost appraised her ladyship's 
attire with a glance, of whose meaning Laidy 
TaUis was happUy unconscious. 

Mr. Frost frirtively watched Maud, and 
at length, during one of the rare pauses in 
Lady Tallis's flow of talk, said hesitatingly, 
—" Your niece, is is not ?" 

" Indeed and in truth she is my niece, 
Mr. Frost, and a great blessing and comfort 
it is to have her vrith me! Maud, my 
darling, this is Mrs. Frost. Mr. Frost, Miss 
Desmond." 

Mr. Frost sat down beside the young 
lady and began to talk to her. He perceived 
at once that she was very different in every 
respect from her aunt. I t was quite im
possible to jump into terms of familiarity 
with Maud Desmond. 

" You have been ill, I was sorry to leara," 
said Mr. Frost. 

" I was a Uttie iU: very sUghtiy. I am 
quite weU now, thank you." 

"Perhaps London does not altogether 

^ = =93 
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agree with you. You have been used to a 
country Ufe, have you not ?" 

" I have Uved nearly always in the 
country. But I am very weU in London 
now." 

" You are Uving in the house of a very 
old firiend of mine, Mrs. Lockwood." 

The change in Maud's face from apathy 
to interest, vyhen he uttered the name, was 
not lost upon Mr. Frost. 

" You are an old friend of Mrs. Lock-
wood's ?" repeated Maud, smiUng. 

" A very old fiiend. I knew her husband 
before he was married. I have known 
Hugh ever since he was bom. He is a 
right good feUow." 

" Oh yes." 
" But his mother is a littie disturbed 

about him at present. He has taken an 
obstinate fit into his head, and wants to set 
up as an architect on his own account, 
instead of remaining longer in Digby and 
West 's offices. Perhaps you have heard ?" 

" Y e s ; I heard something of it from 
Mrs. Lockwood; and from my friends 
Captain and Mrs. Sheardown." 

" Ah, exactiy." 
"Captain Sheardown seemed to tiiink 

that Mr, Lockwood was justified in his 
p k n . " 

" I have no doubt that Captain Shear-
down is an exceUent gentleman." 

" He is very good and very sensible." 
" N o doubt. StiU on tiiis point his 

opinion is scarcely the inost valuable that 
could be had. I am going to Italy myself 
in a very short time . You are looking 
pale. I s the heat of the room too much 
for you ?" 

" No, thank you. Yes—I am rather 
oppressed by it. You were saying " 

" That I am going to Italy on business 
which, if carried out successfuUy, would 
enable me to throw an exceUent thing in 
Hugh Lockwood's way. I t might keep 
him abroad for a year or two, but that would 
be no disadvantage—on the contrary. If 
we can only persuade Hugh not to be in 
a hurry to assume responsibiUties on his 
own account." 

" The carriage must be here by this time, 
Sidney," said Mrs. Frost rising and touch
ing her husband's shoulder. " Do inquire!' ' 

" N o t going yet, surely!" exclaimed 
Mrs. Lovegrove vrith stem distinctness. 
" Not going before partaking of our humble 
refi*eshments ?" 

" O thank you very much," returned 
Mrs. Frost, " but I really couldn't eat any
thing. W e rushed away firom dinner in 

over. order to get here before it was aU 
Your hours are so virtuously early I" 

I t was perhaps strange that Mrs. Love
grove should feel offended at being told 
that she kept virtuously c-^- ^tnrs. But 
the fetct was tiiat she did > 

" I saw," said the hostess, " that you had 
scraped acquaintance vrith my friend Lady 
TalUs Gale. I would have presented you 
to her, but the fact is, she does not 
particularly care for making acquaintance 
out of her own set." 

" Oh, that talkative elderly lady in the 
tumed gown ? Yes; Sidney presented me 
to her. What an odd person !" 

" I n her peculiar and painful position," 
pursued ]i(ts. Lovegrove, loftily, " Mr. 
Lovegrove does not feel justified in intrud
ing strangers on her acquaintance." 

" What 's the matter with her ? Is she 
not quite right in her head ?" asked Mrs. 
Frost, slightiy touohii^ her own forehead 
as she spoke. 

This was too much for Mrs. Lovegrove. 
She had felt that she was getting the worst 
of it throughout; for she was piqued, and 
Mrs. Frost was genuinely cool and uncon
cerned. 

" I don't understand you, Mrs. Frost," 
said Mrs. Lovegrove, "nor can I conjecture 
why you should vrish to—to—insult my 
ftienda." 

" O dear me, I assure you I hadn't tho 
least idea of insulting the poor woman," 
rejoined Mrs. Frost, imperturbably. " I t 
would be her misfortune, not her fault, 
you know, after all! But you said some
thing, yourself about her pecuUar and 
painful position." 

Mrs. Lovegrove faced round solemnly. 
" I did so, Mrs. Frost," she said. "And 
poor dear Lady Tallis's position is indeed a 
sad one. Her husband—a man of enor
mous wealth, but of so profligate a 
character that I shudder to breathe his 
name in the same atmosphere where my 
daughters are—her husband," continued 
Mrs. Lovegrove, reaching a climax of im-
pressiveness, and lowering her voice almost 
to a whisper, "has gone off and deserted 
herr 

"ReaUy? Very shocking ! But," added 
Mrs. Frost, " do you know, I think not, on 
the whole, very surprising!" 

That night, in the seclusion of their 
chamber, Mrs. Lovegrove informed her 
husband that, come what might, she wonld 
never, on any consideration, invite '' that 
woman "—so she designated Mrs. Frost— 
ineide ber doors again. 

^ 
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Sarah!" said Mr. Lovegrove, 

wonder 
and 

you 

not, AugnstusP I 
u can ask! Her insolence 
ond bearing. And did 

?" 
"A black gown, wasn't i t? 

h o a ^ ' * 
r! If three gndcneaB 
lace it warn trimmed 

^11 undertake to eat it. That 

that 
airs are 
see her 

It looked 

a yard 
vrith, I 
ia all. 

sifWp 

. , : tliat proved to be not quite aU. 
And Mr. Lovegrove had to listen to a long 

of Mrs. Frost's misdemeanoars 

Mrs. Frost, on h«r side, declared that 
she had been bored to death; that Ae had 

"'' ing like the collection of 
vegrove had gathered to-

ther; that they had stared at her (Mrs. 
igh she were a savage; and, 

.^. ..oked her husband what good 
'n done by her going there at all, 

i t absard vroman, Mrs. Love-
Liiosento take offence, and walk 

I her in a huff! 
"No good at all, Georgina, certainly, 

you had chosen to behave vrith 
••is: riJI J, when you knew how I had begged 

you to do so." 
. I was perfeetiy civil. But Mrs. 

. ̂  tried to quarrel with me because 
not overwhdmed by the honour and 

ing introduced to that ridiculous 
man." 

Tallis's niece is, at aU events, a 
very charming creature." 

'' The golden-haired girl in white ? WeU 
—y—yes, perhaps; I did not speak to her. 
Certainly she did look difierent from the 

of the menagerie. Those apple-green 
' ' U g h ! They set one's t e ^ on 

i v.ai i i 

You must caU on Lady Tallis, Greorgina. 
' inWte the girl, and take her 

into tucifu li iiiiie." 
I? Thanks! I really cannot under* 

m aU your cUents* daughters 
>.... . .» I - aud cousins, and Heaven knows 
who Ix'sidos." 

" Lady TalUs Gale is no cUent of mine." 
" V̂̂ ŷ do you trouble yourself about 

her, then ?" 
" Gi.N.)ru'r. Usten: this is a case in which 

taei might help me, if yon 
it on my behak. There is 

ve-making going on between 
,'h Lockwood and wis Miss Desmond. 
girl is very different from what I ex-i U U 

pected. She is very attractive. Now, it 
is very undesirable that young Lockwood 
should entangle himself in an engagement 
jnst now." 

"Very undesu-able fbr whom?" aaked 
M[rs. Frost, yawning behind her faj^ 

" Foi^-for his mother." 
"ReaUy? WeU, I should suppose that 

vwy trencbant Uttie person with the 
prominent jaw, was able to manage her 
own business. I am soarry I cannot get up 
any vital interest in the case. But you 
know Mrs. Lockwood is not a dear old 
fiiiend of mine /" 

Mrs. Frost had fbr a brief time been 
really a Uttie jealous of Zillah. And she 
stiU affected to be so whenever it suited 
her, although she felt toler&bly certain that 
whatever were the strong tie of intimacy 
between her hushand and Mrs. Lockwood, 
there was no echo in it of an old love story. 

" Suppose I teU you, Georgina," said 
Mr. Frost, suppressing the hot words of 
anger which rose to his Ups, "that it would 
be undesirable for me that Hugh Lockwood 
should engage h i m s ^ at ]nreBent." 

"What in the world can it matter to 
you, Sidney?" 

" There are business compUcations in the 
affair," said Mr. Frost, slowly. " But so 
long as these young folks are Uving in tho 
same house and meeting daily, and so long 
as the young lady is mewed up there vrith
out any other society, it is in the course of 
nature that she should be disposed to fimcy 
herself in love vrith Hugh. As to him, I 
am not surprised. The girl is fuU of sense 
and sweetness, and is a thorough gentle
woman. But Hugh ought to marry some 
one vrith a few thousands of her own. Miss 
Desmond is very poor. Now, if you would 
give her some pleasant society, and let her 
see something of the world, there would be 
less fear of Hugh and her making fools of 
themselves." 

" Why don't you teU aU that to Lady 
What's-her-name ?" asked Mrs. Frost, lean
ing back in the carriage vrith closed eyes. 
" She is the proper person to look after her 
niece." 

" I teU itto you because I choose that you 
shall obey me!" thundered Mr. Frost, fbri-
ously. " It is not enough that you drive me 
half vrild by your extravagance; that you 
have neither common gratitude nor common 
comsidaratiaa for your husband; bnt you 
thvrart me at every turn. You deUberately 
put yoTuwelf in opposition to every plan or 
wish of mine. You disgust by your arro
gance the people whom it is my qpecial in-
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terest to be on good terms vrith; and you 
seek the company of fashionable fools who 
teach you to squander my-money and de
spise my fi:iends. Take care, Georgina! I 
warn you to take care! There are limits 
even to my indulgence." 

Mr. Frost had uttered the last words in 
his beat, after the carriage had drawn up at 
his own door. And the words had been 
heard by the servant who opened it. 

Mrs. Frost was mortified. She even shed 
a few tears. But ber husband's wrath 
was flaming too high to be extinguished 
by a few tears at that moment. 

" That is aU I get," said Mrs. Frost to 
herself, as ber maid was brushing out her 
hair, " for consenting to go near that 
odious Bedford-square set at al l! I was 
a fool to consent. I don't beUeve a word 
about its being important to Sidney whether 
Hugh Lockwood marries a princess or a 
pauper. I t is merely to carry out some 
scheme of that artfiil Uttle creature Mrs. 
Lockwood. But she shall find that what
ever her influence over my husband may be, 
she cannot make me an accomplice in her 
plots." 

SEA-SIDE STEREOSCOPES. 

A CHEERY hopeful horn, a restless and merry 
riolin, a deep-voiced meUow bass riol, and a 
flute that whisties like a joUy blackbird welcome 
me to Scarcliff, the night of my arrival at Low-
ther's. I look out from my lofty window at 
Scarcliff Bay, which shines like fluid sUver in 
the moonUght, while half a dozen herring-boats, 
each with a speck of Ught hung like a talisman 
somewhere about it, ride at anchor sleepily on 
the bright placid wave. The open ring of lamps 
on the esplanade circles the southern cliff like 
an outspread necklace of gold, while the double 
rows of tights on the Spa Terrace form a sort of 
centre pendant. 

Hark! 'twas the Indian drum! What means 
that noise, as of showmen perpetually going 
to begin? Am I in Benares? Is this Jub-
belpore or Sulipatam, and are the festivals 
commencing in the Hindoo temples, by order 
of Eehama the accursed? O dear no I That is 
only Mouther's private-hotel gong calling the 
Mouther world to tea, and that brazen bray 
that repUea to it defiantly is Crowther's, lower 
down, resolved to also advertise her meals and 
the crowded state of her apartments, which, 
f uU or not, are equally kept lit up at night, on 
the principle that fires are kept burning in 
a camp the night it is deserted. Crowther's 
people despise Mouther's because " Private 
hotel and boarding-house" is painted in vulgar, 
staring, large gUt letters over Mouther's f^ t -
floor windows; and Mouther's people do not 
think much of Crowther's, because they have 
no seats of then* own in the terrace garden, 

and, what is more despicable, have no croquet-
ground. Moreover, Madre Mouther is musical" 
and so are the Miss Mouthers, especially Louisa! 
the blonde, the second, who wears a blue suo^ 
and a blue "suivez-moi, jeunes hommes," that 
flutters in the evening breeze as, at the'piano 
by the open window, she nightly sings, sur̂  
rounded by admirers, tUl the Crowther set 
who only venture on Tommy Dodd and such 
low comic tunes, almost burst with envy. 

Out on the north cliff to look at the grey pile 
of castle ruin rising on the hiU, old and shattered 
but still invincible and defiant. The moon is just 
now hidden by a cloud, and one star only shines 
above. Look below, at the very edge of the 
wet sand, just where the foam is receding, 
there stands a white lady, a pale phantom 
figure, like a ghost on the shore, waitbg 
fixedly for some phantom ship. No, it is only 
the reflection of that lone star on the wet 
sand. WeU, we have seen many worse ghosts 
than that. Lo! a bicycle; a tall-legged person 
is standing over it on tiptoe—misguided man. 
The moment he puts his feet on the wheel 
supports away he is borne—a self-tormented 
Mazeppa. On he rolls and over he topples time 
after tune, until at last two friends hold him 
ignominiously on, one on each side, a volun
teer pushes him contemptuously behind, and 
he is conveyed home, for this time, without 
the broken leg he seems so ardently to covet. 
Those two lovers, on the seat looking seaward, 
with their faces so near together, do not 
turn to see his ignominious retreat, and pro
bably would not look round if half Scarcliff 
were to suddenly blaze up like a vesurian. 

Awake early I thrust my head out of the 
open window at Lowther's, to see if the coast 
is where it was. Queen Ocean has three deep 
lace flounces of foam to her gown. The ruined 
castle is veUed in a sunny mist. One sail is a 
reddish yeUow in the sunshine ; beyond scatter 
other sails, growing to mere specks, gi-eyer 
and speckier as they recede more and more 
towards Flamborough Head. What are those 
dark roots Uke black corks, washing about down 
there m the spray ? Those are the hardy bathers 
of Scarcliff. AU the amusements are already 
mustered on the parade ; the Hindoo with 
tracts; the blind beggar, whose unsympathising 
dog holds in his mouth a tin for pence ; the blue-
coated, tow-haured, frowsy German band; the 
boy vrith fusees and the Scarcliff Gazette done 
up in pink wrappers ; the garrulous old Italian 
with a big nose tbat quivers when he walks, 
and the monkey in a plaid tunic that plays the 
tambourine. I get up and find Crowther's 
set are watching with dignity the little cari
cature of man gnavring at an apple, while Mou
ther's people, in their noisy, vulgar way. are pre-
Earing a handful of nuts to throw him when 

e comes to their steps. The proprietor of the 
perfonuiug birds is making slowly towards us, 
and I hear the pop of the little gun that an
nounces the execution of that old off'' 
deserter. Down below in thc foam a 
is out wading breast high in the green water 



Ai 
hirlei DickenB.] SEA-SIDE STEREOSCOPES. [October 38,1SS9.] 4 8 9 

a Polyphemus pursuing Acis, while along 
' -e the bathing-machine proprietor dashes 

. 1 o on his pony as if perpetuaUy rushing 
fur the lifeboat. A large concourse on the 

, r head watch with interest the fat straggler 
„ h the elements, while a resolute angler is 
• hiiiLT stolidly for haddock, as if he was never 

liave a meal unless he drew it from the 
• a. 

There is one quiet amusement always in 
; I hiou at Scarcliff. In fact, it is not so much 
the custom as the reUgion of this and other 
tea-side places. You sit̂  down facing the 
Ilea, and look steadUy seavrard tiU you get 

V ; you then walk long enough 
If from this feeling, and then 

I and stare vacantly again. Red-faced 
iu< i.̂ , bilious business men, pink school-girls. 
How old country-women in poke bonnets, 

Mig dandies—every one does it. Most 
coutemplators must exhaust the sea 

(mentally I mean) in three minutes. They 
it is blue, level, with sunny eleams upon 
and there, while some vrhite-winged 

gulls flicker over it like large white butter
flies ; they know that it has illimitable power 
of getting angry, and in its wrath of devouring 
men, and there they end, but stiU magnetised 
liv its iiTosistible laadnatiou, they sit there 

',• after day as if they were trying to vmte 
.^K something to cut out Byron's Address to the 
iJjyi Ocean. The custom may tend sUghtly to 
"• îdiotcy, but in other respects it is a rational 

and healthy custom enough. 
As I walk round by the castle cliff, where 

the big gun from Sebastopol is, I find an 
old lame fisherman leaning there and garing 
wistfully seaward. I ask him if that is a 
collier out yonder. He says yes, with an air 
of surprise at any landsman knowing a colUer 
so far off. I explain to him I mean the vessel 
out there by the pier (five mUes nearer than 
where he means). He shifts his quid grimly 
and scornfully, at this. He meant that speck 
out ever so far. I try, but I can't see it at aU, 
and go down to zero at once in my own esti
mation. I ask my mariner (to carry the thing 

••7iVB>' oflF), if it is a good day for fishing. Never 
^(bflV" ^̂ ® * better, he says: would I Uke his boat? 
i fc^l'^ He's got plenty of bait ready. The day was 
^yKW- ^^> >̂̂ h ^ Uttle white feather on the sea, 

^rl.L.. the breakers were crashing along the shore. 
It miglit be a good day for a strong constitu
tion, but not for me. Since that I have had 
reason to suspect it was not so good a day, for 
tlie day aftor I asked the same question. The 

1 was then furious, raging, demoniacaUy 
iiicful in the matter of chimney-pot hats. 

I was then also informed it was a first-rate 
' ' and safe for mackerel. A third day it 

od violently. Even that day, too, was pro
nounced perfect. Now, as they could not all 

- _f " t, I am inclined to think that not one 

piPT^! was, and that if Youth had been at 
i*'"Tiiit'W ^^^ V^ow, Nausea would certainly have been at 
ft^ ui' ' ''̂ '''"" ^°°^' There are Mouther's set 
^Ut-i^ off 

•rfteiikr 

brktteait; 
fmfiim 

^^^ u 

ihmm 

\ 

ift-̂  
out now, aU in yachting dress; it's a show 

Crowther's people say, and they alvrays 

come back iU. Do you hear that crash ? That 
is thunder. The Mouthers wiU just have got 
comfortably out at sea. Serve them right, 
growls Crowther, who is what his friends cidl 
a plain sort of man ; but though I esteem him, 
I must confess that, for my own part, I set 
him down as decidedly ugly. 

Bathing! There again, those Mouther people, 
who break every law human and divine, troop off 
smirking and phUandering ahnost directly after 
breakfast, when everybody knows it is as much 
as one's life is worth to bathe within two hours 
of a meal. Every one at Crowther's expects 
that some day the whole Mouther lot wiU go off 
in simultaneous apoplexy. They dabble and 
shiver about, but rll just give you an idea of 
how they suffer. The other day I went to bathe 
and had to wait tiU an invisible gentleman in 
No. 32 had done dressing. I waited for an 
endless time; at last the bathing man says, 
" I think I'd knock, sir," so I did, and a feeble, 
wavering voice answered, "In a moment." 
Presently the door slowly opened, and a blue 
shivering jelly of a woe-begone man, looking 
the image of alarm and nervousness, stammer-
ingly articulated, " Would you be kind enough 
to button my braces, sir; my hands are so be
numbed, IVe been half an hour trying to do 
them." I saw that man afterwards on the 
Terrace slinking home to Mouther's. He was 
never his own man again, and after aU he 
went off (just like Mouther's people) without 
paying for his last six bathing tickets. Now 
improper bathing may benumb a man, but it 
doesuT, you know, make a man forget to pay 
for his bathing tickets. 

The Crowther set are joUy, hearty, honest, 
rather vulgar people. They dress any how, 
and dispute a good deal about cloth and 
iron, praise Hoodersfield and Braaaardford, 
and hate fuss, sham, and pretension. Their 
wives are generally rather fuU-faced, hard, 
sturdy women, who n>eak their minds; and 
their daughters are hearty, pretty, strong, 
good-natured girls, who laugh loud and sing 
loud, and walk fast and far, aud dehght in 
boating, and do not try to conceal their likes 
and disUkes. They are not afraid to show they 
enjoy themselves, they are fresh and natural, 
and have no affectation. The Crowther men 
are very hearty and sociable, and are, as a rule, 
generaUy meeting friends from "Hool," wher
ever you go with them. 

What a stupendous fool I am! Here I have 
been afraid to bathe for a whole week because 
of the cold, and I declare if the water isn't de
lightfully fresh, and without a sting. 

" Always is warm, sir, after the night's been 
rough," says the machine proprietor. 

I long to know the scientific reason for 
this phenomenon, but Uke a fool again I am 
ashamed to ask, so I say, " I suppose so," which 
veUs my ignorance. I presume the sea beats 
itself warm just as a cabman warms his hands 
by striking himself on the chest, and yet that 
hardly seems to bring one much nearer to an 
adequate explanation. 

==F 
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On coming out I try to educe from the bath
ing-machine man jprinciples to guide me in 
bathing. His rule is simple and comprehen-
»ve. 

<*What I always say, sir, is, in and out 
again." 

This principle, thought I, has at least one 
good point about it, it makes a bathing-ma
chine us^Ul to as many people as possible 
in a morning. As I'jump down the steps 
of the bathing-machine and dance on the 
shore for sheer joy and redundancy of animal 
Ufe, the sand is blowing over the beach like a 
flowing river, and the sand-hiUs below the 
cliffs are all a smoke vrith eddies of restiess 
atoms. Great broad dark-brown ribbons of 
glue-coloured sea-weed are washing to land, 
a pallid Uttle orab is vainly trying to work 
home to his parish to secure a settlement, and 
a flabby star-fish, stranded half an hour ago, 
moves one of his rays in feeble appeal to me, 
as I pass recklessly by, denouncing aloud the 
blatant humbug of Mouther's gong that is 
thundering out from the oUff-top the summons 
to an indifferent and pretentious dinner. 

An evening stereoscope. A Scarcliff even
ing is fuU of pleasant contrasts. The bay 
glows like sUver, and the headlands are steeped 
in a blue moonlit mist that bathes also the 
whole bluff shoulder of the Castle HUl. The 
moon a moment ago had a great black-winged 
cloud stretehing right athwart it Uke a dusky 
eagle. Then the eagle faded and the cloud 
thinned and thinned tUl it tumed a mother-(^-
pearl colour, amber in parts. Presently all 
these hues dissolve, and the great, fuU, bright 
moon launches out into an,ocean of cloudless 
blue. The lamps on the North Pier are Ughting, 
two by two, and casting golden hues aud dark 
shadows on the sands below. Wafts of music 
arise from the southern bay, for there is to be a 
fete to-night, and the Spa Terrace gleams al
ready in golden lines like a miniature Naples. 
There are crowds of tremendously dressed per
sons at the door of the Domdaniel Hotel on the 
south side; they are all going to the fete. Ha! 
now they begin: there steams up a rocket high 
over the d^k green woods that slope back 
from the sea. I t bursts over the sea in clusters 
of crimson and emerald fire, as if in mockery 
of the moon, that is looking down with such 
dear aud steadfast eye, aU the cold pride of 
Diana in her gaze at our transient follies, and 
Uttie, fantastic pleasures. iThe gay crowd 
chatters and paces; presently a fitf id explosion 
breaks out everywhere: it is the set piece, 
*' Good-night" spears in a thousand colours, 
the band crashes out God save the Queen, and 
the gala is over. 

The lights on the pier go out one by one, 
the waves race underneath aud foam against 
the iron stUt-Uke legs of the pier, as much as 
to say, "Some day or another when we are 
reaUy hungry, we'U just make a mouthful of 
you young feUows.'' The vrindows in the 
crescent fade out fast. The sharp gas-lights 
look lonely now. The sea plunges and roars 
as I go to sleep, further aud further now, to 

[Conductedby 

a whisper—to nothing—for I hare descended 
far from it into Dreamland. 

A morning stereoscope at Scarcliff. Tli 
cliff is all alive—children everywhere—rosy 
plump, merry chUdren, equipped with woodt: 
spades, and pails, aud landing nets. People ai 
descending in great numbers the rude 
that lead down to the sands. The green-i 
bathing marhiaeB are wading in the scu. 
several young ladies dressed as Banshees, am 
with cascades of solden hau*, are spla')>:> 
eaeh other and laughing; those pink spo, 
there are men swimming. There is a j 
sight: a stalwart father, with the chi-
Hercules, has got his Uttle curly-headed bu 
on his shoulders, and they both are ku;' 
and shouting in boisterous enjoyment oi 
fun. Now the father is resting him ou th;r 
great, waUowing, green buoy, and the urchin i 
Bcreaimng, half in fun, half in real alarm. Thn 
little blue-striped hut on the cliff is di ' 
brisk business in paUs, but no one buys ti.. . 
tattered copies of the Whole Duty of Man an 
Foxe's Book of Martyrs, or those corn ' 
that are kept in pudding basins hke so : 
plums. 

See the herring boate coming in, a plô ^̂ ^ 
and Uv^y m^t, for the sky to seaward. 
from this great breakwater of < 
stones, is always fuU of breezy Va: 
effects, and is deUcious in its fine sunny at
mosphere and its great grey clouds, shifting 
to idl colours, from white to rose and from 
purple to amber. I t has been a rough i 
and the decks of the herring boats are so 
salt vrith spray and speckled with silvery ; 
The rugged-bearded men have their 
yellow sou'-westers pulled down over — 
brows, and their yeUow waterjiroofs com 
down as far as their great greasy boot 
that ihe Deluge itself woidd be a men 
to them. Rough lads thrust their hea< 
np the hatehways, and lift out brimmii 
baskets of fish. Yes, they did pull them i: 
last night pretty tidy. The quay is covered 
with herrings, and men are measuring them off 
in baskets, and mixing them with coarse sal 
as they measure them. The great, dark sails are 
lowering as every moment boats come round 
the Ughthouse corner with shouting crew 
In an hour cart-loads of red-brown nets will V-
stretcliing to dry in the green fields outsiil. 
Scarcliff; nothing about tiie busy scene do 
I more like than to see the little fishermen's 
boys—Bou'westers, jersey, boots, the very 
miniature of their fathers — pulling at tow ropes, 
or, with great self-importance, carrying nets 
ashore, ui them the baby and the hero are 
combined ; the urchin, only just released from 
his mother's arms, has learned alrewly to 
look death smilingly in the face, to despise 
storms, to laugh at reefs, and to treat the waves 
as if they were mere flocks of patient sheep. 
hock at that youngster now, kneehng on the 
stern of a boat that is rocking in thc surf, while 
his brother, a year younger, stands up to hii 
knees in the mud in the back harbour ]' " 
at a small anchor. They're chips of thi 
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1.1 >ii,, I .nnd you should see how neat and 
re in a gale of vrind. 

Uiiat nave ire done? A curse of lady-
is npoa as. Everything is studded 

with the little flyiag tortcMse vritii the 
age shell and the idack spots. They 
wl about the SDOTAed white vrild barley oa 

the edge of the cUff, and they nestle ia the 
t|,wii,...iown. They surv^ the fences and 

le wa&B. Where do they haU from? 
\ • ̂  tie game at Scarcliff? Where 
V they eame here? I just now 
met four coming up to our front door at Low-
jv - if they vrere gomg to leave tkeir 
c. id I see that U^e brute of a page 

y iu ptam eolonr at lieatther's scrunch hun-
'dreds a di^ aa he runs kis errands. 

What a momiag! The sea looks as if it oould 
E ' n a baby. The only sound is the sleepy 

g of the sm-f ou the shore as the ebbing 
ater leaves its tliread of foam upon the sand. 

— frothing against the black 
Castle foot, and miles away 

I'Sea the iravea leapii^ up like a pack 
1MB vrhite deer-hoonds round Filey 
A distant lamp on the Terrace sparkles 

likea diamond, aad the board vrith the touch-
in? appeal, "DiMi't leave Scarcliff vrithout 

e eamera!" flaps protestingly against 
tu.. i.111.- to which it is tied. The whole long 
line of sea-side hooMB ia aU in ^adow, except 

i<< '} that eatdws the eastern sun from a 
hi..- -:--.jt. 

^<7-ROOM!—a shock of thunder makes aU 
rcliff iiUgfrir again, aud long, deep echoes 
away Maaaid. That is a cannon: the ar-

\i n ou the oastleKre practising at a float-
...i.̂ . Number One, sponge; Number Two, 
—and so on. Ba-room 1 beUows the gun 

am, with very tolerable actirity. One would 
k the old line of walls—so often invested 

in old times—was onoe more beleagured; but 
tl ' attered towers are helpless now, and 
h at his work, Time, iu likeness of a 

' urchin, aits on the broken bat-
und watches the gun practice. I go in 

at a gate leadiag to tke castle which is hung 
with toy boats, and is guarded by a lame 
sailor; a red flag-^waves above from the edge 
ci the northwiffd cliff. Young feUows in 
.scarlet tu ' ' - twos and threes, come strid-

_ up t astle-hiU with rifles on their 
shoulders ; they are ScarcUff riflemen going to 
shoot for prizes. I find two batches of alert 
scarlet men drawn up outside a tent in the broad 

eadow above the castle. There are two 
•gets between high turf walls. Two of the 

men are out on the edge of the cliff behind the 
|ent firing down at a bit of floating vrreck. 

e volunteers are fine stalwart, grave, resolute 
Uows, intent on the prizes. A joUy fdlow, 
'th big sand^ bttrd, and in plaia dress, is 
ted in a chair vritii a telescope fcelwe him to 

1 the targets. A bugle soimds. Hythe 
^-...ion at three hundred yards, every buUet 
on, and blue and red-and-white flags up every 

at. The bull's-eyes sound full and 
, thc outside shots give a sUghter tang. 

Ihe prize is aU with a quiet brown-looking 

1- t.» H . U I ,3 i 

fellow, who fires carefully and without hurrv 
waitmg for lulhi of the wmd. Some young 
sisters of volunteers, sent to bring their din
ners, look on with wonder and deUght, as 
David did when he was sent to the Israelitish 
camp and cuUed the pebbles by the way. A 
red and white flag-a buU's-eye. Hurrah! the 
steady brown man has won the cup with a cood 
score of fifty-nine. 

The tradesmen at ScarcUff are not smooth
tongued ; they are too rich for that. No, they 
are blunt, sturdy Yorkshire people, who quietly 
let yon know they don't care whether you deal 
with them or not Yet for all that they do 
not despise the small arts of trade, and your 
second pound of tea, and your second joint, 
and your second couple of fowls, are not, as a 
rule, by any means so good as the first. They 
remind me of the people on a wild hiU outside 
Monmouth, who in summer when you ask 
where they come from, say boldly and rather 
defiantly, "Why, from PenaUt," with a devil-
may-care air sure enough; but in vrinter and 
snow-time if you ask them, they reply vrith a 
dejH-ecataKg shudder, " Oh, from PenaUt, God 
bless vat" A month or two more, and you 
might fire a seventy-four-pounder up and 
down Sciffcliff without hittang a visitor. The 
Scarcliff shopocracy vriU be humble enough 
then, I warrant, and they'd send you a pound 
of sugar twenty mUes, I very strongly con
jecture. 

Sunday is a characteristic day at Scarcliff. 
Go, just as the churches " come out," and see 
how in the High-street the cross-currents of 
RitoaUsts, CongregationaUsts, Wesleyans, Pri
mitive ChristiaiiB, Roman CathoUcs, &c., ebb 
and flow through the Uttle gate they call the 
Bar. And through the m i ^ of the gafly-
dressed people, the rich manufacturers, the 
simple country people in for the day, and 
the chattering servants, stride to and fro (as 
if for ever eondemued to pace a real or 
imaginary quarter-deck), the fishermen, broad-
chested rugged feUows, in the etemid blue 
guernsey—the Norseman's shirt of maU soft, 
ened and civilised at last into harmless wooUen, 
but stiU covering bold, brave hearts, like 
pirates on shore, they seem to walk defiantly, 
eyeing the d^enerate tourists around them, and 
ready at a ahriU boatswain's whktle to sack 
the whole town, and saU away with the Sabine 
women to the " golden South Amerikies." 

It is difficult, when the calm waves arebreak-
ing in music on the shore, to reflect on Scar-
cM having any dangers; but it has. How 
many a Scarcliff boat Death in his black coffin-
bark has haUed! One out of every three poor 
womm yon meet would teU you she had lost a 
brother or a soa or a husband by drovnung. 
Some years ago a party were caught by the 
tide en tha IMKIS near Ffley, and nearly aU 
drowned. Those cliffiB, too, that look so 
calm in the sun, have had their countiess vic
tims. Only last week, two boys, out for a 
scramble over the Holmes under the castie 
before breakfast, scaled the diff to get home 
the sooner. One boy got up safely, aad hear, 
ing a o y looked faaiA. Bis friend hung half• 
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way up, unable to move, clinging at some grass, 
and benumbed with fear. The first lad rau to 
the artillerymen's barracks for a rope. AVhen 
he came back the younger boy was gone. They 
searched and found his crushed body between 
some rocks on the shore. 

The Scarcliff fishermen are fine feUows, but 
I fear they are given to fiction. I heard one 
the other day talking to two of Mouther's 
yotmg gentlemen about gunnery. They were 
leaning against the big Russian gun on the 
north cliff. The mariner was discoursing on 
a certain revolving cannon lately invented, 
and he ended by assuring his young friends 
that the longest distance he had ever known a 
sheU thrown wasfive-and-thirty miles, but then that 
was a peculiar case. The other day I fell into 
conversation with a long-limbed old pUot who 
was on the watch on the cliff for a certain 
schooner loaded with slates, that he aud his 
mate had heard of the night before when they 
were laying their lobster-pote out there yonder 
beyond that second point where the sea was 
running so high. No, there was no waiting for 
turns vrith the pilots at Scarcliff, if he could only 
just set eyes on the schooner he'd be off with his 
boat in a jiffy. He'd been out tiU two o'clock 
with the lobster-pots and only got two lobsters. 
I t was owing, he thought, to the Northern 
Lights, and heavy they was aU night, dancing 
and capering, and the sky aU in a flame wi'em, 
wonderful for them as had never seen it. Those 
Ughts didn't bode no good just about the Equi
nox, Yesterday the sun crossed the line, about 
meridian, and the Northern Lights, coining 
after, boded bad weather. Did I see that 
Whitby steamer down there trying to get to the 
pier for passengers ? She'd better take care what 
she was after or she'd get aground. I t was a 
burning shame she wasn't obUged to take a 
pUot. Yes, she'd lost her way iu the fog near 
VVhitby several times, and she'd do it once too 
often. You better get off, my gentleman. That 
pier was not weU buUt and would go some 
winter. I t was caulked, there was no ventila
tion in it, wind and water must have vent, 
and when a heavy sea came under it, it woiUd 
lift off all the planking and play old Harry 
with it. No, he had never been in the Baltic, 
but he had h^en off Cape Horn three weeks 
trying to get round by Patagonia and Terra-
f uegar. That was with Captain BeU of Whitby, 
and then he proposed to try the Straits of 
MageUan, as ain't barely navigable. Three hun
dred nules long they was, and a ugly shop to be 
iu, sure enoi^h. Shore at the Horn was rocks 
tremendous mgh. What vessel was that? only 
a Ught colUer. "What cargo was the most 
dangerous? WeU, copper ore; Unseed was 
bad too, it shifted so ; coals was good, a 
vessel was always Uvely with coals, and timber 
wasn't bad ; but it was aU screw colUers now, 
they went home with water for ballast, and got 
it pumped out with a donkey engine dire<^y 
they arrived at Shields. I hadn't got the price 
of half an ounce of 'baccy about me, had 1 ? 

I am almost afraid the feUow was a humbug, 
and that the schooner for which he was looking 
out was the Flying Dutchman or some such sha

dowy craft; for the next day I met hnn he 
had forgotten me, and began talking about a 
" track" that a parson had just given him. Very 
pretty reading it was, and uncommon thirsty 
weather it was to be sure. lie was not com
municative about the schooner, but thought she 
must have " blown away" in the night, worse 
luck, for he hadn't the price of a screw of 
'baccy in his pocket. 

The outdoor sights at ScarcUff are sometunes 
especially characteristic. The other day in a 
side street I came upon a track drawn by three 
saUors. An artful-looking man in a dread
nought was the spokesman, and his assistant 
was a Uttie, fair, podgy man in a blue jersey, 
who held iu his hand a cigar box with a slit in 
the Ud ready for contributions. On the truck 
lay a huge blubbery fish, about ten feef long, 
with a small head and a vacant eye. A crowd of 
nursemaids, chUdren in buff shoes, and wonder
ing excursionists surrounded the dead monster. 

" B u t what is i t?" said some one, aftor 
pinching the ambiguous fish aU over. 

" WeU, if we was to say it was a whale,'' 
said the podgy exhibitor, " we should be say
ing the thing that wasn't right, but it's the 
whale specie. It's a GRUUPUS." 

" Yes, that's what it is," said the artful man, 
pointing to a red wound in the creature's head; 
" here we struck him, and this 'ere is the place 
where he throws up the water." 

" Ah ! puffing like a grampus, that accounts 
for it," said I . 

" 'Xactly so," said the podgy man. "This 
is a grampus; we don't charge anything reg'lar, 
but any coppers as gemmcn Ukes to give, goes 
in this 'ere box. Thank you, sir." 

The swaUows are coUecting on the roofs. It 
is time to migrate. The wind gets daily fresher 
and colder. Everyone is leaving Scarcliff. At 
the hotel doors the raUway buses are loading 
vrith tin boxes and perambulators. A fly just 
now passed vrith two sponge-baths sprawling on 
the roof. ChUdren are leaving by whole vans 
fuU. The fantastic set at Mouther's are bemg 
bottiedinto fiies. A few weeks more and Scar
cliff wiU be a howling wUderness. The lodg
ing-house keepers will have to let lodgings to 
each other; the shop-keepers to sell to each 
other. I hope they wiU lUce it. They have 
fed on us long enough. The ^touthers only 
grin at the windows, but the Crowthors follow 
tiieir lodgera to the station, and, like good 
homely people as, they are, shake them by the 
hands, and " tuck them up," to use a nursery 
phrase, in their respective carriages. 

THE G E E T MONK'S MISEEERE. 
THB grey monk patters a midnight prayer 

" Misraere Domine!" 
Alone the corridor, down thc stair 

A ught foot creepeth stealthily. 
Pausing, he crosses himself in dread 

(Never a footstep there should be) 
Aa near his cell comes that stealthy tread 

At the midnight hour so warily. 
The grey monk murmurs in gasping prayer 

" Miaercre Domine'" 
When the step tbat comes adown the stair 

Stopo at his door famiharly. 

•ff 
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His rigid faoe is grey • • k* P»wn 
(A nid<l V Cue it is m a t to oe). 

From his t'remUiiig haada the beads drop down 
As the door fliea open na£fy. 

Xhe grey monk shudders, Init not with cold 
(Ue has b{>t bought what this may he). 

As wrapped in many a moffling fold 
A figiu-e enters snlemnly. 

nis terrified heart emits toe groan 
" Miserere Domine !** 

For closer yet withoot aigB or ton* 
The dupe approadhas steadify. 

The grey monk's hrain has begun to swim 
Eooded o'er by asoaoiy; 

The guilt of his uiiB eomes home to him 
In one fell swoop portentously. 

WeU he nmemben vhe mnflbd form 
Veiled and>oieeless though it be; 

Erewhile a woman young and wann: 
Now, a speetml mystoy. 

The grey moiik shrinks, as an icy hand, 
Pidseleis aaa Polar sea. 

Laid on his wrist in stem eommand. 
Draws him fton his bended knee: 

Draws him slowly firom ont his ceU 
Powndeas to resist or flee. 

Whilst OTerhead the midni^t bell 
Breaks the aibnce eerily. 

The grey monk follows through clcusteied gli 
(\Uacxera Domine!) 

Palsied ss by a sense of doom 
And perpetual nusery: 

Foltovs ttie i*******" tniough seeret ways 
Nerer nlajuiad hy piety. 

But trodden ofl in amotous days, 
Trodden <me time murderously. 

The dark tmes shudder as on they pass; 
The tearfU dew drops dolefully; 

A low moan eomes from the oonscious grass; 
The gusty wind sobs humanly. 

The phsatam stops at an eoie nook 
Black aad gmesome as ean be, 

Where even tne moonbeams fear to look 
On the grey monk enuehing piteously. 

Down close hr the dera pool's oosy edge, 
{Tool as stul as deau must be), 

Thc grey monk kneek amid weed and sedge, 
A wretch in mortal agony. 

The spectral fingw points to the pool— 
Be it fact or ^lantasy. 

He sees a sight of dolour and dool. 
Glares, and shrieks despsiringly! 

An upturned fkoe looks out from the slime 
Fair as bee of mmd might be, 

A silsatwitaemef seeret crime, 
Double sin, and treachery. 

Looks as the drownM dead can look 
In his eyes rqwoachingly; 

The murdner nads as firran written book 
The awfol doun he yet must dree. 

A gradous year tot remorse hath gone 
To the past's immutabilitr. 

Since on the Ere of the good St. John 
A soul went to etemi^: 

Sent all unahriren to God's white thiona^ 
Full of sin as soul may be; 

No single moment sfiarad to atone— 
So ahe went, aaeoainj^y. 

Over the fate of the missing maid 
Hung a pall of mystery; 

But tho grey meak felt no whit afraid, 
S ' -in sanctity. 

He feased the hideoas 9 0 * 
Taii.:uig his soul like Iflnraay, 

Forgot hia guilt—but the Joage did not 
Doom eomaa sure if silently. 

Herer again will he patter the prayer 
" hCauere Domine!" 

He waila it out to the midnight air. 
And echoes mock his misery. 

Tor when comes round eaeh ETC of St. John 
Phantom led, in aeony, 

That &ce in the pool he must ease upon. 
Till Erne beoomes Eternity. 

"NO BRIBERY." 

I DO not want to name any names, or 
to hurt anybody's feelings. But facts are 
fiicts, and there seems to me something 
remarkable enough to deserve record in the 
vray Mary and I became man and wife. It 
was done by an election; and it came 
abont in this wise. I was a young minister 
among the Dissenters; and it was bnt a 
short time since I had left my college, 
which we, the students, considered as Sie 
pivot of the universe, and the cradle of the 
truth. We could not, any one of us, have 
been wooed to Oxford or Cambridge by the 
choicest distinctions. To a man we were 
Radicals, and it had been our £[ivourito 
recreation to harangue one another npon 
the most ultra points of religions and 
political doctrines. I left college with the 
conviction that I was one of the men for 
whom the age was clamouring; and I 
fonnd myself called to the cha i^ of a 
small church in Little Coalmoor. 

The name describes the place. It was 
neither town, village, nor hamlet; bnt a 
number of scattered houses dotted abont a 
wide moor of coalpit banks. Here and 
there were a row of dwellings, which might 
almost be called a street; and there was 
every variety of places of worship. My 
own chapel, the <mapel of which I had had 
ambitions and golden dreams while at 
college, was the newest erection in the 
neighbourhood; a stiff, ugly, square, red 
brick building, with a cinder heap behind 
it, and at the side a row of sickly poplars, 
which seemed in the last stage of a con
sumption. Yery nearly opposite was a 
handsome district church—^not the parish 
church, that was at Much Coalmoor, a 
thriving town two miles off, which sent np 
two members to parliament. The curate, 
a dainty and naturally despicable AngHcan, 
used frequently to meet me, as we wended 
our way to onr respective fenes; but we 
never saw one another, except through the 
remotest comer of the eye. 

If my chapel was ngly, my flock vras 
not much better. It consisted principally 
of ill-fevonred, elderly men, and.hard-
featured, homely women; except, of course, 
my Maiy, with whom I fell in love at first 
sight, wiih a promptitude creditable to my 
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collegiate training. She was the eldest 
daughter of our chief member—I don't 
mean a member of parliament: but a 
member of the church—a well-to-do man, 
owning several coal-pits, who at first looked 
coldly npon my suit, but at length was 
brought to the point of promising his con
sent, and a thousand pounds, as soon as 
the debt should be cleared off the chapel. 
This debt became the burden of my ex
istence. I t amounted to four hundred 
pounds, for which he held a mortgage at 
five per cent, which deducted twenty 
pounds a year from the salary the church 
wonld otherwise have given me. With 
the exception of the mortgagee himself, 
there was not a man in the congregation 
who could raise his yearly contribution by 
a single sovereign. I had no infiuence 
elsewhere, and the benevolent strangers of 
our sect to whom I applied considered the 
liability small, and knew a hundred chapels 
worse off. I began to be haunted by a 
vision of " four hundred pounds in debt," 
staring at me in large characters npon the 
red brick front of my chapel. I t was as 
much as I conld do to keep it ont of my 
extempore prayers and sermons. As for 
my thoughts by day, and my dreams by 
night, I could not by any effort banish it 
from them, until the canvassing for a forth
coming election began. 

I t was the first time the Liberals had 
started a candidate for Much Coalmoor; 
and I spent my whole time and energy 
for some weeks beforehand in welding 
my churcb members into a solid body 
of electors, who would no more vote for a 
Conservative than for the devil. They were 
a set of honest, sturdy men, a little stub-
bom and thick-headed perhaps; not quite 
able to discern the central truth of a ques
tion, but very wide-awake as to the swing 
of the outer grievance which caught them. 
Incorruptible voters they all swore to be; 
and the other side tempted them in vain. 
Like Wordsworth's cattle, they would be 
" forty voting like one;" and I awaited with 
peaceful confidence the day for polling. 

The canvass was very close, and there 
were some flagrant cases of bribery and 
corruption on tho part of the Conservatives. 
Of course our hands were clean, were snow 
white; but I found it necessary to wink 
pretty hard at some of the proceedings of 
our agents. I knew all that went on among 
my people, and I could swear that they 
were^ one and all, incorruptible. 

Nomination day passed, and the canvass
ing, hot before, grew to a white heat now. 

Nobody could predict how 
would end; but it made one 
hear the confident assertions 

^ 
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of success '*' 
made by the other side. Iliad notthoncrht ^j 
of the debt, and scarcely of Mary, for several )*" 
days. I was going busily about among my 
flock, solidifjong them. In a few daŷ  'M] 
they were to march in a formidable p] ' ' 
to the polling booth, and there i\ 
their votes for onr Liberal candidate. ° 

I had returned home very weary, and 
was setting to at my Sunday sermons in 
my study, which was a small, upper room 
in the roo^ with shelving ceilings and a 
dormer window, when tho door was flunr^ 
open, and my landlady's daughter an-
nounced, in tremulous tones, " Gentlemen 
as wants to see you." I looked up, nnd, 
to my utter amazement, recognised the slim, 
dainty, foppish Anglican curate who had so 
often glanced at me from the corner of his 
eye. Behind him entered a gentleman, 
aristocratic and somewhat haughty in 
aspect. Behind him, again, an individual 
whom I knew as one of the Conservative 
agente. At sight of them I felt considerable 
stiffness in my neck and back; but the curate 
advanced with an outstretched hand, which 
I could not well refuse. 

" Mr. Romilly, my feUow-laboui-er, I be
lieve ?" said he, smiling all over his face. 

" I am Samuel Romilly," I replied. 
" A relative of the great Sir Samuel Ro

milly?" he remarked. 
I wasn't, but I did not say so, and I felt 

my joints relax a little. I invited my 
guests to be seated, and sat down myself 
in an easy attitude on the corner of my 
table, as there were only three chairs in thc 
room. 

*' You have no vote, I think, Mr. Romilly ?'' 
said the Conservative agent, very blandly. 

• '• I have not," I answered. 
" But you have influence," he continued. 
" I have influence." 
"Which is exercised upon the Liberal 

side," said he. 
" On the Liberal side, solely," I repeated, 

emphatically. 
There was a pause for a full minute, 

during which I was conscious of being 
closely scanned by my three visitors, with 
a desire to find out what sort of stuff I was 
made of. I felt a strong inclination to in
vite them to walk out, but I kept myself 
still, until one of them broke thc silence. 

"Mr. Romilly," said tho curate, in a 
conciliatory tone, which was also a tone of 
suggestion, "there is a debt upon yonr 
chapel." 

-HP 
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"There is a debt npon my chapel," I 
ffhocd, gloomily, and the load which had 
i.;:lcn &'om me seemed the heavier now it 
was he, the curate, who recalled it to my 
remembrance. 

"A debt of four htmdred pounds," he 
said. 

I could not repeat the moumftd words 
afi;er him, so I mutely bowed my head. 

" It must be a serions obstacle to your 
usefulness," he remarked, meditatively, 

"It is," I cried; "it is a blight 1 
upon my usefulness and happiness." 

There was a second pause, with a fine 
anxiety in it for us all. 

"What would you say to a friend," 
breathed one of ihe three voices, I scarcely 
knew which, " a Conservative friend, who 
would pay off the debt upon the chapel ?" 

My heart gave a great bound, but sank 
again like lead. 

"It could not be, gentlemen," I answered, 
" it could never be. We are all Liberals 
to thc badkbone; and incorruptible voters." 

" How many votes did you tell me ?" 
asked the stranger. 

"Forty," answered the agent; "forty 
votes and four hundred pounds debt; a 
simple and beautiful arithmetical propor
tion." 

"Tliink about it; think about it, my 
dear friend," sfdd the curate, shaking my 
hand warmly, " don't give us your answer 
now. At any rate consult your elders, or 
deacons, or leaders. The question is fairly 
theirs; not yours. Do not be in a hurry. 
Thc evening before the polling day will do 
for your decision." 

I watched them going away as if in a 
dream, and then I tumed to my sermon 
again, but it was impossible to get on. On 
one hand were arrayed all my cherished 
poUtical principles; on the other the chapel 
debt paid, and my Mary, with her fortune 
of one tliousand pounds, my wife. But I 
firmly resolved to sacrifice everything to 
my principles; and as the first step to
wards doing so I took my hat, and walked 
off as quickly as I could to tell Mary what 
had happened. 

I found her in the roomy, pleasant kitohen 
of their well-plenished house, whero the 
abundance of everything used to bring to 
my mind the line of a hymn, " Enough for 
all, enough for each." Mary was making 
cakes for tea, and her hands were covered 
with flour; but that did not materially in
terfere with our greeting. Resuming with 
an effort my air of gloomy resolve^ I told 
her my story in brief words. 
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* Oh Sam !" she exdaimed, clapping her 
hands, and thereby producing a fine white 
cloud in which she partially disappeared, 
" how nice, how very good of them r 

»•^^?^J°^^ ^®" ^ ° ^ " ^ remonstrated, 
it will do us no good. I could not possi

bly consent It is a vile case of bribery 
and cormption; and we can have nothing 
to do with corruption." 

" That's a very disagreeable, unpleasant 
word," said Mary, pouting; "and you don't 
mean to say you r e f u ^ such a noble 
offer!" 

" What else could I do, with 
ciples ?" I asked. 

" Then now I am positive you don't love 
me," she cried, bursting into sobs and 
tears; " I thought you were changed before, 
and didn't care any longer abont the debt; 
and now I am sure of it. Perhaps you 
never did love me!" 

" Don't I love you, my darling ? don't 
I ?" I said, employing every art of soothing 
at my command, and when she was again 
calm, I told her more in detail the narrative 
of my visitors' interview with me. 

" Then, after all, it does not rest vrith 
you," she said; " you have only to tell it 
to the church, Sam; and you can call a 
meeting after service to-night." 

We took tea together vrith the fiimily, 
and afterwards walked down to tho chapd. 
Upon the gate-posts were pasted some flam
ing Libeial placards, wluch seem to stab 
me. I did not know how it was all to end. 
Mary's hand was pressing my arm affec 
tionately: but was it possible i^at I coxdd 
ever be brought to use my influence in the 
cause of Conservatism P I might have 
been preaching on my head, for all I knew; 
but I suppose I conducted myself as usual, 
for those who were accustomed to go to 
sleep went to sleep, and the rest listoned 
vrith a painstaking air. I announced a 
church meeting at ,the dose of the seiTice, 
especiaUy requesting the male members to 
remain, and I observed that not one of the 
ITemale ones quitted the chapeL 

I came down from the pulpit and seated 
myself at the end of a bench, asking Mary's 
fisbther to take the chair, as the business of 
the meeting was purely secular. I then 
laid the mattor before them simply, as 
voters for the borough of Much Coalmoor; 
and such a buzz of comment and discussion 
arose as I had never heard vrithin those 
four ugly walls. 

" This here is a weighty question," spoke 
up Brother Piucher, who kept a general 
provision shop, and was considered one of 
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our 'cutest men. He had a sharp, half 
crazy look in his eyes, oddly added to by a 
smaU round pateh of white hair upon his 
crown, which, amidst his short stubby shag, 
had something of the effect of a third eye 
set in that spot. 

" I don't see no caU to make any question 
on it," cried Mrs. Pincher, a smaU wiry 
woman vrith an irrepressible spirit and a 
shriU voice. " There's no question of there 
being a debt on the chapel. For my part, 
I can't see as it's of much consequence 
who's in, Whigs or Tories; they're aU 
pretty much of a muchness. But it is a 
matter of consequence whether our debt's 
paid." 

" Ay, ay!" assented Pincher; " a debt 
on a chapel's a maggot as soon eate up the 
zeal of the house." 

Brother Pincher believed he had quoted 
Scripture, and paused solemnly for the 
slow low hum of approval, which was 
ready to foUow any apt quotation from 
that source. 

"But there's our principles," said the 
chairman, after some frirther discussion. 

" And there's our debt," murmured half 
a dozen of the female members. 

"And there's poor Mr. Romilly," cried 
out Mrs. Pincher, more shrilly than before, 
" as would come into twenty pound a year 
extry, and could get married, and live re
spectable. I t 'ud be a sin and shame if 
such a offer was thro wed away, I say." 

The question oscillated to and fro, vrith 
good long swings at first, but gradually it 
began to settle down towards accepting 
the offer, which appeared too good to be 
refused. Yet there was a soreness in our 
spirits at the thought of casting our votes 
into the Conservative scale. It was more 
than probable that it would make the 
Libertds kick the beam. Once or twice I 
was on the verge of rising to my feet and 
throwing aU my influence upon the losing 
side; but a look from Mary, half threaten
ing, half beseeching, arrested me. I t wa« 
too much for mortal man. I sat aiaH, untu 
it was unanimously voted that the debt 
must be paid. 

" But, gentlemen," I said; then, correct
ing myself, I hastened to add, " My 
brethren, does it not occur to you that we 
ought, in fairness, to lay this matter before 
the committee of our friends ? They know 
that not a man among you would dirty his 
fiingers vrith a bribe; but it is another 
question when four hundred pounds is 
offered for the cause. The committee wiU 
be stiU sitting, though it is near nine 

o'clock. Let a deputation of you wait 
upon them at once." 

My motion was accepted with acclama
tion. Mary's father, Mr. Pinchei', without 
his vrife, three or four others, and myself, 
were deputed to wait immediately upon the 
Liberal committee. I tried to get off, on 
the plea of not being a voter; but they 
made a point of my assistance at the com
ing interriew. We trudged off through 
the dark two miles of road which led to 
Much Coalmoor. Talk of conflicts, I never 
passed through such another conflict. I 
was almost, if not altogether, a Radical; 
and here was I on the point of proving 
myself a renegade and a traitor. I panted to 
meet vrith some accident which could deUver 
me fr^m facing that committee, every one 
of whom had complimented me upon my 
zeal and energy. But we gained the town, 
the street, and the hotel, vrithout any inter
position of Proridence in my behalf. 

I t was late, only a few of the committee 
were at their posts. They welcomed us 
vrith a painful cordiality. My fellow-
deputies waited for me to be their spokes
man ; but I stammered so badly that 
Brother Pincher pushed me on one side, 
and I saw the white spot on tho crown of 
his head gleaming spectrally. 

" The long and the short of it is, gentle
men," he said, vrith great energy, " as them 
Conservatives, who we hate as we hate 
poison, have made us an uncommon good 
offer; and we can't make up our minds to 
cut off our noses and spite oui'selves by 
saying * No' to it. As our young preacher 
here says, there isn't a man among us as 
would dirty his own ten fingers with a 
bribe; but four hundred pounds for the 
cause isn't to be sneezed at. PoUtics is 
politics, but religion's religion; and if one 
must knock under, it's politics I say. I'm 
here ready to answer any questions, spiritual 
or temporal; and politics is spiritual, aud 
religion's temporal—^no, religion's temporal, 
and politics is spiritual; which I hope is 
quite clear to us all." 

I t did not seem quite clear to the gentle
men on the committee, who had listened 
with that bland attention characteristic of 
such personages. Mary's father nudged 
me sternly vrith his elbow. It was thc 
prick of tbe bayonet to a laggard captive, 
which goaded me on to the front. 

" Let me explain it to you, gentlemen," 
I said, in nervous tones. " The other side 
has inade overtures to us to clear our 
chapel of a standing debt of foui* hundred 
pounds." 
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"Oh!" observed one of the committee, 
with a blank look, not altogether reassuring. 

" We are a poor church, and it is a heavy 
liabiUty," I continued; "but we are heart 
and soul N̂'ith you, and I hope you wiU do 
ns the justice to believe that we are in
corruptible voters. For ourselves we would 
not take a farthing" ["Not a brass flurden!" 
interposed Pincher] ; " but for the church 
we are bound to judge and act differently." 

I stopped, falteringly, though Mary's 
fether said "Qo on," and Pincher cried 
"Hear, hear!" 

It seemed to me that the committee fuUy 
comprehended our position and their own. 
They retired to the further end of the room, 
where stood a table, on which lay a number 
of papers; and then they entered into an 
animated and protracted debate. I won
dered how it was going to end; but the 
hehn was out of my hand altogether, and 
we were drifting I ^ e w not wluther. Was 
it possible that I (Kiuld endure the anguish 
of seeing my own people go up like re
luctant martyrs to the Conservative booth, 
and there ofier up their dearest principles 
as a sacrifice to the cause ? For it was 
pretty certain now that the chapel debt 
would be paid off as the price of our votes 
—but by whom ? If our own side would 
but buy us in; I thought, vrith growing 
antipathy, of the prim curate, and the 
glances he had cast at my Mary when we 
had met him once or tvvice in the lane. 
Was his star or mine in the ascendant ? 

At this instant one of the committee 
walked along the room, vrith loud and 
creaking boots which set my excited nerves 
all ajar. His countenance was sombre; 
his mien, I thought, rejective. 

"Do all your votes go together?" he 
asked, glootnily. 

"To a man," answered Mary's father, 
with emphasis. 

" Forty votes ?" he added. 
" Forty votes," repeated Mary's father. 
I think I was very near dying of anxiety 

at that moment. 
" They must be ours," said the agent; 

*• four hundred poxmds, you say, will pay 
off your chapel debt. It shaU be done. 
You must give your votes to xis." 

I do not know how I got back to Little 
Coahnoor. The change wrought in my 
future prospects during the last six hours 
had been wrought too rapidly. But I have 
a distinct recollection of Mary meeting me 
at her father's door, and testifying her 
pleasure in a manner perfectly satis 

gratification of conveying to the Conserva
tives a dignified refusal of their offer; and 
a few days after of seeing my people go up 
like the honest and sturdy Britons they 
were, to register their votes in accordance 
with their own independent and incor-
mptible principles. The Liberals won by 
a majority of nineteen only. 

Mary and I were married soon after; 
and the chapel is caUed Election Chapel to 
this day. 

AN UNSUBJECTED WOMAN. 

MRS. ELIZABETH CARTER died an unmarried 
lady, aged eighty-nine, m the year 1806. She 
was eldest daughter of the Rev. Nicholas 
Carter, D.D., perpetual curate of the chapel 
at Deal, afterwards rector of Woodchurch and 
of Ham, and one of the six preachers in Can
terbury Cathedral. Dr. Carter was the son of 
a rich crazier in the vale of Aylesbury, and in 
his boyhood had looked forward to a milky-
way of life; but was sent rather late to Cam
bridge, where he became hopelessly addicted to 
Greek, Latin, and Hebrew. * He therefore took 
orders in the church, and produced, instead of 
tubs of butter, tracts on controversial theology. 
Elizabeth was his first child by his first wife; 
but he married twice, and had a variety of sons 
and daughters, who were all reared on a diet 
of Greek, Latin, and Hebrew. 

Little Betsey, in her nursery days, did not 
take kindly to her father's way of dieting his 
children on dead languages. She suffered so 
much inteUectual congestion from them that 
she became, as a girl, afflicted with frequent 
and severe headaches, which were the plague 
of all her after hfe. When a young lady, she 
took to snuff to keep herself awake over her 
studies, and reheve her head. For the rest of 
her life she was a snufftaker. Mrs. Carter 
was not one of the true blue-stockings, for 
the characteristic of their coterie was not the 
possession, but the affectation of, much learn
ing. Her early training bent her life in a par
ticular direction, but in that direction she grew 
rigorously. 

Elizabeth Carter in her youth leamt French 
by being sent to board for a year in the house 
of a French refugee minister, she gave aU the 
time required of our grandmothers to "the 
various branches of needlework," and with 
much pains leamt to spoU music with the spinet 
and the German flute. She had been most 
assiduously tramed in Greek, Latin, and He
brew ; in these stodies she succeeded best, and 
especiaUy she took to Greek, which became a 
Uving tongue to her, and which she conquered 
without help of such Greek grammars as were 
then in use. Dr. Johnson said in compliment 
of a celebrated schohur, that he understood 
Greek better than any one he had ever known 

^ _ „ ^ ,j except EUzabeth Carter. Like other young 
fcctory to myself. The next day I had the hwiies, Betsey Carter wrote verse, and at the 
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1 ^ of twenty-one she published a very smaU 
collection of poems, with a Greek motto from 
Euripides, signifying that they were nothing. 
She Uked the morality of Mrs. Rowe's lettere, 
which are stiU to be found lying neglected on 
old bookstaUs, and wrote on the occasion of 
her deatfli, that it would be her own justest 
pride, 

My heat aMampt fbr fame, 
That joins my own to Philomela's name, 

Philomela being Mrs. Rowe. She admired also 
the poetry of Stephen Duck, the thresher, pa
tronised and pensioned by the Queen of George 
the Second, and addressed him in lines which 
begin 

Accept, O Duck, the Muse's grateful lay. 
When about twenty years old there waa 

some prospect of a place at Coxnrt for her if 
she understood the German of the reigning 
fanuly. She leamt German on this hint, but 
did not go to Court, and for many years saw 
London life only when visitmg among her 
relations. Afterwards she leamt Spanish and 
Italian, some Porttiguese, and even Arabic, 
making for herself an Arabic Dictionary. She 
had a taste also for geography, ancient of course, 
knowing a great deal more of the geography of 
Greece B.C. 1184, than of Middlesex m her 
own time. But with aU her work she had 
passed a youth not vrithout playfulness, and 
she was throughout Ufe heartUy and cheeifuUy 
reUgious, with a wholesome msreUsh of con
troversy, wherein she was vriser than her 
father. 

Surely the doctor's influence would have 
-sufficed to keep her zeal for study within 
wholesome bounds. She was throughout life 
an early riser, considering herself to be up 
late if she vras only up by seven. Her com
mon time of rising was between four aud five. 
Early to rise comes weU enough after early to 
bed; but we have Dr. Carter praising his 
daughter in her girlhood for a rirtuous resolu
tion not to study beyond midnight. The only 
stand he made was against her use of snuff to 
keep herself awake and abate headache. When 
she was the worse for the want of it, he let 
her have i t ; his protest failed against the 
snuff, and was not made against the over
work that made snuff necessary: and not snuff 
only. Poor Uttle Betsey Carter used also to 
keep herself awake for night study by bind
ing a wet towel round her head, putting a wet 
cloth to the pit of her stomach, and chewing 
green tea and coffee. Be it olwerved, never
theless, that she did not kiU herself. She Uved 
to the age of eighty-nine. But her head
aches were the penalty inflicted on her for 
abridging hours of sleep. 

Now, it is not just to the body to overcome 
its fatigues habituaUy vrith snuff iu the nose, 
green tea-leaves iu the mouth, a wet towel 
round the head, and a wet cloth at the pit of 
the stomach. But against all that, was here to 
be set a pladdly cheerful temper and a mind 
weU occupied. EUzabeth Carter, in her youth, 
could get through nine hours' dancing with 

enjoyment, and walk to it three miles aud back 
in a gale of wind. She studied astror— • . 
had not a soul above shirt-buttons, ; 
her brother's shirts. It was suspected that her 
love of stody had produced a secret resolution 
against marriage. She said, indeed, at eighty-
six, "Nobody knows what may happen. I 
never said I would not marry;" and among 
offers refused in her youth was one that 
tempted her enough to make her hesitate while 
her friends urged acceptance. If he had not 
famished eridence against himself by publish
ing a few rather Ucentious verses, Elizabeth 
would probably have taken to this suitor's 
shirt-buttons, and had a livelier firstborn than 
her translation of Epictetus. When she was 
sixty-five years old, Hayley dedicated his Essay 
on Old Maids to Mrs. Elizabeth Carter, as 
"Poet, PhUosopher, and Old INlaid," au atten
tion whieh she did not gratefully appreciate, 
because she disliked the temper of his essay. 
Perhaps she was too fastidious. Punch himself 
was in awe of her. She was not above going 
to a puppet-show, but when she went to one at 
Deal, "Why, Punch," said the showman, " what 
makes you so stupid?" " I can't talk my own 
talk," said Punch. " The famous Mrs. Carter 
is here." 

And how had the lady become famous ? 
Thus : Edward Cave, of the Gentleman's M̂a-
gazine, beiug an old friend of her father's, ad
mitted into his magazine occasional bits of 
verse from her, signed EUza. The first ap
peared before she was quite seventeen years 
old. Through Cave she made the acquaintance 
of young Samuel Johnson upon his first coming 
to London. Two or three montlis after h^ 
first contribution to Cave's magazine had ap
peared—it was a Latin alcaic ode—Dr. Carter 
repUed from the country to his daughter's letter 
from tovni, " You mention Johnson; but this is 
a name wrth which I am utterly unac 
Neither his scholastic, critical, or ^..v.....; 
character ever reached my eats." Johnson was 
then aged nine-and-twenty and Mi. 
twenty-one. I t waa in Cave's shop, :. 
contributor to the Gentleman's Magazine, before 
either of them had tasted fame, that thc ac
quaintanceship began to which Elizabeth Carter 
owes much of her fame. Writing to her 
eighteen or twenty years aft«r the bf"'"•'•v-' 
of their cordial but oeremooious fi 
Johnson said, "To every joy is appeudLd a 
sorrow. The name of Miss Carter introduces 
the memory of Cave. Poor dear Cave! I 
owed him much ; for to him I owe that I have 
known you;" and he subscribed himself her 
most obedient and most humble servant, " with 
respect, which I neither owe nor pay to any 
other." At the age of twenty-two iliss Carter 
had translated out of French the criticism of 
De Crousaz upon Pope's Essay on Man, aud 
immediately afterwards translated also for Cave, 
from the Italian of Algarotti, six dialogues for 
the use of ladies upon Newton's philosophy of 
Ught and colour. Samuel Johnson, then at 
work for Cave, corrected the proofs for the 
yoimg lady, of whom tho leiuned Doctor 
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. 1 w... niade a note, whioh showed 
lued to be upon the way to 

,e. -11 id Dr. Itirch, in notii^ 
lit of tiu. is a very extraordinary 
iiomenon in the republic of letters, and 

iked with the Sulpitias of the 
Schurmanns and the Daders 

. 1 us. For to an uncommon rivacity 
.><• .̂ .̂ iiiuB, and an accuracy of 

le maturest years, she has 
L dge of the ancient and modem 

., age when an equal skiU in any 
iiem would be a distinction in a person 

. uman was a marvel in those 
her place in oeation yet unsettled. 

'' re cropped up in connexion with 
. Avhen ^ e vras Uttie more than a 

'pW, the sublime idea, not merely that she was 
lit to be au elector of M.P.8, but that she was 
competent to be one. " Here's aU Deal," 
wrote <> " ' r sisters to her, "is in amaze
ment thi want to be a Member of the 
Parhament House; and Mrs. Bknk, was told 
it, but p" •' crly affirmed that it waa no such 
tiling, t: came to our house quite eager 
to ask, and was quite amazed to hear 'twas so. 
I^t mc know in your next whether 'tis a jest, 
or that you really want to go." 

II ' larshij) and knowledge of modem 
lan^ lustnave attracted a good deal of 
general attention, for Miss Carter was haUed 
as a sister jirod^y by the marvellous youth 
John Philip Ikiratier, whowas about four years 
younger than herself. Of Baratier it is said 
that, when four years old, he talked with his 
mother in French, vrith his father in Latin, and 

its in German. He read Greek 
., Hebrew at eight, and trans

lated lienjamin of Tudela's travels out of 
Hebrew into French when a boy of eleven. 
AVhen he was but fourteen years old, the Uni-

ity of Halle conferred on him the degree of 
.....iter of Arts, and he astonished crowded 
audiences by his disputations upon iourteen 
I' He died of consumption before he had 

i the age of twenty, and it was in the 
last year or t\\o of his life tliat he heard of the 
learned ICnglish damsel Elizabeth Carter. He 
then opi'n<"d a eorrespondence, in which he 

as one whose Latin verse the 
!:>̂  Augustan age would have taken 

I ' l l ' >: swan of Mantua, or of a Latin 

corresponding vrith Baratier, Miss 
Carter formed a more abiding friendship with 
iliss Ci ' Talbot, a bishop's grand
daughter I ved with her widowed mother 
in the family of Dr. Seeker, then Bishop of 
Oxford, aftoi '- Archbishop of Canterbury; 
Dr. S<>f>k(r Uy remembering that he 

I to her famUy for his first steps of 
i ^̂ '" church. Through her friend 
* it, Miss Carter obtained the 

Di: Seeker, whidi was so empha-
u, that when the archbishop be

came a widower the London world assigned to 
him EUzabeth Carter for a second wife. But 

some there were who gave her to Dr. Hayter, 
Bishop of London. " Brother Hayter," the 
archbishop said one day, "the world haa it 
that one of us two is to marry Madam Carter; 
now I have no such intention, and therefore 
resign her to you." " I wiU not pay your 
grace the same compliment," repUed the 
bishop. **The world does me mucn honour 
by the report." So as Deal had held that Eliza
beth Carter was the woman to have a seat in 
tlie House of Commons, London beUeved her 
place to be among the bishops. Or among the 
players. For when Edwiu^ Moore's play of 
the Gamester came out, it was held to be so 
highly judicious and moral, that it was at first 
attributed to Mrs. Carter. Moore wrote also 
Fables for the Female Sex, which wece not 
less worthy of one who might be aaaigned as 
bride to an archbishop. But among he-writers 
of that day the true primate of the female 
world was Samuel Richardson; astd Richardson 
embalmed a characteristic pieoe of EUzabeth 
Carter's verse, her Ode to Wisdom, in hia 
Clarissa. He had not been able ta find out 
the author of the ode, and had, therefore, re
published it in his novel (in the first ediition 
part of it only) without consent; for which, 
though he had done honour thereto by en
graving it and giving it with music, he was 
called to order by the lady. He replied vnth 
extreme courtesy, as one who " would sooner 
be thought imjust or ungenerous by any lady 
in the world than by the author of the Ode 
to Wisdom." 

When at home with her father in the par
sonage at Deal, Mias Carter had a beU at the 
head of her bed, puUed by a string whioh went 
through a chink in her window, down into the 
sexton's garden. The aexton, who got up 
between four and five, made it his first duty 
to toU this bell lustily. " Some evU-minded 
people of my acquaintance," she wrote to a 
friend, " have most wickedly threatened to cut 
my beU-rope, which would be the utter un
doing of me, for I should mfalUbly sleep out 
the whole sununer." Up thus betuanes, she 
went to work as a schoolboy to his lessons, 
and thence to the ramble before breakfast over 
sunny commons, or through dewy cornfields, 
or the brambles of the narrow lane, pulling 
sometimes a friend out of bed to be companion 
of the walk, and respectiuUy noted by the 
oountry folks aa "Parson Carter's daughter." 
Then home, and " when I have made myself fit 
to appear among human creatures we go to 
breakfast, and are extremdy chatty; and this 
and tea in the afternoon are the most sociable 
and deUghtful parts of the day. We have a 
great variety of topics in which everybody 
bears a part, tiUwe get insensibly upon books; 
and whenever we go beyond Latin and French, 
my sister and the rest walk off, and leave my 
father and me to finish the discourse and the 
teakettie by ourselves, which we ehoeld in
faUibly do, if it held as much aa Solomon a 
molten sea." Her work in later Ufe waa mamly 
to keep fresh the fruits of early study. Her 
headaches had to be considered, and het book-
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work was done vrith rests every half-hour, and 
rambles off to water her pinks and roses, or to 
gossip a few minutes with any friend or rela
tion who was in the house. But she read every 
day before breakfast two chapters of the Bible, 
and a sermon, besides some Hebrew, Greek, 
and Latin ; and after breakfast, or at some 
other time of the day, a Uttle of every modem 
language she had leamt, in order to keep her 
knowledge of it from rusting. 

When she began her translation of Epictetus, 
at the vrish of her friends Dr. Seeker and 
Catherine Talbot, Elizabeth Carter was help-
ing'her father by taking the sole charge of the 
education of her youngest brother, whom she 
sent up to Cambridge so well prepared that he 
astonished much the examiners, who asked at 
what school he had been educated, with the 
reply that his only teacher was his eldest 
sister. Miss Carter's translation of Epictetus 
was not begun with a riew to publication, but 
when it was done, and revised by Dr. Seeker, 
there was pubUcation in riew, and she was told 
that a life of Epictetus must be written. 
Her reply to Miss Talbot wiU astonish those 
who connect learning in women with want of 
shirt-buttons among men. She said, "Who
ever that somebody or other is who is to write 
the life of Epictetus, seeing I have a dozen 
shirts to make, I do opme, dear Miss Talbot, that 
it cannot be I." I t was urged on her also that 
she must add notes to christianise the book of 
the heathen phUosopher, and prevent " danger 
to superficial readers." She did all that was 
urged on her, at the same time that she was 
finishing the preparation of her brother's back 
and brains for coUege. 

The book appeared in seventeen 'fifty-eight, 
and there were more than a thousand sub
scribers for it. By way of compUment, more 
copies were subscribed for than were claimed, 
and the lady earned by this labour a thousand 
pounds. The book, also, when published, was 
maintained in good repute. Some years after
wards her friend Dr. Seeker brought her a 
bookseUer's catalogue, and said, " Here, 
Madam Carter, see how iU I am used by the 
world. Here are my Sermons selling at half 
price, whUe your Epictetus is not to be had 
under eighteen shilUngs, only three shilUngs 
less than the original subscription." Such a work 
from a woman was a thing to be talked of in 
Europe, as the world then went. An account 
of the leamed lady was pubUshed even in 
Russia, where, as Miss Carter said, they were 
just learning to walk on their hind legs. 

Four yeara later appeared Miss Carter^s 
poems, in a Uttle volume dedicated to the Earl 
of Bath; and she was now able to have a 
lodging of her ovm in London—a room on a 
first floor in Clarges-street—whence she was 
idways fetched out to dinner by the chairs or 
carriages of her many friends. Her brothers 
and sisters had grown up and been put out in 
the world; her father's second wife was dead, 
and he was moving about at Deal from one 
hired house to another. Elizabeth then bought 
herself a house by the Deal shore, took her 

nii-

father for its tenant, and Uved there wi; 
imtil his death, he working in his lihrai 
she in hers, with the annual treat of a \ i. 
London. The nautical world of Deal, 

Sressed by her erudition, held that sli. • 
one something in mathematics which ha ; 

zled aU the naval officers. She had foretold 
storm, and some were not at all sure thn* 
could not raise one. A yomig man reu. 
to a verger's wife in Canterbury Cathedral tha; 
it was very cold. "Yes," she said, "and it 
vrill be a dreadful winter, and a great scarcity 
of com; for the famous Miss Carter has fore
told it." While her house at De.nl was being 
settled (she had bought two small houses and 
was turning them into one), Madam Carter 
took a tour upon the Continent in company 
with the Queen of the Blue Stockings, Mrs. 
Montagu, andthe Earl of Bath, who died in the 
next year rather suddenly, and did not, as her 
friends had thought he would, bequeath her 
an annuity. The bulk of his property went 
to his only surriving brother, who died three 
years later, and the next heir then, delicately 
professing that it was to fulfil Lord Bath's in
tentions, secured to Miss Carter an annuity of 
a hundred pounds during her Ufe, wliich, to
wards the close of her Ufe, was increased to a 
hundred and fifty. The annuity came to Miss 
Carter in seventeen 'sixty-seven, and a couple 
of years earUer she had received a like ansuity 
from Mrs. Montagu, who then, by her hus
band's death, obtained the whole disposal of 
his fortune. An unde of Miss Carter's, who 
was a silk-mercer, had also died and left four
teen thousand pounds to Dr. Carter and his 
chUdren, of which Elizabeth's share was fifteen 
hundred in her father's Ufetime. In lat«r years 
an annuity of forty pounds came to Miss Carter 
from another friend. She was rich, therefore, 
beyond her needs; for she lived inexpensively, 
and had money to spare for struggling rela
tions, and for those of the poor whose griefs she 
saw. When left alone in the Deal house, she 
kept up a healthy hospitality with tea and rub
bers of whist for threepenny points ; was a neat 
cheerful old woman, simply dressed and scru
pulously clean, before her time in knowledge of 
the value of a free use of cold water, fond of 
her tea and her snuff, and never wonying her 
country friends with ostentation of her learning. 

The headaches at last almost put an end to 
study. Mrs. Carter read Fanny Burney's novels 
vrith enjoyment, deUghted in Mrs. Kadcliffe's, 
objected to the moraUty of Charlotte Smith's, 
and thought there was more of Shakespeare 
in Joanna BailUe than in any writer since his 
time. That was because she had a strong pre
judice on behalf of female writers at a time 
when women were only beginning to find their 
way into the broad space they now occupy in 
English Uterature. She thought nn V ' of 
Bums than of Joanna Bail lie, bi. Iis3 

BailUe was always proper, and B urns was in some 
phices anything but ladylike. Though living 
at Deal, she refused to buy there any article 
which, by its cheapness or otlierwi.9e, she could 
suspect to have been smuggled. But her rea-on 

i! 

t- taBS< >4 



0,uU» Dickens.] GREEN TEA-
A^ 

[October 38.1868.] gQl 

for tin?, given to Mrs. Montagu, was a gene-
. ; "I cauuot he^{utying these poor 

ught up firom their infancy 
le, and taught by the ex-

iheir superiors to thiiu: there can be 
''. when they every day see 

, hereditary and delegated 
Jators loading their coaches with contra-
goods. Surely in people whom Heaven 

blessed with honours and fortune and lu-
t̂ive employments of govemment, the fault 

much greater than that of the poor creatures 
hoin they thus encourage ?" She was akindly 

old whoae genue courteous maimer 
won - î ts of servants in the houses that 
she risited. One lady ascribed some of the 

" r own servants to Mrs. Carter's 
; uem ; for she was often mind

ful ot the hearts and heads and open ears of 
servants behind the chairs at dinner, in a way 
that made her direct conversation into a form 
that would ensure their carrying away some 
wholesome thoughts from thdr attendance. 

Now this, faithful in small things, was a 
good womanly life, althoueh the life of a lady 
given to Greek, Latin, and Hebrew, and much 
other erudition, a lady high in honour at the 
original blue-stocking assembUes, and one who 
oould be truly described as a snuffy old maid. 

t of her would be true, but not 
.. J had a woman's religiousness 

devoid of theologic spite; a woman's social 
of speech, with a disrelish of imchari-
. anient and flippant bitterness which 

ent far to suppress that form of conversation 
presence. She cheered her faimly and 

_ her father's labour and cost in the rear-
g of his younger duldren. She blended the 

writing of an essay upon Epictetus vrith the 
making of a set of diirts. Without distin-
•lushed L ' l>y industry vrith love of know-
kdge an . im adherence to her sense of 
Iright, she passed into an old age honoured 
with affectionate reroect from people of aU 
ranks of life and aU degrees .of inteUect. 

k at her out of our century into 
/ find that many of her ways and 
L' old faahioned; but in the good 

< T grows old, she vras a woman 
u, - .1 ; ;.. 1 learning; and the less likely 
to be spoilt because it was true learning, the 
result of steady work. 

GREEN TEA. 
A CASS BEPOBTED BT MABTDT HESSELIUS, THE 

GEBMAN PHYSICIAN. 

I \ TEN CHAPTEBS. PBEFACE. 

THoron carefully educated in medicine 
and surgeiy, I have never practised either. 
The study of each continues, nevertheless, 
* " profoundly. Neither idle-

^ ,0 oaused my secession firom 
the honourable profession which I had just 

•ed. The cause was a very trifling 
ch inflicted by a dissecting-knife. This 

trifle cost me the loss of two fingers, ampu
tated promptly, and the moro painful loss 
of my health, for I have never been quite 
well since, and have seldom been twelve 
months together in the same place. 

In my wanderings I became acquainted 
vrith Dr. Martin Hesselius, a wanderer like 
myselfj Uke me a physician, and like me an 
enthusiast in his profession. Unlike me 
m this, that his wanderings were voluntary, 
and he a man, if not of fortune, as we esti
mate fortune in England, at least in what 
our forefathers used to term "easy cir
cumstances." 

In Dr. Martin Hesselius I foxmd my 
master. His knowledge was immense, his 
grasp of a case was an intuition. He waa 
the very man to inspire a yonng enthusiast, 
like me, vrith awe and dcdight. My admi
ration has stood the test of time and sur> 
rived the separation of death. I am sure 
it was well-founded. 

For nearly twenty years I acted as his 
medical secretary. His immense coUec
tion of papers he has left in my care, to be 
arranged, indexed, and bound. His treat
ment of some of these cases is curious. He 
writes in two distinct characters. He de
scribes what he saw and heard as an in
teUigent layman might, and when in this 
style of narrative he has seen the patient 
either through his own hall-door, to the 
Ught of day, or through the gates of dark
ness to the caverns of the dead, he returns 
upon the narrative, and in the terms of his 
art, and with aU the force and originaUty of 
genius, proceeds to the work of analysis, 
diagnosis, and iUustration. 

Here and there a case strikes me as of a 
kind to amuse or horrify a lay reader 
vrith an interest quito difierent firom the 
peculiar one which it may possess for an 
expert. With slight mo^cations, chiefly 
of language, and of course a change of 
names, I copy the foUowing. The nar
rator is Dr. Martin HesseUus. I find it 
among the voluminous notes of cases which 
he maide during a tour in England about 
fifty-four yeara ago. 

It is related in a series of letters to his 
friend Professor Van Loo of Leyden. The 
professor was not a physidan, but a 
chemist, and a man.who read history and 
metaphysics and medicine, and had, in his 
day, written a play. 

The narrative is therefore, if somewhat 
less valuable as a medical record, neces
sarily written in a manner more Ukely to 
interest an unlearned reader. 

These letters, firom a memorandum at-
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tached, appear to have been returned on 
the death of the professor, in 1819, to Dr. 
Hesselius. They are written, some in 
EngHsh, some in Freuch, but the greater 
part in German. I am a faithful, though 
I am conscious, by no means a gracefcil, 
translator, and although, here and there, I 
omit some passages, and shorten others, and 
disguise names, I have interpolated nothing. 

CHAPTEB I. DB. HESSELIUS BELATES HOW 
HE MST THE BBV. MB. JENNINGS. 

T H E Rev. Mr. Jennings is tall and thin. 
He is middle-aged, and dresses vrith a 
natty, old-fashioned, high-church precision. 
He is naturaUy a Uttle stately, but not at 
all stifl*. His features, without being hand
some, are well fonned, and their expres
sion extremely kind, bnt also shy. 

I met him one evening at Lady Mary 
Heyduke's.. The modesty and benevolence 
of his countenance are extremely pre
possessing. 

W e were but a small party, and he 
joined s^eeably enough iu the conversa
tion. He seems to enjoy listening very 
much more than contributing to the talk ; 
but what he says is always to the purpose 
and well said. He is a great fEtvourito of 
Lady Mary's, who, it seems, consults him 
upon many things, and thinks him the 
most happy and blessed person on earth. 
Little knows she about him. 

The Rev. Mr. Jennings is a bachelor, 
and has, they say, sixty thousand pounds 
in the funds. He is a chariteble man. 
H e is most anxious to be actively employed 
in his sacred profession, and yet, though 
always tolerably weU elsewhere, when he 
goes down to his vicarage in Warwickshire, 
to engage in the active duties of his sacred 
calling, his health soon JEEUIS him, and in a 
very strange way. So says Lady Mary. 

There is no doubt that Mr. Jennings's 
health does break down in, generally, a 
sudden and mysterious way, sometimes in 
the very act of officiating in his old and 
pretty church at KenUs. I t may be his 
heart, it may be his brain. But so it 
has happened three or four times, or 
oftener, that after proceeding a oertaiai 
way in the service, he has oh a sudden 
stopped short, and after a silence, ap
parently quite unable to resume, he has 
iaUen into soUtary, inaudible prayer, his 
liands and eves uplifted, and then pale as 
death, and in the agitation of a strange 
shame and horror, descended trembling, 
got into the vestry-room, and left his con
gregation, vrithout explanation, to them

selves. This occurred when his curate was 
absent. When he goes dovm to Kenlis 
now, he always tak "o to pr ' 
clergyman to share 1 y, and ti > 
his place on the instant, should ho becoui.. 
thus suddenly incap: 1. 

When Mr. Jennin^.i . .^aks dovr^ -
and beate a retreat from the rieai 
returns to London, where, in a dark street*''.'^ 
off PiccadiUy, he inhabits a very * i 
house. Lady Mary says that he is , '^.. 
perfectly well. I have my own opinion 
about that. There are degrees of course. 
We shall sec. 

Mr. Jennings is a pei*fectly gentleman
like man. People, however, remark some
thing odd. There is an um ' ' 
ambiguous. One thing wliioi 
tributes to it, people, I think, don't remem-lil'^' 
ber—^perhaps, distinctly remr^rk. Bnt I did, 
almost immediately. Mr. Jennings has a 
way of looldng sidelong upon the carpet, 
as if his eye followed the movements of | 
something there. This, of course, is not 
always. I t occurs only now and then. But 
often enough to give a certain oddity as Ij 
have said to his manner, and in this glance 
travelling along the floor, there is some
thing both shy and anxious. 

A medical philosopher, as you are goodi 
enough to call me, elaborating ther 
the aid of cases sought out by him 
by him watched and scrutinised with more 
time at command, and consequently in
finitely more minuteness than the ordinary 
practitioner can afford, falls insensibly into 
habits of observation which accompany 
him everywhere, and are exercised, as some 
people would say, impertinently, upon 
evetry subject that presents itself with the 
least likeUhood of rewarding inquiiy. 

There was a promise of this kiud in this 
sUght, timid, kindly, but reserved gentle
man, whom I met lor thc first time at this 
agreeable Httle evening gathering. I ob
served, of course, more than I here set 
down; but I reserve aU that borders on 
the technical for a strictly scientific pa]irr. 

I may remark, that when I here spi ^ 
of medical science, I do so as I hope some 
day to see i t more generally understood, 
in a much more comprehensive sense than 
ite generally material treatment would 
warrant. I believe tliat the entire natural 
world is but the ultimate ex 
spiritual world from which, — '̂  
alone, it has its life. I believe tbat the es
sential man ia a spirit, that the spirit ifl 
an organised /nxbstencc, but as diflerent in 
point of ma4ielwl from wlmt we ordinarily 
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- —aitor, as Hght or electricity 
erial body is, in the most 

sense, a vesture, and death oonse-
uption of the Hving man's 

anply his extrication frfwi 
1 body—a process which com-

at the moment of what we term 
' "he completion of which, at 

. „ days later, is the resurrecticm 
"in power." 

The p. i'̂ ' 11 who weighs the consequences 
of these positions wiU probably see their 
practical bearing upon medioal science. 
This is, however, by no means the proper 
, i .. 1. Inlaying the proofs and dis-

'usequences of this too gene
rally uiuvcocfnifled stato of fiftcts. 

In I' "6 of my habit, I was covertly 
observu., ^-.. Jennings, vrith aU my cau
tion—I think he perceived it—and I saw 
plainly that he was as cautiously observing 
me. Lady Mary happening to addreffi me by 
my name, as Dr. HesseUus, I saw that he 
glanced at me more sharply, and thai be-
cai' ' '* ful for a few minutes. 

A ;is I conversed with a gentie
man at the other end of the room, I saw 
him look at me more steadily, and vrith 
an i"'''-^t which I thought I understood. 
I t \v him take an opportunity of 
chatting with Lady Mary, and was, as one 
always is, perfectly aware of behig the 
subiect of a distant inquiry and answer. 

- taU clergyman approached me by-
, -i-by: and in a little time we had got 
into conversation. When twx) people, who 
like readi ntr, and know books and places, 
ha\ d, wish to converse, it is very 
stia: - n y can't find topics. .It was not 
accident that brought him near me, and led 
him into conversation. He knew German, 

' ' ' ' my Essays on Metaphysicai 
-- , ...uch suggest more than they 
actually say. * 

This courteous man, gentle, shy, plainly 
a man of thought and reading, who moving 
and talking among ms, was not altogether 
of us, aud whom I already suspected of 
1' n ding a Hfe whose transactions and alarms 
^ tre carefully conemkd, with an impene
trable reserve from, not only the world, 
^ t beloved fiiends—was caatiously 
WLigiiiiig in his own mind the idea of ilddng 
a certain step with regard to me. 

I penetrated liis thoughts without his 
' re of it, and was careful to say 

J, ..iach could betray to liis sensitive 
rigilance my suspicions respecting his po
sition, or my surmises about his plans 
respecting myself. 

We chatted upon indifferent subjecte for 
a time; but at last he said: 

" I was very much interested by some 
papers of yours. Dr. HesseUus, upon what 
you term Metephysical Medicine—I read 
them in German, ten or twelve years ago— 
have they been translated ?" 

" No, I'm sure they have not—I should 
have heard. They would have asked my 
leave, I think." ' 

" I asked the publishers here, a few 
months ago, to get the book for me in the 
original German; but they teU me it is out 
of print." 

" So it is, and has been for some years; 
bnt it flatters me as an author to find that 
you have not forgotten my Httle book, 
although," I added, laughing, "ten or 
twelve years is a considerMile time to have 
manageid vrithout i t ; but I suppose you 
have been turning the subject over again 
in your mind, or something has happened 
lately to rerive your interest in it." 

At this renuark, accompanied by » glaaoe 
of inquiry, a sudden embarrassme^ dis
turbed Mr. Jennings, analogous to that 
which makes a young lady bludi and look 
fooUsh. He dropped his eyes, and folded 
his hands together uneasily, and looked 
oddly, and you would have said, guilty for 
a moment. 

I helped him out of his awkwardness in 
the best way, by appearing not to observe 
it, and going straight on, I said: " Those 
revivalB oi interest in a subject fafq>p^ to 
me often; one book suggests aaother, aaid 
often sends me back a vrild-goose ciiase over 
an interval of twenty years. But if you stiU 
care to possess a copy, I ahaU be only too 
happy to proride you; I have still got two 
or three by me—^and if you allow me to pre
sent one I shall be very much hononred." 

"Tou are very good indeed," he said, 
quite at his ease again, in a mamcni: " I 
almost despaired—I don't know hem to 
thank you." 

*' Pray don't say a word; the thing is 
really so Httle worth that I am only aflfaamed 
of having offered it, and if you thank me any 
more I shi^ throw it into the fire in a fit of 
modesty." 

Mr. Jennings iMiglied. He inqmred 
where I was staying in London, and 
after a Httle more conversation on a variety 
of subjects, he took his departure. 

CHAPTEB n . THE DOCTOB QUESTIONS LADT 
HABT, AND SHB ANSWBBS. 

" I LIKE your vicar so much. Lady Mary," 
said I, so soon as he vras gone. ** He has 
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read, traveUed, and thought, and having 
also suffered, he ought to be an accom
plished companion." 

" So he is, and, better stiU, he is a really 
good man," said she. " His adrice is in
valuable about my schools, and all my 
Httle undertakings at Dawlbridge, and he's 
so painstaking, he takes so much trouble— 
you have no idea—^wherever he thinks he 
can be of use: he's so good-natured and so 
sensible." 

"It is pleasant to hear so good an ac
count of his neighbourly virtues. I can only 
testify to his being an agreeable and gentle 
companion, and in addition to what you 
have told me, I think I can tell you two or 
three things about him," said I. 

"ReaUy!" 
" Yes, to begin vrith, he's unmarried." 
" Yes, that's right,—go on." 
" He has been writmg, that is he was, 

but for two or three years, perhaps, he has 
not gone on vrith his work, and the book 
was upon some rather abstract subject 
—^perhaps theology." 

" WeU, he was writing a book, as you 
say; I'm not quite sure what it was about, 
but only that it was nothing that I cared for, 
very likely you are right, and he certainly 
did stop—yes." 

"And although he only drank a Httie 
coffee here to-night, he Ukes tea, at least, 
did like it, extravagantly." 

" Yes; that's quite true." 
" He drank green tea, a good deal, didn't 

he ?" I pursu^. 
" Well, that's very odd! Green tea was a 

subject on which we used almost to quarrel." 
"But he has quite given that up," I 

continued. 
" So he has." 
" And, now, one more feet. His mother, 

or his father, did you know them ?" 
" Yes, botii; his fether is only ten years 

dead, and their place is near Dawlbridge. 
We knew them very well," she answered. 

" Well, either his mother or his fether— 
I should rather think his fether—saw a 
ghost," said I. 

" Well, you really are a conjurer, Doctor 
HesseUus." 

" Conjurer or no, haven't I said right ?" 
I answ^ed, merrily. 

"You certeinly have, and it was his 
father: he was a silent, whimsical man, 
and he used to bore my father about his 

dreams, and at last he told him a storv 
about a ghost he had seen and talked mth 
and a very odd story it was. I remember it 
particularly because I was so afraid of 
him. This story was long before he died— 
when I was quite a child—and his wavs 
were so silent and moping, and he used to 
drop in, sometimes, in the dusk, when I 
was alone in the drawing-room, and I used 
to fancy there were ghosts about him." 

I smiled and nodded. 
"And now haring esteblished my cha. 

ractor as a conjurer I think I must say 
good-night," said I. 

" But how did you find it out ?" 
" By the planets of course, as the gipsies 

do," I answered, and so, gaily, we said 
good-night. 

Next morning I sent the Httle book he 
had been inquiring after, and a note te 
Mr. Jennings, and on returning late that 
evening, I found that he had caUed and 
left his card. He asked whether I was at 
home, and asked at what hour he would he 
most Hkely to find me. 

Does he intend opening his case, and con
sulting me "professionally," as they say? I 
hope so. I have already conceived a theory 
about him. It is supported by Lady Mary's 
answers to my parting questions. I shonld 
like much to ascertain fi-om his own hps. 
But what can I do consistently with good 
breeding to invite a confession ? Nothing. I 
rather think he meditetes one. At aU events, 
my dear Van L., I shan't make myself diffi
cult of access; I mean to return his risit to
morrow. It vrill be only ciril in retui-n for 
his poUteness, to ask to see liim. Perhaps 
something may come of it. Whether much, 
Httle, or nothing, my dear Van L., you 
shall hear. ^ ^ 
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