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CHAPTER X l l l . EVY ASKS A FAVOUR. 

T H E pic-nic party came home at eve from, 
Birbeck Beeches in the same order as they 
went, bat by no means under the same cir
cumstances. I t was observed by the other 
occupants of their respective vehicles that 
Mr. De Coucy, who was commonly a great 
talker, and especially when ladies were 
present, maintained a complete silence; 
whereas Mr. Paragon, who was ordinarily 
as dumb as Memnon's statue (without its 
exceptional conduct iu the early moruing), 
was loquacious and restless. If Mr. Bul
lion's proposition of the cheap champagne, 
with which the colonist had so improperly 
made merry, had been carried, things 
might have happened otherwise ; but as it 
was, exhilarated by the best and purest 
Peri'ier Jouet, he had proposed to Judith, 
and was certainly under the impression 
that he had been accepted. Judith, on her 
part, without confiding this tremendous 
event to Evy, was more affectionate and 
demonstrative to her than ever; and Mr. 
Hulet and Mrs. Mercer sat opposite to 
them without interchanging a syllable, but 
with their hands fast locked together be
neath the railway rug. If the former had 
ever sat to a sculptor he might have been 
correctly, as well as poetically, rendered 
with " gout flying about him," but it had 
never settled anywhere ; and when, like a 
little mouse, Jfrs. Mercer's tiny foot stole 
towards his own, and softly trod upon his 
toe, ho smiled a welcome to it. Once or 
twice she made a mistake, and trod on 
Judith's, but that sagacious young woman, 
far from cxpotiug the error, made the ex

pected reciprocation with the utmost good 
nature. A more complete example of doing 
good—or at least of conferring happiness 
on another—by stealth, it would be diffi
cult among the Annals of Good Deeds to 
find. 

When Evy put up her cheek for her 
uncle to Idss that night before retirii^g to 
her room, be pressed bis lips to it with un
usual kindness, but in place of opening the 
door for lier as usual—for notwithstanding 
his invalidish ways, he was as polite as 
Chesterfield—he motioned her to a chair, 
and said: 

" Don't go just yetj Evy, I want to talk 
with you." 

She knew what was coming quite well, 
and would gladly have relieved him from 
his evident embarrassment by telling him 
BO; but on the wliole she judged it better 
to be silent. 

" I am going to tell you something," he 
began, " which at tbe first blush will cause 
me, I fear, to sink in your good opinion, 
Evy—that is, I mean"— for she had 
shaken her pretty head, aud smiled a smile 
that was a thousand negatives—" as to my 
good sense and judgment. When an old 
fellow of sixty-five bethinks him of matri
mony, folks are inclined to compliment his 
heart at the expense of his wits ; and I 
think they are mostly right." 

" That must depend on circumstances, 
uncle, surely." 

" Just so. A lonely man far advanced 
on the down-hill of lifo may marry for 
company's sake, to insure a faithful friend 
to tend him at the last; but no such excuse 
could be given for me, who havo the dearest 
and most dutiful of friends in you, Evy." 

" Tou are very kind to say so, uncle," 
said Evy, the tears gathering in her bLaa- \ 
tiful eyes in spite of herself. | 
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" I only say tlic truth, and less than tlie I was my case, or pomcthing like it, itith 
truth, my dai-ling, and being feo fortunate i re.'<pect to Sophia. However, she is aa Idnii. 
as I am in possessing such a niece, I allow 
that it would be the height of lolly in a 
widower, such asyouhavealways sujijinsed 
rae (as I conclude), to contract anew a 
matrimonial alliance." 

Here he slopped a liUle, and fell to 
pacing tho room, while L'vy sat in silent 
astonishment; she could not have helped 
him on to his o.xjdanation now, even if she 
wonld. 

" The fact is, my darling. Mrs. Angelo 
Hnlet is still alive, and under this very 
roof Perhaps you can guess, now, who 
it i s ? " 

" It is Mrs. Jlerccr, I suppose, uncle ?" 
" Yes; it is Mrs. Mercer, or Mrs. Sophia 

Mercer, as she calls herself, since after our 
separation she reassumed her maiden name. 
We parted from one another, by inutnal 
ngreement, nearly forty years ago, upon the 
ground of incompatibility of temper, after 
a very short experience o£ one another 
indeed. I t may he urged that people's 
tempers do not alter—except for the worse 
—with time, but I hope that we are both, 
at all events, a little wiser, and shall bo 
able to act towards each other more judi
ciously. At all events wo have made up 
our minds to try the experiment." 

" I wish yon joy, my dearest nncle, with 
all my heai-t," cried Evy, rising and throw
ing her arms about his nock. " If you 
were about to make a new alliance, I shouhl 
certainly not have dreamt of questioning 
your judgment; but to return, even thus 
late, to ono whom you have prom " 
Heic Evy coloured, i-eeollectiiiglhat it was 
not her duty to preach to her uncle, and 
came to a fall stop. 

" Promised to cleave to until my life's 
end, you were about to say, Evy," said 
Mr Unlet, rubbing his nose, in comical 
embarrassment; -yes , I am quite aware 
a that Lxct; but the truth is (though it is 
not generally known) that tho compilers 
..1 the mari-inge service were for tho most 
part—bachelors. As to loviii-r that 

hearted a woman .as ever lived, notwitit 
standing her little foibles; .and that whitj 
recommends her to me as much as aay. 
thing is, that she has taken & genuine 
liking to yourself, Evy." 

" if rs. Mercer has been always so I 
uncle, that it is a real pleasure to me to 
find in her a near relation.'" 

" And I have no doubt she will eontiinie 
to be .so, Evy. If I thought othenvise slu 
should be no wife of mine again, I promise 
you. Indeed, I have considered yonr it. 
tercsts throughout this matter, as indeedit 
was my duty to do, fully as much as my 
own. In the first place, Evy, it is tho. 
roughly understood between your aunt and 
my.self that onr reunion shall not in anj 

CO affect your future position. Neither 
she nor I, to do us justice, are veiy co 
vetous people ; when we parted companj 

be possible with persons'of'Scept'ioiSllv 
I'ood principle, for it i., said ono ought to 
J-.vr even one s enemies, but I defy a%aint 
•o -cherish" a woman that won't bo 
chciished. If, for example, when you oflbr 
me t lat arrowroot which you make so ail- w 
iiiii-ably, m y d ; a r Evy, I were al 
l;iiuck over the L.nsin ^̂ •̂ tll tl 
li IMI, you would 

alv,-:iys lo 
back of my 

give it uji at last, as a 
•'•J''̂ ''' waste ol time and troulile Y( -
wouldbc a foolifyondidn'l Well, that 

on our life journey, as we thought for ever, 
each of us took tho entire fortnne wMci 
severally belonged to us without invokiiig 
the tender mercies of the law, and iioit 
that I have told her that you will no; ;' : 
be my heiress, but that I am resolv ^ 
settle an ample provision on you i-: • 
event of your marriage, so far from .: • 
ing any objection, she seems mdiuti 
to increase your fortune out of her own 
funds." 

" Indeed, indeed, uncle, I have descrv-d 
no such kindness, even at yonr hands,'' 
sobbed Evy, overcome with the old man's 
allectionate solicitude. " Oh, how can I 
ever thank you for it as I ought I" 

"First, by drying your tears, my darUng," 
returned Mr. Hulet, tenderly ; " and tho 
by telling me that you will not desert yonr 
old nncle, or cease to fill his house with son-
slmie, until such a time as Lord Dirleton's 
' Jack'—if he is to be the fortunate man 
—or some other equally Incky dog, comes 
to take you off my hands. I may need TOT 
more than ever now, Evy, though I hope 
and behove I shall not, .and on the other 
hand it all goes well, and your aunt and I 
prove a comfort to ono another, yon will 
bave the s.atisfactiou, when your wedding-
day comes-and a very, very sad one to 
your selfish old uncle it will be, my dear-
ot knowing that you leave me, not as yon 
won d now, a lonely valetudinarian, de-
pen, ent upon hireling aid for his many 
"ants , but in good hands; such as under
stand making possets, and applying poul-
IOCS, and every art that can make home 

^"IVy; don t you sec, my darling ?" 



Charles Dickons.] AT HER MERCY. [November iO, 1873.] 9 9 

ck lb ; 
EH s: r:r. 

•'Oi:'' 
s h s : 

[him-
..ay.'.'-
tie i ' ^ 
vk iyE 
s. loij:' 
FT. life"-

and c" -

lecvoi''' 
reira-

ItiaJiitf 

an lE''*̂ ' 

She saw as well as her tear.s wotild let 
_ her. I t was evident that the kmd old 
.gentleman was aflecting for her sake a 
, cheerfulness, and perhaps even a confidence, 
''that he was very far from feeling. 
'! "Well, well, that is settled, my dear," 
continued he. " Your aunt and I have no 

'preliminaries to go through in the way of 
wooing, nor even of wedtiing, and shall be 

, reunited almost at once. In the mean time, 
•'and while I am still my own master—for one 
i"never knows what may happen; a man 
' may hold his own at one time, as indeed I 
did, and pass under the yoke at another— 

''is there anything you would like to ask of 
' me ? I t would be a pleasure to me, as you 
• know, to grant it." 
•' " Indeed I have all I want, and more, 
' dear uncle," said Evy. " But there is a 
favour which I would very earnestly en-

' treat of you for another—for poor Judith. 
I don't think she is quite such a favourite 

'• with her aunt " 
- " She is not her aunt ^ she is your aunt," 
: observed Mr. Hulet. 
I " That may be, dear uncle, but up to 
: the last week she has been in the position 
i of her near relative, and certainly taught 
• to believe that she would be provided for 
' a s such. Now, pleased as I am to havo 
: won Mrs. Mercer's affection, it would dis-
i tress me very much if I thought I had 

done so at Judith's expense." 
; " I don't see how you can help being 
liked, Evy," returned Mr. Hulet, "nor 
even being liked better than Judith. I t 
seems to me, though I have nothing to say 
against the young lady in question, that 
you are worth ten thousand of her." 

" You may be just a little prejudiced in 
making that estimate. Uncle Angelo," said 
Evy, smiling. " But, at all events, it would 
make me very miserable should our respec
tive interests come into collision with any 
disadvantage to Judith. What I have to 
entreat of you is to ilse your influence with 
my aunt in her favour; some suitable pro
vision would, I suppose, in any case be 
made for her, and if, as you hint, Mrs. 
Mercer was so good as to think of adding 
to my fortune, I would greatly prefer that 
that sum, whatever it may be, should be 
given, instead, to Judith." 

" But the girl has no occasion for it," 
reasoned Mr. Hulet. " She will, as you 
say, have a moderate independence secured 
to her, but even then, I suppose, will con
tinue to live under our roof i'" 

"fTo, uncle, she will not," answered 
Evy. " I t was told me as a secret, but I 

think I am right in conRding to you, that 
Judith is engaged." 

"That is very odd," said Mr. Hulet. 
" Sophia has often talked to me about the 
girl, and yet never mentioned that." 

" I t is the fact nevertheless, for I had it 
from Judith's own lips, uncle. She is en
gaged to a young artist, whomlNIrs. Morcor 
disapproves of on account of his poverty ; 
and if the poor girl had a fortune of her 
own there would be no obstacle to their 
happiness." 

" Then, by gad ! it shaU be removed, if 
I pay the money out of my own pocket," 
exclaimed Mr. Hulet. " Not that I am so 
very fond of Miss Judith myself, mark 
you; but for the exactly ojjposite reason. 
To tell you the truth, the notion of having 
that girl an inmate of my house for life 
somewhat apjiallcd me. My hope was that 
that antipodean creature—what's his name? 
—Paragon, would be fool enough to marry 
her out of hand; but if she has already 
found a victim, so much the better. I don't 
mind buying the flowers for that sacrifice, 
at tlie cost of a few thousands. If Sophia 
declines to portion tho young woman, I'll 
do it myself; so you may make your mind 
perfectly easy upon that score." 

" A thousand thanks, dear uncle; it will 
be a great pleasure to me to tell Judith 
such good news. But you must promise 
not to breathe a word to my aunt about the 
young artist." 

" I promise that, my dear, with all my 
heart, and the more easily since I have 
nothing to breathe," replied Mr. Hulet, 
smiling; "you have not even mentioned 
his name. What is it ?" 

" Well, the fact is, I don't know what it 
is," said Evy, smiling in her turn. " She 
only calls him her Augustus." 

" Ah ! well, I pity her Augustus, that's 
all—I may be about to do a foolish thing, 
myself," added Mr. Hulet, musingly; " I 
dare say l a m ; but Miss Judith's Augustus 
—however, you have taken the young 
woman under your protection, and there
fore I will not say a word against her." 

" But what have you to say against poor 
Judith, uncle ?" 

" Nothing, Evy, nothing. I don't like 
her, I confess ; and yet I can't give you 
my reason for i t : 

" I do not like thee. Doctor Fell, 
The reason why I cannot toll, 
I only know, and know full well, 
I do not like thee, Doctor Fell." 

" By-tlio-bye, talking of doctors, how I 
hate Doctor Carambole. However," here 

yp 
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he sighed, " it's too late now to think of 
that—one more kiss, my darling Evy, and 
good-night." 

CHAPTEK XIV, AN UNWILLING CONFIDENCE. 

" RuuouK, full of tongues," must neces
sarily have always had a good many stories 
to tell, but tho older she gets, as it seems to 
me, the more garrulous she becomes. The 
institution of tho telegraph and of the 
Penny Daihes, of course, awakens a thou
sand echoes, more or less untrustworthy, as 
well as enlarges the sphere of her opera
tions ; but independently of them, scandal 
is more rife. Tlie mention of that myste
rious word—so dear to newspaper writers 
-—" transpire," has had, I am inclined to be
lieve, a baleful effect; and what we don't 
actually hear to the disadvantage of onr 
fellow-creatures, we contrive to take in, 
like Joey Ladle, " through the pores." 

Except upon some such supposition how 
is it to be accounted for that every tenant 
of Lucullus Mansion, by ten A.M. on the 
morning after that fateful pic-nic, was not 
only in possession of the fact that Mr. 
Angelo Hulet was engaged to marry Mrs. 
Sophia Mercer, but that each had a totally 
difierent, aud at the same time an entirely 
reliable account of the matter; a special 
and exclusive edition published grainitously 
in confidential whispers ? I t was love at 
first sight; it was an old attachment; he 
had loved her hopelessly as somebody else's 
wife; she had loved him despairingly as 
somebody else's husband. There was no 
end in short to the various versions of the 
affair, and some of them reflected anything 
but credit upon tho two respectable persons 
^yllo were the objects of all this specula
tion. Such very queer questions, indeed, 
were asked of Evy by some of her own sex, 
couched in a tone of sympathy and con^ 
doleiicQ that made them fifty times more 
shocking, that sho was at her wit's end 
what to .answer. She had not received per
mission from her uncle to disclose the true 
state of the case, and she shrank from ask
ing it of him, while Mrs. Mercer, in a 
private interview beforo breakfast, had laid 
on her " 

aer a positive injuuction of secrecy. 
Don't speak of it, my dear; I 

scarcely bear to think of it. " 
my having been your aunt 

can 
The idea of 

.,,- , . , these twenty 
years without yonr knowing it I I am dt--
hghted, of course; scarcely less on vour 
account, my dear ghl, than on my own 
But don t let us speak of i t ; at all events 
.lusfc at present. Push mo my footstool. 
Doctor Carambole .says that to ono in my 

critical state of health, emotion may be 
destruction. Pass me my drops." 

But it was impossible to permit her 
respected relatives, who now paraded 
garden side by side, or sat within doors 
with the arms of their arm-chairs almost 
interlaced, in defiance or ignorance of what 
anybody was saying about them, to be for 
many days under such shocking suspicions, 
and Evy took heart of grace and told Mrs. 
Hodhn Barmby all about it. 

I t was not easy to astonish, by any 
social revelation, the mistress of Lucnllng 
Mansion, but this news did take that lady 
considei-<ably aback. 

" You surprise me, my dear Evy, beyond 
all expression," said she. " I could have 
staked my existence, for one thing, that 
your aunt, as she turns out to be, was an 
old maid. Of course, I took your uncle 
for a widower, and a very detennined 
one. I t is unaccountable to me that having 
once taken such a step as to separate 
from his wife, he should retrace it. It is 
very creditable to onr sex, my dear, is it 
not ?" 

" Indeed, Mrs. Barmby, I don't see 
th.at," said Evy, not without some indig. 
nation ; for she had not reached that time 
of life when ladies desert their colours and 
go over to the other side, on such occasions. 
" I think it is only natural that my uncle's 
heart should soften toward the companion 
of his youth, and regret his estrangement 
from her. Ever since he met her, the 
remembrance of the p,ast has affected him 
deeply, as I could well perceive, though, 
of course, I was ignorant of tho cause." 

" You don't say so I Well, now, I shonld 
have thought Mr. Hulet—kind, excellent 
gentleman as he is—would have been no 
more .affected by old times, that is m a 
sentimental way, than by last week's news
paper. To be sure ho seems very fond o£ 
her; in fact, to persons unaware of the 
peculiar circumstances of the case, rather 
demonstratively so I conclude," added. 
Mrs. B.armby, with some anxiety, "theyare 
not going to remain with us very long." 
• I i\r^ ''''f'""' think not," said Evy, simply. 

My uncle, who finds himself much bene-
htted by his sojourn at Balcombe, is going 
to take a honse in the neighbourhood, I 
behove; my .aunt and ho, indeed, are gone 
together this very afternoon to look at 
t>liti Cottage." 

_̂  " I saw thorn go," replied Mrs. Barmby, 
and very much together they were Yon 

were quite right to confide in me, my dear, 
atnte; but people's tongues will wa" in 
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spite of the most satisfactory statements; 
and I fear it -will be a little difl&cult to ex
plain matters even now." Mrs. Barmby's 
forebodings were amply realised. I t had 
been noticed that Evy and herself were 
engaged in confidential conversation, and 
no sooner -was their talk concluded than 
more than one lady made excuse for " in
terviewing" the mistress of the house, and 
sounding her upon the all-important topic. 
Such persons would have had to sink tlieir 
artesian wells of inquiry very deep indeed 
in the case of Mrs. Hodlin Barmby, and 
perhaps not to find truth at the bottom of 
them after all, had that lady been minded 
to conceal it, but as it was she retailed to 
them what she had just heard. Mrs. Bul
lion, who rarely condescended to mingle 
with the rest, but remained for the most 
part iu her own apartments—engaged, it 
was rumoured, in financial operations upon 
her own account — was the last to hear 
the news, drops of which, however, had 
mysteriously permeated to her through 
the walls (which as we know have ears), 
and tempted her from her retirement. 

" W h a t is this I hear?" inquired she, 
of Mrs. General Storks, who was not 
usually honoured with her notice, but who 
happened to be the first person sho met, 
*' about Mr. Hulet and Mrs. Mercer ? Is 
it really true that they are engaged to one 
another ?" 

" I understand so, madam," replied the 
•widow, gravely, " and also that they have 
taken Cliff Cottage." 

" Taken the cottage ! "Why that seems 
a Httle precipitous, does it not ?" 

*' The garden is so, very," answered 
Mrs. Storks. " I think it scarcely safe for 
one so near-sighted as Mrs. Mercer to walk 
in it." 

" I was referring to the haste of their 
proceedings," explained Mrs. Bullion, ma
jestically, *' and not to the perpendicular 
nature of the locality. They are going 
to be married then, I conjecture, almost 
immediately." 

" No they're not," replied Mrs. Storks, 
carelessly, and holding the lace-work on 
which she was engaged at a critical angle. 
*'They are not going to be married at all." 

Mrs. Bullion's full height was about five 
feet eight; she drew herself up to five 
feet nine ; while her jaw fell almost an 
inch and a half, and with an audible click. 
If the Funds had dropped twenty per cent, 
she could scarcely have evinced greater 
horror. 

" Theyare going to live at Cliff Cottage, 

yp 

and not going to be married at all," re
peated she, in stupefied accents. 

" Just so," said Mrs. Storks; " if you'll 
kindly step out of the light, because this 
work requires all one's eyesight, I'll tell 
you all about it. You must know they've 
been ratarried already; half a century 
ago," &c. 

And so, within a few hours, the love-
story of Angelo and Sojihia became public 
property, and was commented upon from 
one end of Balcombe to another, and in 
all its aspects. To Judith, Evy had her
self communicated the facts, though not 
more confidentially, or with greater detail, 
than she had used with Mrs. Barmby. 
There was something about Judith, though 
she viewed her with no such disfavour as 
did others of her sex, that did not invite 
her confidence, and upon this subject espe
cially, which to Evy herself was upon her 
uncle's account a sacred one, she feared to 
excite her cynical mirth. Even as it was, 
Judith showed her scorn for the elderly 
pair who flattered themselves that they 
would find in their December the warmth 
that had been denied to their July, and 
only when Evy went on to speak of what 
Mr. Hnlet had promised at her request to 
do for Judith, did she drop her mocking 

' tone, t hen , indeed, she became all grati
tude and humility ; called Evy her " bene
factress, whose kindness she should never, 
never forget," and manifested signs of deep 
emotion. This did not, however, prevent 
her from attending to business. She con
gratulated Evy that since Mr. Hulet was 
already her aunt's husband, there would bo 
no occasion for his making a fresh wiU, so 
that her future fortune would be precisely 
what it had been beforo—an idea that had 
not occurred to her companion; and then 
proceeding to her own affairs besought Evy 
to persuade her uncle to put his promise 
to insure her independence into effect at 
once. 

" Such generous resolutions aro only too 
apt to die out, and it is always best to 
strike while the iron is hot," said she. 
" I am afraid you think me mean and 
mercenary, dear Evy, for being so impor
tunate; but, ah ! you do not know how 
bitter the bread of dependence is; when 
you tell me of this blessed sufEcienoy in 
store for mc, I cannot believe my tingling 
cars, and long lo sec it realised. More
over," added she, with a faltering voice 
and a down-droop of her long eyelashes, 
" you must not forget that all this is not 
pure selfishness, dear Evy." 
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" Indeed, indeed, I do not, Judith," 
protested her companion, earnestly. " I am 
well a^^ni-e yon are thinking of another far 
more than yourself." 

" Ah ! then you yourself must know 
what it is to love," cried Judith, looking 
quickly up. " Noble as your nature is, 
Evy, I thought ihove must bo some sym
pathy at work to move yon to such gene
rosity as you have shown to me. I trust 
I may one day beliold the object of your 
love, and tell him how yon have striven, 
and whnt yon have wrought, for me for 
his sake." 

I t is usually the pride of a young girl 
to confide to one of her own sex and ago 
the story of her love, and yet there was 
something within her that forbade Evy to 
open her heart to her companion. 

" I am not so happy as you imagine, 
Judith," answered she, evasively, conscious 
that she was crim.son from brow to chin, 
but speaking as calmly as she could ; " nor 
even so happy as yourself." 

^ " No, because / have a confidante—a 
friend in whom I ti-ust, and in whom I have 
reposed all, Evy; while you, I see, have 
none. I do not reproacli yoii, however, 
dear, nor need you fear my curiositv ; your 
secret is as safe from me, as it would have 
been with me, should you have thought 
proper to disclose it." 

" Indeed, .Inditli, you do me wrong," an
swered Evy, whom Judith's rebuke a'ffected 
the more keenly, since she felt it was de
served. " What I meant to say was, that 
you wore more fortunate than I, since a 
remediable want—that of mere m o n e y -
is the only bar to your happiness, while in 
my case there are other ohstacles." 

" Indeed ?" .answered Jndith, symp.a-
thisuigly. "Oh, would that it lay'in my 
power, as it has been in yours, to remove 
then 

I'hc 1 
ton eh 
from Judith' 

tenderness of Judith's tone, and the 
hei- arm which accompanied it 

i hand, were too nmeli for 
Evy s gentle natni-o; and she straightway 
told nil the history of her engagement 
Willi ber belovc.1 .Jack, which, after all it 
was au immense pleasure tn her to do 
L'pun (luu siihjecl, from which her gentle 
thoughts were never long ahsoiit, her li 
were sealed as i-egii-,led her uncle 
sympathy was what she yearned for. ' 
treasin-i- of love does not lie in a 
hi-ai-l, like fr„l,l iu a miser's chest, to be 
pl..a ,-,l ever in S(-ei-et only: .she delights 
to shnw he, wintering wealth to otiTers 
ana tn he wished joy of its p'.s.sessioii, as 

lips 
and 
The 

girl'.s 

a poet enjoys reading his verse in s 
friend's ear. To recount where and hoir 
she had first met her love, to paint hij j 
looks aud to describe his talk, is in some 
sort to realise once more the fond expe. 
rience. 

Judith listened with i-apt attention in 
her companion's recital; her fine eyes 
sparkling, and her dusky cheeks aglotr 
with excitement. 

*' Yonr talo is a romance indeed, 
Evy, and worth a score of commonplace 
love stories such as mine," cried she, ad
miringly. •' And so you will be Lady 
Dirleton one d.ay, and live in a grand house, 
and set the fashions to a county." 

" Indeed, Judith, I don't know that; 
though if so great a ha]i]nncss as to many 
him I love is vouchsafed to mc, I suppose 
these things will follow, since I trust he 
will not be disinherited for my sake. J J 
I care for, however, is Jack himself." 

" Of course," answered Judith, musing; 
" and yet it must be a fine thing to have 
wealth and title, and to rule others—oral 
least it seems so to me who have neitha-, 
and who have always been compelled t» 
obey. How charming yon will look, Evy, 
with a coronet upon yonr brow " 

" And a sceptre in my right hand like 
tho Queen of Spades," broke iu Evy, 
laughing; "well, no ; I am afraid, smce 
I cannot pretend to the philosophy of my 
nncle, who stigmatises all such things as 
baubles, that I shall bo scarcely equal to 
the weight of sneh greatness." 

" Ah ! you arc like the lady of the Bn^ 
high ballad, aro yon, whose great position 
weighed her do\vn," answered Judith, in 
so sharp a tone that it almost seemed con-
tein25tuous. 

'• Faint she {freir and ever fainter, 
As she murmun-(l, ' Ob, that ho 

Were, onco mnro 1 \ml landsrapo-painter 
Ihat did win mj heart from me.' " 

" Nay, I do not say that ," replied Evy, 
with a touch of pride. " I trust I h-ivo 
enough ot my nnelc's good sense about 
me not to be dismayed by the prospect of 
.an accidental dist iuctioii. And I must say, 
Judith, considering the profession of the 
man you We , that your quotation is not 
very comphnienlarv to him." 

tha t is true. 
' I was 

swcred Judith, softly. 
q„oI '.V'-^'."^!'""''^'"'.- generally, of course, 
w n , , ' i T ' i ? ' \ S " - ' ' " '".y position are, 
without doubt, ...bsnrdly out „[ p],,ee; bat 

to be a peer of tho realm 
myself, a coronet by 

loat 
- and to wear, 

slit of it." 
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" I t would become you vastly ^vol]," 
;6aid Evy, simply, and regarding lier beau
tiful companion with undisguised admira
tion. " I am sure no one who saw yon so 
attired would believe you to bo in the en-
joymout of an * hononr to which yon were 
not born.' But, heigho !" added she, with 
a httle sigh, " the thing is but littlo more 
likely to happen to myself than to you, 
Judith. More than five months have to 
elapse before I am permitted to see him, 
even if I do seo him; and our prospects 
may be no brighter then than they are 
now." 

tv, A CONDEMNED DRAMATIST. 
g; """"" 
:t; O N the 25th of February, 1754, a new 
•, tragedy, entitled Virginia, was produced at 

.^. Drary Lane Theatre. The work had been 
,~ handed to Mr. Garrick, the manager, by 
•.\ the Countess of Coventry—one of " those 
~' goddesses, the Grunnings," as the learned 
7. Mrs. Montagu described the famous and 
", bcantiful sisters. " D e a r Mr. Garrick," 
1̂  said her ladyship, with her sweetest smile, 

" I put into your hands a play which the 
best judges tell me will do honour to you 
and tho author." Discreetly the countess 

~ forebore to urge her own opinion, if, indeed, 
she had formed one. It was well under-

•" stood that the charms and gifts of the 
Gunnings were rather physical than mental. 
But the great Mr. Pitt had found time to 

• read Virginia, and had pronounced it ex
cellent. And the tragedy had won the 

- approval of other distinguislied personages. 
The manuscript was left witli Mr. Garrick, 

- who promised to bestow upon it his earliest 
- attention. "What else conld he do ? The 

countess had come in her can-iage to 
Southampton-street, and illumined tho 
m.anager's library with her brilliant pre-

• sence. Could he be insensible of this 
supreme distinction ? 

But Virginia was no new work to Mr. 
Garrick. It had been submitted to him 

- some time before. Its author was one of 
his personal friends: a cultivated gentle
man, who lived in the best society, of 
polished manners and competent fortune, 
who had read much and talked well, 
"whose taste," says Lord Macaulay, " i n 
literature, music, painting, architecture, 
sculpture, was held in high esteem." 
Nevertheless, Garrick had formed but a 
poor opinion of the dramatic efibrt of this 
Admii-able Crichton. He liad openly ex
pressed doubts as to the prudence of staking 

so valuable it repuiadon upon the success 
of such a play. 

However, thero now soomcd to be no 
help for i t : at all haziirds lio nmst produce 
Virginia. Arrangement.^ were made for 
its early performance. I t may be that 
Garriek distrusted his own critical powers; 
certainly he presented in tlio eourso of his 
management a greater number of indiUo-
rent plays than almost any other imprc-siirio 
ever ventured to submit to the public. But, 
more probably, he found it impos.siblo to 
resist the witchery of the lovely countess, 
in combination with the anihor's claims 
upon his friendship, and the favourable 
judgment of Mr. Pitt. Social influences, 
and the opinions of the quality, had at all 
times undue weight with Garrick, who was 
too apt to forget that, after all, dramatic 
success depends not upon the favour of 
select coteries, but tho applause of tho 
general body of playgoers. 

Virginia enjoyed a strong cast. Mrs. 
Gibber impersonated the heroine; Mrs. 
Graham, afterwards famous as Mrs. Yates, 
made her first appearance upon the London 
stage as Macria; Mossop played Appius ; 
Garrick sustained the part of Virginius, 
and furnished the play with what even 
Horace Walpole describes as " a remarkably 
good epilogue." No pains were spared to 
secure the snecess of the new tragedy. 
Nor was its reception of an uncordial kind. 
It was played eleven times, whieh may, 
perhaps, be held to be equal to a run of 
fifty nights at tlic present date. In this 
way the author secured three beuetits— 
the third, sixth, and ninth nights of per
formance—according to the system then in 
vogue of remuneriiting dramatists. But it 
soon became manifest that such success as 
Virginia won, was entirely due to tho ex
ertions of the actors. Garriek's Vii'ginius 
seems to havo been an especially noble per
formance, i lurphy describes in glowing 
terms his acting in the trial scene before 
Appius, on his tribunal, and its effect upon 
tho spectators: "Garrick stood with his 
arms folded across his breast, hi.-i eyes 
rive;tted to the ground, like a mute nnd 
lifeless statue. Being told, at length, that 
the tyrant is willing to liear him, he con
tinued fur some time in the same attitude, 
his countenance expressing a variely of 
passions, and the sjjoetators fixed in ari-lenfc 
gaze. By slow degrees lie j'ai.'̂ etl his head ; 
he paused; he turned round in the slowest 
manner, till his eyes fixed on Claudius; he 
still remained silent, and, after looking 
eagerly at the iuipostor, he uttered in a 
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low tone of voice, that spoke the fulness 
of a broken heart, 'Thou traitor!' The 
whole audience was electrified; they felt 
the inipi-cssioii, and a thunder of applause 
testified their delight." iStill it conld not 
be concealed that the play itself had failed 
to please. I t was dull, tedious, ill-con-
strncted, undramatic. Ci-itics found fault 
with a catastrophe which left the fate of 
Appius in uncertainty; they ridiculed his 
proposal to marry Virginia; they censured 
as unnatural the long discussion between 
Virginius and his daughter, which preceded 
his immolation of her; a deed, so violent 
and unnatural, they alleged, could only 
result snddenly from a paroxysm of despair. 
The author appealed from the verdict of 
the playgoers to the judgment of the read
ing public; he published his tragedy. But 
the reviewers were merciless; they tore 
the play to shreds ; they fell on plot, diction, 
and ch.aracters alike. As a book to be read, 
Virginia was pronounced loss endurable 
than as a drama to bo represented. 

^ Unhappily, the playwright had convinced 
himself that he was a great poet. He was 
not le.ss persuaded that the production of 
Virginia would insure him immortal fame. 
From this position he w.as not to be driven. 
Ho knew he was right; he know that the 
world was wrong. It was nothing to him 
that he stood alone in the matter. He 
would persist iu his opinion until it ob
tained universal acceptance. Ho was the 
victim of a cruel conspiracy; but he was 
not to be subdued by tho machinations of 
tho malevolent. Certain concessions he 
was wilhng to make to popular prejudice. 
He took back his play, and subjected it to 
a careful revision. He amended, omitted, 
.added, and, as he held, perfected his work, 
l ie looked forward to its reproduction in 
the course of Garriek's next; season of 
management. Ho flattered himself that 
now at any r.ate, Virginia was beyond im-
peachincnt of blemish; that its merits 
would surely assert themselves; that 
cess w.as within his grasp. Garrick, how
ever, was dismclincd to revive the tran-ody-
was, indeed, fully resolved that no°mord 
.should be seen or heard of it in his theatre 
Entreaty and expostulation were in vain 
Lady Coventry could no longer lend her 
aid. The hand of death was already upon 
ber bhe Imgered some years the shadow 
ot her former self, dying, at last, from 
painting her fair face with a poisonous 
w.ash of white lead. Garrick was polite 
but he was inflexible. So far as he was 
concerned, there was an end of Vir.»inia 

I t was the author's one bid for fame; a 
bid that, as he held, the world should have 
accepted and closed with on the instant. 
Certainly he would make no other offer. 
He had ])roved himself a poet of distinction; 
let men deny his gifts and deprive him of 
his rights at their peril. His foes might 
perhaps, triumph in the present, but the 
victory would assuredly be his in the fatnre, 
He was doomed to find obscurity gradtiallv 
thickening around him, however; soon, 
indeed, there seemed a likely prospect of 
his being forgotten altogether. Ten years 
after the production of Virginia, a copions 
Dictionary of Plays and Playwrights wag 
published, in which occurred the following 
very brief mention of him : " Mr. Crisp. 
I know n'othing further of this gentleman 
than that he is a living writer, to whom is 
attributed a tragedy which was acted in 
1754 at Drury Lane Theatre, but published 
w-ithout any author's name, entitled Vir
ginia." A later and more complete work 
of the same class, simply informed its 
readers that " Mr. Henry Crisp, of the 
Custom House, had written a play called 
Virginia, acted in 1754." Murphy, in his 
Life of Garrick, after describing, as above 
quoted, the representation of the tragedy, 
refers to its author as the Eeverend Mr. 
Crisp. Davies, in his Life of Garricl, 
ignores all mention both of Virginia and its 
author. In the notes to Walpolo's Lettere, 
Mr. Crisp is stated to be " a clerk in the 
Custom House." 

Alas, for fame ! The real name of the 
author of Virginia was Samuel Crisp. 
That ho was at any time officially con
nected with the Custom House, is ex
tremely doubtful; it is by no means clear 
that ho was ever in holy orders. The 
rescue of his memory from almost; absolute 
oblrvion has arisen iu a curiously accidental 
way. Certain of his letters were incorpo
rated in the Diary of Madame D'Arblay, 
more famous, periiaps, as Fanny Bumey, 
first published in 1842. To this book 
Macaulay devoted one of his most impres
sive and finished literary essays. He noted 
Miss Bumey's intimate correspondence 

with a person who seems to have had the 
cl.iet share m the formation of her mmd. 
th i s was Samuel Crisp, an old friend of 
ner tather. His name, well known, near a 
century ago, in the most splendid circles 
ot London, has long been forgotten. His 
history is, however, so interesting and in
structive that it tempts us to venfur, 
O l O - r f i o u i n n " T _ ±^.^ T igression. ; In this digression Samnel 

-isp s curious story is re-told, and his Cr 
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memory is awarded secure embalmment. 
His poetic pretensions are by no means 
admitted ; but, at any rate, his claim to the 
world's reverence has obtained registration. 
This was not quite the way, however, iii 
which Mr. Crisp had once hoped to live in 
men's recollections. His name survives, 
not by reason of his Virginia, but because 
of his friendship for a little girl who after
wards became a famous novelist, and whose 
Diary and Correspondence, after her death 
in her eighty-eighth year, happened to be 
reviewed by a writer with a confirmed 
taste for literary exploration. " Wo have 
thought it worth while," says the essayist, 
" to rescue from oblivion this curious frag
ment of literary history. I t seems to us at 
once ludicrous, melancholy, and full of in
struction." 

As Macaulay points out, Mr. Crisp had not 
so very much to complain of; "h i s play 
had not been hooted from the boards." I t 
had, indeed, been better received by the 
audience than many much more estimable 
works; Johnson's Irene, or Goldsmith's 
Good-natured Man, for instance. No dis
grace had attended the comparative failure 
of Virginia. He was not so much a con
demned as a self-condemned dramatist. 
He might even have laid claim to a respect
able measure of success; he preferred to 
think that he had incurred a disastrous de
feat. He complained of the injustice of 
his audience, who certainly had not been 
lacking in patience and forbearance. He 
charged his friends with languor and 
apathy, although they had so strenuously 
supported his play as to secure him three 
benefit nights. He accused Garrick of 
perfidy and malevolence, who had, as an 
actor, exerted himself to the utmost to win 
applause for the play, and who, as a mana
ger, had sufficient reasons for wishing it to 
prosper. But the enraged author was not 
to be pacified; would not listen to reason. 
He lost his temper, his spirits deserted 
him, he became moody, splenetic, a cynic, 
and a misanthrope. He quitted London 
for Hampton ; from Hampton he withdrew 
to Chesington, and became the occupant of 
a lone and long-deserted house, built on a 
common, in a wild district; no road, not 
even a sheep-walk, connecting his melan
choly mansion with the abodes of his 
fellow-men. He kept aloof from his old 
associates ; he confided to none the secret 
of his hiding - place. At intervals he 
visited London, and was seen at exhibitions 
and concerts. But he soon disappeared 
again, and hid himself among his books in 

his dreary dwelling. He survived Virginia 
some thirty years. A new generation had 
come into being who knew nothing of the 
unlucky tragedy—had never even heard of 
it, nor of its author. His existence, his very 
name, were alike forgotten. Yet to the last 
his wounds still bled ; his wrath had been 
kept warm by constant nursing; he still 
brooded over his wrongs, denounced the 
treachery of Garrick and the cruel injustice 
of the pit. Still he was persuaded " that 
he had missed the highest literary honours 
only because he had omitted some fine pas
sages in compliance with Garriek's judg
ment." Did ever man so dote upon his 
own production, and so gi'ievc over its 
misadventures, as this man doted and 
grieved ? Was ever injured literary vanity 
so incurable as this ? Time did not cica
trise his hurts, but seemed rather to deepen 
and widen them. "Sincerity," he wrote 
to Miss Burney, twenty-five years after the 
failure of Virginia, " I have smarted for, 
and severely too, ere now; and yet, hap
pen what will, where those I love are con
cerned, I am determined never to part with 
it. All the world (if yon will believe them) 
profess to expect it, to demand it, to take 
it kindly, &c. &c.; and yet how few are 
generous enough to take it as it is meant! 
I t is imputed to envy, ill-will, a desire of 
lowering, and certainly to a total want of 
taste. Is not this, by vehement impor
tunity, to draw your very entrails from 
you, and then to give them a stab ? On 
this topic I find I have, ere I was aware, 
grown warm; but I have been a sufferer. 
My plain-dealing (after the most earnest 
pijofessions and protestations) irrecoverably 
lost me GaiTick. But his soul was little !'* 
Poor Garrick ! he had withdrawn altogether 
from the stage at this time, and Ins life was 
within a few months of its close. Again 
Mr. Crisp wrote to his young friend: 
" When you come to know the world half 
as well as I do, and what Taboos mankind 
are, yon will then be convinced," &c. &c. 
His wai'nings against the mischievous ad
vice of literary friends were renewed again 
and again. "Whoever you think fit to 
consult, let their talents and taste be ever 
so great, hear what they say—allowed! — 
agreed!—but never give up or alter a tittle 
merely on their authority, nor unless it per
fectly coincides with your own inward feel
ings. I can say this to my sorrow and my 
cost. But mum ! Tho original sketches 
of works of genius, though ever so rude 
and rough, are valuable and curious monu
ments, and well worth preserving." When 
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Mrs. Jlontagn expressed a desu-eto see the 
manuscript of Miss Bm-ncy's comedy. Crisp 
despatched an urgent letter of caution. 
" Now, Fiiniiy, this same seeing it (in a 
professed female wit, .authoress, and 
M.Tcenas into the bargain) I fear implies 
too ranch interference—implies advising, 
correcting, .altering, &e. &c. &c.; not only 
so, but in so high'a critic the not submit
ting to such grand authority might possibly 
give a secret, concealed, lurking oU'ence. 
Now, d'yo see, as I told you once before, I 
would havo the wliole be all my own, all of 
a piece; and to tell yon the truth, I would 
not give a pin for the advice of the ablest 
friend who wonld not suller me at least to 
follow my own juilgment without resent
ment." Tho shadow of the luckless Vir
ginia was for ever hanntiug him. Uncon
sciously, perhaps, the fate of his tragedy 
was the enduring text of his every dis
course. 

Yet this moody, acrid, cynical recluse, 
apart from his fatal delusion, was a man of 
genuine abilities andaccoinplishmcnts. He 
was but mad north-north-west. He be
lieved himself a poet and a dramatist; he 
was neither the one nor the other. But 
this ho could in no way be brought to com
prehend. Years and years of self-torture 
and mortification w^erc the result of his 
wretched misconception of the limits of his 
powers, of tho nature of his endowments. 
He sacrificed evei-ytliiug in pursuit of dis-
tinetitms which were to him wholly un.at-
tainablc. Every advantage had attended 
his entrance into the worhl. He was well-
connected, highly educated, of easy fortune, 
of stainless character ; " his face and figure 
were conspicuously handsome ;" his man
ners graceful, his conversational powers 
admirable; he was thoroughly competent 
to occupy a distinguished po.sition in the 
world of society. Literary or poetic fame 
seemed to bo in no degree necessary to his 
happiness ; yet he was certainly riualilicd to 
shiue as a critic or as a connoisseur; his 
taste, cultivation, andjudgmeiit might havo 
won him fair repute as a writer in special 
de]iartinciits of literature. Bnt he was 
bent upon creating. Like Frankenstein, 
ho produced a monster, t hilt never quitted 
him. nor ceased to torment him. 

His letters to Miss Burney aro full of 
well-expressed and admirable advice. Tho 
Burncys had after some time been adiiiilted 
to the secret of his retreat; ho w-as tlieir 
ohlest and most intimate friend ; " fur tliein 
were reserved such remains of his liiimaiiity 
as had .survived the failure of his play.'" 

Fanny Burney was to him as a much loved 
daughter. He called her his " Faniiikin;" 
she invai-iably addressed him as ber " dear 
Daddy." To him she owed, much mere 
than to her real ])arents, the development 
of her intellect. He was not in the secret 
of her writing Evehna, but she read the 
book to him after its publication, and "had 
the satisfaction to observe that he was even 
greedily eager to go on with it." "When 
informed, at last that the novel was rrally 
written by his Fannikin, he cried " ' Won
derful! wonderful! Why, you young hussy, 
ain't yon ashamed to look me in the 
lace -— you Evelina, yon ? Why what a 
dance yon bave led me ! What tricks have 
you served me! ' His face was all anima
tion and archness. Ho doubled his fist at 
me, and would have stopped me, bnt I ran 
past him into the parlour." His counsels 
were of real service to her in the composi
tion of her second novel—Cecilia. Her 
Diary seems to have been written especially 
for his entertainment. When she was 
urged by Slicrid.au, Murphy, and other 
injudicious friends to attempt a comedy, 
she received from Mr. Crisp what she called 
" a hissing, gi-oaning, cat-calling epistle," 
which yet contained very excellent advice. 
A very bad judge of his own dramatic pre
tensions, he could yet con-ectly estimate 
how small was the chance of his Fannikin 
attaining success upon the stage. He 
pointed out the full scope enjoyed by the 
novelist—" as large a range as he pleases to 
hunt in, to pick, cull, select whatever he 
likes. He t:ikes bis own time; he may be 
as minute as hepleases,,and the more minute 
the better, provided that (aste, a deep and 
penetrating knowledge of human nature 
and the world accompany that minuteness. 
When this is the case, the very soul, and 
all its most minute recesses and workings, 
are developed and laid as open to the -view 
ns the blood globules circulating in a frog's 
foot when seen through a microscope. The 
exquisite touches such a work is capable 
of (of which Evelina is, without flattery, 
a striking instance) are truly charming. 
But of these great advantages, these re
sources, you aro strangely curtailed the 
moment you begin a comedy. Thero every
thing passes m dialogue—.all goes on 
rapidly—narrative and description, if not 
extremely .short, become intolerable. The 
detail which in Fielding, JIariv.aux, and 
Crebillon is so delightful, on tho stage 
would bear down all patience. There all 
innst be pressed iuto quintessence: the 
moment the scene ceases to move on briskly. 
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and business seems to hang, sighs and 
groans are the consequence. Dreadful 
sound ! In a word, if the plot, the story of 
the comedy, does not open and unfold itself 
in the easy, natural, unconstrained flow of 
the dialogue—if that dialogue does not go 
on with spirit, wit, variety, fun, humour, 
repartee, and—and all, in short, into the 
bargain—Serviteur ! Good- bye t'ye !" 
This is sound criticism; better counsel 
could not be tendered to a youthful dra
matist. How unfortunate it was that, when 
engaged upon his tragedy, Mr. Crisp had 
not behind him so sage and kindly a friend 
as the anther of Virginia proved himself 
to Miss Burney ! The result completely jus
tified his opinion. Miss Bnrney's comedy, 
The Withngs, was duly finished, but it 
never saw the stage, or, indeed, the print
ing press. I t was well written, but it 
lacked plot and interest, and it bore 
an unfortunate resemblance to Moliere's 
Femmes Savantes, whieh, oddly enough. 
Miss Bumey had never read. There can 
be little doubt that The Witlings would 
have signally failed in representation, and 
that Sheridan and Murphy were quite of 
that opinion, although they politely with
held its expression. To Daddy Crisp 
Eannikin replied in graceful and affectionate 
terms. " I intend to console myself for 
your censure by this greatest proof I have 
ever received of the sincerity, candour, and, 
let me add, esteem of my dear Daddy. . . . 
Though somewhat disconcerted just now, 
I will promise not to let my vexation 
live out another day. Adieu, my dear 
Daddy. I won't be mortified, and I won't 
be downed; bnt I will be proud to find I 
have out of my own family, as well as in 
it, a friend who loves me well enongh to 
speak plain t ruth to rae." She deserved 
to have so stannch, and wise, and cordial a 
counsellor. Their letters redound to the 
credit of both. In her correspondence with 
Crisp, Fanny Burney is seen to more ad
vantage than in the Diary; she is there a 
trifle too conscious and given to over-acting 
in her self-depreciation. Writing to his 
young friend, the old man's crabbedness is 
oftentimes laid aside—it is always within 
reach, but it is not prominently apparent. 
Surely this is a winsome picture of Fanny 
Burney's girlhood. " Do you remember," 
he writes to her, " about a dozen years ago, 
how you used to dance Nancy Dawson on 
the grass plot, with your cap on the ground, 
and your long hair streaming down your 
back, one shoe off, and throwing your head 
about hke a mad thing ?" 

Towards the close of his life poor Crisp 
suffered much from infirm health. He 
speaks of his " shattered frame," and com
plains of gout, rheumatism, indigestion, and 
want of sleep. He grew very deaf, more
over, though that was perhaps the most 
endurable of his afllictions, for there were 
very few to speak to him. His sisters, 
however, had come to live with liim at 
Chesington. Now and then Miss Barney 
chanced to meet in society some few who 
had formerly been acquainted with her old 
friend, and heard liini Idndly spoken of. 
Dear old Mrs. Delany, of whom Crisp had 
spoken to Miss Burney, at seventy-five 
sent her compliments and her thanks to 
him, " though how," she added, " he can 
so long havo remembered so insignificant 
a body I 'm sure I don't know." Miss 
Bumey mentioned his name to the old 
Duchess of Portland, who " instantly asked 
a thousand questions about him; where he 
lived, how he had his health, and whether 
his fondness for the polite arts still con
tinued. She said he was one of the most 
ingenious and agreeable men she had ever 
known,and regi'etted hishaving sequestered 
himself so much from the society of his 
former friends." 

Ho died in April, 1783. Within a week 
or so of his death he had complained some
what peevishly, it would seem, of his 
Fannikin's forgetting him among her fine 
London friends. "My dearest, dearest 
Daddy," she wrote in reply, " why did you 
tell me of the Delanys, Portlands, Cam-
bridges, &e., as if any of them came into 
competition with yourself ? When yon are 
better I shall send you a most fierce and 
sharp remonstrance upon this subject." 
But he was not to grow better. He be
came, indeed, alarmingly ill. Fanny Burney 
hastened to Chesington, and remained with 
him until all was over. 

She was quite overwhelmed with grief. 
Some time elapsed ere she recovered com
posure sufficient to resume her journal. 
Even eighteen months later her sorrow for 
the departed was still fresh and poignant. 
In a letter addressed to his surviving sister 
In July, 1785, she writes of " m y most 
beloved friend, your honoured and most 
incomparable brotlier." " Scarce a day 
passes in which I do not lament him, and 
not an incident happens to me that I do 
not long to commnnlcato to him. My 
confidence In him was one of the greatest 
sources of my hapj^Iness; his wisdom and 
his kindness made my unbounded tnist at 
once my pleasure and my profit. Ho 
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thought no occasion too trifling to be eon-
suited upon, and I thought none too im
portant to be governed in wholly by his 
advice. I hardly ever could tell whether 
I most loved or admired him, for my re
verence for his abilities always kept pace 
with my affection for his virtues. tTu-
conscious of his own superiority, he used 
frequently to apprehend that when I went 
more into the world my regard for him 
would weaken. But even if my nature 
had been of so ungrateful a texture (whieh 
I must hope is not the case), he would 
still have bad nothing to fear. For where 
could I go to meet friendship more sincere ? 
And whom could I see to inspire a more 
deserved return ?" 

Assuredly the man of whom so excellent 
and amiable a woman could so write de
served a better fate than the persistent 
obscurity and isolation to which he was 
self-condemned. But he had resolved to 
be a poet, or nothing. He was nothing. 

Of his unfortunate play there is but one 
brief mention in i l lss Burney's journals 
and coiTespondencc. It is contained iu 
the letter above quoted. " As to his Vir
ginia, I believe, indeed, it was his wish and 
intention that everything belonging to it 
should rest in silence and quiet till they 
finally sunk into oblivion. With me no
thing can that ever belonged to him; but 
I shall keep all the papers with which you 
have so kindly intrusted me wholly to my
self." These papers, whatever may have 
been their nature or purport, have never 
been published. I t was held perhaps that 
Virginia and its author were both ab
solutely extinct, and that neither they nor 
public interest in them could possibly be 
revived. 

OUTCAST! 
THE moon is red and low, and the stars are few, 
The city moaneth like one who talki in his eleep, 
In distant meadowa full heavily falls the dew. 
Tho dew in the city it falleth from eyes that 'weep. 
Now ia the time, my aoul, when a grieving pain. 
Frightened away hy the eyes that shine in tho day. 
May dare to come forth awhile, and be free again, 
And look in thy face and say what it hath to eay. 
ItB mien is pure and true, and it seemcth calm, 
Though deep in its gaze there ia lying the gloom of 

death, 
Its mumur Bounds like the holiest heavenly psalm, 
liut it Bingeth a eireu'a song to thy dreaming f«ith. 
Let it como forth end utter its plaintive moans, 
Listened so oft that thine ears are growing dull 
To sounds lesa sad and soft, to the cheerful tones 
That ring in tho chord of life when it swelleth full. 
Kearken it now for the past and never more, 
lleed not the eyea that crave and the hand that clings, 
Kiss it once at the future's glimmericig door, 
Float it away in the dark on its own sad winga 

So shall it reach that realm on the verge of night, 
Where shadows of fair false things and their echoes be; 
Thy way is across the kails in tbe kindling light 
'Alid living souls with a footstep glad aud free I 

A LONDON PILGRIMAGE AMONG' 
T H E BOARDING-HOUSES. 

XO. V. A MEECHAKT CAPTAIN'S BOOST. 

On! dear Mrs. O'Cannikin, what muse 
is fit to sing your charms; to dilate glee
fully upon your stalwart form, like that of 
a very fully developed life-guardsmau in 
petticoats, your bright round face with its 
profusion of untidy iron-grey hair, your 
strong rich voice embellished with the very 
finest Tipperary brogue, your big splay 
feet encased in nankeen boots, with each 
its rent and patent-leather tip, and finally 
your rollicking licai'ty manner, and friendly 
slap on the back ? Truly you are a broth 
of a woman, and all who know you love 
you—ay, and respect you, spite of your 
queer ways. No wonder that your house 
is always full, that the same set of 
highly respectable merchant-captains, ship, 
owners, and mates, frequent your boarding-
house, returning faithfully to you at the 
close of each recurring voyage; for you 
are merry as the day is long; joyous with 
the highly-coloured exuberant ever-welling 
fun of the better Irish farmer class, chirrup
ing np-stairs and down-stairs, looking after 
everybody's comfort, bandying jolly jokes, 
exchanging firm handshakes with all, having 
a hard word for none, Tho O'Cannikio's 
establishment stands very near the Docks, 
within the precincts of the Minories, down 
a blind alley so dull and still, at a first 
glance, as to suggest an asylum for mutes. 
There are six houses in this blind alley, all 
of a squinting, cock-eyed, shambling sort, 
thin, tall, dirty, vacant of expi-ession. One 
hangs out signs of being a nautical hotel, 
but mould appears to have gathered ou its 
hinges, herbage to have sprung up about 
Its door-stones, while its windows are so 
carefully packed in cobwebs as to suggest 
that it will shortly be shipped off with the 
other cargo ever groaning past the outer 
thoroughfares for some colonial destination, 
possibly as a model lodging-house for tho 
Fiji Islanders. The other houses show no 
sign of being inhabited at all, except the 
centre one, from the open windows of 
which shirts and socks imbibe the balmy 
air, while a tiny brass plate above a beU 
bears a modest announcement that its 
owner is O'Cannikin. The alley stands 
like an islet of silence amid a sea of sound, 
for on one side a stream of merchandise 
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^ is ever drifting towards tho Docks, from 
a whence penetnites a continuous hum of 
»: lading and unshipping, of hammering and 
^ nailing, varied with a measured cry at 

intervals as one man tosses a keg or 
j ' package to another hi the str ing; from the 
' Tower hard by come whiffs of regimental 
' orders, and then a sharp musket click 
,;; and tramp of men; omnibuses roll inces-
:, santly down Eastcheap, and the thunder 
- of trains to Woolwich and the wharves 
> causes each tenement to vibrate and shake 
r; itself together after the shock, as they tear 
. over the iron bridges. 
•^ One Saturday evening the boarding-
. house door was open, but not to take in 
'.• the summer air ; trunks and boxes, um-
. brellas and wraps littered the stones, while 
; a powerful voice cried from within, " Now 
, then Kattie, jewel, call those cabs; Mrs. 
.' M'Faddle is ready, and the dear old lady 
• win catch cold. The Paratamna starts to-
"., moiTOw, and she must ship to-night. Try 

a glass of cordial before you go, Mrs. 
M'Faddle, darling; it 's very soothing." 

;. But the old lady wouldn't, aud finally got 
under way—a hale old lady of seven ty-

' six, part owner in several vessels, who had 
made the voyage to Sydney twelve times, 
and was now starting on probably her last. 

• Attendant and expectant nephews and 
" nieces were zealously " seeing her ofl';" 
• the grumpy cook from below stairs nodded 

farewells from her area ; the housemaid 
' fi'om the first-floor front; and every window 
' framed its two or three weather-beaten 

faces, each waving the veteran traveller 
god-speed. At length the cavalcade was 
fairly off, and the O'Cannikin turned briskly 

• from the past, wiping a tear from her 
" oye," to attend to the clamorous demands 
of the present. " Och ! Kattie, and how'U 
we get 'em all in ? We've only one room 
free, and there's Captain Lucas coming 
to-morrow, and Captain Felsen coming to
night, and Mrs. Moriarty, the shipowner's 
lady, who's so fond of beer, and whom I 
couldn't refuse as belonging to our Immerald 
Oisle ; she must have a bed somehow ; and 
then there's two mates coming from the 
Pernambuco, but, bless mee sowl, theirs 
are young legs, and we'll provide them at 
the top. Let's see. I can make up two 
beds in the front parlour, with a mattress 
on the floor. Captain Lucas must have a 
shakedown on the sofa in the doining-
room. Oh, we'll do it somehow. He had 
the best bedroom last toime, and it's fail-
he should suffer a little now, as I make the 
same charge to all, two shillings a noight. 

Och, but he calls this place Hullaballoo 
Hall ; I call it Ramshackle Castle, and we 
must all do what we can." And the good 
body bustled ofl*, shouting her orders in all 
directions, dragging about mattresses and 
pillows till the stair-well was choked, and 
the evil-smelling street was pleasanter 
than remaining in-doors with its attendant 
odours of musty old clothes-bags and un-
aircd feathers. 

Although the O'Cannikin is all-powerful, 
a male semi-dependent unit exists in the 
background in the person of a venerable, 
white-haired, stone-deaf, smoking-capped 
individual, who sits generally silent in the 
dining-room, behind a large pipe, a cake of 
cavendish, and a board fitted with a hinged 
knife for cutting the tobacco, which he 
offers—the cavendish as well as the knife 
or board — to anybody who is willing to 
smoke patiently opposite to him, and shake 
his head knowingly at intervals m default of 
conversation, for any period of time not less 
than sixty minutes. Dnable to hear any
thing less forcible than a shout, Mr. O'Can
nikin gives vent to his sentiments, some of 
them of an especially personal and pointed 
character. In stage whispers much more 
audible than ordinary speech, which give 
rise to complications aud little embarrass
ing dilemmas requiring presence of mind 
from all parties. But all fully comprehend 
how the matter stands, accepting his mis
takes good-naturedly, and so the old 
gentleman is somehow or other usually 
the dignified centre of a little circle of 
seafaring persons of the merchant class, 
who smoke and nod and smoke again im-
pertnrbably until the whirlwind O'Canni
kin shall sweep them all into the garden, 
either for the preparation of some meal, or 
for the manufacture of impromptu shake
downs. 

The " garden" is a very wonderful place, 
entered from tlie dining-room window, con
sisting of some four square yards of earth 
surrounded on all sides by high walls, 
giving It theappearanceof an embryo mining 
shaft, from which abut strange ledges and 
gables, of no use, it would seem, except as 
a promenade for cats. The garden boasts 
of no flowers, but instead is made glorious 
by ornamental layers of great pink and 
mother-of-pearl shells, such as we see ex
hibited sometimes in oyster shops, varied 
by rows of huge flints hke fossil octopuses, 
farther diversified with stray water-pails 
and torn paper collars, accompanied by a 
sardine box or two, a pair of braces, or 
other stray fragment of cast off apparel. 

yp 
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° 2 2 e jo i t edb j tho O'Cannikin, ,eolloquy down I'^o l:aek-staii^,_and retora-
d.nys, --- „ 
enjoying pei-pctual twilight, and occasion
ally pelting with pebbles and mud any 
unwise gi-imalkin that .shall bo misguided 
enough to indulge iu a gymnastic walk 
within reach of tlieir missiles. 

The O'Cannikin's arrangements 
generally far into tho night; for no sooner 
has she flopped down panting upon her 
sofa, exposing a fine view of stocking and 
nankeen boot, with a yawn like the gape 
of a hippopotamus, than a telegram is sure 
to arrive tirom Plymouth or Southampton, 
announcing tho coming of yet other cap
tains between the hours of twelve .and two, 
whieh will necessitate .still more scheming 
.and ingenious pic-nicking among the furni
ture. 

"Ah, now, Captaiu "Wellin's coming; 
well, he'll be welcome, he's a dear man. 
I'm glad he should arroive. Kattie ! There's 
another coming. Another mattress and a 
pilly. 'Where can we put him ? There 
are two already in tho front room up-stairs. 
The two-pair back is ready to burst. Well, 
we'll put him somewhere'—last toimc he 
brought mo some guava jelly that was 
moiglity noice." 

The constancy of the ocean kings is very 
touching. One would imagine that after a 
long voyage in rough weather, and priva
tions of every kind, they would be glad, 
when once on terr.a firma, to enjoy coiiifort-
ablo quarters in one of tbe numerous hotels 
about America-square sooner than be tho 
victims u£ such shifts, with no abiding place 
bnt an ill-stuli'ed pallet beneath tho kitchen 
tabic ; but constant they evidently ai-e, and 
grateful too for small mercies, which is 
evidenced by the fact that they never return 
empty handed, bringing always either some 
preserved fruit, or a trinket, or a silk 
liandkei chief, for tlio gratification of tho 
kind lady, who never fails to embrace the 
donor with a loud smack of the lips like 
the crack of a coach-whip, and a " Well, 
now, you're a good ehoild." 

Very free and easy is the O'Cannikin in 
her ways, although her morals are beyond 
all reproach. She calls everybody, ser
vants, boarders, old ladies, battered sea
men, aud budding hobbledehoys, by their 
christian names. The servaiit.s are gene
rally "jewel," the old ladies " darliut," aud 

ih her hair about her ears, and 
scratching her head pensively with her 
back-comb, to continue her confidences, as 
to how Aunt Jenny died .at Jlelbonme, 
leaving a legacy of five hundred pounds, 

extend and bow an heir-at-law intervened, and 
won a lawsuit, thereby behaving very 
shabbily. And then she will start up again, 
tossing the comb upon the table, exclaiming, 
"Now do "try a poipe, now do, doctier, 
dear; I 'm going to try a dlirop of some
thing, focHiig eauhl in my insoide." Pre
sently she creates a diversion by altogether 
vanishing from the scene for awhile, til] 
tho deaf old gentleman, having hunted for 
her high and low, announces that " some
thing's took her." We rise .and explore 
the place. She certainly is neither iu her 
room, or in tho kitchen, or anywhere ap
parently, unless she be devising new im
promptu beds among the chimney-stacks. 
"Tes , something's took her, sure enough," 
the old gentleman repeats, in his loud stage 
whisper, on the stairs. " Is it me you're 
wanting ? Sure, I 'm in the front parlonr, 
busy," calls out the jubilant voice, and we 
rush anxiously thither, to find her gravely 
sitting on the floor beside old Captain 
BluHer, each with a hot flat-iron and a 
cut brown paper like a tailor's pattern. 
" Sure, we're smoothing our rheumatiz. 
The tar, or something in the paper, with a 
little heat's moiglity good for it, and, as I 
can't reach my shoulder, the captain's 
koindly doing it for me, while I smooth 
down his shin." And thus the evening 
will pass away, varied by departures and 
arrivals; by schemes for packing people 
as closely as possible, utilising every 
inch of space; pipes, and littlo drops of 
something, until it is time to go to bed. 
Aud what a strange house it is up-stairs! 
Ever so many little doors open on to each 
landing, displaying vistas of wonderfnllj 
incongruous tilings within. Uniforms, 
caps, telescopes, hung on pegs along the 
wall; sea-chests, half unpacked, with cor
roded brass ornaments ; tiny parcels, evi
dently presents for friends ; ill-made mufti 
coats, and brand-new tall hats ; opossum 
skins, skins of birds; nieknacks from 
tho South .Seas; Fiji curiosities; tropical 
linen clothing, woollen Arctic clothing. 
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and generally a dirty bed or shakedown, 
sprinkled with boots, and not made or 
arranged since the previous night, i l any 
of the rooms have been subdivided into two 
or three, barely capable of holding moi*e 
than a bed, by means of wooden partitions 
overlapped and painted, giving the queer 
little pigoon-holes tho aspect of ships' 
bunks. I enter the ono assigned to me, 
having declined the resting-place under 
the dining-room sofa, and observing large 
yellow squadrons winding across my pillow 
like ants about their hill, or like the huge 
German columns leaving Kaiserslautern 
previons to the battle of Woerth, set to 
work to Investigate my surroundings. 

The feather-bed and pillow with its tawny 
blanket is quite an interesting study of 
animal life. There aro large insects, small 
insects, running insects, creeping insects, 
scuttling insects, long insects, like centi
pedes ; mothers of families and their ofl-
spring to the fourth generation; tribes 
more numerous than the children of Israel 
in the desert; all winding in and out, fall
ing into patterns like tho fragments in a 
kaleidoscope, most entertaining to behold 
provided one were not expected to join 
them in their gambols thi-ough the night. 
I , accordingly, commence a wholesale 
slaughter, sardonically arranging my game 
in tasty rows along the wall-paper until I 
achieve a bag of forty-three, when ob
serving the number of my enemies ap
parently nndiminished, I give up the chase, 
throw open the window, and prefer en
deavouring to forget their presence by ad
miring the prospect thence. This affords 
me quite a picturesque view of eats jumping 
on the tiles, throwing diabolical shadows 
in the moonlight of tails curled and 
straight, lengthening and shortening with 
distressing suddenness. Tower Hill, the 
scene of so much bloodshed, glitters in
nocently white beyond. The grand old 
Tower, with its four turrets dark against a 
scudding sky, is before me; beyond again 
I can make out a misty array of masts, 
infinitely various, stretching away indefi
nite and vague, like some gaunt geometri
cal forest. The groaning and tearing down 
the Minories had by this time ceased ; the 
rushing trains from Fenchurch-street were 
still, and the silence was broken only by far-
distant sounds of merriment, of carousing 
and fiddle-playing, evidently a final orgy of 
some ship's crew about to start to-morrow 
on a voyage of years. Peals of laughter came 
upon the air; faint hurrahs as the prosperity 
of the fatherland about to be left behind 

was toasted in bumpers; sounds of scullling 
in the streets, coupled with Ifiughter or 
occasional cries ofwumen; and above itall 
a scarce perceptible monotonous thud from 
some far-distant vessel making up for 
wasted time by receiving her cargo after 
hours. Little by littlo the shadows of 
the cats waxed fainter; ere those animals 
retired to bivouac in the summer-house 
below; the orgy terminated in a final 
three cheers more; the City clocks told 
morning watches iu keys varying with 
the importance of their situation, sullen or 
flippant, deep or high in tone ; a roar 
seemed to rise up from the distant sea, ad
vancing with increasing thunder as it 
eddiednearer, washing and lapping lovingly 
around the cold grey foot of one bridge after 
another, until a rosy light tipped the Tower 
vanes; then, policemen standing statue-like 
at corners cut strangely black against the 
ground; then pale slouching idlers began 
to creep to and fro; then bands of steve
dores marching to their work seemed to 
spring up from somewhere underground; 
then tho streets by slow degrees became 
thick with hurrying people; vans and 
wagons groaned, and creaked, aud rumbled 
in a confused but deafening uproar; and 
vast, seething, boiling, palpitating London 
had shaken itself up for the business of 
another day. 

In the morning the O'Cannikin is as 
blithe as Milesian skylark ever was, 
bustling about her house in a drab dressing-
gown and red leather slippers, with her 
iron-grey locks flapping down her back. 

" HuiToo, doether, you're down the first. 
Kattio, bring np that steak and some tay 
and a shrimp or two. The captains are all 
snoozing, bless you, and why shouldn't 
they ? They've no re.'^ponsibllity now, 
being off duty, and I lolke them to take 
their rest. Any toime between this and 
one they'll find a bit a' breakfast. I loike 
my children to be happy. Didn't I tell 
you this was Ramshackle Castle ?" 

Being Sunday morning wo are favoured 
with captains in eveiy sort of dif-guise ; 
bluff hearty fellows, who appear first in all 
kinds of incongruous toggery, many in 
stockinged feet and unkempt heads, to blow 
off a few clouds of cavendish in the "gar
den," and to hold playful passages of 
arms with their hostess through the open 
window; to burst forth, later on, the same 
but other gentlemen, iu all the panoply of ill-
litting black frock-coats, creaking polished 
boots, and amazing paper collars. Others 
drop in by twos and threes to breakfast, all 
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ravenous, all cheery, bronzed and b,attered, 
some with hands like those of labourers, 
for iu the merchant service the lower 
grades of oflicers are frequently expected 
to work along with those before the mast. 
Mr. FruelUn, returned from some trip late 
the night before, comes down with shaky 
hand, grey, like an unboiled prawn about 
the face. ^ 

" Ah, now, mee ehoild !" says tho O'Can
nikin, shaking her head at him, and en
deavouring the while to coax her flying 
hair into something like order. " Ah, now, 
ye've been indulging in sperits, and you 
promised me to stick to beer. Not but 
what I think sperits, judiciously ad
ministered, the most wholesome of the two 
to the insoide, when you can restrain 
yeself. Didn't I make you take a private 
pledge ? Oh, bnt boys, I must tell you all 
something. Tou know tho two German 
children, Herman's their name, mates be
longing to the Theola, of Hamburg ? 
Well, what do yon think ? Their mother's 
arrived who hasn't seeu either of them for 
twelve years and more, and they're in such 
a stew up-stairs ; have been crying out for 
pomatum and hot water ever since eight 
o'clock, aud won't lot the old lady see them 
till their titivated up. And they've bin 
questioning me about her, as to what she's 
loike. Has she grey hair or dark, is sho 
short or fall, does she look hearty or tho 
other thing ? And they won't believe a 
word I say, and none of their clothes aro 
good enough to wear. I t 's a mercy it's 
Sunday, or we'd h.avo them spending .all 
the money they've earned on the last trip 
in whoite waistcoats and macassar !" 

At this juncture one of the lads came 
rushing down the stairs, in a white heat 
of anxiety. 

" We must have a bottle of wine," he 
said ; " and is the front parlour made nice 
and tidy ? She'll be down presently and 
we shall see her onco again !" 

" Bless tho ehoild, how he goes on " 
responded she of Tipperary; " I haven't'a 
dhrop of wome iu the house. If I had 
you'd be welcome to it all. Ask the 
neighbour on the right. He's a German 
like yourself; there are enough of them 
about here. Ask him to let you buy a 
bottle. Stay, won't sperits do ? I've got 
.some lovely poteen?" 

Spirits not being sufiiciently aristocratic 
tor the emergency, tho young fellow, quite 
magnificent m a vast display of .shirt-front 
cuffs hke topsails, his hair nearly brushed 
ofi his head, flew into the garden, placed a 

step ladder against the wall, and straight
way there ensued a long guttural discus-
sion through a little hole high np, which 
ended in the unhooking of a grating and 
the appearance of a withered hand with a 
bottle in it, which precious flask was well, 
nigh broken by the flying leap of the young 
gentleman as he skipped into the room. 

" Now, dear Mrs. O'Cannikin, a clean de-
canter, some glasses, and some biscuits. 
Are you sure the bods have been removed 
from the front parlour ? Do tell me, is she 
as tall as you; thin or stout ? Oh, yon 
won't tell me anything." Off he flew 
again, unable to sit still an instant, to put 
the finishing touches to himself, as well as 
to his arrangements, and presently the 
three had met, coming forth later, calm, 
subdued, and happy, and red about the 
eyes. Meanwhile, late captains still ap
peared out of all sorts of unlikely holes and 
corners, with stockinged feet and broad, 
honest faces, sat over shrimps with "tay," 
or smoked and gossiped ronnd the tiny 
space among the shells, the flints and pails, 
discussing Lloyd's, the reason of such a 
one throwing np his command at the last 
moment, the opinion of Green's on the tes 
race, the prospect of shipping off soon 
once more, and nautical matters of still 
more intimate nature. One was brisk, and 
burnt his mouth, laughing over the mishap, 
for was he not about to start for Sydney 
almost instantly, and had he not chosen 
his first and second oflicer from those m 
the arbour hard by ? 

"Kat t ie , sure they're all done bnt old 
Bluffer, whose rhoumiitics are no better, 
though mine are. Take his tay and shrimps 
up to him in bed. He's cosy there, and bring 
me the poy; I'll make it here." And while 
some munched their toast at one end of the 
tay table, the O'Cannikin settled herself at 
tho other with a dish, green apples, board 
and roUing-pin complete, and proceeded to 
perform culimary prodigies, still in herdrah 
dr.apery and red leather shoes. " There now. 
I t s done. An illig.ant poy. I'll just put a 
mark on the crust outside, ao that the 
baker mayn't disappoint us aa he did last 
bunday Only fancy. I made a poy last 
week of great mogul plums, with such a 
crust of fresh butter with an egg in it, as 
a thing for Mrs. M'Faddle to remember the 
auld country by when far away. And 
would you believe it, it was changed at 
the bakers, who sent us back a common 
low thing made of dripping a^d mess, aud 
we eouIdii t get our poy back anyhow, for 
the doctor s lady had it, and wouldn't give it 
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up, saying that she made it herself. To 
think of such lies on Sunday too ! So I 
made a poy yesterday, sending it privately 
to the ship, so that she will eat it when 
far out at sea, and think kindly of us all. 
Who knows ? Perhaps she'll yet come 
back again." 

And so she rambled on, putting away 
stray bits of paste, mumbHng the shreds of 
apple, performing a toilet in a corner of the 
dining-room at the same time, before a glass 
set on the inside of a cupboard door. She 
brushed up her hair into a loose knot, talk
ing all the while, inspected her stock of 
jewellery, trying on several pairs of ear
rings before she was satisfied with tho re
sult, and departed, climbing over the shake
downs now returned to their normal con
dition of stopping np the stair-well, to 
return presently in a gorgeous Sabbath 
dress of grass-green silk, with a narrow 
red stripe on it, and white bows. Her 
good-natured face dimpled all over into 
smiles as she observed my intent look of 
observation. " Green is my favourite 
colour," she remarked, " in honour of the 
Immerald Oisle. I bought it for a friend 
in Melbourne who's very sandy and fat, 
and she sent it back again, saying it didn't 
suit her complexion. Well, it suits moirre 
anyhow. Ah, now, I wish I could just 
run over to Er in ; I 've invested my money 
in houses about Doblin, and I've bought a 
littlo place. Bnt I've never seen any of 
them, as I 'm afraid of travelling by train, 
and the boat makes me sick, and so I know 
that if X got np courage to go, I should 
never come back again. I 'm getting un
wieldy; I do so run to flesh. I 'm not 
stout to look at yet, but I 'm moighty 
weighty." Indeed I could quite conceive 
that she was, judging of the way in which 
sho caused the room to shake, and the 
stairs to wheeze and moan, " But if I 
went over there, and never came back, 
what would all the captains do at all ? And 
where would I be without them ? Moighty 
dull indeed. They're father, and mother, 
and children to me, and I love them all, 
every one. Where's that whisky ? I must 
give a dhrop of it to the cook, who's 
dreadfully overworked just now. This 
glass is bulky, and she won't be satisfied if 
it isn't full," she continued, breathing on 
it, and polishing it up with her elbow. 
" Just fill it up with watlier, ehoild." And 
presently we heard the rich brogue rising 
in tnimpet-tones from down below. " T a k e 
care what you're after, it 's awful strong, but 
it'll put the sperit into you to get the beef 

>r̂  

well basted, and the gravy browned. Kattie, 
take those dirty sheets away; it 's a 
scandalising sight upon a Sabbnth, litter
ing about the stair.s. Who's that ringing 
at the bell? W h a t ! Captain Pottle, is tliat 
you come back ? Well, you are welcome 
indeed. Come in, it's just our dinner toime, 
and take a bit wilh us, and tell ns all 
about it. How long have you been back? 
Why ain't ye stnying here ? I heard yes
terday that your ship had been seen off 
Gravesend. Come in, you'll find the old 
man inside somewhere. He'll be deloighted 
to see you. He's terrible deaf. Worse 
than ever. But come in and sit down. 
We'll find a place for yon. There are 
nineteen at dinner. We had one-and-
twenty yesterday. Come in, all the same." 

MODERN ROMAN MOSAICS. 
A DEAU MARCH. 

So many good things in this world come 
to ns too late! The reflection is tr i te; 
but, like other trite reflections, it impresses 
one afresh under fresh circumstances, and 
is as vivid as though it had never been 
made before. For the world is always 
beginning, and always ending. " Every 
minute dies a man, every minute one is 
born." 

The world ended for one man the other 
day at Froslnone. His eyes closed on the 
blue Italian skies, and the long horizon of 
the Carapagna, and on friendly faces, and 
on the yearning gaze of affection. He had 
fought a good fight, and done battle many 
a time and oft, in the councils of the 
nation, for Italy. In the confusion of the 
struggle, down amongst the dust-clouds in 
the arena, we might not always know with 
VI horn was the r ight ; we might not always 
recognise the vallantest strokes. But now 
there is a pause. A warrior has gone 
down sword in hand. Friends and foes 
lift him reverently, and cover up the dead 
face, and heap upon his bier the insignia 
of honour, and carry him with measured 
footsteps to the grave. They surround 
the shell of his spirit with pompous sym
bols, and pronounce fervid orations over 
his tomb. He bas borne a good part. 
His wounds are all in front. Let the J 
nation acknowledge that he has deserved 
well of her! 

Tes ; to the silent dead we can be jus t ; 
nay, we can be generous. Wc can forget 
faults and weaknesses. Wc can forgive hard 
blows struck in the lieat of contest. We 
can appreciate ungrudgingly the highest 
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and the best qualities—which perhaiis .arc 
always the most real also, as it i.s tl.o 
preeions fratrnieiit of metal which (lelcr-
miiRS the character of the ore, and not the 
niii.-̂ s of earth encircling it—nf the friend 
or the foe we have lost. Before the shut 
eves wc lavish honourable ceremonies; 
into the deafcarswe pourprodigal praises 
If he could but have known, this dead 
fellow-mortal, how highly we estimated Ins 
aims, even whilst opposing the means bo 
took to gain them I And so the trite re
flection came into my mind just now, that 
many good things in this -world arrive too 
late. 

AVhether they be, in very trntb, too late, 
it is not for us here and now too deeply to 
inquire. We are looking on at a pageant, 
as mere spectators and narrators of the 
show. We lean upon the wall of a stone 
tciTiice looking down upou the street of 
S I . Kieliolas of Tolcntino, and wait until 
the ftuicral procession of Urban Raltazzi 
shall pass by. 

It is a grey, cloudy .afternoon. Wc have 
such afternoons now aud then even in 
Rome. Sentimentally disposed pcrson.s 
declare th.at the " Heavens themselves look 
sad," in sympathy with the sadness of tho 
occasion. The more practical-miuded ob
serve tliat it is a good thing fur the crowds 
which fill the streets, and for the troops 
who arc to accompany the funeral proces
sion, that the June sun is not blazing quite 
unveiled upon their devoted heads. It is 

I Sunday ; and the number of people who 
stand or sit at every street corner, flight of 
church-steps, window, or balcony com
manding the lino of inarch, is no dunbt 
inercasul by the fact of the day being, in 
any ca.vc, a holiday. Bnt independently of 
tin' ineviiablc Sunday loungers, there is a 
snlhL'iL'iitly wide-spread emotion among all 
clas-L'S of citizens in coiiuexloii with this 
man's death, to have assured a numerous 
attendance at bis funeral. The procession 
is to start from the residence of tho de
ceased in tho Piazza Branca, at five o'clock 
P.JI., on its way to the railway station, 
whence the boily is to be conveyed by 
S])CL-ial train to Ale.ssandria in Piedmont, 
Rattazzi's native place, there to be interred. 
Ijiit the Piazza Branca is a long way off— 
half across Rome, down near tho Tiber, 
although not quite on it.s banks—and then, 
of course, they will not start pnnctuully. 
These are portentour, times truly ; and Rome 
has w ii nesscd strange spectacles in these 
hitler )ear.s. But no such iniracle as the 
comnieneuinent of any public ceremony 

precisely at tho hour at which it was an
nounced to commence, has yet startled ns 
within the limits of the Eternal City. 

Wo may therefore rest comfortably sit
ting on our broad low terraco wall, and 
look; and listen to our fellow-sightseers 
waiting wilh indefatigable patience and 
good iiumour. The folks are dressed iu 
their best. The institution of Sunday 
clothes flourishes on the Continent; al-
thoufli I have heard it alluded to .as being 
pecuharly English. And in Italy well-
dressed crowds are the rule and not the 
exception. They have a tiiste for bright 
colours, and they bave, also, a less pardon
able w-eakness for the ugliest extremes of 
French fashion. Hoof-like feet, and hydro-
cephalous beads, hump-backs, and fore
heads bidden by frowsy tangles of hair 
—in a word, all the improvements which 
P.aris oflers on the human form divine, 
are to be seen on the figures of maids 
and matrons of the upper and middle-
classes. What a relief to an eye that 
has learnt ever so little to appreciate 
grace and outline, is the advent amoi§ 
these disligurcd women of a genuine popo-
laua, a woman of the people, with her 
grand erect carriage, her classically-braided 
hair, and her broad-chested, natural figure! 
There are even now in Trastevere scores 
of women to be found on -whom the classic 
draperies wonld hang aa easily and na-
turally, as though they bad never worn 
any other garb, and whose large, ox-eyed 
type of beauty might be the incarnate ideal 
of a Roman matron. 

But although the crowd shows no slightest 
symptom of mourning, outward or inward, 
there is enough that is unusual in the aspect 
of the streets to show that the occasion is 
not one of mere holiday pleasure-taking. 
For example, there appear on the walls 
miincrous printed manifestoes edged deeply 
with black, and announcing the intention 
of various societies of artizans to attend 
tho obseipiics of Rattazzi. Amongst these 
the aiinouncemcnt of the printers figures 
conspicuously. Then, too, from several 
baleonies along the route of the procession 
hang mourning draperies of black and 
while. And tho many tri-coloured banners 
which droop from the houses in the still 
evening air, have a black crape or ribbon 
above the red white and green. 

The crowd gossips, and lounges, and 
stares. I t is neither rough nor noisy. 
Neither is it in the smallest degree re
verent. The details of tho funeral are dis-
cussei.1 precisely in the tone in which one 



=ai 
O^ttHee DickenR. MODERN ROMAN MOSAICS. [November 2!), tS73.] 1 1 5 

would discuss a pageant on the stage. 
Then they speak of the dead man, and of 
those he has left behind him, and of the 
loss his death will be to—not to Italy, but 
to his own party, the Sinistra, the Left or 
Opposition of the Chamber. I do not say 
that there are not men in Italy who look 
from a higher stand-point, and have a 
wider view. But tho tone of ordinary 
public opinion is that of people in whose 
minds partisanship has overridden pa
triotism for maiiy a generation past. To 
this statement honourable exception must 
be made in favour of the public press, 
whieh has distinguished itself in Italy 
lately on several occasions by a superiority 
to private rancours in dealing with the 
memory of public men, whieh is a whole
some, and a hopefnl sign. 

" L a s t night, quite late, they brought 
him from Froslnone to his palace in the 
Piazza Branca," says one old fellow, who 
has evidently the pretension of being 
thoroughly well-informed. " He lay iu 
state there to-day, with burning wax-tapers 
and a l l !" 

" H a ! " returns his crony—one of the 
numerous and useful second fiddles in the 
great orchestra of life—" Davvero ? And 
to-day they send him back to his own 
paese—to Alessandria ?" 

" Y e s ; to be buried there. They say 
they sent for a Capuchin to him just at the 
last." 

" A Capuchin ! Senti !—only think ! 
Why a Capuchin ?" 

" N o other sort to be had. Frosinone is 
a paesuccio—a poor little place. The 
doctors wanted lots of things they couldn't 
get for him." 

" Davvero ! And they say the royal 
family will bo present at the funeral, 
and " 

"Che , che, not at a l l !" responds gossip 
number one, who is resolved to claim a 
monopoly of information. " No, no, not 

' the royal family. But the senators, and 
the knights of the order of the Annun-
ziata, and the deputies, and the munici
pality " 

" In their gala coaches? Ay, it will be 
mighty pret ty!" 

" H ' m ! cosi, cosi. So so. Do you re
member the Pope's carrozze di gran gala, 
when he used to turn out in state ? Ah, 
per bacco ! Those were fine coaches if yon 
please." 

And then he proceeds to point out to 
second fiddle, who makes subdued and 
appropriate accompaniment of running in

terjections, the Marchese A., tho Prlnci-
pessa B., the Duehessa C , the Conte, 
Capitano, Barono D. E. F., and so on all 
througli the alphabet, as carriage after 
carriage rolls past bearing a freight of fine 
folks towards the railway station, there to 
await the arrival of the cortege. I fear 
mc that my old friend puts many a saddle 
on the wrong horse, and aflSxes names to 
the ladies aud gentlemen who pass by in 
a somewhat arbitrary and unauthorised 
fashion. But second fiddle—who probably 
guesses this quite as shrewdly as I do— 
—accepts his crony's dicta with entire 
submission, and the pair are very har
monious and jocund together as they await 
the coming of the dead body that Is to be 
carried back to its native dust sc pom
pously. 

And now, at length, the sound of mili
tary music is heard in the distance. Wc 
look down the long line of the street, and 
on to the Piazza Barberini, all full of 
closely-packed human beings, and we see 
a swaying movement in the throng, and 
presently some red dots breaking the dark 
mass. These are the scarlet facings and 
plumes of the mounted National Guard, 
who soon appear heading the procession. 
They are fine men, finely mounted, and 
they sit their strong, handsome Roman 
horses with the grace which conies of per
fect ease. For these men belong either to 
noble families, or to the upper middle 
classes: many of them are country gentle
men accustomed to look after their wide-
spreading Campagna farms, and as a matter 
of course they have been accustomed to the 
saddle from childhood upwards. 

After them come the National Guard on 
foot, and then a general of division with 
his stafl". There are several milltaiy bands 
in the cortege, which relieve each other in 
making music during the march. But 
there come pauses sometimes. One of these 
pauses occurs just when the procession is 
beginning to defile past our terrace, aud 
there is no sound heard save the mea
sured tramp of feet, tho impatient clatter 
of the horses' hoofs as the animals fret and 
curvet at the enforced slowness of their pace, 
and the sharp, unsympathetic roll of the 
drums marking the rhythm of the march. 
They arc not muflled rlrums- Their notes 
drop out hard as a rain of bullets, and 
know no softening influence of death or 
grief. To my mind there is something 
stran;^ely cruel in the .sharp, inexorably re
curring beat of those braced-np drums. 

Behind the brilliant nniforms of the 
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general's staff como detachments of troops 
of all arms now in garrison in Rome. There 
are the well-grown, sun-burned, rustic-
looking soldiers of the lino ; a little slouch
ing, a littlo untidy, and a little—or so it 
seems to mc—over-weighted with their ac
coutrements, and the great calf-skin knap
sack bound on to their backs. There arc 
the bcrsaglicri—or riflemen—sm.all, active 
fellows, with their broad-brimmed hats 
overshadowed by great bunches of cocks' 
feathers. Then come the municipal 
guards, and a detachment of firemen; 
Vigih, as we call them here. And these 
latter, in their polished brazen helmets, 
arc by no means the least martial or effec
tive-looking part of the show. 

Then, immediately following the troops, 
come .a great number of civil associa
tions, chiefly workmen's guilds, with their 
banners, bearing the motto and device of 
the society. There are the butchers, the 
shoemakers, the carpenters, the bakers, 
and many others. All the artisans, dressed 
in their holiday clothes, follow their re
spective banners. It is curious to observe 
how, despite all national differences, the 
pursuit of the same occupation has a 
tendency to assimilate men to each other. 
AmoQg these Roman artisans are faces and 
figures which I fancy I should recognise 
as belonging to shoemakers or carpenters, 
if I met them in Fleet-street. 

Behind these specimens of the popolo 
Romano, walk a greater number of repre
sentatives (in another sense) of the popolo 
Italiano at large; for here come the depu
ties of the national parliament, Pied-
montese, Neapolitans, Sicilians, 'Tuscans, 
Lombards, Vcnetuins — Italians from the 
north, tho south, the oast, and the west; 
from the top to the toe of the boot, from 
the Alps to the Adriatic. These gentle
men are all in full evening dress, black 
and glossy, with lavender gloves, and a 
great display of shirt-front. Such of them 
as own any order or decor.ation, wear it 
conspicuously displayed. There goes the 
venerable Duke of Sermoneta, as patriotic 
.and excellent a citizen as though be had 
neither rank nor t i t l e—a circumstance 
rarer in Rome than in London, be it said, 
without offence to the former—who leans 
on the arm of a friend, and walks a little 
hesitatingly; for he is blind. 

But now appears a strange-looking 
legion. The halt, the lame, and the aged 
pass by with, alas ! shabby and threadlxire 
clothes, and bent backs, and mostly .sad, 
thoughtful faces. These are the Rcduci 

ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [conducted by 

dalle Patrie Battaglie—the returned from 
the battles of their country—as is inscribed 
on the banner which precedes them. 
They wear medals and ribbons on their 
shabby coats, and mako a strange contrast 
with the gold laco and bright-coloured 
nniforms of the crowd of officers who 
closely follow them. Pass on, ye pale; 
humble patriots. I have little respect for 
fighting men; bnt I will take off my hat 
to you, shabby, shambling legion that yon 
are I Tour brothers lie on many an Ita
lian field with French or Austrian bullets 
in their mouldering bodies. But you, at 
least, havo been spared to take an honour
able place in this dead march through 
Rome, the capital of Italy. I t is good to 
see you here walking in the same pro
cession •with the son of the king, and 
with your fellow-warriors, civil and miK-
tary. 

For, if we consider it, are not almost all 
these men Reduci dalle Patrie Battaglie? 
Some in one way, some in another, have 
fought according to their lights and to their 
means. The king on his thi-one, the cobbler 
at bis last, the carpenter at his bench, and 
the deputy in bis place in parliament, have 
all been lending a hand in the " patrie bat
taglie." And it is the latent conviction that 
this is so which brings together so motley a 
g.athering to carry to his last resting-place 
the dead man who has fallen at his post in 
the battles of his country, and •which com
bines members of the Right and of the 
Left, conservatives, radicals, and moderate 
liberals, in this honourable testimony of 
respect to a fallen comrade. 

After a second detachment of deputies, 
senators, civic notabilities, and represen
tatives of almost every art and profession 
in Rome, comes the hearse. A huge, un
wieldy, gilded thing, drawn by six horses 
caparisoned with black velvet. On the top 
of the pall is laid a laurel wreath, and 
flowers are strewn over it. One of the 
cords of the pall is carried by the king's 
eldest son, the others by the president of 
the senate, cabinet ministers, and the 
eldest knight of the order of the Annun-
ziata, with which the dead man also was 
decorated. No honours are wanting to the 
spectacle. 

A striking and curious part of it are 
the state carriages of the municipality. 
After the royal carriages—very rich and 
handsome, with servants in the showy 
scarlet liveries of the House of Savoy -
come three huge, lumbering vehicles, gilt, 
painted, and carved with lavish splendour. 

• ^ =? 
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bearing the famous letters S. P . Q. R. on 
the hammer-cloths, and driven and at
tended by coachmen and footmen In the 
richest and quaintest mediaeval costume, 
They wear an under-jei-kin of deep amber, 
with a crimson mantle over it, amber sleeves 
and amber stockings, and a large black 
hat of peculiar shape. I t is all like a 
bit of the sixteenth century, aceidenhilly 
stranded and left behind by the great 
stream, of time, like a waif thrown np on 
the seashore above the reach of tides. 

Then there are more soldiers, a military 
band playing slow music, some jirivate 
carriages, and a miscellaneous concourse of 
vehicles and pedestrians all mixed together, 
and then the procession is over. I t has 
taken nearly two hours in going by. 
Through all the nan-ow streets and broad 
piazze, crowded, one and all, with people, 
the dead march has wound its solemn way, 
cleaving a path for itself amongst the 
populace. Neither soldiery nor police have 
been called out to keep the line of march. 
Neither bas public order been disturbed 
by act or voice throughout the whole after
noon. 

Reverence, awe in the presence of death, 
the seriousness of reflection, these I have 
seen on no face in all the multitude of 
gazers. But there has been decency, good-
homour, patience, and a sense of how it 
was fitting to behave, which, if found in a 
drawing-room, we should call tact and 
good-breeding. And now, leisurely, and 
in good order, the citizens disperse. The 
grey clouds gather darker, and a little 
chill wind springs up, whieh flutters the 
crape-covered banners, as the last sad 
notes of the Dead March die away in the 
distance. 

YOUNG MR. NIGHTINGALE. 
BT THB ACTCOR OP "nODSOS'S CHOICE," &0. 

CHAPTER XLVI. THE FIGUT. 

I T was a lively scene, with something 
the aspect of a country fair. Open carriages, 
however, were driving up with streamers 
flying and music playing. The gentry were 
strongly represented upon tho occasion. 
The uproar •was great, indeed; although 
the crowd, with all its rudeness, seemed 
tolerably good - humoured. The hares, 
scared by the din in a place that must 
usually have been most still and lonely, 
were to be seen wildly scampering about 
the down. " That 's the worst of a 

fight in this country," said Mr. Jobling, 
thoughtfully; " i t brings about such a 
main lot of poaching. I t 's those Stce
pleborough chaps mostly. They can't set 
eyes on a hare but they covets un. I 'd 
like to put my stick across some of their 
backs, I know, Aud there's a lot of lurch
ing dogs about as I'd make short work 
of if I had my way. There's a heap of 
blackguards as will have hare for supper 
to-night, biled up with cabbage and a bit 
of bacon, most like." The farmer enter
tained the opinions of his class : scorning 
town-dwellers, and especially those of 
Stcepleborough, nnd regarding poachers 
as a kind of vermin to bo exterminated aa 
promptly as possible. But soon he forgot 
these prepossessions of his in his intentness 
upon the coming fray. 

We were informed that the betting wag 
much in favour of the Mudlark, but that 
the Baker had been heavily backed by 
his patrons and friends, and that a sum 
of something like a hundred thousand 
pounds depended upon the issue of the 
combat. 

AVe had an hour or more to wait. I t 
was now nearly noon, and the sun's rays 
were beating hotly upon us. We attacked 
Mr. Jobling's store of provisions with keen 
appetite, though he blamed us for making 
such slight inroad upon his prodigious 
sandwiches. Aided by the broad blade of 
a large clasp-knife he set us a good ex
ample, seeming to hustle his food into his 
capacious mouth, and lunge at it after
wards with bis weapon, as though to m.ake 
sure of its fate, with something of a sword 
swallower's relish for cold steel. The 
strong beer was almost lukewarm, but still 
it was refreshing, and of nnquestionable 
quality. 

Farmer Hicklcy was discovered: a white-
haired old gentleman, with a Punch-like 
figure and a purple face, very loud of 
speech, and liberal of oaths. He inter
changed hearty greetings with bis friend 
Jobling, and welcomed us on his account. 
" Servant, young gentlemen, glad to see 
you," he said; and he asked, in a neigh
bourly way, after the health of ray nnole. 
" I ain't seen him this many a long day; 
but I mind the time when he was a 
smartish young chap and rode well to 
hounds. That's over with him now, I 
s'pose, as 'tis with me. When you come 
to have gout in both feet you'll find you 
ain't the man you were." He wore list 
slippers, I noted, aud was riding a very 
steady old dun pony. Ho bogged us to 
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call at bis house before we turned homo-
-svards. Ho was very angry about iinachcrs 
and trespassers—(" There, they'll do me a 
sioht of mischief before they've done, I 
s'po.se," he said)—but otherwise he seemed 
well pleased that the fight should take 
place on his land, and grow highly ex
cited as he spoke of the probable result.s. 
" I've backed the Baker for a trifle," he 
said. " The lad hails from this country
side, so I felt bound to. A spreath, spraek 
young fellow enough, with some science ; 
but the weight and strength's all with 
t'other un. But they do cut the time to 
•waste, tcrri-bly, to be sure. Dang un, let 
'em take and get at it, ding-dong ; that's 
what I like to see I" 

"We secured a good standing place, look
ing down upon the roped ring of level un
trodden turf, that seemed so specially green 
and fresh in the bright sun, and by contrast 
with the thick dark crowd surrounding it. 
There was an outer ring beyond, rudely 
marshalled and ordered by a band of pugi
listic-looking functionaries wearing drab 
" box " coats, with highly-coloured " Bel
cher " wrappers rouud their necks, their 
hair very closely cropped, and their fea
tures exhibiting enduring traces t»f violent 
usage. They did not hesitate to enforce 
their orders upon unruly sj^ectators by the 
administration of blows and kicks. 1 saw 
more than one white smock-frock soiled 
by a bleeding nose, or a wounded face. 

There was a stir among the crowd; a 
buzz, a cheer, and then much excited 
hustling forward and sw^aying about. The 
combatants, complying with the prescrip
tions of such occasions, had flung their 
hats into the ring, following them forth
with, attended by their seconds and bottle-
holders. There was still a considerable 
pause as they leisurely divested themselves 
of their clothes. They took their time 
over this performance, as though they de
lighted to keep us in suspense as long as 
possible. I felt my heart sicken a littlo 
from nervous tension. I glanced at Tony; 
he had been rather silent for some time 
past, and was now deadly pale from excite
ment. 

A strange gentleman, with .an eye-glass 
screwed Lctween his frowning brow and 
liis inflamed nose—ho was rather fashion
ably dressed, but his linen might have been 
cleaner .and his eliin more closely shaven 
—sn]iplied me with information in reirard 
to liie more celebrated personages present; 
but I cannot be sure that his statements 
had any pretensions to accuracy. He seemed 

an expert in the m.atter cf pugdism how. 
over, and avowed (with a hiccup) that he 
had never missed a fight yet, and that he 
wished he might die if ho ever did. He 
said that ho bad travelled down from 
London with a numerous party by tlie 
night mail, and had not slept a wink for 
eight-and-forty hours. That they had 
kept it up lively all the way, however, 
with a pack of cards, and as much gin and 
as many cigars as I liked to mention. 
That, arrived on tho ground, he had 
freshened himself up with a draught of 
new milk, liberally " laced" with Jamaica 
rum. For the present, be stated, he had 
missed his friends, but ho hoped to find 
them again soon. His appearance was 
certainly not very reputable, and from he-
hind its glass bis blood-shot eye, shadowed 
by tho curly rim of his fluffy, smeared 
white hat, glared at mo in rather a sinister 
aud sodden sort of way. Still he seemed 
anxious to favour me with some share of 
the fund of knowledge in his possession, 
and at such a time, in such a scene, I conld 
scarcely turn a deaf ear to him. Indeed, 
I found his discourse decidedly inte
resting. 

He pointed out among the gentlemen 
present the Duke of This, the Marquis of 
That, and—but in this respect I reso
lutely refused to believe him — a cele
brated dignitary of the Church of England, 
wearing a red comforter and the fantail 
bat of a coalheaver, presumably by •way 
of disguise. He fortified with an oath 
—if that, indeed, could be considered as 
of any fortifying effect, under the cir
cumstances—the correctness of his state
ment. " Tbe bishop's like me so far," he 
said, " bo's never been known to miss a 
fight yet. But he's a first-rate Greek 
scholar they say. I 'm not. He has the 
better of me there." Further, be showed 
me a Mr. Egan, in a blue cravat spotted 
"svith white, whom he clearly regarded aa 
tbe most gifted author of that period. He 
furnished, it seemed, a famous weekly 
sporting newspaper with florid, almost 
poetic, accounts of all the great prize-fights. 
" Aud tluat mau over there, tha t man in 
gold spectacles—yon seo ? next to the 
gent with the green shade over bis off eye 
— there, leaning over the rope at this 
moment—that's Bang-np Brown!" This 
seemed to bo the culminating point of his 
intelligence. " Ton know Bang-up Brown, 
of course. Everybody knows Bang-up 
Brown." 

To this hour I havo never been able to 
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ascertain who, and what, Bang-up Brown 
really was, why he was so called, or why 
everybody should be supposed to know 
him. Certainly I did not, and I have 
never found anybody who did, my inter
locutor with the eye-glass only excepted. 

There was a mixed noise of ebeering 
and groaning. The pugilists had tossed 
" for the sun," it appeared, and the Baker 
had lost. " I t 's all over with poor young 
Jack, I 'm main aveard," said Mr. Jobling. 
And now the combatants were led by their 
seconds to the " scratch," and there was a 
roar of applause as they shook hands, each 
grinning mirthfully, and then fell back iu 
lighting postures. 

I tmuied for a moment—there was a 
sudden movement in tho crowd—to look 
for my stranger-friend with the eye-glass. 
But he had vanished. I wished I could 
be sure, when I afterwards came to miss 
my purse and silk pocket-handkerchief, 
that they had not left Chingley Bottom in 
his possession. Fortunately, my loss was 
but trifling. I t entailed upon me much 
ridicule from Farmer Jobling, however. 
" Aud you from London, and a lawyer, too ! 
I thonght you'd ha' been a match for a 
pickpocket any day in the week." 

" Look," Tony whispered to me. " Tho 
Apollo and the Hercules !" 

Jack Rumsey, surnamed the Baker, was 
a slight-looking, cleanly-built young fellow, 
with a modest, simple air and a cheerful 
countenance. His features were flattened 
somewhat, and his jaw very square. On 
the whole, however, his face was rather 
handsome and his figure most symmetrical. 
His light flaxen hair was cropped pretty 
close; but it was naturally enrly, and, short 
as it was, assumed something* of the form 
of Tonng lamb's wool, sitting in compact 
flat little rings all over his head. In the 
bright sun his smooth, fair .skin shone like 
satin; his muscles st ining restlessly be
neath with the force and rapid elasticity 
of steel springs. Great natural grace 
attended his every pose and gesture, and 
he was surprisingly light and active in all 
his movements. Sometimes, I noticed, he 
quite uneonscion.dy—for what, indeed, 
should he know about such matters ?—fell 
into the attitudes of classical sculpture. 
Tony, I found afterwards, had also ob
served this, and was much impressed by 
it. Our sympathies went wholly with the 
Baker. He viewed him as the champion 
of tlic county of our adoption. And wo 
joined in cheering bim. 

But there was no escaping the con

viction that young Jack had in Glp.^y Joe, 
the iludlark, a very formidable op])onent. 
He wa.s of lofty stature and gi-cat bull'.', his 
skin of a tawny olive hue, and his fierce 
dark eyes glanced from under his beetle 
brows with a look of supreme confidence 
and assured triumph. His arms, as he 
stretched them forth on guard before him, 
were as the gnarled limbs of some giant 
oak. Presently he was whirling tliem 
about with the swiftness and mighty 
strength of sledge-hammers in full play. 

Even the most enthusiastic supporters of 
the Baker felt some dismay as they ob
served the colossal proportions of his foe. 
What hope was thero of their slim hero 
routing that sinewy stalwart savage ? 
What were Jack's tactics to be ? people 
inquired Ho had excellent advisers, it 
was whispered, aud had nromised to follow 
implicitly their counsels. But what could 
the utmost skill and science, even suppos
ing Jack to havo these at command, avail 
against that monster of strength? One 
blow from the Mudlark, it was urged, 
would quite demolish tho Baker; who 
might defer his fate for some time, per
haps, but must surely succumb to it at la.st. 
While for any injuries young Jack's lithe 
arms might inflict upon his adversaiy, his 
strength might as well be tested upon a 
stone wall. Gipsy Joe could not be tired 
out or fought down; that was the general 
opinion. And if he once got the Baker in 
his power, as sooner or later he certainly 
must, why then the fight would be over 
forthwith, and the pretensions of Jack 
Rumsey and his backers very decisively 
silenced. 

So the learned contemplated the issue of 
the encounter. 

" I 'm most aveard my money's clean 
gone," said Mr. Jobling, shaking his head 
forebodingly. 

The severest critics could but detect one 
failing in the equipment of the Mudlark. 
His strength was not equally distributed, 
they alleged. His arms were mighty, in
deed; but his legs—and certainly one of 
them curved suspiciously inward at the 
knee—were unequal to the support of the 
enormous bulk and weight of his boily. 
Still his aspect was most imposing. The 
betting was greatly in his favour 

I cannot venture upon any ilctalledL nar
rative of the figiit. I t was fully clironiclod 
at the time by Mr. l!^gan, I believe, with 
accurate particulars of its every incident. 
I t was at first strangely interesting and 
exciting as a spectacle ; but it grew hur-
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rible as it proceeded. So Tony and I 
agreed when we afterwards came to com
pare notes; but we did not avow our 
ccuclusious very publicly, lest we sliould 
be denounced as " milksops"—to youth a 
very dreaded term of opprobrium. I t 
was divided into many "rouuds," and 
occupied a considerable time. It was a 
straggle of skill and activity against 
stolid weight and enormous brute force. 

>At first young Jack sufl'ered severely ; yet 
he moved about with the grace and ac
tivity of a dancer in avoidance of the blows 
aimed at him, maneeuvnng to change his 
position so that the sun might fall on the 
face of his antagonist, and though re
peatedly struck to earth, appeared always 
to fall hghtly aud to rise without serious 
injury. I t did not seem to me that he 
ever encountered the fall force of his 
antagonist's arm. Many of the JIudlark's 
most strenuous efforts were spent in air 
and he now and then fell prone from the 
lack of sufiicient resistance to the blows he 
delivered. But the Baker was much dis
figured; his fair skin was soiled, and bruised, 
and bleeding. The green turf within tho ring 
was now trampled black by the incessant 
movement of the combatants. The Mudlark 
exhibited few traces of injury; there was 
a patch of bright scarlet on ouo side of his 
face, however, and a dingy-hucd swellino-
had risen beneath his right eye ; moreover, 
he was now somewhat scant of breath, and 
he stood, I thought, less firmly upon his 
feet. The Baker was still alert and smilinr, 
but with an ngly rent on his under Ilpj 
His system of warfiiro was soon made 
manifest. He avoided coming to close 
quarters as much as possible; but when
ever ho could get through the guard of his 
too he struck him full in the fiice. To do 
this, and fiy back out of reach of a return 
blow, was a matter of some diflieulty. But 
he hiirly succeeded, and though his stren-^tli 
was plainly w.aning, his chances of ulti
mate triumph were, in tho opinion of well-
informed bystanders, steadily improvin.. 
He was encouraged by the uproarious 
cheers of his supporters, whcu his imieklv 
darting fist alighted anew upon the 
brawny visage of Gipsy Joe, leaving be
hind It, as It invariably did, sure marks 
ot havoc. Could he endure until the 

mashed face of the Mudlark had swollen 
so that he could no longer see ? I t waa 
horrible—it was sickening; and yet it pos
sessed, I 'm bound to say, certain fascinat-
ing elements of heroic audacity. Already 
Gipsy Joe seemed striking at random* 
flinging himself where he believed hia 
antagonist to be standing, and receiving" 
yet another desperate blow before he could 
recover an erect position. The battle was 
prolonged in the most brutal manner. 
During several of the closing " rounds" 
the Mudlark was understood to be quite 
blind and completely at tho meroy of the 
Baker, who, anxious perhaps to terminate 
the conflict as soon aa might be, did not 
hesitate to avail himself of hisopportnnities. 
At length the fight was formally declared 
to be over, and the defeated giant, blinded 
and bleeding, his face a hideous, feature
less, pulpy mask, was led aw.ay, staggering 
and groaning, by his friends. 

^ Prodigious acclamations announced the 
victory of young Jack Rumsey—the local 
favourite. He was panting as the blood 
w.as wiped from his wounds; a triumphant 
grin sat on his face as, •with the aid of 
his seconds, he resumed his clothes. 

" I ' v e beat un," he said, simply, vfith a 
strong country dialect, as he pulled his 
shirt over his head ; " aud I 've won yonr 
lordship's money for ye." 

He was speaking to a man leaning over 
the ropes. I started. I almost screamed 
with surprise. The man was Lord Over
bury. 
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