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HIS LEAVING IT TILL CALLED EOR. 

THE writer of these humble lines being a 
• Waiter, and having come of a family of Waiters, 
and owning at the present tirae five brothers who 
are all Waiters, and likewise an only sister who 
is a Waitress, would wish to offer a few words 
respecting his calling; first having the pleasure 
of hereby in a friendly manner offering the De
dication of the same unto JOSEPH, much re
spected Head Waiter at the Slamjam Coffee
house, London, E.C, than which a individual 
more eminently deserving of the name of man, 
or a more amenable honour to his own head 
and heart, whether considered in the light of a 
Waiter or regarded as a human being, do not 
exist. 

In case confusion should arise in the public 
mind (which it is open to confusion on many 
subjects) respecting what is meant or implied 
by the term Waiter, the present humble lines 
would wish to offer an explanation. It may not 
be generally known that the person as goes out 
to wait, is not a Waiter. It may not be gene
rally known that the hand as is called in extra, 
at the Ereemasons' Tavern, or the London, or the 
Albion, or otherwise, is not a Waiter. Such hands 
may be took on for PabUc Dinners, by the bushel 
(and you may know them by their breathing with 
aifficulty when in attendance, and taking away 
the bottle 'ere yet it is half out), but such are 
not Waiters, Eor, you cannot lay down the 
tadoring, or the shoemaking, or the brokering, 
or the green-grocering, or the pictorial periodi-
calling, or the second-hand wardrobe, or the 
small fancy, businesses—^you cannot lay down 
those lines of life at your will and pleasure by 
the half-day or evening, and take up Waitering. 
You may suppose you can, but you cannot; or 
you may go so far as to say you do, but you 
do not. Nor yet can you lay down the gentle-
man's-service when stimulated by prolonged in
compatibility on the part of Cooks (and here it 
may be remarked that Cooking and Incompati
bility wiU be mostly found umted), and take 
up Waitering. It has been ascertained that 

what a gentleman will sit meek under, at home, 
he will not bear out of doors, at the Slamjam or 
any similar establishment. Then, what is the 
inference to be drawn respecting true Waiter
ing ? You must be bred to it. You must be 
born to it. 

Would you know how born to it, Eair 
Reader— îf of the adorable female sex ? Then 
learn from the biographical experience of one 
that is a Waiter in the sixty-first year of his 
age. 

You were conveyed, ere yet your dawning 
powers were otherwise developed than to har
bour vacancy in your inside—you were conveyed, 
by surreptitious raeans, into a pantry adjoining 
the Admiral Nelson, Civic aud General Dining 
Rooms, there to receive by stealth that health
ful sustenance which is the pride and boast of 
the British female constitution. Your mother 
was married to your father (hiniself a distant 
Waiter) in the profoundest secresy; for a 
Waitress known to be married would ruin the 
best of businesses—it is the same as on the 
stage. Hence your being smuggled into the 
pantry, and that—to add to the infliction—by an 
unwilling grandmother. Under the combined 
influence of the smells of roast and boiled, and 
soup, and gas, and malt liquors, you partook 
of your earliest nourishment; your unwilling 
grandmother sitting prepared to catch you 
when your mother was called and dropped 
you; your grandmother's shawl ever ready to 
stifle your natural complainings; your innocent 
mind surrounded by uncongenial cruets, dirty 
plates, dish-covers, and cold gravy; your mother 
calling down the pipe for veab and porks, in
stead of soothing you with nursery rhymes. 
Under these untoward circumstances you were 
early weaned. Your unwilling grandmother, 
ever growing more unwilling as your food assi
milated less, then contracted habits of shaking, 
you till your system curdled, and your food 
would not assimilate at all. At length she was 
no longer spared, and could have been thank
fully spared much sooner. When your brothers 
began to appear in succession, your mother re-
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tired, left off her smart dressing (she had pre
viously been a smart dresser), and her dark ring
lets (wMch had previously been flowing), and 
haunted your father late of nights, lying in wait 
for him, tlirough all weathers, up the shabby 
court which led to the back door of the Royal 
Old Dust-Binn (said to have been so named by 
George the Eourth), where your father was 
Head. But the Dust-Binn was going down 
then, and your father took but little—excepting 
from a liquid point of view. Your mother's ob
ject in those visits was of a housekeeping charac
ter, and you was set on to whistle your father 
out. Sometimes he came out, but generally 
not. Come or not come, however, all that part 
of his existence which was unconnected with 
open Waitering, was kept a close secret, and 
was acknowledged by your mother to be a close 
secret, and you and your mother flitted about 
the court, close secrets both of you, and would 
scarcely have confessed under torture that you 
knew your father, or that your father had any 
name than Dick (which wasn't his name, 
though he was never known by any other), or 
that he had kith or kin or chick or child. 
Perhaps the attraction of this mystery, com
bined with your father's having a damp com
partment to himself, behind a leaky cistern, at 
the Dust-Binn—a sort of a cellar compartment, 
with a sink in it, and a smell, and a plate-rack 
and a bottle-rack, aud three windows that didn't 
match each other or anything else, and no day
light—caused your young mind to feel convinced 
that you must grow up to be a Waiter too; but 
you did feel convinced of it, and so did all your 
brothers, down to your sister. Every one of you 
felt convinced that you was born to the Waitering. 
At this stage of your career, what was your feel
ings one day wheu your father came home to your 
mother in open broad dayUght—bf itself an act 
of Madness on tbe part of a Waiter—and took 
to his bed (leastwise, your mother and family's 
bed), with the statement that his eyes were 
devilled kidneys. Physicians being in vain, your 
lather expired, after repeating at intervals for a 
day and a night, when gleams of reason and old 
business fitfully illuminated his being, " Two and 
two is five. And tMee is sixpence." Interred 
in the parochial department of the neighbouring 
churchyard, and accompanied to the grave by as 
many Waiters of long standing as could spare 
the morning time from their soiled glasses 
(namely, one),' y^Ul" "biSĤ aved form was attired in 
a wMteneckankecher, and you was took on from 
motives of benevolence at The George and 
Gridiron, theatrical and supper. Here, sup
porting nature on what you found in the plates 
(which was as it happened, and but too often 
thoughtlessly immersed in mustard), and on 
what you found in the glasses (wMch rarely 
went beyond driblets and lemon), by night you 
dropped asleep standing, tiU you was cuffed 
awake, and by day was set to polishing every 
individual article iuthe coffee-room. Your couch 
being sawdust; your counterpane being ashes of 
cigars. Here, frequently hiding a heavy heart 
uuder the smart tie of your white neckankecher 

(or correctly speaking lower down and more to 
the left), you picked up the rudiments of know-
ledge from an extra, by the name of Bishops, 
and by caUing plate-washer, and gradually 
elevating your mind with chalk on the back of 
the corner-box-partition, untU such time as you 
used the inkstand when it was out of hand, at
tained to manhood and to be the Waiter that 
you find yourself. 

I could wish here to offer a few respectful 
words on behalf of the caUing so long the caU
ing of myself and family, and the public interest 
in which is but too often very limited. We are 
not generally understood. No, we are not. 
Allowance enough is not made for us. For, 
say that we ever show a little drooping Ustless
ness of spirits, or what might be termed indif
ference or apathy. Put it to yourself what 
would your own state of mind be, if you was 
one of an enormous family every member of 
which except you was always greedy, and in a 
hurry. Put it to yourself that you was regu
larly replete with animal food at the slack hours 
of one in the day and agaiu at nine P.M., and that 
the repleter you was, the more voracious all your 
fellow-creatures came in. Put it to yourself 
that it was your business when your digestion 
was well on, to take a personal interest and 
sympathy in a hundred gentlemen fresh and 
fresh (say, for the sake of argument, only a 
hundred), whose imaginations was given up 
to grease and fat and gravy and melted butter, 
and abandoned to questioning you about cuts 
of this, and dishes of that—each of 'em going 
ou as if him and you and the biU of fare 
was alone in the world. Then look what 
you are expected to know. You are never out, 
but they seem to think you regularly attend 
everywhere. " Whait's tlus, Christopher, that 
I hear about the smashed Excursion Train P" 
—" How are they doing at the Italian Opera, 
Christopher ?"—" Christopher, what are the 
real particulars of this business at the Yorkshire 
Bank ?" SimUarly a mimstry gives me more 
trouble than it gives the Queen. As to Lord 
Palmerston, the constant and wearing connexion 
into which I have been brought with his lord
ship during tlie last few years, is deserving of a 
pension. Then look at the Hypocrites we are 
made, and the lies (white, I hope) that are 
forced upon us! Why must a sedentary-pur-
suited Waiter be considered to be a judge of 
horseflesh, and to have a most tremenjous inte
rest in horse-training and racing? Yet it would be 
half our little incomes out of our pockets if we 
didn't take on to have those sporting tastes. 
I t is the same (inconceivable why !) with Farm
ing. Shooting, equally so. I am sure that so 
regular as the months of August, September, 
and October come round, I am ashamed of my
self in my own private bosom for the way in 
which I make believe to care whether or 
not the grouse is strong on the wing (much 
their wings or drumsticks either signifies to me, 
uncooked!), and whether the partridges is 
plentiful among the turnips, and whether the 
pheas£uits is shy or bold, or anything else you 
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please to mention. Yet you may see me, or any 
other Waiter of my standing, holding on by the 
back of the box and leamng over a gentleman 
with his purse out aud Ms biU before him, dis
cussing these points in a confidential tone of 
voice, as if my happiness in life entirely de
pended on 'em. 

I have mentioned our little incomes. Look at 
the most unreasonable point of all, and the point 
on which the greatest injustice is done us 1 
Whether it is owing to our always carrying so 
much change in our right-hand trousers-pocket, 
and so many hal^ence in our coat-taUs, or 
whether it is human nature (which I were loathe 
to beUeve), what is meant by the everlasting 
fable that Head Waiters is rich ? How did that 
fable get into circulation? Who first put it 
about, and what are the facts to establish the 
unblushing statement ? Come forth, thou 
slanderer, and refer the public to the Waiter's 
will in Doctors' Commons supporting thy ma-
Ugnant hiss ! Yet this is so commonly dwelt 
upon—especially by the screws who give 
Waiters the least—that denial is vain, and we 
are obliged, for our credit's sake, to carry our 
heads as if we were going into a business, when 
of the two we are much more likely to go into 
a union. There was formerly a screw as fre
quented the Slamjam ere yet the present writer 
had quitted that establishment on a question of 
tea-ing his assistant staff out of his own pocket, 
which screw carried the taunt to its bitterest 
heighth. Never soaring above threepence, and 
as often as not groveUing on the earth a penny 
lower, he yet represented the present writer as 
a large holder of Consols, a lender of money 
on mortgage, a Capitalist. He has been over
heard to dilate to other customers on the aUega-
tion that the present writer put out thousands 
of pounds at interest, in Distilleries and 
Breweries. "Well, Christopher," he would 
say (having grovelled his lowest on the earth, 
half a moment before), " looking out for a House 
to open, eh ? Can't find a business to be dis
posed of, on a scale as is up to your resources, 
humph?" To such a dizzy precipice of falsehood 
has tMs raisrepresentation taken wmg, that the 
well-known and highly-respected OLD CHAHLES, 
long eminent at the 'Vî 'est Country Hotel, and by 
some considered the Father of the Waitermg, 
found himself under the obHgation to faU into 
it through so many years that nis own wife (for 
he had an unbeknown old lady in that capacity 
towards himself) believed i t ! And what was 
the consequence ? W^hen he was borne to his 
grave on the shoulders of six picked Waiters, 
with six more for change, six more acting as 
pall-bearers, aU keeping step iu a pouring shower 
without a dry eye visible, and a concourse only 
inferior to Royalty, his pantry and lodgings 
was equally ransacked high and low for 
property and none was found! How could 
it be found, when, beyond his last monthly 
collection of walking-sticks, umbreUas, and 
pocket-handkerchiefs (which happened to have 
been not yet disposed of, though he had 
ever been through life punctual in clearing off 

his coUections by the month), there was no pro
perty existing ? Such, however, is the force of 
this umversd Ubel, that the widow of Old 
Charles, at the present hour an inmate of the 
Almshouses of the Cork-Cutters' Company, in 
Blue Anchor-road (identified sitting at the door 
of one of 'em, in a clean cap and a Windsor arm
chair, only last Monday), expects John's hoarded 
wealth to be found hourly! Nay, ere yet he 
had succumbed to the grisly dart, and when 
his portrait was painted in oUs, life-size, by sub
scription of the frequenters of the West Country, 
to hang over the coffee-room cMmney-piece, there 
were not wanting those who contended that what 
is termed the accessories of such portrait ought 
to be the Bank of England out of window, and 
a strong-box on the table. And but for better-
regulated minds contending for a bottle and 
screw and the attitude of drawing—and carry
ing their point—it would have been so handed 
down to posterity. 

I am now brought to the title of the present 
remarks. Having, I hope without offence to 
any quarter, offered such observations as I felt 
it my duty to offer, in a free country which has 
ever dominated the seas, on the general subject, 
I wUl now proceed to wait on the particular 
question. 

At a momentuous period of my life, when I 
was off, so far as concerned notice given, with a 
House that shaU be nameless—for the question 
on which I took my departing stand was a fixed 
charge for Waiters, and no House as commits 
itself to that eminently Un-English act of more 
than foolishness and baseness shall be advertised 
by me—I repeat, at a momentuous crisis when I 
was off with a House too mean for mention, and 
not yet on with that to which I have ever since 
had the honour of being attached in the capacity 
of Head,* I was casting about what to do next. 
Then it were that proposals were made to me on 
behalf of my present establishment. Stipula
tions were necessary on my part, emendations 
were necessary on my part; in the end, ratifica
tions ensued on both sides, and I entered on a 
new career. 

We are a bed business, and a coffee-room 
business. We are not a general dining business, 
nor do we wish it. In consequence, when diners 
drop in, we know what to give 'em as will keep 
'em away another time. We are a Private Room 
or Family business also; but Coffee Room prin
cipal. Me and the Directory and the Writing 
Materials andcetrer occupy a place to ourselves: 
a place fended off up a step or two at the end of 
the Coffee Room, in what I call the good old-
fashioned style. The good old-fashioned style 
is, that whatever you want, down to a wafer, you 
must be olely and solely dependent on the Head 
Waiter for. You must put yourself anew-born 
Child into his hands. There is no other way in 
which a business untinged with Continental Vice 
can be conducted. (It were bootless to add that. 
if languages is required to be jabbered and 

* Its name and address at length, with other full 
particulars, all editorially struck out. 
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English is not good enough, both famiUes and 
gentlemen had better go somewhere else.) 

When I began to settle down in this right-
principled and well-conducted House, I noticed 
under the bed iu No. 24 B (which it is up a 
angle off the staircase, and usually put off upon 
the lowly-rainded), a heap of things in a corner. 
I asked our Head Chambermaid in the course 
of the day: 

" What are them things in 24 B ?" 
To which she answered with a careless air : 
" Somebody's Luggage." 
Regarding her with a eye not free from se

verity, I says: 
" Whose Luggage ?" 
Evading my eye, she replied: 
" Lor ! How should I know!" 
—Being, it may be right to mention, a female 

of some pertness, though acquainted with her 
business. 

A Head Waiter must be either Head or Tail. 
He must be at one extremity or the other of 
the social scale. He cannot be at the waist of 
it, or anywhere else but the extremities. I t is 
for Mm to decide which of the extremities. 

On the eventful occasion under consideration, 
I give Mrs. Pratchett so distinctly to under
stand my decision that I broke her spirit as to
wards rayself, then and there, and for good. 
Let not inconsistency be suspected on account 
of my mentioning Mrs. Pratchett as "Mrs.," 
and having formerly remarked that a waitress 
must not be married. Readers are respectfully 
requested to notice that Mrs. Pratchett was 
not a waitress, but a chambermaid. Now, a 
chambermaid may be married: if Head, gene
rally is married—or says so. It comes to the 
same thing as expressing what is customary. 
(N.B. Mr. Pratchett is in AustraUa, aud his 
address there is " the Bush.") 

Having took Mrs. Pratchett down as many 
pegs as was essential to the future happi
ness of all parties, I requested her to explain 
herself. 

" Eor instance," I says, to give her a little 
encouragement, " who is Somebody ?" 

" I give you my sacred honour, Mr. Christo
pher," answers Pratchett, "that I haven't the 
faintest notion." 

But for the manner in which she settled her 
cap-strings, I should have doubted this; but in 
respect of positiveness it was hardly to be dis
criminated from an affidavit. 

" Then you never saw him ?" I foUowed her 
up with. 

" Nor yet," said Mrs. Pratchett, shutting her 
eyes and making as if she had just took a piU 
of unusual circumference—which gave a re
markable force to her denial—" nor yet any ser
vant in this house. All have been changed, Mr. 
Christopher, within five year, and Somebody 
left his Luggage here before then." 

Inquiry of Miss Martin yielded (in the lan
guage of the Bard of A.I.) "confirmation strong." 
So it had reaUy and truly happened. Miss 
Martin is the young lady at the bar as makes 
out our biUs; and though higher than I could 

wish, considering her station, is perfectly weU 
behaved. 

Further investigations led to the disclosure 
that there was a bUl against this Luggage to 
the amount of two sixteen six. The Lug-
gage had been lying under the bedstead in 
24 B, over six year. The bedstead is a four-
poster, with a deal of old hanging and vallance, 
and is, as I once said, probably connected with 
more than 24 Bs—which I remeraber my hearers 
was pleased to laugh at, at the time. 

I don't know why—when DO we know why ? 
—but this Luggage laid heavy on my mind. I 
fell a wondering about Somebody, and what he 
had got and been up to. 1 couldn't satisfy my 
thoughts why he should leave so much Luggage 
against so small a bill. For I had the Luggage 
out within a day or two and turned it over, and 
the following were the items:—A black port
manteau, a black bag, a desk, a dressing-case, a 
brown-paper parcel, a hat-box, and an umbrella 
strapped to a walking-stick. It was all very 
dusty and fluey. I had our porter up to get 
under the bed and fetch it out; and though he 
habituaUy wallows in dust—swims in it from 
moming to night, and wears a close-fitting 
waistcoat with olack calimanco sleeves for the 
purpose—it made him sneeze again, and his 
throat was that hot with it, that it was obUged 
to be cooled with a drink of AUsopp's draft. 

The .Luggage so got the better of me, that 
instead of having it put back when it was weU 
dusted and washed with a wet cloth—^previous 
to which it was so covered with feathers, that you 
might have thought it was turning into poultry, 
and would by-and-by begin to Lay—I say, in
stead of having it put back, I had it carried into 
one of my places down stairs. There from time 
to time I stared at it and stared at it, till it 
seemed to grow big and grow little, and come 
forward at me and retreat again, and go through 
all manner of performances resembling intoxica
tion. When this had lasted weeks—I may say, 
months, and not be far out—I one day thought 
of asking Miss Martin for the particulars of 
the Two sixteen six total. She was so obUging 
as to extract it from the books—it dating before 
her tirae—and here follows a true copy: 
Coffee Boom. 

1856. 
February 2nd. 

February 3rd. 

No. 4. 
Pen and paper £0 0 6 
Port Negus 0 2 0 
Ditto 0 2 0 
Pen and paper 0 0 6 
Tumbler broken 0 2 6 
Brandy 0 2 0 
Pen and paper 0 0 6 
Anchovy toast 0 2 6 
Pen and paper 0 0 6 
Bed 0 3 0 
Pen and paper 0 0 6 
Breakfast 0 2 6 

Broiled ham... 0 2 0 
Eggs 0 1 0 
Watercresses.. 0 1 0 
Shrimps 0 1 0 

»» 
» 

Carried forward. .£1 4 0 
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Brought forward £1 4 
Pen and paper 0 0 
Blotting-paper 0 0 
Messenger to Patemos-

ter-row and back .... 0 1 
Again, when No Answer 0 1 
Brandy 23., Devilled 

Pork chop 2s 0 4 
Pens and paper 0 1 
Messenger to Albemarle. 

street and back 0 1 0 
Again (detained), when 

No Answer 0 1 6 
Saltcellar broken 0 3 6 

» Large Liqueur - glass 
Orange Brandy 0 1 6 

Dinner, Soup Fish Joint 
and bird 0 7 6 

Bottle old East India 
Brown 0 8 0 

Pen and paper 0 0 6 

£2 16 6 

Mem.: January 1st, 1857. He went out after 
dinner, directing Luggage to be ready when he 
called for it. Never called. 

So far from throwing a light upon the subject, 
this bill appeared to me, if I may so express ray 
doubts, to involve it in a yet more lurid halo. 
Speculating it over with the Mistress, she in
formed me that the luggage had been advertised 
in the Master's time as being to be sold after 
such and such a day to pay expenses, but no 
further steps had been taken. (I may here 
remark that the Mistress is a widow in her 
fourth year. The Master was possessed of one 
of those unfortunate constitutions in which 
Spirits tums to Water, and rises in the Ul-
starred Victim.) 

My speculating it over, not then only but re
peatedly, soraetimes with the Mistress, some
times with one, sometimes with another, led up 
to the Mistress's saying to me—whether at first 
in joke or in earnest, or half joke and half 
earnest, it matters not: 

"Christopher, I am going to make you a 
handsome offer." 

(If this should meet her eye—a lovely blue— 
may she not take it ill my mentioning that if I 
had[ been eight or ten year younger, I would 
have done as much by her! That is, I would 
have made her a offer. I t is for others than me 
to denominate it a handsome one.) 

"Christopher, I ara going to make you a 
handsome offer." 

"Put a name to it, ma'am." 
"Look here, Christopher. Run over the 

articles of Somebody's Luggage. You've got it 
all by heart, I know." 

" A black portmanteau, ma'am, a black bag, a 
desk, a dressing-case, a brown-paper parcel, a nat-
box, and an umbrella strapped to a walking-stick." 

" All just as they were left. Nothing opened, 
nothing tampered with." 

" You are right, ma'am. All locked but the 
brown-paper parcel, and that sealed." 

The Mistress was leaning on Miss Martin's 
desk at the bar-window, and she taps the open 

book that lays upon the desk—she has a pretty-
made hand, to be sure—and bobs her head over 
it, and laughs. 

" Corae," says she, " Christopher. Pay me 
Somebody's bill, and you shall have Somebody's 
luggage.'' 

I rather took to the idea from the first mo
ment; but, 

" It mayn't be worth the money," I objected, 
seeming to hold back. 

" That's a Lottery," says the Mistress, fold
ing her arms upon the book—it ain't her hands 
alone that's pretty made: the observation ex
tends right up her arms—" Won't you venture 
two pound sixteen sMUings and sixpence in the 
Lottery ? Why, there's no blanks !" says the 
Mistress, laughing and bobbing her head again, 
" you mu^t win. If you lose, you must win! 
All prizes in this Lottery ! Draw a blank, aud 
remember, Gentlemen-Sportsmen, you'll stiU be 
entitled to a black portmanteau, a black bag, a 
desk, a dressing-case, a sheet of brown paper, 
a hat-box, and an umbreUa strapped to a walk
ing-stick !" 

To make short of it. Miss Martin come round 
me, and Mrs. Pratchett come round me, and the 
Mistress she was completely round rae already, 
and all the women in the house come round 
me, and if it had been Sixteen two instead of 
Two sixteen, I should have thought myself well 
out of it. For what can you do when they do 
come round you ? 

So I paid the money—down—and such a 
laughing as there was among 'eml But I 
turned the tables on 'era regularly, when I said: 

" My family-name is Blue Beard. I'm going 
to open Somebody's Luggage aU alone in the 
Secret Chamber, and not a female eye catches 
sight of the contents 1" 

Whether I thought proper to have the firm
ness to keep to this, don't signify, or whether 
any female eye, and if any how many, was really 
present when the opening of the Luggage came 
off. Somebody's Luggage is the question at 
present: Nobody's eyes, nor yet noses. 

What I stiU look at most, in connexion with 
that Luggage, is the extraordinary quantity of 
writing-paper, and all written on! And not our 

Eaper neither—not the paper charged in the 
ill, for we know our paper—so he must have 

been always at it. And he had crumpled 
up this writing of his, everywhere, in every 
part aud parcel of his luggage. There was 
writing in his dressing-case, writing in his boots, 
writing among his shaving-tackle, writing in his 
hat-box, writing folded away down among the 
very whalebones of his umbrella. 

His clothes wasn't bad, what there was of 'em. 
His dressing-case was poor—not a particle of 
sUver stopper—bottle apertures with nothing in 
'em, like empty little dog-kennels—and a most 
searching description of tooth-powder diffusing 
itself around, as under a deluded mistake that 
all the chinks in the fittings was divisions in 
teeth. His clothes I parted with, weU enough, 
to a second-hand dealer not far from St. Cle
ment's Danes, in the Strand—him as the officers 
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in the Army mostly dispose of their uniforms to, 
when hard pressed with debts of honour, if I may 
judge from their coats and epauletties diversifying 
the window, with their backs towards the public. 
The same party bought in one lot, the port
manteau, the bag, the desk, the dressing-case, 
the hat-box, the umbreUa, strap, and walking-
stick. On my remarking that I should have 
thought those articles not quite in his line, he 
said: "No more ith a man'th grandmother, 
Mithter Chrithtopher; but if any manwiU bring 
Mth grandmother here, and offer her at a fair 
trifle below what the'U feth with good luck when 
the'th thcoured and tumed—I'll buy her 1" 

These transactions brought me home, and, 
indeed, more than home, for they left a goodish 
profit on the original investment. And now 
there remained the writings; and the writings I 
particular wish to bring under the candid atten
tion of the reader. 

I wish to do so without postponement, for 
this reason. That is to say, namely, viz., i.e., as 
foUows, thus:—Before I proceed to recount the 
mental sufferings of which I became the prey in 
consequence of the writings, and before follow
ing up that harrowing tale with a statement of 
the wonderful and impressive catastrophe, as 
thrUling in its nature as unlooked for in any 
other capacity, which crowned the ole and 
filled the cup of unexpectedness to overflowing, 
the writings themselves ought to stand forth to 
view. Therefore it is that they now come next. 
One word to introduce them, and I lay down my 
pen (I hope, my unassuming pen), until I take 
it up to trace the gloomy sequel of a mind with 
something on it. 

He was a smeary writer, and wrote a dreadful 
bad hand. Utterly regardless of ink, he lavished 
it on every undeserving object—on his clothes, 
his desk, his hat, the handle of his tooth-brush, 
his umbreUa. Ink was found freely on the 
coffee-room carpet by No, 4 table, and two 
blots was on his restless couch. A reference to 
the document I have given entire, will show 
that ou the moming of the third of February, 
eighteen 'fifty-six, he procured his no less than 
fifth pen and paper. To whatever deplorable act 
of ungovernable composition he immolated those 
materials obtained from the bar, there is no 
doubt that the fatal deed was committed in bed, 
and that it left its evidences but too plainly, long 
afterwards, upon the pillow-case. 

He had put no Heading to any of his writings. 
Alas! Was he likely to have a Heading without 
a Head, and where was his Head when he took 
such things into it! The writings are conse
quently called, here, by the names of the articles 
of Luggage to which they was found attached. 
In some cases, such as his Boots, he would ap-

Eear to have hid the writings: thereby involving 
is style in greater obscurity. But his Boots 

was at least pairs—and no two of his writings 
can put in any claim to be so regarded. 

With a low-spirited anticipation of the gloomy 
state of mind in which it wiU be my lot to de
scribe myself as having drooped, when I next re
sume my artless narrative, I will now withdraw. 

If there should be any flaw in the writings, or 
anything missing in the writings, it is Him as 
is responsible—not me. With that observation 
in justice to myself, I for the present conclude. 

HIS BOOTS. 

" E H ! well then, Monsieur Mutuel I What 
do I know, what can I say ? I assure you that 
he calls himself Monsieur The Englishman." 

"Pardon. But I think it is impossible," 
said Monsieur Mutuel.—A spectacled, snuffy, 
stooping old gentleman in carpet shoes and a 
cloth cap witn a. peaked shade, a loose blue 
frock-coat reaching to his heels, a large Ump 
white sliirt-friU, and cravat to correspond,—that 
is to say, white was the natural colour of his linen 
on Sundays, but it toned down with the week. 

" It is," repeated Monsieur Mutuel: his 
amiable old walnut-shell countenance, very wal
nut-shelly indeed as he smUed and blinked in 
the bright morning sunlight, " it is, my cherished 
Madame Bouclet, I think, impossible." 

" Hey!" (with a Uttle vexed cry and a great 
many tosses of her head). "But it is not im
possible that you are a Pig I" retorted Madame 
Bouclet: a compact Uttle woman of thirty-five 
or so. " See then—look there—read I 'On the 
second floor Monsieur L'Anglais,' Is it not so ?" 

" It is so," said Monsieur Mutuel, 
" Good. Continue your mormng walk. Get 

out!" Madame Bouclet dismissed him with a 
lively snap of her fingers. 

The morning walk of Monsieur Mutuel was 
in the brightest patch that the sun made in the 
Grande Place of a duU old fortified French town. 
The manner of his morning walk was with his 
hands crossed behind him: an umbreUa, in figure 
the express image of himself, always in one hand: 
a snuff-box in the other. Thus, with the shuffling 
gait of the Elephant (who reaUy does deal with 
the very worst trousers-maker employed by the 
Zoological world, ahd who appeared to have 
recommended him to Monsieur Mutuel), the 
old gentleman sunned himself daily when sun 
was to be had—of course, at the same time 
sunning a red ribbon at his button-hole; for 
was he not an ancient Frenchman ? 

Being told by one of the angeUc sex to con
tinue his morniug walk and get out. Monsieur 
Mutuel laughed a walnut-shell laugh, pulled 
off his cap at arm's length with the hand that 
contained his snuff-box, kept it off for a consi
derable period after he had parted from Madame 
Bouclet, and continued his moming waUc and 
got out: like a raan of gallantry as he was. 

The documentary evidence to which Madame 
Bouclet had referred Monsieur Mutuel, was the 
list of her lodgers, sweetly written forth by her 
own Nephew and Book-keeper, who held the 
pen of an Angel, and posted up at the side of 
her gateway for the information of the Police, 
" Au second,M, L'Anglais, Proprietairc." On the 
second floor, Mr, The Englishman, man of pro
perty. So it stood ; notliing could be plainer, 

Madame Bouclet now traced the line with 
her forefinger, as it were to confirm aud settle 
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herself in her parting snap at Monsieur Mutuel, 
and so, placing her rigiit hand on her hip with 
a defiant air, as if nothing should ever tempt 
her to unsnap that snap, strolled out into the 
Place to glance up at the windows of Mr. The 
Englishman, That worthy happening to be 
looking out of window at the moment, Madame 
Bouclet gave him a graceful salutation with 
her head, looked to the right and looked to the 
left to account to him for her being there, con
sidered for a moment Uke one who accounted to 
herself for somebody she had expected not being 
there, and re-entered her own gateway, Madame 
Bouclet let aU her house giving on the Place, 
in furnished flats or floors, and lived up the yard 
behind, in company with Monsieur Bouclet her 
husband (great at billiards), an inherited brewing 
business, several fowls, two carts, a nephew, a 
little dog in a big kennel, a grape-vine, a count
ing-house, four horses, a married sister (with a 
share in the brewing business), the husband and 
two children of the married sister, a parrot, a 
drum (performed on by the little boy of the 
married sister), two bUleted soldiers, a quantity 
of pigeons, a fife (played by the nephew in a 
ravishing manner), several domestics and super
numeraries, a perpetual flavour of coffee and 
soup, a terrific range of artificial rocks and 
wooden precipices at least four feet high, a 
smaU fountain, and half a dozen large sun-
fldwers. 

Now, the Englishman in taking his Apparte-
ment—or, as one might say on our side of the 
Channel, his set of chambers—had given his 
name, correct to the letter, LANGLEY. But as 
he had a British way of not opening his mouth 
very wide on foreign soil, except at meals, the 
Brewery had been able to make nothing of it 
but L'Anglais. So, Mr. The Englishman he 
had become and he remained. 

" Never saw such a people!" muttered Mr. 
The Englishman, as he now looked out of 
window. " Never did, in my Ufe 1" 

This was true enough, for he had never 
before been out of his owu country—a right 
little island, a tight Uttle island, a bright little 
island, a show-fight little island, and full of 
merit of aU sorts; but not the whole round 
world. 

"These chaps," said Mr. The EngUshman to 
himself, as his eye roUed over the Place, 
sprinkled with mUitary here and there, " are no 

like soldiers 1" Nothing being suffi-more 
ciently strong for the end of his sentence, he 
left it unended. 

This again (from the point of view of Ms ex-
perience) was strictly correct; for, though there 
was a great agglomeration of soldiers in the 
town and neighbouring country, you might have 
held a grand Review and Field Day of them 
every one, and looked in vain among them aU 
for a soldier choking behind his foolish stock, or 
a soldier lamed by Ms iU-fitting shoes, or a sol
dier deprived of the use of Ms limbs by straps 
and buttons, or a soldier elaborately forced to 
be self-helpless in all the small aft'airs of Ufe. A 
swarm of brisk bright active bustUng handy odd 

skirmishing feUows, able to tura to cleverly at 
anything, from a siege to soup, from great guns 
to needles and tMead, frora the broad-sword ex
ercise to slicing an onion, from making war to 
making omelettes, was all you would have fouud. 

What a swarm ! From the Great Place 
under the eye of Mr. The Englishman, where 
a few awkward squads from the last conscrip
tion were doing the goose-step—some mem
bers of those squads stiU as to their bodies in 
the chrysalis peasant-state of Blouse, and only 
military butterflies as to their regimentally-
clothed legs—from the Great Place, away out
side the fortifications and away for miles along 
the dusty roads, soldiers swarmed. All day long, 
upon the grass-grown ramparts of the town, 
practising soldiers trumpeted and bugled; all 
day long, down in angles of dry trenches, prac
tising soldiers drummed and drummed. Every 
forenoon, soldiers burst out of the great bar
racks into the sandy gymnasium-ground hard by, 
and flew over the wooden horse, and hung on to 
flying ropes, and dangled upside-down between 
paraUel bars, and shot themselves off wooden plat
forms, splashes, sparks, coruscations, showers, 
of soldiers. At every corner of the town waU, 
every guard-house, every gateway, every sentry-
box, every drawbridge, every reedy ditch and 
rushy dyke, soldiers soldiers soldiers. And the 
town being pretty well all wall, guard-house, 
gateway, sentry-box, drawbridge, reedy ditch 
and rushy dyke, the town was pretty weU all 
soldiers. " 

What would the sleepy old town have been 
without the soldiers, seeing that even with 
them it had so overslept itself as to have slept 
its echoes hoarse, its defensive bars and locks 
and bolts and chains aU rusty, and its ditches 
stagnant! From the days when VAUBAN engi
neered it to that perplexing extent that to look 
at it was like being knocked on the head with i t : 
the stranger becoming stunned and stertorous 
under the shock of its incomprehensibUity— 
from the days when VAUBAN made it the express 
incorporation of every substantive and adjective 
iu the art of military engineering, and not only 
twisted you into it and twisted you out of it, to 
the right, to the left, opposite, under here, over 
there, m the dark, in the dirt, by gateway, arch
way, covered way, dry way, wet way, fosse, poi-t-
cullis, drawbridge, sluice, sq^uat tower, pierced 
wall, and heavy battery, but likevrise took a forti
fying dive under the neighbouring country, aud 
came to the surface three or lour miles off, 
blowing out incomprehensible mounds and bat
teries among the quiet crops of cMcory and beet
root—frora those days to these, the town had 
been asleep, and dust and rust and must had 
settled on its drowsy Arsenals and Magazines, 
and grass had grown up in its silent streets. 

On market-days alone, its Great Place sud
denly leaped out of bed. On market-days, sorae 
friendly enchanter stmck his staff upon th6 
stones of the Great Place, and instantly arose 
the liveliest booths and stalls and sittings and 
standings, and a pleasant hum of chafl'ering and 
huckstering from many hundreds of tongues, and 
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a pleasant though peculiar blending of colours— 
white caps, blue blouses, and green vegetables— 
and at last the Knight destined for the adventure 
seemed to have come in earnest, and aU the Vau-
banois sprang up awake. And now, by long 
low-lying avenues of trees, jolting in white-
hooded donkey-cart, and on donkey back, and in 
tumbril and waggon and cart and cabriolet, and 
a-foot with barrow and burden—and along the 
dykes and ditches and canals, in little peak-
prowed country boats—came peasant men and 
women in flocks and crowds, bringing articles 
for sale. And here you had boots and shoes and 
sweetmeats and stuffs to wear, and here (in the 
cool shade of the Town HaU) you had milk and 
cream and butter and cheese, and here you had 
fruits and onions and carrots and all things 
needful for your soup, and here you had poultry 
and flowers and protesting pigs, and here new 
shovels axes spades and bill-hooks for your farm
ing work, and here huge mounds of bread, and 
here your unground grain in sacks, and here 
your chUdren's doUs, and here the cake-seUer 
announcing his wares by beat and roll of drum. 
Aud hark! fanfaronade of trumpets, and here 
into the Great Place, resplendent in an open car
riage with four gorgeously-attired servitors up 
behind, playing horns drums and cymbals, rolled 
" the Daughter of a Physician" in massive golden 
chains and ear-rings, and biue-feathered hat, 
shaded from the admiring suu by two immense 
umbrellas of artificial roses, to dispense (from 
motives of phUanthropy) that small and plea
sant dose which had cured so many thousands! 
Toothache earache headache heartache stomach
ache debiUty nervousness fits faintings fever 
ague, all equaUy cured by the smaU and 
pleasant dose of the great Physician's great 
daughter! The process was this-.^she, the 
Daughter of a Physician, proprietress of the 
superb equipage you now admired, with its 
confirmatory blasts of trumpet drum and 
cymbal, told you so:—On the first day after 
taking the small and pleasant dose, you would 
feel no particular influence beyond a raost hai--
momous sensation of indescribable and irresis
tible joy, on the second day, you would be so 
astonishingly better that you would think your
self changea into somebody else ; on the third 
day, you would be entirely free frora your dis
order, whatever its nature and however long you 
had had it, and would seek out the Physician's 
daughter, to throw yourself at her feet, kiss the 
hem of her garment, and buy as many more of 
the small and pleasant doses as by the sale of 
aU your few effects you could obtain; but she 
would be inaccessible—^gone for herbs to the 
Pyramids of Egypt—and you would be (though 
cured) reduced to despair! Thus would the 
Physician's daughter drive her trade (and briskly 
too), and thus would the buying and seUing and 
mingling of tongues and colours continue untU 
the changing sunUght, leaving the Physician's 
Daughter in the shadow of high roofs, admo
nished her to jolt out westward, with a depart
ing effect of gleam and glitter on the splendid 
equipage and brazen blast. And now the en

chanter stmck his staff upon the stones of the 
Great Place once more, and down went the 
booths the sittings and standings, and vanished 
the merchandise, and with it the barrows don
keys donkey-carts and tumbrils and aU other 
things on wheels aud feet, except the slow 
scavengers with unwieldy carts and meagre 
horses, clearing up the rubbish, assisted by the 
sleek town pigeons, better plumped out than on 
non-market days. While tnere was yet an hour 
or two to wane before the autumn sunset, the 
loiterer outside town-gate and drawbridge and 
postern and double-ditch, would see the last 
white-hooded cart lessemng in the avenue of 
lengthening shadows of trees, or the last country 
boat, paddled by the last market-woman on her 
way home, showing black upon the reddening 
long low narrow dyke between him and the 
mill; and as the paddle-parted scum and weed 
closed over the boat's track, he might be com
fortably sure that its sluggish rest would be 
troubled no more until next market-day. 

As it was uot one of the Great Place's days 
for getting out of bed when Mr. The Englisli-
man looked down at the young soldiers prac
tising the goose-step there, his mind was left at 
liberty to take a military turn. 

"These fellows are bUleted everywhere about," 
said he, " and to see them lighting the people's 
fires, boiling the people's pots, minding the 
people's babies, rocking the people's cradles, 
washing the people's greens, and making them
selves generally useful, in every sort of unmili-
tary way, is raost ridiculous!—Never saw such 
a set of fellows ; never did in my life!" 

AU perfectly true again. Was there not Pri
vate Valentine, in that very house, acting as sole 
housemaid, valet, cook, steward, and nurse, in the 
family of his captain. Monsieur le Capitaine De 
la Cour—cleaning the floors, making the beds, 
doing the marketing, dressing the captain, dress
ing the dinners, dressing the salads, and dress
ing the baby, all with equal readiness ? Or, to 
put hira aside, he being in loyal attendance on 
his Chief, was there not Private Hyppolite, 
billeted at the Perfuraer's two hundred yards off, 
who, when not on duty, volunteered to keep 
shop while the fair Perfumeress stepped out to 
speak to a neighbour or so, and laughingly sold 
soap with his war sword girded on him ? Was 
there not Emile, bUleted at the Clockmaker's, 
perpetuaUy tuming to of an evening with his 
coat off, winding up the stock ? Was there not 
Eugene, billeted at the Tinman's, cultivating, 
pipe in mouth, a garden four feet square for 
the tinman, in the Uttle court behind the shop, 
and extorting the fruits of the earth from the 
same, onhis Kuees, with the sweat of his brow ? 
Not to multiply examples, was there not Bap
tiste, biUeted ou the poor Water-Carrier, at that 
very instant sitting on the pavement in the sun
light, with his martial legs asunder, and one of 
the Water-Carrier's spare pails between them, 
which (to the deUght and glory of the heart of the 
Water-Carrier coming across the Place from the 
fountam, yoked and ourdened) he was painting 
bright green outside and bright red within: 
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Or, to go no further than the Barber's at the 
very next door, was there not Corporal Th6o-
phile 

"No," said Mr. The EngUshman, glancing 
down at the Barber's, " he is not there at pre
sent. There's the cMld though." 

A mere mite of a girl stood on the steps 
of the Barber's shop, looking across the Place. 
A mere baby, one might call her, dressed in 
the close white linen cap which small French 
country-children wear (like the ChUdren in 
Dutch pictures), and in a frock of homespun 
blue, that had no shape except where it was 
tied round her Uttle fat throat. So that, bein^ 
uaturaUy short and round all over, she looked, 
behind, as if she had been cut off at her natural 
waist, and had had her head neatly fitted on it. 

"There's the child though." 
To judge frora the way in which the dimpled 

hand was rubbing the eyes, the eyes had been 
closed in a nap and were newly opened. But 
they seemed to be looking so intently across 
the Place, that the Englishraan looked m the 
same direction. 

" Oh!" said he, presently, " I thought as 
much. The Corporal's there." 

The Corporal, a smart flgure of a man of 
thirty: perhaps a thought under the middle 
size, but very neatly made—a sunbumt Cor
poral with a brown peaked beard—faced about 
at the moment, addressing voluble words of in
struction to the squad in hand. Nothing was 
amiss or awry about the Corporal. A lithe and 
nimble Corporal, quite complete, from the spark
ling dark eyes under his knowing uniform cap, 
to his sparkling white gaiters. The very image 
and presentment of a Corporal of his country's 
army, in the Une of his snoulders, the line of 
his waist, the broadest line of his Bloomer 
trousers, and their narrowest line at the calf of 
his leg. 

Mr. The Englishman looked on, and the child 
looked on, and the Corporal looked on (but the 
last-named at his men), until the drill ended a 
few minutes afterwards and the mUitary sprink-
Unw dried up directly and was gone. Then 
said Mr. The Englishman to himself, "Look 
here! By George !" And the Corporal, dancing 
towards the Barber's with his arms wide open, 
caught up the chUd, held her over his head in a 
flying attitude, caught her down again, kissed 
her, and made off with her into the Barber's 
house. 

Now, Mr. The Englishman had had a quarrel 
with his erring and disobedient and disowned 
daughter, and there was a chUd in that case too. 
Had not his daughter been a child, and had she 
not taken angel-flights above his head as this 
cMld had flown above the Corporal's ? 

"He's a"—National Participled--"fool!" 
said the Englishman. And shut his window. 

But the windows of the house of Memory, and 
the windows of the house of Mercy, are not so 
easily closed as windows of glass and wood. 
They fly open unexpectedly; they rattle in the 
night; they must be nailed up. Mr. The Eng
lishman had tried naUing them, but had not 

driven the nails qmte home. So he passed but 
a disturbed evening and a worse Mght. 

By nature a good-tempered man ? No; very 
Uttle gentleness, confounding the quality with 
weakness. Fierce and wrathful when crossed ? 
Very, and stupendously unreasonable. Moody ? 
Exceedingly so. Vindictive? WeU; he had 
had scowling thoughts that he would formaUy 
curse his daughter, as he had seen it done on 
the stage. But remembering that the real 
Heaven is some paces removed from the mock 
one in the great chandelier of the Theatre, he 
had given that up. 

And he had come abroad to be rid of his re
pudiated daughter for the rest of his life. And 
here he was. 

At bottom, it was for this reason more than 
for any other that Mr. The EngUshman took it 
extremely ill that Corporal TheophUe should be 
so devoted to little Bebelle, the child at the 
Barber's shop. In an unlucky moment he had 
chanced to say to himself, " Why, confound the 
fellow, he is not her father!" There was a sharp 
sting in the speech which ran into him suddenly 
and put him in a worse mood. So he had 
National Participled the unconscious Corporal 
with most hearty emphasis, and had raade up his 
mind to tMnk no more about such a mounte
bank. 

But, it came to pass that the Corporal was 
not to be dismissed. If he had knovra the most 
deUcate fibres of the Englishman's mind, mstead 
of nothing knowing on earth about him, and if 
he had been the most obstinate Corporal in the 
Grand Army of FVance instead of being the 
most obliging, he could not have planted himself 
with more determined immovability plump in 
the midst of all the Englishman's thoughts. 
Not only so, but he seemed to be always in his 
view. Mr. The Englishman had but to look 
out of window, to look upon the Corporal with 
Little Bebelle. He had but to go for a walk, 
and there was the Corporal walking with Be
belle! He had but to corae horae again, dis
gusted, and the Corporal aud Bebelle were at 
horae before him. If he looked out at his back 
windows early in the morning, the Corporal was 
in the Barber's back-yard, washing and dressing 
and brushing BebeUe. If he took refuge at his 
front windows, the Corporal brought his break
fast out into the Place, and shared it there with 
BebeUe. Always Corporal and always Bebelle. 
Never Corporal without BebeUe. Never Bebelle 
without Corporal. 

Mr. The Englishman was not particularly 
strong in the F rencli language as a means of 
oral communication, though he read it very well. 
It is with languages as with people—when you 
only know them by sight, you are apt to mistake 
them; you must he on speaking terms before 
you can be said to have established an acquaint
ance. 

Eor this reason, Mr. The EngUshman had to 
ird up his loins considerably, oefore he could 
ring himself to the point of exchanging ideas 

with Madame Bouclet on the subject of this 
Corporal and this BebeUe. Bat Madame Bou* 
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clet looking in apologetically one morning to 
remark, that 0 Heaven she was in a state of 
desolation because the lampmaker had not sent 
horae that lamp confided to him to repair, but 
that truly he was a lampmaker against whom 
the whole world sMieked out, Mr. The English
man seized the occasion. 

" Madame, that baby " 
• " Pardon, monsieur. That lamp." 

" No, no, that little girl." 
" But, pardon!" said Madame Bouclet, angUhg 

for a clue; " one cannot Ught a little girl, or 
send her to be repaired ?" 

" The little girl—at the house of the barber." 
" Ah-h-h !" cried Madame Bouclet, suddenly 

catching the idea, with her delicate little line 
and rod. "Little Bebelle? Yes, yes, yes! 
And her friend the Corporal ? Yes, yes, yes, 
yes ! So genteel of him; is it not ?" 

" H e is not ?" 
" Not at all; not at all 1 He is not one of 

her relations. Not at all!" 

?» 
The wife 

" Why then, he " 
"Perfectly!" cried Madame Bouclet, "you 

are right, monsieur. I t is so genteel of him. 
The less relation, the more genteel. As you 
say." 

« I s she ?'* 
" The chUd of the barber ?" Madame Bouclet 

whisked up her skilful little line and rod again. 
"Not at all, not afaU ! She is the child of 
in a word, of no one." 

" The wife of the barber, then-
" Indubitably. As you say. The wife of 

the barber receives a smaU stipend to take care 
of her. So much by the month. Eh, then! It 
is without doubt very little, for we are all poor 
here." 

" You are not poor, madame." 
" As to my lodgers," replied Madame Bouclet, 

with a smiling and a gracious bend of her head, 
"no. As to all things else, so-so." 

" You flatter me, madame." 
" Monsieur, it is you who flatter me in Uving 

here." 
Certain fishy gasps on Mr. The EngUshman's 

part, denoting that he was about to resume his 
subject under difficulties, Madame Bouclet ob
served him closely, and whisked up her delicate 
Une and rod again with triumphant success. 

" Oh no, monsieur, certainly not. The wife 
of the barber is not cruel to the poor chUd, but 
she is careless. Her health is delicate, and she 
sits all day, looking out at window. Conse
quently, when the Corporal first came, the poor 
Uttle BebeUe was much neglected." 

" It is a curious " began Mr. The Eng
lishman. 

"Name? That Bebelle? Again, you are 
right, monsieur. But it is a playful name for 
GabrieUe." 

" And so the chUd is a mere fancy of the Cor
poral's ?" said Mr. The Englishman, in a gruffly 
disparaging tone of voice. 

"Eh well!" returned Madame Bouclet, with 
a pleading shmg: "one must love sometMng. 
Human nature is weaL" 

(" Devilish weak," muttered the Englishman 
in his own language.) 

"And the Corporal," pursued Madame Bouclet, 
" being biUeted at the barber's—where he will 
probably remain a long time, for he is attached 
to the General—and finding the poor unowned 
child in need of being loved, and finding himself 
in need of lovmg—why, these you have it aJl, 
you see!" 

Mr. The Englishman accepted this interpreta
tion of the matter with an indifferent grace, and 
observed to himself, in an injured manner, when 
he was again alone: " I shouldn't mind it so 
much, if these people were not such a"—Na
tional Participled—" sentimental people!" 

There was a Cemetery outside the town, and 
it happened iU for the reputation of the Vau-
banois in this sentimental connexion, that he 
took a walk there that same afternoon. To be 
sure there were some wonderful things in it 
(from the Englishman's point of view), and of a 
certainty in all Britain you would have found 
nothing like it. Not to mention the fanciful 
flourishes of hearts and crosses, in wood and 
iron, that were planted all over the place, making 
it look very like a Firework-ground where a 
most splendid pyrotechnic display might be ex
pected after dark, there were so many wreaths 
upon the graves, embroidered, as it might be, 
"To my mother," « To my daughter," "To my 
father," " To my brother," " To ray sister," « To 
my friend," and those many wreaths were in so 
many stages of elaboration and decay, from the 
wreath of yesterday all fresh colour and bright 
beads, to the wreath of last year, a poor moulder
ing wisp of straw ! There were so many little 
gardens and grottos made upon graves, in so 
many tastes, with plants and sheUs and plaster 
figures and porcelain pitchers, and so many 
odds and ends! There were so raany tributes 
of remembrance hanging up, not to be dis
criminated by the closest inspection Irom little 
round waiters, whereon were depicted in glow
ing hues either a lady or a gentleman with a 
white pocket-handkerchief out of aU proportion, 
leaning, in a state of the most faultless mourn
ing and raost profound affliction, on the most 
architectural and gorgeous urn! There were 
so many surviving wives who had put their 
names on the tombs of their deceased husbands 
with a blank for the date of their own departure 
frora this weary world; and there were so many 
surviving husbands who had rendered the same 
homage to their deceased wives; and out of the 
number there must have been so many who had 
long ago married again! In fine, there was so 
much m the place that would have seemed mere 
frippery to a stranger, save for the consideration 
that the lightest paper flower that lay upon the 
poorest heap of earth was never touched by a 
rude hand, but perished there, a sacred thing. 

" Nothing of the solemnity of Death, here," 
Mr. The Englishman had been going to say; 
when tMs last consideration touched him with a 
mild appeal, and on the whole he walked out 
without saying it. " But these people are," he 
insisted, by way of compensation when he was 
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weU outside the gate, " they are so," Partici
pled, " sentimental!" 

His way back, lay by the miUtary gymnasium-
ground. And there he passed the Corporal 
glibly instructing young soldiers how to swing 
themselves over rapid and deep water-courses on 
their way to Glory, by means of a rope, and 
himself deftly plunging off a platform and fly
ing a hundred feet or two as an encourage
ment to them to begin. And there he also 
passed, perched on a crowning eminence (pro
bably by the Corporal's careful hands), the 
small BebeUe, with her round eyes wide open, 
surveying the proceeding like a wondering sort 
of blue and white bird. 

" If that cMld was to die ;" this was his re
flection as he "turned his back and went Ms 
way, " —and it would almost serve the fellow 
right for making such a fool of himself—I sup
pose we shoMd have him sticking up a wreath 
and a waiter in that fantastic burying-ground." 

Nevertheless, after another early moming or 
two of looking out of window, he stroUed down 
into the Place, when the Corporal and BebeUe 
were walking there, and touching Ms hat to the 
Corporal (an immense achievement) wished him 
Good Day. 

" Good day, monsieur." 
" This is a rather pretty cMld you have here," 

said Mr. The Englishman, taking her chin in his 
hand, and looking down into her astomshed blue 
eyes. 

" Monsieur, she is a very pretty child," re
turned the Corporal, with a stress ou his poUte 
correction of the phrase. 

" And good ?" said The EngUshman. 
" And very good. Poor little thing !" 
" Hah !" The EngUshman stooped down and 

patted her cheek: not without awkwardness, as 
if he were going too far in his conciliation. 
" And what is tMs medal round your neck, my 
little one ?" 

BebeUe having no other reply onher lips than 
her chubby right fist, the Corporal offered his 
services as interpreter. 

" Monsieur demands, what is this, BebeUe ?" 
" I t is the Holy Virgin," said BebeUe. 
" And who gave it you ?" asked The English

man. 
" Th^opMle." 
" And who is TheopMle ?" 
BebeUe broke into a laugh, laughed merrily 

and heartUy, clapped her chubby hands, and beat 
her little feet on the stone pavement of the 
Place. 

" H e doesn't know TheopMle! Why he 
doesn't know any one! He doesn't know any
thing !" Then, sensible of a smaU solecism in her 
manners, BebeUe twisted her right hand m a leg 
of the Corporal's Bloomer trousers, and laying 
her cheek against the place, kissed it. 

" Monsieur TheopMle, I beUeve ?" said The 
Englishman to the Corporal. 

" I t is I, monsieur.'* 
" Permit me." Mr. The Englishman shook 

him heartily by the hand and turned away. But 
he took it mighty iU that old Monsieur Mutuel 

in his patch of sunlight, upon whom he came 
as he turned, should puU off his cap to him with 
a look of pleased approval. And he muttered, 
in his own tongue, as he retumed the salutation, 
" WeU, waMut-sheU! And what business is it 
oi yours f 

Mr. The Englishman went on for many weeks 
passing but disturbed evenings and worse nights, 
and constantly experiencing that those aforesaid 
windows in the houses of Memory and Mercy 
rattled after dark, and that he had. very imper
fectly nailed them up. Likewise, he went on 
for many weeks, daily improving the acquamt-
ance of the Corporal and Bebelle. That is to 
say, he took BebeUe by the chin, and the Cor
poral by the hand, and offered Bebelle sous and 
the Corporal cigars, and even got the length of 
changing pipes with the Corporal and kissing 
Bebelle. But he did it all in a shamefaced way, 
and always took it extremely ill that Monsieur 
Mutuel in his patch of sunlight should note 
what he did. Whenever that seemed to be the 
case, he always growled iu his own tongue, 
" There you are again, walnut-shell! What bu
siness is it oi yours?" 

In a word, it had become the occupation of 
Mr. The Englishman's life to look after the 
Corporal and little BebeUe, and to resent old 
Monsieur Mutuel's looking after him. An occu
pation only varied by a fire in the town one 
windy mght, and much passing of water-buckets 
from hand to hand (in wMch the EngUshman 
rendered good service), and much beating of 
drums—when all of a sudden the Corporal dis
appeared. 

Next, aU of a sudden, Bebelle disappeared. 
She had been visible a few days later thau the 

Corporal—sadly deteriorated as to wasMng and 
brushing—but she had not spoken when ad-
di'cssed by Mr, The Englishman, and had looked 
scared and had ran away. And now it would 
seem that she had run away for good. And 
there lay the Great Place under the windows, 
bare and barren. 

In his shamefaced and constrained way, Mr. 
The EngUshman asked no question of any one, 
but watched from his front windows,and watched 
frora his back windows, and lingered about the 
Place, and peeped iu at the Barber's shop, and 
did all this and much more with a whistling and 
tune-humming pretence of not missing anything, 
untU one aftemoon when Monsieur Mutuel's 
patch of suMight was in shadow, and when 
according to aU rule and precedent he had no 
right whatever to bring lus red ribbon out of 
doors, behold here he was, advancing with Ms 
cap already in his hand twelve paces off! 

Mr. The EngUshman had got as far into his 
usual objurgation as " What bu—si " wheu 
he checked Mmself. 

" Ah, it is sad, it is sad! Helas, it is unhappy, 
it is sad!" Thus, old Monsieur Mutuel, shaking 
his grey head. 

" What busin at least, I would say what 
do you mean. Monsieur Mutuel ?" 

" Our Corporal. Helas, our dear Corporal!" 
" What has happened to Mm ?'•' 
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the Eng-

"You have not heard?" 
"No." 
"At the fire. But he was so brave, so ready 

Ah, too brave, too ready!" 
" May the devil carry you away," 

lishman broke in impatiently; " I beg your par
don—I mean rae—I am not accustomed to speak 
French—go on, wiU you!" 

" And a falling beam " 
"Good God!" exclaimed the Englishman. 

" It was a private soldier who was killed ?" 
" No. A Corporal, the same Corporal, our 

dear Corporal. Beloved by all his comrades. 
The funeral ceremony was touching—penetrat
ing. Monsieur The JSnglishman, your eyes fill 
with tears," 

"Whatbu—si " 
" Monsieur The EngUshman, I honour those 

emotions. I salute you with profound respect. 
I will not obtrude myself upon your noble heart." 

Monsieur Mutuel, a gentleman in every thread 
of his cloudy linen, under whose wrinkled hand 
every grain m the quarter of an ounce of poor 
snuff' in his poor little tin box became a gentle
man's property,—Monsieur Mutuel passed on 
with his cap in Ms hand. 

" I Uttle thought," said the Englishman, after 
walking for several minutes, and more than once 
blowing his nose, " when I was looking round 
that Cemetery,—I'U go there!" 

Straight he went there, and when he came 
within the gate he paused, considering whether 
he should ask at the lodge for some direction to 
the grave. But he was less than ever in a mood 
for asking questions, and he thought, " I shaU 
see sometMng on it, to know it by." 

In search of the Corporal's grave, he went 
softly on, up this walk and down that, peering in 
among the crosses and hearts and columns and 
obelisks and tombstones for a recently dis
turbed spot. It troubled him now, to think 
how many dead there were in the cemetery— ĥe 
had not thought them a tenth part so numerous 
before—and, after he had walked and sought for 
some time, he said to himself as he struck down 
a new vista of tombs, " I might suppose that 
every one was dead but I." 

Not every one. A Uve child was lying on 
the ground asleep. Traly he had found some
thing on the Corporal's grave to know it by, and 
the soraething was BebeUe. 

With such a loving vrill had the dead soldier's 
comrades worked at Ms resting-place, that it 
was already a neat garden. On the green turf 
of the garden, Bebelle lay sleeping, with her 
cheek touching it. A plain unpainted Uttle 
wooden Cross was planted in the turf, and ber 
short arm embraced this Uttle Cross, as it had 
many a time embraced the Corporal's neck. 
They had put a tiny flag (the flag of France) at 
his head, and a laurel garland. 

Mr. The Englishraan took off his hat, and 
stood for a wMle sUent. Then, covering his 
head again, he bent down on one knee, and 
softly roused the chUd. 

"BebeUe! My Uttle one!" 
Opening her eyes, on which the tears were 

still wet, Bebelle was at first frightened; but 
seeing who it was, she suffered hira to take her 
in his arms, looking steadfastly at him. 

" You must not Ue here my Uttle one. You 
must come with me." 

" No, no. I can't leave Th6ophUe. I waut 
the good dear Th6opMle." 

"We wiU go and seek him, BebeUe. We 
will go and look for him in England. We will 
go and look for hira at ray daughter's, Bebelle." 

"ShaU we find hira there?" 
" We shaU find the best part of him there. 

Come with me, poor forlorn little one. Heaven 
is my witness," said the Englishman, in a low 
voice, as, before he rose, he touched the turf 
above the gentle Corporal's breast, "that I 
thankfully accept this trust!" 

It was a long way for the child to have come 
unaided. She was soon asleep again, with her 
embrace transferred to the Englishman's neck. 
He looked at her wora shoes, and her galled 
feet, and her tired face, and beUeved that she 
had come there every day. 

He was leaving the grave with the slumber
ing BebeUe in his arms, when he stopped, looked 
wistfully down at it, and looked wisttuUy at the 
other graves around. " It is the innocent custom 
of the people," said Mr. The Englishman, with 
hesitation, " I think I should like to do it. No 
one sees." 

Careful not to wake BebeUe as he went, he 
repaired to the lodge where such little tokens 
of remerabrance were sold, and bought two 
wreaths. One, blue and white and glistening 
sUver, " To my friend;" one of a soberer red and 
black and yeUow, " To my friend." With these 
he went back to the grave, and so dovra on one 
knee again. Touching the chUd's lips with the 
brighter wreath, he guided her hand to hang it 
on the Cross; then Yiung his own wreath there. 
After all, the wreaths were not far out of keeping 
with the little garden. To my friend. To my 
friend. 

Mr. The EngUshman took it very iU when he 
looked round a street-comer into the Great 
Place, carrying BebeUe in his arms, that old 
Mutuel should be there airing his red ribbon. 
He took a world of pains to dodge the worthy 
Mutuel, and devoted a surprising amount of 
time and trouble to skulking mto his own 
lodging Uke a man pursued by Justice. 
Safely arrived there at last, he made Bcbelle's 
toilette with as accurate a remembrance as he 
could brmg to bear upon that work, of the 
way in which he had often seen the poor 
Corporal make it, and, havmg given her to eat 
and drink, laid her dovra on his own bed. 
Then, he slipped out into the barber's shop, 
and after a brief interview with the barber's 
wife and a brief recourse to his purse and 
card-case, came back agam, with the whole of 
BebeUe's personal property in such a very Uttle 
bundle that it was qmte lost under his arm. 

As it was irreconcilable with his whole 
course and character that he should carry Be
belle off in state, or receive any compliments 
or congratulations on that feat, he devoted the 
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next day to getting his two portmanteaus out of 
the house by artfulness and stealth, and to 
comporting himself in every particular as if he 
were going to run away—except indeed that he 
paid his few debts in the town, and prepared a 
letter to leave for Madarae Bouclet, enclosing a 
sufficient sum of money in lieu of notice. A 
railway train would come through at midnight, 
and by that train he would take away BebeUe to 
look for Tlieophile in England and at his for
given daughter's. 

At midnight on a moonUght night, Mr. The 
Englishman carae creeping forth like a harmless 
assassin, with Bebelle on his breast instead of a 
dagger. Quiet the Great Place, and quiet the 
never-stirring streets; closed the cafes; hud
dled together motionless their billiard-baUs; 
drowsy the guard or sentinel on duty here and 
there; lulled for the time, by sleep, even the 
insatiate appetite of the Office of Town-dues. 

Mr. The Englishman left the Place behind 
and left the streets behind, and left the civi
lian-inhabited town behind, and descended down 
among the miUtary works of Vauban, hem
ming aU m. As the shadow of the first heavy 
arch and postern fell upon him and was left 
behind, as the shadow of the second heavy arch 
and postern fell upon him aud was left be
hind, as Ms hoUow tramp over the first draw
bridge was succeeded by a gentler sound, as 
his hoUow tramp over the second drawbridge 
was succeeded by a gentler sound, as he over
came the stagnant ditches one by one, and 
passed out where the flowing waters were and 
where the moonlight, so the dark shades and the 
hollow sounds and the unwholesomely-locked 
currents of his soul, were vanquished and set 
free. See to it, Vaubans, of your own hearts, 
who gird them in with triple walls and ditches, 
ahd with bolt and chain and bar and lifted 
bridge—raze those fortifications and lay them 
level with the all-absorbing dust, before the mght 
cometh when no hand can work ! 
^ AU went prosperously, and he got into an 
empty carriage in the train, where he could lay 
Bebelle on the seat over against him, as on a 
couch, and cover her from head to foot vrith 
his mantle. He had just drawn himself up 
from perfecting tliis arrangement, and had just 
leaned back iu his own seat contemplating it 
with great satisfaction, when he became aware 
of a curious appearance at the open carriage-
window—a ghostly little tin box floating up in 
the moonlight, and hovering there. 

He leaned forward and put out Ms head. 
Down among the raUs and wheels and ashes. 
Monsieur Mutuel, red ribbon and all! 

"Excuse me. Monsieur The EngUshman," 
said Monsieur Mutuel, holding up his box at 
arm's length; the carriage being so high and 
he so low; " but I shaU reverence the little 
box for ever, if your so generous hand wUl take 
a pinch from it at parting." 

Mr. The Englishraan reached out of the 
window before complying, aud—without asking 
the old fellow what business it was of his— 
shook hands and said, " Adieu! God bless you!" 

" And, Mr. The Englishman, God bless you P* 
cried Madame Bouclet, who was also there 
among the rails and wheels and ashes. " And 
God wiU bless you in the happiness of the 

Erotected child now with you. And God will 
less you in your own child at home. And 

God will bless you in your own reraembrances. 
And this from me!" 

He had barely time to catch a bouquet from 
her hand, when the train was flying tMough the 
night. Round the paper that enfolded it was 
bravely written (doubtless by the nephew who 
held the pen of an Angel), "Homage to the 
friend of the friendless." 

" Not bad people, Bebelle!" said Mr. The 
Englishman, softly drawing the mantle a little 
from her sleeping face, that he might kiss it, 
" though they are so " 

Too " sentimental" himself at the moment to 
be able to get out that word, he added nothing 
but a sob, and traveUed for some miles, through 
the moonUght, with his hand before his.eyes. 

HIS UMBRELLA. 
I T was not in the spirit of officious gallantry 

that I put ray best foot forward, in order to 
overtake the lady who was walking a few yards 
before me, across the large field which adjoins 
the pretty village of Ivytou. About the attrac
tive qualities of her face aud figure I did uot 
care a straw, but she carried one potent charm 
about her which had for me a fascination whoUy 
irresistible —she carried an umbrella. That the 
potency of this charm may be fully appreciated, 
I ought to state that the rain was faUing in 
torrents, and that, although it was early in the 
year, I was not only without an umbrella, but was 
also destitute of an over-coat: having carelessly 
left one of those useful habUiraents in the raU
way carriage. The shades of evenmg were just 
deepening into night, and I need uot explain 
that the sensation of being drenched through 
by a rain which one can scarcely see, is infinitely 
more disagreeable than the attack of a shower 
in broad dayUght. To the eye the appearance 
of rapidly faUing rain is rather lively than other
wise, and to some extent counteracts the annoy
ance of a wetting. But in being made aware 
of the presence of moisture by the sense of feel
ing alone there is something mcalculably dismal 
and desolate. 

There was hope in that umbreUa (a gingham 
umbreUa). Surely, under the circumstances, I 
could solicit a share in it without being deemed 
extremely rude and impertinent. I slushed my 
way through the interminable field, and gained 
upon the figure. Its outline I could plainly dis
tinguish. I t was certainly a female, the dress 
was of a light colour, aud—raost important 

f articular—the wearer of the dress carried, as 
have said, a very large umbreUa—a gingham 

umbrella. More I could not ascertam, save 
that the object of my pursuit was endowed 
with a less amoimt of curiosity than is usuaUy 
ascribed to the fair sex. As my feet often gUded 
from the slippery path, aud splashed into the small 

B 
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puddles by which in raany places it was burdened, 
the noise I made must have been considerable; 
and most people are anxious to know what sort of 
a person is walking behind them, when they are in 
a field about Mgh tf all. Such, however, was not the 
case with the lady before rae. Armed with her 
umbreUa against the inclemencies of the weather, 
she seemed regardless of everytMng else. 

As I have said, I gained upon the lady ; but 
even when I was at her side, with my head under 
her umbrella (I beUeve I have already described 
it as a ginghara urabrella), she raade no effort 
to see me or to avoid me. Apparently looking 
straight before her, she went on as at first; and 
it is worthy of remark, that whereas I made a 
little splash at almost every step, she seemed to 
pick her way without difficulty. The few cour
teous words I uttered, did not seem to reach her 
ear. Perhaps she was deaf ? On this supposition, 
I gently took the gingham umbrella by the handle, 
politely intending to carry it in such a way as 
to confef upon her the largest share of its 
benefits. She raade no resistance, but let it go 
at once, and, what was very strange, no sooner 
was it safely iu my grasp, than I found myself 
alone! Yes, no one was beside me; there I 
stood, whole and sole master of a ginghara ura-
breUa. Dressed as she was in light rairaent, 
the lady, however rapidly she raight have run 
away, ought to have been visible in some direc
tion; but she was not visible in any direction. 

How wrong it is to form hasty judgments. 
Five minutes before, I had settlea in my own 
mind that the umbrella was the engrossing ob
ject of the lady's thoughts. Now, I could 
clearly see that she did not value it to the extent 
of a single clutch. If she had merely wanted 
to be freed from me, she might have gone with 
the umbrella in her hand, for I did not hold it 
so very tight. Perhaps the urabrella was more 
objectionable than myself, and she was glad to 
get rid of it ? The rain that rattled on the silk 
seemed anxious to demonstrate the utter fallacy 
of this hypothesis. 

I felt comfortable enough in the parlour of 
the JoUy Navigators, sipping my glass of hot 
brandy-and-water as a preventive against the iU 
effects of the wetting, smoking my cigar, and 
idly watching my— l̂et me rather say the—um
brella, as it lay open before the fire. The inn 
was close to the station, and I by no means 
regretted that at least half an hour would elapse 
before the arrival of the train that was to convey 
me back to town. Literally doing nothing, 1 
was ready to take an interest in anything, and 
was not displeased when I could hear through 
the open door the few remarks made by the 
landlord and the customers at the bar. 

" Well, tliis is leap-year," said a gruff voice. 
"Yes, and more than that," said another 

voice, exceedingly slirUl, and evidently belonging 
to an old woman, " this is the 29th of February. 
I wonder if she was in the field tMs evemng ?' 

" Gammon," said the landlord. 
"Oh yes, it's all very fine for you men," 

urged the shriU voice, "you'U beUeve nothing 

but what you can eat and drink and put into your 
pockets ; but I tell you she's sure to be in the 
field about nightfaU, on the 29th of February." 

" Go along," said the gruff voice. " Why, I've 
been through Swampy Field over and over 
again, and I never seed nothing." 

" Of course not," assented the landlord. 
" Ay, ay," pursued the sMill voice; " but did 

you ever go through the field at nightfall, on the 
29th of February ? Were you there this evening?" 

" Well, no; I can't say I was," replied the 
gruff voice. 

" No; exactly," persisted the shrUl old dame. 
"And are you quite sure you were there at 
nightfaU this day four year—or the day four 
year before that r" 

" WeU, I don't want to say what ain't right 
and straight," replied the gruff voice, in a some
what discomfited tone. 

"And that's the wisest thing you've said yet," 
replied the shrUl voice, reproachfully. "Better 
people than you or I have seeu ghosts and been 
ghosts before this, to say nothing of poor Miss 
C/rackenbridge." 

Now my moral position, as I Ustened to the 
above conversation, with my eyes fixed on the 
umbrella, was far from elevated. I felt at once 
that the " she" of whora the old woman spoke 
could be no other than the mysterious female 
from whora I had received the gingham article 
that lay open before me, steaming away its 
moisture. I therefore knew that the sneers of 
the gruff gentleman and of the landlord were un
just, and yet I dared not openly enlist myself on 
the side of truth. My evidence was all that the 
old woman required to save her from derision, 
and I was base enough not to give it. The 
more I think of my conduct on that occasion, 
the more does my self-respect dimirash. If I had 
been in some priraitive hamlet, where the exist
ence of ghosts is admitted as a matter of course, 
there is no doubt I should have come out boldly 
with ray narrative, and should have done my best 
to browbeat any unlucky sceptic. My conduct, 
I am convinced, would have been analogous had 
I been at a party of fashionable spiritualists. 
But here I was in a village, too closely in con
nexion with London to admit of a primitive 
creduUty, save among the oldest inhabitants, 
whUe the social status of the speakers was not 
high enough to render them pervious to aristo
cratic spiritualism. For fear of incurring the 
sneer of a vulgar landlord and his raore vulgar 
custoraer, I allowed truth to be assailed without 
uttering a word in its defence, though I could 
scarcely help fancying that the umbrella was 
conscious of my pusillammity, and was observing 
rae with silent contempt. 

What a great man must a martyr be, who 
will undergo popular execration, death, and 
torture, rather than keep his lips close, when 
they cau be opened for the assertion of a truth! 
What an immeasurable difference there must 
be between my constitution and that of—say 
St. Lawrence. 

But while my moral courage was at the lowest 
ebb, it was high-water with my curiosity. Such 
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was my utter depravity, that the circumstances 
which depressed the nobler quality allowed the 
lower one to flourish with full vigour. I 
sneaked out of the parlour to the bar, endea
voured to ingratiate myself by asking for some
thing cheap which I did not want (a biscuit, I 
think it was), and then with the grossest affec
tation of v^ueness, propounded the following 
question: 

" Excuse the liberty, but did not I overhear 
—unintentionally, of course—something about 
some person who walked in sorae field in sorae 
remarkable manner ?" 

" That's right, master," repUed a man in a 
shaggy great-coat. 

" Oh yes, quite correct," said the landlord, 
"but for further particulars you had better 
address yourself to this good lady here. You 
know there's some sort of knowledge that thrives 
best in the heads of elderly ladies," he added 
with a wink.. 

I am overwhelmed with shame and confusion 
when I write down the humiliating fact that I 
actually^winked in retum. If I were a member 
of parliament, I wonder whether I should ever, 
by the remotest chance, find myself voting with 
the minority ! 

" Oh, the gentleman is quite welcome to hear 
the story if he likes," said the old lady: a most 
respectable inoffensive-looking person. " /don't 
care for a laugh or two." 

How unworthy was I to walk on the same 
soil vrith that heroic old woman ! 

I shall not repeat the words of her narrative, 
for it was soraewhat prolix, and abounded in 
details that did not bear directly on the main 
subject. It wUl be sufficient to state that ac
cording to the exceUent lady's belief, one Miss 
Catherine Crackenbridge had, on the 29th of 
February, many years before, gone out to meet a 
clandestine lover, and had been seen to cross 
Swampy Field. Since that tirae, nothing had 
been heard of her. Some supposed that she was 
entrapped and murdered by a designing villain ; 
some, that she met with a fatal accident; sorae, 
that she committed suicide. TMs much was 
certain: that every 29th of February her figure 
might be seen—in fact, raust be seen—to cross 
Swampy Field about nightfall, by any person who 
happened to be on the spot. 

After exchanging a look of bland superiority 
with the landlord—despicable being that I was! 
—I asked if the ghost were in the habit of 
carrying an umbrella. 

"Ho-ho-ho!" roared the landlord. "Why, 
of course it would, if it went out on a wet even
ing like this. Well, that's a good 'un. The 
fentleman has given it her there, and no mistake; 

asn't he, Jim ?" 
The man in the shaggy great-coat granted 

his assent, with a low chuckle. And there was I 
—^wretch that I was—allowing myself to be 
applauded for inflicting a stupid sarcasm on a 
defenceless female, when I firmly beUeved eveiy 
word of her statement, and was merely endea
vouring to satisfy my curiosity with reference 
to my strangely acquired treasure. I even 

joined in the laugh, and allowed them all, the 
old woman included, to beUeve that I regarded 
myself as an exceedingly witty and facetious 
person. The old womau merely observed that 
she knew nothing about umbrellas, and left the 
house in a state of irascibUity that was not only 
justifiable, but highly laudable. As for me, I 
swaggered back into the parlour with the air of 
a conqueror by whom a worthy adversary has 
been valiantly demolished. 

My surprise was not smaU when I perceived 
that the umbrella had changed its position 
during the conversation at the bar* I had left 
it with the convex side towards the fire, and 
consequently the handle in the opposite direc
tion. Now, the handle was towards the fire, and 
the convex surface of gingham towards the door. 
As no one had entered the room, this movement 
was perfectly astounding, yet I did not utter a 
single ejaculation. I snatched up the umbrella, 
boldly tucked it under my arm, and stalked 
through the bar, bidding a nasty farewell to the 
landlord, and making the utterly frivolous re
mark that I did not think I should miss the 
train. If all the ghosts of all the Hamlets had 
stood m visible shape before rae, I would rather 
have walked through them, than have committed 
myself to a word, look, or gesture, that could have 
compromised me in the eyes of the landlord and 
his graff acquaintance. As it was, the initial 
letters C. C. carved on the handle, confirmed my 
belief that the urabrella had been the property 
of the ill-starred Catherine Crackenbridge. 

The urabrella, I raay observe—though of ging
ham—was of no common order. Its ivory handle 
was extremely massive, and richly adorned with 
that elaborate tracery, which seems to betoken 
an Oriental origin. The initial letters to which 
I have referred had not been scratched on with 
the first sharp instrument that came to hand, 
but had been elegantly carved. 

Hence it was no wonder, that when I caUed 
on my old friend Jack Slingsby, to whose re
sidence I proceeded as soon as I quitted the 
train, he exclaimed, in his usual elegant style: 

" Why, old boy, that's a stunning gingham 
you've got there. Well, that is an out-and-
outer!" 

" Yes, it is rather a good one," I answered, 
with despicable indifference ; and I put it in the 
corner near the door, and hung ray nat upon it, 
in conformity with an old habit of mine. Being 
of a careless disposition, I lost many an umbreUa 
in early youth. To prevent the recurrence of 
such accidents, I now adopt the expedient of 
using my umbrella as a hat-peg, whenever I 
make a visit. I cannot easily forget my hat, nor 
can I take my hat without handling my um
breUa. 

" WeU, but you don't mean to teU me," 
pursued Jack, "that you bought that article 
vrith your own money ? A purchase of that 
kind is not like my old frienu Yorick Zachary 
Yorke." 

" No; I did not purchase it—^it-^it came 
from India," I replied, devoutly hoping, vrith 
the Uttle conscience that was left me, that I had 



1 6 [December 4,1862.] SOMEBODY'S LUGGAGE. [Conducted by 

not told an absolute falsehood; for, indeed, it 
might have come frora India iu the first instance 
for anything I knew to the contrary. 

The mtelligence I had to communicate was of 
a pleasant kind, and Jack proved its exhilarating 
effect by ordering oysters for two, and a Uberal 
supply of stout. When this supper, with the 
addition of a tumbler or so of grog, had been 
disposed of, I rose to depart. 

" Why, old fellow," said the hospitable Jack, 
" where have you put your hat and your um
breUa ? Bless my soul, here they are ! Well, 
now, I would have swom in any witness-box 
that you put the umbreUa in the corner near the 
door, aud then clapped your hat on the handle, 
and uow—lo and behold!—here's the hat on the 
floor in the corner next the fireplace, aud the 
urabrella, with the point mside the hat, and the 
handle against the waU !" 

The little incident in the parlour of the JoUy 
Navigators had too well prepared me for such 
freaks on the part of my umbrella, to allow me to 
be taken aback. " It is just as I put it. Jack," 
I said, with heedless effrontery. " You put a 
little too much brandy in your tumbler, and that, 
coming directly after the stout " 

Jack was fully as sober as I was, and as for 
the brandy-and-water, it had been offensively 
weak. 

" I suppose you are right, old feUow," inter
rupted Jack, with a sceptical expression of 
countenance. " As the urabrella is a little 
damp, it was kind of you to save my carpet, by 
using your hat as a basin." 

Simpering out some inanity about a friend's 
interests being as dear to me as my own, I got 
out of the house as well as I could. That I 
had not succeeded in obliterating from Jack's 
mind the remembrance of the change of corners, 
was afterwards made evident enough. Though 
lie never saw the umbrella again, lie never met 
me without some question as to its whereabout, 
or some reference to the odd occurrence of that 
evening, 

I I had been so much occupied hitherto in 
wearing a mask before other persons, that I 
really had not had time enough to feel all the 
supernatural horror which the possession of the 
umbreUa should have inspired. Here was an 
article placed in my hand, by a mysterious 
female figure, that had vanished like a ghost, and 
that figure exactly corresponded to the descrip
tion of a ghost current in the imraediate neigh
bourhood ! These circumstances began to im
press themselves more forcibly on my mind, 
when, on reaching horae, I found myself alone 
in my bachelor sitting-room. The umbreUa, 
which rested against my chair, appeared to rae 
in the light of an unpleasant acquaintance, whom 
one cannot conveniently bow out, and whom 
one wiU not press to stop. What should I do 
with the umbreUa ? I did not wish to sit up 
with it all night, stiU less was I incUned to take 
it into my bedroom. I looked reflectively at the 
umbreUa until I almost fancied it looked at me in 
return. 

At last I bethought me of a Uttle room on 
the floor over my bed-chamber, which was occa
sionally used for the deposit of lumber. Thither 
would I at once take my umbrella, and then re-
descend to the sleeping apartment. How cau
tiously I carried it! I felt morbidly afraid of 
waking the servants, who slept in the chamber 
adjoining the lumber-room. I opened the door 
with a miniraum of noise, that oMy a burglar 
ought to attain. I could almost fancy I was 
breaking into my own house. 

Lumber, insignificant by day, is ghastly at 
mght, when Uluminated by a single candle, and 
seen by a single spectator. The common house
hold articles, cast aside as unavaUable for im-
mediate use, and huddled together in a fashion 
totaUy at variance with their original purpose, 
have a corpse-like appearance, and the shadows 
they cast are portentous. A cobweb floating 
about in their vicinity is an uncomfortable phe
nomenon, and the lonely spectator shrinks in
stmctively from anything like contact with that 
almost intangible substance, which seems to be 
compounded of feathers, gossamer, and nothing, 
and goes by the name of "fluff." 

I delicately placed the umbreUa against a 
haraper, richly erabroidered with cobwebs, and 
crept down to ray bedroom: not without over
hearing the whispering voices of the servants, 
who had no doubt remarked the unwonted sound 
of footsteps. 

My dreams were disagreeable enough. The um
brella seemed to stand before me as a huge many-
armed bat, the gingham forming the texture of 
the wings, and a little claw being visible at each 
of the comers. Then the bat would assume the 
shape of a human skeleton, stiU many-armed, 
like sorae hideous Indian deity: with this dif
ference, that the arras were not in a vertical 
circle, but were ranged around the neck, like 
the spokes of a horizontal wheel. And by a 
strange movement the nob had quitted its place, 
and stationed itself on the point, where it be
came a skuU, and battered its jaws, as if m 
unseemly mirth. 

I was far from gratified next mormng, when 
the servant, besides coffee and toast, brought in 
the urabrella, with the words, " I think you left 
this in the lumber-room ?" I dryly answered 
"Yes," but I felt that my answer gave no 
satisfaction. Though the girl talked of'' leaving 
the urabrella," she must have known very well 
that I put it in the lumber-room on purpose. 

" You found the umbreUa leamng against the 
hamper ?" I asked. 

"No, it was against the large trunk on the 
opposite side," repUed the girl. 

" Of course," I said. And never did that very 
common expression seem less fitted to the context 
of a dialogue. 

An umbreUa which has been lent by a ghost, 
which will be dreamed about under the most 
unpleasant aspect, and which, without the aid of 
human hands, will shift from one corner of a 
room to another, is uot a desirable possession. 
Many were my efforts to get rid ot my ging
ham treasure, but they were aU in vain. I 
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left it at the house of friend after friend, and 
freq|uently took away with me a silk umbrella 
in its stead, but it was invariably sent back. 
I have gone into some of the lowest streets 
in London, have made some trifling purchase 
of a marine storeseller who was obviously a 
receiver of stolen goods—I have placed the 
umbrella against his counter, and have hurried 
away at my quickest pace; but the light of 
honesty has flashed at once into the abode of 
roguery and crime. A ragged boy or girl has 
run frantically after me, with my umbreUa. I 
have gone to umbreUa-makers, and have offered 
to sell or exchange the remarkable specimen of 
their art, which I carried in my hand. But 
never was the master of the shop at home when 
I called, and never had he left any person au
thorised to effect an exchange or a purchase. 
I could always find some one in charge, with 
full authority to sell any number of umbrellas ; 
but I could never find anybody entrusted with 
power to buy one, or take one in exchange. 

It strack me at last, that I would take it to 
the nearest pawnbroker, and offer it as a pledge 
for a sum too small to be refused. I had never 
untU then visited au establishment of the sort, and 
I felt nervous as I approached the door—more 
nervous when a friend, who seemed almost to 
rise out of the pavement, suddenly shook rae 
by the hand, and asked me where I was going ? 
When I had quitted hira, he stopped and looked 
after me, so that I was not able to dash boldly 
into the shop, but lingered at neighbouring 
windows, contemplating objects wholly devoid 
of interest. How long I looked at some pigs' 
pettitoes in one shop, and at some blacking-
bottles in another, I cannot conjecture. At 
last, assuming that I was wholly unobserved, I 
entered the temple of interested benevolence. 

" WeU, sir," said the young man at the 
counter, with an air more patronising than is 
assumed by the generality of tradesmen towards 
their customers; " what can we do for you ?' 

" I merely come to " thus I began, when 
I perceived that my umbrella was not under ray 
arm. I rushed out of the shop leaving my sen
tence unfinished, and met my friend returning 
from his expedition. Though he merely made 
some common-place remark, I could see by his 
manner that he had distinctly perceived my 
egress, and, chancing to look back towards the 
shop, I could see the young raan's face protrud
ing from the doorway, watching rae with evident 
suspicion. My situation was miserable. Before 
me stood an old friend of the famUy, a warm 
opulent dreadfuUy respectable man, eyeing me 
with diminished respect; behind me was an utter 
stranger, conjecturing that I was a tMef. _ 

When I got home my umbreUa was in the 
stand in the passage. Perhaps I had left it 
there. I cannot positively say whether I did 
or not, but something told me that it would be 
useless to make any other attempt to deposit it 
as a pledge. 

As the end of another Eebraary approached, 
a happy thought occurred to me. Why should 
I not, on the aimiversary of the day that had 

enriched me with the umbrella, take a turn in 
Swampy Field and restore it to the rightful 
owner ? Though the umbreUa had been placed in 
my hand on the 29th of Februaiy, a day which 
occurs only once iu four years, I could regard 
the 1st of March as a very fair anmversary. 
There is this in common between the 29th of 
Febraary iu leap-year and the 1st of March in 
other years,—that they both foUow the 28th of 
February. And there was no reason to suppose 
that a spirit, habituated to regard the essence 
of things, would regard a chronological arrange
ment merely made to adapt the calendar to 
mortal purposes. 

I left London by railway, and on the eveniug 
of the 1st of March I was in Swampy Field 
with ray umbrella up. There was not a cloud 
in the sky, and so bright was the moon that the 
country could be seeu as by daylight. Never
theless, I walked up and down the field with my 
umbrella, at fuU spread. No object appeared, 
save a group of boys, who took advantage of 
the bright moonlight to extend their hours of 
play, and who noticed me as a ridiculous 
figure. An umbrella held up at noon under a 
broiling sun, answers the purpose of a parasol, 
and brings no contempt on hira who holds it; 
but a raan who walks up and down a field by 
moonlight beneath a perfectly cloudless sky, 
with an outspread umbreUa in his hand, is 
guilty of an absurdity that no oue is bound to 
tolerate. The derision of the boys I endured 
with the fortitude of one who knows that he is 
in the wrong, and who justly merits whatever 
befals him. When their verbal saUies were fol
lowed by missiles of mud and stone I retreated, 
without the slightest feeling of anger against 
my small persecutors. Had I been in their 
place, I should have thrown missiles also. 

Months and months passed away. Every 
night I had dreamed of the skeleton and the 
bat, and the dreams had lost their terror. I 
believe that if I had lain from night till morn
ing, without a visit from the familiar spectre, I 
should have felt my rest incomplete. As for 
the umbreUa, I had so often put it in one comer 
and found it in another, that I looked at its 
locomotion as a matter of course; and if I had 
chanced to find it in the place where I had left 
it, ray sensations would have been like those of 
a man whose watch has unaccountably stopped. 

One evening, as my eye glanced at the ad-
vertismg columns of the newspaper, it stopped 
at the following mysterious announcement. I 
beg to state, before quoting it, that on the 
previous day the umbreUa had come back to 
me in a very remarkable manner. I had left it 
at a shop to have it newly covered with silk in 
the place of ginghara. I t had come home (as 
it appeared to me of its own accord), and had 
brought a raan with it who waited in the passage 
to be paid the price of this alteration, and who 
declined to quit the premises without receiving 
such price. On being offered the umbreUa in
stead, he replied, "Blow the umbrella; I've 
umbreUas enougli that I can't get rid of, I 
wants my money." (From the words I have 
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itaUcised, might it not almost seem as if this 
uncultivated person had also encountered the 
spectre ? I merely throw out the suggestion, 
without insisting on it.) 

" On the 29 th of February, C. C. wUl caU on 
Y. Z. Y., and claim the deposit." 

TMs was the advertisement on which my eye 
feU. 

Now, it is not every oue that can own a pro
perty in the initials Y. Z. Y. Indeed, I ara in
clined to believe that I, Yorick Zachary Yorke, 
ara their sole legitimate owner. 

How great is the power of habit! Three 
years before, my mind had been so occupied 
with the extra day of the bissextile, that I had 
even tried to make a 29th of February of my 
own, by giving a new figure to the 1st of March. 
Now, on the contrary, I was slow in recalling to 
mind the connexion between the umbrella and 
the date of its acquisition; and I believe a quar
ter of an hour elapsed before I recognised in 
C. C, the imtials of the ill-starred Miss Cathe
rine Crackenbridge. 

The whole horror of four years ago was 
forced back upon me. My agony reached its 
crisis, wheu, looking at the date of the paper, I 
sMieked aloud—" The 29th of February is to
day !" Frantically I rushed into the passage, 
took the umbreUa from its stand, and placed it 
on the table before rae. My eyes were fixed 
upon it so firmly that every other object faded, 
and my arms were not only folded, but firmly 
pressed together, that I raight be fuUy aware of 
the strength of my own resolution. 

How long I sat in this state I know not, but 
after a while I began to feel that I was not 
alone, though I coiUd not perceive a companion. 
Aud there was a strange inconsistency in the 
appearance of the room. The looking-glass was 
over the cMmney-piece, and the various articles 
of furaiture were in their places, but the carpet 
seemed made of wet grass, and the walls were 
transparent, affording a view of a flat country, 
in the last Ught of evening. I could hear the 
sound of rain, and could feel the drops. In de
fiance of all the laws of possibility, I was in 
two places at once—m ray room in London, and 
on Swarapy Field. A heavy weight rested on 
my arm, a cold breath was on my cheek, and 
close beside me was a pale face that moved its 
Ups, as if speaking with the greatest earnestness; 
but it gave no sound. 

WTien the face had melted away, and the 
weight was removed from my arm, and the 
carpet was free from wet grass, and the walls 
had ceased to be transparent, the umbrella was 
gone! 

I am not aware whether any so-called philo-
sopMcal explanation of these astomshing expe
riences maybe attempted. I believe I have related 
them (on the whole) with great accuracy. If I 
have at all enlarged on any trifling detail, or if 
any deduction shoidd be claimed by the deter
mined sceptic, on the score of harmless stout, or 
of brandy-and-water which I have myself de
scribed as (I quote the exact words) " offensively 
weak," or on the score of a rather confused 

memory, or a sUght habit of absence of mind, or 
an indigestive disposition (inherited on the fa
ther's side) to doze after dinner, there will still 
remain this extraordinary circumstance to be ac
counted for by ordinary laws—that Inever could 
get rid of the urabrella (gingham) during the 
whole interval between bissextile and bissextile, 
and that I unaccountably and inexpUcably lost 
the umbrella (silk) on the 29th of February, the 
very day when it came home from being newly 
covered, and brought with it the extraordinary 
man I have descrioed. 

HIS BLACK BAG. 
I. 

CREEL was a ducal house—a palace almost— 
in the north of Scotland, and I don't believe 
that anywhere in the north or the south, the 
east or the west, a pleasanter place could be 
found to stay at, or a pleasanter host and hostess 
than the Duke and Duchess of Greta. I had 
known the duchess long before her marriage, 
and as to her husband, we got on weU from 
the very first day of my stay at Creel, when I 
had the good fortune to land a salmon iu a 
style the duke highly approved of; an achieve
ment which I foUowed up by tying a fly with 
which he himself kiUed first and last five large 
salmon, and a dozen grilse, before it came to 
pieces. Every year I went to stay at Creel, making 
one of a great society, the castle being big 
enough to hold a smaU world within its walls. 

The first day of my arrival at Creel on the 
occasion of which I am writing, I found my
self seated between old Lady Salteith, who is 
very deaf, and an uncommonly stupid master of 
fox-hounds, whose voice nobody would ever care 
to hear unless wheu it was raised in a melodious 
tally-ho or uttering words of encouragement to 
a despondent hound. Exactly opposite to where 
I sat was the beautiful Miss Crawcour. Of this 
young lady I had heard a great deal, though I 
had never before found myself in her company. 
She was placed next to the man of all others 
for whom I have, I tMnk, the least Uking. This 
was Lord Sneyd, the best match, pecuniarily, 
and the worst, I should imagine, in every other 
way, that England had to show. At a glance, 
I saw what was going on. Miss Crawcour was 
a near relation of the duchess, and the duchess 
was one of the most inveterate raatch-makers 
that ever lived. She was at this time about 
five or six-and-thirty, good-looking, and good-
natured to an excess, but she had this quaUty 
of match-making developed in her nature to an 
extent that was almost inconceivable, and cer
tainly premature. 

But the duchess did not stand alone in keep
ing a watchful eye over this affair. My fox
hunting friend, from whora I leamt who the 
young lady opposite really was, had even his 
stupid old eye fixed upon Miss Crawcour. Lady 
Salteith, deaf, as I have said, and so shut out 
from conversation, watched her with might and 
main, and so, mdeed, more or less, did most of 
the guests assembled round that great table. I 
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ought, perhaps, to except the duke, who, I 
tMnk, was insensible to aU such matters, bemg 
a sportsman and nothing else in the world. 
The curiosity of the rest of the company was 
excusable. One of the special beauties of the 
day, and one of the great matches of the year, 
were there side by side, and of course everybody 
wanted to know what would come of it. 

The beauty of Mary Crawcour was of no or
dinary kind, and there was in it a wonder
ful sense of health and vitaUty. It was scarcely 
possible to look at her without feeling inclined 
to envy her the extraordinary resources and the 
prosperous future which an organism so com
plete seemed to promise. What a pity, one 
could not help thinking—what a pity it would 
be if anytMng should occur to mar such a career. 
And then as you looked frora her to her neigh
bour the thought imraediately followed, " How 
mar a career raore utterly thau by such an 
alUance as that?" 

Philip, Earl of Sneyd, was not what some 
people would call bad-looking, though to me 
I must own that his appearance was most dis
agreeable. I suppose at the time I am speaking 
of he was two or three-and-forty, but he was 
One of those light-complexioned raen who look 
less than their age. His features, too, were 
small and regular. What much uglier men I 
have seen whom it was pleasanter to look at 
tJian this same Lord Sneyd. There was some
thing so utterly unraanly and weak about him. 
He was 80 much too soign6 in his " get up." 
His hair was curled and crimped, and so were 
his whiskers. He affected jewellery, and I have 
frequently seen him with rmgs outside Ms gloves. 
He always wore, too, such tightly-strapped trou
sers and such thin lacquered boots. I don't be
lieve he had such a thing as a shooting-jacket 
or a pair of highlows m his possession. When 
the other men of the party of which he made 
one, were out of doors, he was to be found 
in the drawing-room playing on the piano, or, 
still better, getting some lady to accompany him 
while he sang; for I must do him the justice to 
say that he nad a good tenor voice, and per
formed upon it in tune and with considerable 
taste. 

I looked on then at this game, and I saw, 
or thought I saw—what ? A used-up man 
who had never had anything but a pippin 
for a heart—this said pippin having once, 
however, had sorae juice and softness in it, 
but now reserabling those of Normandy, 
which one sees in the grocers' shops—dry, 
hard, and sadly contracted and pinched about 
the core. I saw that this man had settled 
with himself that the young lady beside hira 
was personaUy and otherwise suitable to the 
position of Countess of Sneyd, and that to be 
the proprietor of such a piece of humanity 
would be generally agreeable to his inclination, 
and creditable to Ms discernment into the 
bargain. I saw, too, a young giri, at the very 
commencement of what might be a bright and 
glorious existence, about to sacrifice all her 
happiness, deUberately selUng it for money and 

a coronet, and I thought I saw that tliis was not 
done willingly as some girls do such acts, but 
because she was forced into it. 

Sitting there opposite, and having little to do 
in the way of conversation myself, I heard 
many scraps of dialogue between Miss Craw
cour and her neighbour. The young lady was 
attentive to what Lord Sneyd said, certainly, 
but always with a grave attention. She never 
smiled, or relaxed. 

A great dinner! What a wondrous jumble 
of sound, what a queer mixture of words and 
thoughts, of observations made aloud and ob
servations made in secret. What scraps over
heard. What nonsense. If sound and thought 
and action could be photographed—caught in 
some camera obscura, and retained, what would 
be the result of the process ? In the case with 
which we have now to do—something of this 
sort. Quick ! The instrument is set, the slide 
withdrawn, and the sensitive, and prepared, 
plate exposed. 

LADY SALTEITH (to me). Did they have the 
same house last season?—MYSELF (bawling). 
No. They didn't come to town at aU.—BUTLEU 
(over right shoulder). Champagne, sir, or 
sparkling 'ock ?—MYSELF (to myseU). Feverish 
last mght; (to Butler) Neither.—^LADY SAL
TEITH (to me). Well, they couldn't have taken 
a nicer house.—MYSELF (to myself). It's no use 
putting her right; (to Lady S., bawlmg louder) 
No.—LoED SNEYD (to Miss Crawcom-). I dislike 
travelling. One has to rough it so. I have an 
aversion to roughing it.—Miss CBAWCOUB, to 
Lord Sneyd, coldly). But surely that is the 
great fun of travelling.—MYSELF (to myself). 
Effeminate beast that Sneyd is ; (to servant, 
silently protruding stewed pigeons over left 
shoulder) No, thanks.—^LOED SNEYD (to Miss 
Crawcour). Don't see any fun in having greasy 
hot water instead of soup, and beds so damp 
that you may take a bath in thera. These sort 
of things disturb me, put me out, raake me— 
not angry exactly, I'm never angry—are you ?— 
Miss CBAWCOUU. Yes, often.—LOKD SNEYD. 
Really, now. Miss Crawcour.—BUTLER (over 
right shoulder). Sherry, sir?—^MYSELF. Yes.— 
LADY SALTEITH (to neighbour on the other side). 
Mumbles so, everybody docs, now-a-days. Why 
can't they speak out ?—LORD SNEYD (to Miss 
Crawcour). How does it feel being angry?—Miss 
CRAWCOUR. Oh, not very dreadful. I never go 
beyond wishing that the person I am angry with 
was at the other end of the world.—LORD SNEYD 
(calmly). Is that aU ? Oh, I often go as far 
as that rayself. I should Uke at least half of 
ray friends to be at the other end of the world.— 
MYSELF (to myself). How she hates hira; (to 
servant, protruding curry over left shoulder) No. 
—GENERAL ACCOMPANIMENT. Muffled clash, re
spectful clatter, buzzing,and subdued laughter.— 
MASTER OF FOXHOUNDS (to rae). Shall you be 
in England for the hunting season ?—MYSELF. 
Don't intend to hunt next season.—M. P. H. 
What's become of that chesnut of yours?— 
MYSELJ-. Sold her.—LADY SALTEITH (to me). 
Miss Crawcour is uot so pretty as she was last 
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year.--MYSELF (observing Miss Crawcour to be 
listening). I can't agree with you there. Lady 
Salteith; (to myself) I've never seen her before, 
by-the-by; (to servant, protruding mutton over 
leftshoulder)Yes.—BUTLER (overright shoulder). 
Champagne or sparkUng 'ock, sir?—MYSELF. 
Neither.—LORD SNEYD (to Miss Crawcour). 
Did you hear Lady Salteith just now (his lord
ship was devouring curry when Lady Salteith 
spoke, and is only now ready to talk) ?—Miss 
CRAWCOUR. Yes.—LORD SNEYD. Does that 
make you angry ?—^Miss CRAWCOUR. NO. Lady 
Salteith is quite ri»ht.—GENERAL ACCOMPANI
MENT. Muffled clash, respectful clatter, and 
subdued laughter,—M. E. H. I know a man 
who would have given you anything for that 
chesnut.—MYSELF. Yes? Well, it's too late 
now. I sold him very weU.—BUTLER (over 
right shoulder). Sherry, sir?—MYSELF. Thanks. 
—LADY SALTEITH (to me). Not a good com
plexion, has she ?—^MYSELF (shouting). I can't 
agree with you. Lady Salteith.—LADY SALTEITH. 
Yes, as you say, wants colour.—MYSELF (to my
self). Its no use ; (to servant, protruding grouse 
over left shoulder) If you please.—LORD SNEYD 
(to Miss Crawcour). What are you going to do 
to-morrow morning. Miss Crawcour ? "VV'ill you 
try that air frora theProphete with me again?— 
Miss CRAWCOUR. In the morning I ara going 
out riding, Lord Sneyd.—LORD SNEYD. Dear 
me. You are always riding. I hate riding, it 
shakes one so. Well, in the afternoon, then, after 
luncheon?—Miss CRAWCOUR (icily). After 
luncheon I shall be quite ready.—MYSELF (to 
myself, being inclined for meditation). That girl 
speaks with the air of a martyr. If I had 
been Lord Sneyd—(to servant, protruding Char-
lotte-Russe over left shoulder) No—(to myself) 
I would have made an effort to accompany my
self Ul that air from the Prophete, or have 
sought a more willing coadjutor; (to servant, 
protruding jelly over left shoulder) No, thank 
you.—GENERAL ACCOMPANIMENT. Muffled clash, 
respectful clatter,buzzing, and subdued laughter. 
—M. F. H. (to a neighbour). We've begun the 
cub-hunting now regularly. My huntsman tells 
me there are a good raany foxes this year.— 
NEIGHBOUR (another fox-hunter, indistinctly re
ported by the instrament). Glad—hear it—good 
f. country—plenty—cover.—LADY SALTEITH 
(to me). Do you ever see my nephew now ?— 
MYSELF. WHiat, Han-y Rushout ? Oh yes, 
sometimes.—LADY SALTEITH (to her neighbour 
on the other side). My nephew is the wUdest 
young man about to^Ti. The other day he got 

brought up before the magistrate and 
LORD SNEYD (to Miss Crawcour). Lady Salteith 
is not always so fortunate as she might be in Ihe 
subjects she chooses for conversation.—Miss 
CRAWCOUR. Poor thing. She belongs to a dif
ferent time. But she's very good, really.—LORD 
SNEYD. I wonder she comes out, so deaf as she 
is. She ouglit to stop at home.—Miss CRAW
COUR. I like Lady Salteith exceedingly, and ara 
always glad to be staying in the house with her. 
—MYSELF. That's right.—GENERAL ACCOMPA-
KIMENT. Clash—clatter. 

Enough! Dovra goes the slide. The instru
ment is shut up. There is the result of the 
operation. 

When that long " banquet scene" was at an 
end, and the ladies left the room, I found my
self, by the retirement of old Lady Salteith, 
next my hearty straightforward manly friend 
Jack Fortescue, with whora I had already ex
changed a nod belund the old lady's back, I 
was very glad to see him. We talked about 
all sorts of things; and presently got upon 
the subject which had been occupying me so 
much auring dinner, I was rather anxious, 
I must own, to lead to it, having heard a rumour 
soraewhere or other, that my friend Jack himself 
was smitten with Miss Crawcour. I don't know 
when I had heard it, or where. Those things 
seera in sorae societies to circulate in the air. 

To my surprise, I found Fortescue very uncom
municative about this matter, and still more, to 
my wonder, I observed a tendency in him rather 
favourable to this match. He even sought to 
defend Lord Sneyd against my attacks. 

" Oh, he's not such a bad feUow," he said, 
"when you come to know him. He's affected, 
you know, and pretends to be wonderfully re
fined, and to be a petit-maitre, and all that, but 
he has his good points. We fellows who are 
always shooting, or fishing, or riding over stone 
dykes, are apt to undervalue a man of quieter 
tastes, and more sedentary pursuits. Sneyd 
goes in, you know, for being a sort of artist. 
By-the-by—talking of artists—did you see that 
portrait of the duchess in the Academy this year 
—^wasn't it good?" 

I saw that my friend wanted to get away 
from the subject, so of course I did not attempt 
to pursue it. I was not enUghtened by any
thing that occurred in the drawing-room after 
dinner. Miss Crawcour and Fortescue hardly 
exchanged a dozen words, and Lord Sneyd was 
in attendance upon the young lady throughout 
the evening. In the smoking-room afterwards, 
Lord Sneyd refused cigars, and smoked some 
infernal perfumed composition out of a hookah. 
Heaven knows what it was. Opium, perhaps ? 
Nothing wholesome, I'll warrant. 

II. 
It was on the day succeeding that of my 

arrival at Creel, that I sought the bilUard-room, 
the usual refuge of the unemployed. I had re
mained at home that morning, having some let
ters to write and other things to do in my own 
room. These finished, I had stiU half an hour 
or more on my hands before luncheon, so I 
thought I would wend my way to the bilUard-
room. If I found any one to play with, so 
much the better. If not, I would practise diffi
cult cannons for half an hour or so, and in that 
way get through the time. 

Two people wer^ in the room. A gentleman 
and a lady. Jack Fortescue and Miss Craw
cour. Tney were standing together at the 
further end of the table. Both had cues in 
their hands, and the balls were on the board, 
but at the moment of my entrance they were 
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certaiMy not playing. Miss Crawcour's back 
was to the light, but a glance showed me beyond 
a shadow of doubt that she had been crying— 
was crying, even, when I entered the room. 

What was I to do? Fortescue was my 
friend. The room was public to everybody in 
the castle. If I retired, it would be a marked 
act, showing that I felt I had interrupted some 
scene which did not requfre witnesses. 

"Are you having a game, or only practising ?" 
I said to Fortescue, raerely to break the awkward 
sUence. 

" Oh, it's a game," he answered, making a 
great effort, but not speaking then iu his proper 
voice. "And it's my stroke. Look," he said 
to me quickly, " is that cannon possible ?" and 
he made it almost as he spoke. Two or three 
more foUowed. Then a hazard. At last a bad 
shot, and it was time for Miss Crawcour. 

_ She came to her place at the table, and made a 
violent effort to collect herself. I did not look 
at her, but pretended to be absorbed in marking 
Fortescue's score. I heard her cue strike the 
ball in an uncertain way. There was no subse
quent sound indicating the contact of her baU 
with one of the others. It was a miss. The 
moment she had made it, she placed her cue 
against the wall, and saying something indis
tinctly about uot being aole to play, and about 
my finishing the game instead of her, left the 
bilUard-room, closmg the door after her. 

As soon as she was gone, Fortescue came up 
to where I stood. 

" After what you've seen," he said, " it's no 
use my attempting to make a secret of what 
has been going on between Miss Crawcour and 
myself." 

" My dear Fortescue, I have no wish to force 
myself on your confidence. What I have seen, 
can be for ever as if 1 had uot seen it, if you 
wish it. You know that." 

" N o , no, I don't wish it," he answered 
quickly. " But come outside with me for half 
a minute. We can't talk here." 

Out in the open air, the rooks cawing about 
the tree-tops as their nests waved to and fro in 
the wind, he spoke again, as we lay on the grass. 

" I dare say you have heard my name and Miss 
Crawcour's spoken of together ?—You have. I 
don't know what right any one has had to talk 
about eitherof us. However, that can't be helped." 
He paused, and did not seem able to go on. 

" I hate speaking of things of this sort," he 
continued, after a moment, and in an impatient 
tone, " one's words sound Uke words in a valen
tine or a trashy novel. Well—it can't be helped. 
I love this girl, Mary Crawcour. I woula do 
anything for ner." 

" And yet you could speak yesterday about 
her marrying that mau Sneyd." 

" You were not then in my confidence. To 
the world I must seem to favour that marriage. 
I ara pledged to do so." 

"Pledged? To whom?" 
" To the duchess." 
" My dear Fortescue, how, m Heaveu's name, 

could you enter into so rash an engagement ?'* 

"How? How could I do otherwise, you 
mean? You know ray position. I have two 
hundred a year and my pay. Can I marry that 
girl, accustomed to the life she is accustomed 
to, on that ? Have I a right to fetter her with 
a long engagement, on the remote possibility of 
my becoming possessed of property between 
which and myself there are half a doizen lives ? 
Have I a right to stand in the way of such a 
marriage as that with Sneyd ? What could I say 
when the duchess put these questions to me ?" 

" Do you believe that Miss Crawcour would be 
happy in such a marriage ?" 

" I don't know," answered Fortescue, almost 
desperately. " I have seeu such misery corae 
from poverty in married life." 

" Depend on it," I answered, " it is not tlie 
worst evil, by many, many degrees. Fortescue," 
I continued, after a moment's pause, " does Miss 
Crawcour love you ?" 

" I think so," he said, speaking in a low voice. 
"Then depend on it you are doing wrong. 

You are acting as you think rightly, and with a 
great and noble self-denial. But you are mis
taken, cruelly, terribly mistaken, if you have 
pledged yourself to favour this mutch with 
Sneyd and to give up your owu hold on that 
young lady's love." 

" I am pledged," Fortescue answered. 
" To what ?'; 
" To do nothing that is calculated to hinder the 

marriage with Sneyd, and not to press my own 
suit by word or deed for a period of five years—by 
which time, of course, all chance will be over." 

" And this was what you were telliug Miss 
Crawcour just uow ?" 

" Something of it. She followed me to the 
biUiard-room. She seems desperate, reckless. 
She swears she will not have him. I entreated 
her to leave me—^you saw the rest." 

I said, after a moment's pause, " The conduct 
of the duchess surprises me in this thing, I own. 
She has such good points, I know. She is kind-
hearted—hospitable " 

" Yes, she is all that," said Fortescue, inter
rupting me, " but she is touched by the world 
like everybody else. Why, you don't know what 
the notions of these people are. The things 
that are necessaries of life to them—real neces
saries of life—require a fortune to provide them. 
To a woman like the duchess, the existence which 
such means as mine imply, seems what the work
house or absolute starvation appears to you. 
When the duchess puts the case so to me, I tell 
you, I am speechless." 

"Fortescue," I said, after a long silence. 
" These things being so, and this most rash and 
miserable pledge being given—what do you do 
here?" 

" I go to-morrow." 
" Have you told Miss Crawcour that ?" 
" No, I have told no oue. I mean to tell no 

one. When the party goes out riding to-morrow 
morning, I shall excuse myself, and—and leave 
this place, most likely for ever. There is a row 
in India I hear—^perhaps I shall get rid of my 
Ufe there. It 's at anybody's service.'* 
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Again there was a pause, I knew what that 
careless tone meant, and for a time I could not 

_" Eortescue," I said at last," I have oue more 
tMn» to ask. Has Sneyd spoken yet ?" 

"No," answered my friend, rising to lead the 
way to the house; "but he is certain to do so 
to-day—or to-morrow." 

in . 
That aftemoon, a party, of which Fortescue 

and I formed two, went out cover-shooting in 
the neighbourhood. I never saw my friend shoot 
so Ul. Indeed, the poor fellow seemed en
tirely bewildered, ana unfit for anything. I 
think he only joined the party to get away frora 
the house. 

Miss Crawcour did not appear at dinner. She 
was suffering from a headache, the duchess said, 
and preferred reraaining in her roora. Lord 
Sneyd professed as much interest as would com
port with his languid manner. I could see in 
Fortescue's face, carefully as he had drUled it, 
how much he suffered additionally at uot 
spending this, his last evening, in Miss Craw
cour's society. 

The next day came, and I was again prevented, 
by certain literary labours to which I was 
obliged to devote myself, from going out in the 
early part of the day. I spent the morning in 
my room, which was situated in one of the round 
towers which flanked the entrance of the castle, 
one on each side. 

About half-past eleven T heard the voices of 
some of the men who were staying in the castle, 
as they lounged about the door, gossiping and 
talking. Soon after, I heard the clatter of 
horses' hoofs in the distance, and soon the 
same sound accompanied by the scattering of 
gravel, and the " Wo, mare!" and " Steady 
horse!" of the grooms. 

I looked out from behind my curtains; I am 
always very easily diverted from ray work. The 
riding party was all assembled. Three or four 
men; among them, for a wonder, Lord Sneyd. 
He had his own horse, a nasty long-tailed white 
brute, that cost, I dare say, a mint of money, and 
that no man worth twopence woidd get across. 
The duchess and Miss Crawcour were the ladies 
of the party. The duke came to the door to see 
them off. He was not going with them, havmg 
aU sorts of things to arrange with that important 
minister the gamekeeper, 

" Where's Fortescue ?" said some one. 
" Oh, he's not going this morning," the duke 

answered. " He is writing letters," He was 
helping Miss Crawcour into the saddle as he 
spoke. I t may have been the exertion of 
mountmg, or it may not, but I could see that 
she blushed deeply. 

I did not like the look of the animal on wliich 
Miss Crawcour was mounted. As far as beauty 
went, certainly there was nothing to complain of. 
A handsomer mare I never saw. But the move
ments of the ears were too incessant and violent, 
and there was more white to the eye shown than 
I like to see in connexion with a riding-habit. 

The mare had been difficult to hold wMle Miss 
Crawcour was being lifted on, and, now that the 
young lady was fairly on the brute's back, it be
came exceedingly restive, almost unmanageable. 

"Are you afraid of her at all, Mary?" the 
duke asked, as he stood at the door j " she seems 
unusuaUy frisky this mormng." 

" No, not in the least. She's always like this 
at starting." 

This was Miss Crawcour's answer, but I 
thought she looked pale. Perhaps it was the 
reaction after that blush I had noticed. The duke 
spoke again. This tirae to the head groom; 

" Has that mare been exercised this morning. 
Roberts?" ^ ° 

The man hesitated just half a moment, and 
looked at the mare. 

" Yes, your grace," he said, touching his hat. 
"You're sure, Mary," the duchess said, "that 

you're not afraid ? Do let them take her back 
and bring you another mount." 

"Yes, yes, much better," added the duke. 
" Roberts, send that mare back, and saddle Robin 
Hood for Miss Crawcour." 

"Beg your pardon, your grace, but the 
horse is in physic; he's not been very well for 
a day or two." 

" WeU, then, the brown mare, or BuUfinch, 
or " 

" No, no, no, no," Miss Crawcour called from 
the saddle. " I like this mare best of all. Let 
her go," she said to the groom who was holding 
the cursed brute's head. And off she cantered, 
the mare plunging and kicking. 

" Really," said Lord Sneyd, with his foot in 
the stirrup, " Miss Crawcour ought not to be 
allowed to ride that ferocious animal. Can nobody 
stop her ?" 

" You ride after her, Sneyd," said the duke, 
smiling, " and try if you can't bring her back.' 
Lord Sneyd was in the saddle by this time, and 
cantered off at a regular rocking-horse pace. 
His groom behind him on a thorough-bred. 

That was the last I saw of the cavalcade. 
The duke retired immediately to the gun-room 4 
and I went back to my writing-table, but I 
could not help feeling a certain sense of un
easiness, the look of that mare not being at all 
to my liking, and the raamier of the groom 
having left an impression ou my mind that the 
animal had not reaUy been out before, that 
morning. 

All the events of that day are very fresh in 
my raemory. The next room to mme was a 
boudoir. There was a piano in it, and some 
one of the ladies of the party was playing on it. 
I don't know what she was playing, though I 
should recognise the air now in a moment if I 
heard it. I t was what is called a " piece," and 
had a wonderful plaintive beauty about it. As 
the performer played it many times over, I sup
pose she was learning it. 

I went on writing, and what I wrote seemed 
in a sort of way to be mixed up with this tune. 
Presently I heard the sound of wheels, and some 
Ught vehicle drove up to the door. I went 
again to the vrindow.. i t was a dog-cart, driven 
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by one of the duke's grooms, and it drew up 
before the door. Some servants brought out a 
portmanteau, some gun-cases, and other luggage, 
and placed them in the vehicle. Almost at the 
same moment my door opened, and Eortescue 
entered the room. I never saw anything more 
dreadful than the suppressed ^ony in his &ce. 

" Good-by, old fellow," he said, with a mise
rable ghastly smile. " I'm off, you see. WUl 
you take charge of tMs note for the duchess ? 
I've explained to Greta that I find my letters 
this morning require my presence in London. 
Good-by! I've only just time to catch the traiu." 

** Stay," I said; " where can I write to you ?" 
" London, to-morrow. After that, Chatham. 

Good-by again, dear old fellow, good-by!" 
He was gone. In a minute more I saw the 

duke come with him to the door, and after 
shaking him warmly by the hand and pressing 
Mm to return whenever he possibly could, they 

Earted, and the dog-cart disappeared rapidly, 
ehind that angle of the castle round which I 

had seen Miss Crawcour pass so short a time 
before. • 

Poor feUow! what a departure. What an 
episode in the gay story of the Ufe at Creel. 

I went back to my desk. And stUl from the 
next room came that same plaintive air, and 
stUl it seemed to belong to what I wrote, and 
to be an inseparable part of the day and its 
events. 

Once more I was disturbed, and by the clatter 
of hoofs. I t was a single horse this time, and 
going evidently at a tremendous pace. I looked 
out and saw yoimg Balham, who had been one 
of the party of equestrians, dashing along thfr 
road at fuU gallop. He turaed off m the direc
tion of the stables, and I saw no more of Mm. 
I remained where I was, but with a dim fore
boding that sometMng had gone wrong, and by-
and-by a low open carriage, empty, was driven 
out of the stable-yard at a great pace. Lord Bal
ham rode rapidly on in front of it, both he and 
the carriage going back by the way he had come. 
• I still kept where I was, and in a few mo

ments the door of the house was opened, and 
some of the servants came out. They looked 
out in the direction by wMch the carriage had 
disappeared. One or two ladies'-maids stood on 
the steps, one of them the duchess's, and there 
was another who was crying, but quite quietly, 
the servants in such houses being driUed into 
the greatest undemonstrativeness. I heard one 
of the men-servants say to auother, "Roberts is 
gone off to Inverkeed, for Dr. Maclntyre, and 
James has gone into Creel for Mr. Cameron. 
They'll both be here quickly." " I s Ms grace 
in the house ?" "No . He's up at the planta
tions. But he's been sent for." 

The conversation among the men stopped 
suddenly. The carriage, driving now very slowly, 
had come in sight. I t was foUowed by some 
horsemen. Presently I made out that two 
grooms behind were leading each a lady's horse; 
then I saw that the duchess was sitting in the 
carriage bending over and supporting something 
—somebody—lying at length on the cushions. 

A gentleman, one of those on horseback, de
tached Mmself from the group, and rode svriftiy 
up to the door. 

" Is Miss Crawcour's maid here ?" he asked. 
The girl came forward, sobbing. The duchess's 

woman, older, with more head, more self-con
trolled, and more useful now, came out too. 

Not a word more was spoken. The carriage 
drew up to the door, and I saw at a glance that 
it was Miss Crawcour over whom the duchess 
was bending; that the poor girl's habit was aU 
tom and dirty; and that a handkercMef, deeply 
stained, was laid over her face. 

There was no word spoken still. The duchess, 
in tears, descended from the carriage and went 
into the house to see that aU was ready, whUe 
the gentlemen of the party lifted the poor 
maimed form of Miss Crawcour from the 
cusMons. I noticed that Lord Sneyd did not 
assist in tliis, but hovered about the group in a 
helpless way. Nobody seemed to want him, or 
to notice him. 

I remained stiU where I was. I knew I could 
be of no use, should only be in the way below. 
I could not help looking. I vrish I had not. 
As they Ufted Miss Crawcour from the carriage, 
the handkerchief that was over her face became 
displaced, and I saw 

One whole side of her face seemed to have 
been crushed and beaten in. That beautiful 
face! 

I t was covered again, in a moment, but I had 
seen it—and so had sorae one else. When Lord 
Sneyd looked upon that mutUated face, he turned 
even paler than he had beeu before, and went 
into the house. 

The door closed over the sad group, with 
Mary Crawcour's helpless figure carried in the 
midst of it, the carriage drove away to the 
stables, and all was qmet again. 

"And he did it, think of that," said Balham. 
" I t was that disgusting white brute of his to 
whom this terrible mishap is owing." 

" What do you mean ?" I asked, as we were 
talking some time afterwards about what has 
beeu partly described above. "How did the 
tMng happen ? You saw it aU." 

" I t is told in two words," said Balham. 
" You know that mare that poor Miss Crawcour 
used to ride. WeU, she was always an unsafe, 
ill-conditioned mare, in my opimon, but on this 
occasion she was particularly bad. All the time 
we were out she was fidgeting and starting at 
everything, and more than one of us wanted 
Miss Crawcour to let the groom put her saddle 
on one of the other horses, and let some man 
with a stronger hand ride the mare. However, 
it vras no use, and so at last—I never saw a 
worse thing—the mare took fright at some 
barrow, or something by the side of the hedge, 
and bolted straight across the road at a bound. 
Miss Crawcour was thrown, but feU dean, 
lucidly without becoming entangled with the 
stirrup, and might have escaped serious mischief, 
when up comes that intolerable ass Sneyd, on his 
inferiud ambling Astley's-looking beast, and rides 
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clean oVer her, the brute of a horse—ssh—I 
can't bear to think of it—sending oue of his 
hoofs straight into her face as he passed." 

" And her arm is broken, too, is it not?" 
" Yes, I believe so. That may, however, have 

happened when she feU; but the other thing, 
that fearful mutUation of the poor young lady's 
face, was done by a kick from that horse of 
Sneyd's, and by nothing else in the world. I saw 
it with my own eyes." 

THE REST OF THIS MANUSCRIPT HE HAD PUT 

INTO 

HIS WRITING-DESK. 
SOME years after these things had happened, 

I stood on the summit of one of those mighty 
mountains which form a boundary line, such as 
few countries can boast of, between Switzerland 
and Italy. 

It was evening, and I was gazing with all my 
eyes into that strange receptacle for the dead, 
which the monks of St. Bernard have placed at 
the door of their convent, and where the bodies 
of those unfortunates who have perished in the 
snow are preserved. They are embalmed by the 
highly rarefied air of that height, and do not 
decay. The Egyptian mummies are not more 
perfectly kept. 

I was so absorbed in these strange figures, 
that I scarcely noticed there was any one stand
ing beside me, untU I suddenly heard ray own 
name pronounced by a voice famiUar to me. 
I turned and found myself face to face wUh 
Jack Fortescue. 

" Well," he said, almost before we had ex
changed greetings, " this is the most extraordi
nary thing, the most marvellous combination of 
coincidences, that ever took place since the 
creation of the world! Wlio do you think is in 
there ?" pointing to the convent. 

" Who," I asked. " In Heaven's name, who ?" 
" In the strangers' parlour, there, you will 

find, at this moment, your old acquaintance Lord 
Sneyd —ahd, what is more, a new acquaint
ance, if you choose to make it, in the shape of 
that nobleman's Ulustrious consort." 

" What, the Irish-ItaUan singer, who, as 1 
saw by Galignani, had managed to become Lady 
Sneyd ?" 

" The same." 
" And your wife—where is she ?" 
" Mary is with me. Is it uot extraordinary, 

incredible almost, that we should aU be under 
the same roof again ? Do you remember the last 
t ime?" . , , 

" Remember it ? ShaU I ever forget i t ! 
" Of course," Fortescue went on, " I can't 

let her come in contact with those people, so 
she keeps her room, or rather her ceU. It is 
awfully cold, but anything is better than such a 
meeting." 

" But you wUl let me see her ?" 
" You. Why, of course," Eortescue answered. 

" How can you ask ?" 
" I vriU ask something else, then, I con

tinued. " I wUl ask you to teU me some of the 
particulars of what took place after I left Creel, 

and went abroad. My letters from England aud 
the papers told me, to iny great deUght, of your 
marriage with Miss Crawcour, and also of Lord 
Sneyd's wonderful match. But I want to know 
more than these bare facts." 

" There is reaUy not much to tell," said For
tescue. "When I got your letter telling me 
of that terrible disaster at Creel, I was at 
Chatham, and was, in fact, just negotiating for 
an exchange into a regiment that was going 
abroad at once. Your letter altered all my 
plans. Do what I would, the thought of that 
poor maimed figure haunted me, the love which 
I resisted when she was iu the full pride and 
glory of her beauty, became now that pity was 
mixed up with it, now that this fearful trouble 
had come upon her, a thing that I could no 
longer hold out against. I felt that I must go 
back to Creel. And I went. 

" When I got there, I found that that infernal 
brute and scoundrel, Sneyd, had left the place. 
Very soon after the accident—you know that 
he lifid never actually spoken to the duke about 
Mary, or said anything definite to her—well, 
very soon after the accident, he discovered that 
it was actuaUy necessary that he should pay a 
visit to sorae estates of his in Ireland. He left 
the castle, to come back there no more. He 
went first of all to Ireland, and then was absent 
on the Continent for a considerable length of 
time. There was an end of him. At Naples, 
he became entangled in the snares of a regular 
desigmng adventuress, and out of those snares 
he has never escaped. I wish hira joy. 

" WeU, I stayed on aud on at Creel. It was 
a quiet delightful tirae. After the accident 
everybody left, but Greta—he and I, you know, 
were always great friends—the duke pressed 
rae to stay that he raight have somebody to shoot 
with, and I stayed on, aud on. 

" At that time, too, I saw raore of the duchess 
than I had ever done before, and oue day we 
began talkmg about the accident and about 
Sneyd's behaviour, and I ventured to say that I 
thought that if Mary had broken every bone iu 
her skin, she would stUl have had reason to con
gratulate herself on being thereby deUvered 
frora a raarriage with the wretched creature that 
he had proved hiraself to be. The duchess did 
not differ frora me, and somehow from that day 
a strange kind of liope and happiness seemed to 
take possession of me, a curious indefimte de
light such as I had never felt before. 

" At length a day came when I was allowed 
to see her. And wlien I went into the room"— 
at this point Fortescue's voice faUered a Uttle— 
" when I saw her poor arm bound up, and half 
her sweet face covered with bandages—I knelt 
down by the side of the sofa, and, in short, I 
made a fool of myself. The duchess was present, 
but she was fairiy beat, and WeU, very soon 
I was discussing ways and means with the duke. 

"There never was anything like that man's 
kindness. Besides making Mary a very hand
some present indeed, which he declared he 
had always intended to do, he set himself to 
work to get me such an appointment as should 
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make it possible for me to marry. Between him 
aud the duchess (whose interest is not small) this 
has beeu effected, so I waited tUl I got my com
pany—I am Captain Fortescue now, if you please 
—and then sold my coraraission, and with my 
own small means, and my place in the Shot and 
Shell Department, we manage to get on in a 
very inexplicable but delightfril way." 

" And the privations which were to make your 
wife so wretched ?" I asked, as I shook him 
warmly by the hand. 

" Looked much worse at a distance than they 
do close," said my friend. " I do think, sin
cerely," he continued, " that an imprudent mar
riage ought to be made every now and then, if 
it is only to bring out the immense araount of 
real kindness that there is in the world. I ara 
perfectly sure that if two married people, how
ever poor they may be, will only put a good face 
upon it, and neither sink down into gloomy 
despair on the one hand, nor shut themselves 
up in a haughty reserve on the other—I am 
perfectly sure, I say, that there is so much real 
goodness in the world, that they need never know 
that they are poorer than other people, or suffer 
any of those huraiUations, the dread of wMch 
has kept many true and loving hearts asunder. 
But come," said Fortescue, " I am getting 
poetical. Let us go inside, and see how Lord 
and Lady Sneyd are getting on. He'll take no 
notice of either of us, you'll see." 

Fortescue left me for a tirae to go and see 
after his wife, and I went up iuto the strangers' 
room. There was a good large company as
sembled, waiting for the supper hour, EngUsh 
tourists, German students, and some French 
officers—among thera, sure enough, sitting next 
to a very showy and over-dressed lady with 
jewellery aU over her, with a very strong soup-
9on of paint upon her coimtenance, with a long 
curl brought over her left shoulder— t̂here was 
Lord Sneyd. 

A changed man already. Feeble and effemi
nate he was stUl, but he had ceased to be the 
insolent languid petit-maitre and coxcomb he 
was when I had last seen him. He was lowered 
in tone. His whole faculties seemed to be en
tirely absorbed in attention on his better-half, 
off whom he never took his eyes. 

" I hear," said Fortescue to me, as he took 
his place by my side at the supper-table, " that 
he is intensely jealous of her, and leads, in con
sequence, the most miserable life imaginable. 
Look how he is watching, now that that French 
officer is speaking to her. The man is only 
offering her some potatoes, but Sneyd looks as 
if he would like—if he had courage enough—to 
put his kmfe into him." 

It was true. A more pitiable and contemp
tible sight I never witnessed than this man's 
jealousy. It extended itself to the French 
officers opposite, to the youn^ English under
graduate who sat next to the lady, and even to 
the good-looking young monk who—a perfect 

of the world, and a very agreeable fellow 
man took the head of the supper-table. I must say 
that Lady Sneyd's appearance was not calculated 

to qmet her lord and master's discomfort. A 
more Uberal use of a pair of fine roUing black 
eyes I never saw made. Not long after supper 
tnis worthy pair retired, not the sUghtest at
tempt at recognition of either Fortescue or my
self being made on the part of this distinguished 
nobleman. Perhaps he was of opinion that our 
fascinations would be dangerous with his anUable 
consort. Perhaps he felt a little ashamed of 
hiraself. 

As soon as those two were gone, or at least 
after a reasonable interval, Fortescue addressed 
himself to the young monk who played the part 
of host, and remarked that he would go up-stairs, 
and, if his wife were somewhat recovered frora 
her fatigues, would persuade her to come down 
and get thoroughly warmed at the fire before 
retiring for the mght. 

Our host, with that interest in other people's 
affairs which foreigners either feel to so delight
ful an extent, or assume so admirably, expressed 
his earnest hope that " Madame would be able 
to descend," aud Fortescue left the apartraent. 

I own that at this moment I felt somewhat 
nervous. 

In a short tirae the door opened, and Fortescue 
appeared with Ms wife on his arm. She came 
up to rae at once, and we shook hands cordially, 
while I spoke such words of congratulation as I 
had ready, wMch were, m trath, not very many. 
At one glance I saw that at all events the ex
pression of her face was safe, A great matter 
that, at any rate. 

The injury which she had sustained being 
from a kick, and not from a faU or dragging 
along on the ground, was confined entirely to 
one portion (tne left side) of her face. That 
that injury had been a terrible one it was impos
sible not to see even now. The brow immedi
ately over the eye was scarred, and the eye
brow something interrupted in its even sweep; 
the cheek was scarred and indented, and there 
was a sUglit scar on the nostril, all on this 
same left side; but the eye, sheltered in its 
somewhat sunken recess, had escaped; the 
mouth was unhurt, and, above aU, there was 
the expression, the general look, of wMch the 
attractiveness had been so great. That fearful 
injury which 1 had looked down on from the 
turret-window at Creel had left much less da
mage behind than one could even have hoped. 

We talked pleasantly, aU three together—the 
rest of the corapany having retired, and our 
host too—for nearly an hour. We talked of 
our travels, of the places to which they were 
bound and frora which I was returaing, and of 
a hundred other things, until the hour admo-
mshed us that it was time to part for the night. 

As we rose to say " Good night"—my friend 
and his wife standing up together—I thought I 
had never seen a happier or a better-matched 
couple. Suddenly a thought seemed to strike 
her. She touched her wounded cheek sUghtly 
with her hand, 

" Would you have known me ?" she asked, 
smiUng, 

" I ^ one can tell," said Eortescue, mterrupt-
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ing my ready answer, " how Hove that precious 
scar"—he leaned down and touched it with his 
lips. "But for that, we might not be together 
now. But for that, your life, Mary, might have 
been one of misery unutterable, and mine—if 
not sacrificed ou the plains of India—might 
have been as utter a blank as that of any one of 
those unknown men who have entertained us 
here to-nigth." 

HIS DRESSING-CASE. 
THE passengers on board the good ship 

Golden Dream, homeward bound from Mel
bourne, were beginning to get rather weary and 
tired of their trip. We were only in the fourth 
week of the voyage; but the month was July, 
the days were short, gloomy, and stormy; and 
the sea was covered with those mountainous 
waves which are to be seen in perfection off 
Cape Horn. The stout ship went struggUng 
along within six points of a fierce north-easterly 
gale, quivering like a living creature, as the re
morseless waves struck her blow after blow. On 
the log being hove, we found that we were making 
barely two knots an hour; and to add to our per
plexity, a sudden chiU in the air, and a peculiar 
white glare in the horizon, informed us that we 
were surrounded with icebergs. Before nightfall 
the violence of the gale had somewhat "iated, 
and the passengers hurried on deck to look at 
the first iceberg, which was within half a mile of 
us. It was a sight worth seeing. We beheld 
au enormous mass of rock-Uke ice, with a per
pendicular wall facing us, fully three hundred 
feet high, against the steep sides of which the 
waves dashed incessantly. The colour of the 
iceberg was a brilliant pellucid white, except in 
the deep fissures and interstices where the hue 
was changed to cobalt, or on the summits of the 
precipices, which glowed in the rays of the setting 
suu with all the prismatic tints of the rainbow. 

" Eh! man!" exclaimed an enthusiastic 
Scotchman. " 'Tis joost Edinburgh Castle to 
the life!" 

" What a fortune a fellow could make among 
the Melboume confectioners, if he could only 
tow it into Port PhiUip durmg the hot weather," 
remarked a prosaic colomst. 

" Well, it's a pretty sight," said an old lady, 
" a very pretty sight! But I wish they'd aU sink 
to the bottom at mght, and come up again in the 
mormng." 

*'It would be very convenient, indeed, ma'am," 
answered the third mate. " It would save our 
eyes to-night considerably, for we shaU have to 
keep a bright look-out." 

We passed a very gloomy evening. The 
wind had almost faUen to a calm, while the sea 
continued to ran extremely high, causing the 
ship to roll terribly. Everything that was not 
securely fixed, was flying about the cabin, the 
destmction of crockery was appalUng, and the 
steward passed the interval between supper and 
bedtime in a state of despair, chasing cups, 
saucers, and bottles. Even the four passengers 
who clung to whist every evening with a devo

tion befitting the renowned Sarah Battle, were 
forced to give up their game. Even chess, though 
played on a board provided with spring fasten-
mgg, was found impracticable, ffhe chess-board 
sprai^ up bodily, pieces and all, piade a somer
sault in the air, darted into the cabin of a 
married couple who were putting their baby 
to bed, extmguished -their candle-lamp, and 
frightened their cockatoo into hysterics. 

For myself, I went on deck, and there, shel
tered by the penthouse which overhung the main-
deck at the extremity of the poop, endeavoured 
to solace myself with a pipe. 1 was very glad to 
hear a voice out of the pitchy darkness saying, 

" Nasty thick night, sir." 
It was Tom White, an able seaman, and one 

of the greatest growlers on board. 
" What do you think of the weather, Tom ?" 

I asked him. 
" 'Bout as bad as it can be. If it had kept 

on to blow, it might have took us through all 
this here ice ; but now it's fallen calm, the bergs 
will gather round the ship, just as the bits of 
stick in a pond get round a dead cat. Ah! 
Once let me set foot ashore, and you'U never 
catch me round the Hora again." 

Poor Tom ! I dare say lie had uttered tWs 
declaration five hundred times before, and had 
always forgotten it when signmg articles at the 
shipping-office. 

" I hope they're keepmg a bright look-out 
forward, Tom?" 

" A bright look-out! How can they ? Why, 
the night's as thick as a tub of Dutch butter. 
Then it ain't these big lumps as I'm afeard of. 
If the look-outs ain't asleep, or yarning, they 
might chance to see them. What 1 funk, is the 
nasty little sneaking bits of ground-ice, about 
the size of a ship's long-boat." 

" Surely they would not injure a stout ship 
like this, Tom ?" 

"Stout ship? Ha, ha! Wliy, this is a soft
wood ship—a regular New Brans wicker. She'd 
have no more chance a^ain the ice, than a chaney 
cup again a soup-and-DuUy tin; and then, with 
all this here copper ore in her inside, down 
she'd go—and you along with her." 

" And you too, Tom." 
"Well, I don't know about that. Sailors 

ain't like passengers. There's the boats to cut 
adrift. Besides, I'm on deck, and you'd be 
below, smothered like a rat in his hole." 

With a series of parting growls Tom White 
disappeared in the aarkness, leavmg me in a 
very uncomfortable frame of mind. I was half 
inclined at first to stay on deck all mght, but 
eventually determined to go below, and seek 
oblivion from danger in sleep. 

I envied my ca&in companion, the fat German, 
Schlafenwohl. He lay in profound slumber, 
whUe his nose trumpeted defiance to the creak
ing of thetirabers and the dashing of the waves. 
Twring advantage of a favourable lurch, I clam
bered up to my berth, which was over the Ger
man's head, 1 tried to think of everything I 
could recal to my memory, unconnected with 
ship-Ufe, but the horrible snoring of my com-
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panion and the lurches of the sMp, destroyed 
aU prospect of repose. I repeated verses from 
the most soporific poets I could remember. I 
counted numbers, and got up as far as six 
hundred and fifty-four, when suddenly the 
ship roUed more frightfully than she had 
done yet. I felt that she was heeling com
pletely over, and that the mainyard must be 
dipping iu the waves. A fearful crashing 
of plates and dishes was succeeded by the 
stUl more terrible sound of rushing water. I 
opened my eyes, which I had until now kept 
obstmately closed. To my horror I discovered 
that the port-hole, instead of being at my side, 
was directly above my head. I unscrewed the 
port and thrust my head out. I was appalled 
by what I beheld. The ship was on her beam-
ends, aud her masts were disappearing be
neath the angry sea. There was no time to be 
lost. Fortunately I had turned in iu my day 
clothes, boots excepted, so I climbed tMough 
the port-hole, wMch barely permitted the pas
sage of my body, and lay clinging to the wet 
slippery side of tlie vessel. A thought struck me. 
Shall I waken Schlafenwohl ? No; I might lose 
my own life in endeavouring to save his. His 
ample figure could never pass the narrow port
hole. It is astonishing how selfish men are apt to 
become at such times. I murmured, "Requiescat 
in pace," and gazed around me once more. 

The vessel was sinking rapidly. Her masts 
were now entirely under water, and only a few 
feet of her weather yardarm were visible. I heard 
a horrible grinding noise. Peerine through the 
darkness, 1 beheld an imraense iceoerg crashing 
against the ship's side. I summoned all my 
energies, took a tremendous leap, and fell into 
a smaU cavity filled with freshly-fallen snow. 
As soon as I recovered my feet I looked once 
more around. The Golden Dream had disap
peared, and nothing was visible save a few dark 
objects floating on the surface of the water. 

I determined to secure one of these objects. 
" Possibly," I thought, " the harness-casks on 
deck have broken adrift. They are fiUed with 
beef and pork, and the contents of one of thera 
would support Ufe for raonths." I descended 
cautiously tMough the thick darkness, to a ledge 
which abutted directly on the water. The spray 
of the breakers was dashing in my face, and I 
trerabled lest the fraU piece of ice on wMch I 
stood, should give way beneath ray feet and pre
cipitate rae iuto the briny abyss. I stretched 
out my hand—it was instantly grasped by an
other hand! I drew back in horror, and the 
force of my retrograde movement was such that 
I pulled the person who had clutched my hand 
completely out of the water. 

As soon as I had deposited the unknown in
dividual in a place of comparative safety, I de
manded his name. The figure drew a long 
breath, and replied, " Julius SchlafenwoM." 

I staggered back in astonishment, and ex
claimed, " Why, good Heaven, how came you 
here?" 

" Very easily, my friend. You see I am a good 
diver and sclivimraer,audItookmy timeabout it." 

" Why, you've got a long rope tied round your 
body!" 

" PuU hart upon it, and see vat you vrill 
bring op." 

I hauled as he bade me, and presently landed 
on the iceberg, a large case. 

"You see," continued the German, " I am 
never m a hurry. Ven de sheep turned over, I 
turned out of my bairt myself, and den I tink 
to myself, JuUus, you vill vant etwas essen, 
so I filled dis box with prog, and schvam qvietly 
up the cabin stairs." 

" My dear Schlafenwohl!" I exclaimed, em
bracing him, " how deUghted I am to have been 
the means of saving your life !" 

" VeU, I don't know about dat," responded 
the stolid German, dryly; " I could have saved 
myself. You see, my friend, the prog is just 
enough for vun—no more." 

" My noble fellow!" I replied, " do not har
bour such selfish thoughts. Remember, we 
are brothers in adversity, and should help each 
other." 

" Vot can you help me to ?'* asked Schlafen
wohl, with a touch of sarcasm. 

I stararaered, " I—I've nothing, but—yes! 
I have a pound _of tobacco! I bought it of the 
steward to-day, and here it is, safe in the 
pocket where I put it." 

"Ju—vivallera!" shouted the Gerraan, en
thusiasticaUy, " dat is just vot I have not got. 
Yes, my friend, we will swear brothersMp, and 
share our goods together." 

" Agreed," I replied. 
Schlafenwohl laid himself down with a pillow 

of snow for his head, and was presently snoring 
as tranquUly as if in his own beloved father-
laud, with a lederbett of the finest down to cover 
him. The peril of my position prevented me 
from sleeping. I sat down on a corner of icy 
rock, and took the liberty of resting my semi-
frozen feet on ScMafenwohl's expansive body. I 
soon began to feel more comfortable. I lighted 
a pipe (my raatches were fortunately in a water
proof case), and anxiously awaited the coramg 
of daylight. 

As I sat thus, I began to reflect on my hard
ness of heart. I had not bestowed a thought 
on the rest of the passengers, or on the crew, 
and yet they had probably all perished. But 
they had met with a sudden and speedy death, 
whereas I was doomed to a slow and lingering 
torture. Even supposing that we had a suf
ficiency of provisions, what prospect of rescue 
would remain when the last fragment of the 
iceberg should crumble away under the cease
less action of the waves? Another and far 
greater probabiUty was stUl more appaUing. 
The durabiUty of the iceberg would probab^ 
far outlast our store of food. I strove to realise 
the dreadful situation. Two human bemgs float
ing at the caprice of the wind and waves, on a 
frail deceptive mass of crystaUised water, glaring 
at one another vrith famme-stricken eyes. At 
length it would become necessary to cast lots, 
and decide wMch should slay the other. Hor
rible thought I I withdrew my feet hastUy from 
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the German's body, aud sat, with my head 
bowed upon my kuees, brooding. Exhausted 
nature yielded, and I fell asleep. 

When I awoke, it was broad daylight. At 
first, I gazed around me with astonishment, 
as one usually does after sleeping in a 
strange place, and then proceeded to examine 
the iceberg. We had been reposing iu a 
small valley, surrounded ou every side but the 
oue from which I had entered, by steep rocks 
of slippery ice, from sixty to eighty feet in 
height. We were thus completely sheltered 
from the piercing wind, while even the dash of 
the breakers was barely distinguishable. I ad
vanced a few paces along the path of ingress, 
for the purpose of viewing the ocean, and there 
fouud Schlafenwohl ensconced in a corner, in
dustriously combing out his flaxen beard, by 
the aid ot a pocket mirror stuck in a crevice 
of the icy rocks. He was singing Kenust du das 
Land, and saluted me with cheerful calmness. 

We breakfasted on a couple of sardines and 
half a biscuit, slaking our thirst at oue of the 
numerous rills which trickled down the slowly 
melting rocks. There was something alarming 
iu the idea of thus making a beverage of the 
house we Uved in. Every gallon of water that 
welled away, represented some six cubic inches 
of our fragile habitation. If this liquefaction 
took place m those Mgh southern latitudes, with 
the temperature scarcely over forty degrees, 
how rapidly would our floating ark dissolve as 
we approached the line! If, ou the other hand, 
we drifted antarcticaUy, we ran the risk of 
being hopelessly frozen up, in regions far be
yond the haunts of any human creature. These 
terrible reflections passed through my mind 
while I was manufacturing, with the assistance 
of a pocket-knife and the lid of a deal box, a pair 
of sandals to protect my feet from the chill
ing surface of the ice. This task completed, 
I proposed to Schlafenwohl that we should 
ascend the rocks for the purpose of further 
ascertaining the extent of the iceberg. He 
assented, and, after two hours' hard work, 
principaUy spent iu cutting steps for our feet 
with our knives, we gained the summit. 

The panorama was grand iu the extreme. 
We were full three hundred feet above the 
surface of the sea, which extended in every 
direction around us, studded at intervals with 
icebergs of every imaginable shape and size. 
Our own island was about a mile in circum
ference, and presented a series of ridges and 
vaUeys, at irregular distances. We stood, as 
it were, in the centre of a gigantic star
fish, whose seven rays were represented by 
seven rocky backbones, between each of whicn 
lay a deep and sheltered valley. The wmd blew 
with great violence at the exposed point where 
we stood, and, as I have not a remarkably steady 
head, I did not care to ventme too near the 
edge of any one of the seven abysses below. 
But the German insisted ou it. 

" Mr. Monkhouse," said he, " I vish you 
vould look over iuto our valley." 

" Why ?" 

" I tink somebody, m our absence, may be 
plondering our prog-box." 

" Nonsense!" I answered. " You talk as if 
you were on the top of the Righi." 

" Veil, mj friend, you viU obUge me by doiug 
it. I ara too stout to ventmx." 

I crawled on my hands and knees until my 
face hung imraediately over a perpendicular 
descent of three hundred feet. To my astouish-
raent, I beheld two huraan figures actively 
engaged in exaraining the contents of our in
valuable chest. 

I reported progress to ScMafenwohl, who 
became frightfully agitated. He gave vent 
to sundry Teutonic imprecations, and de
scended the face of the cliff in the most reck
less manner, reaching the bottom some seconds 
before myself. 

When I arrived, I heard voices engaged in 
loud altercation. 

" Vy, you Tom Vite, you are no better dan 
a tief. Dat is ray box." 

" That am't your private bread," replied 
Tom, holding up a oiscuit. " That's ship 
bread. Ain't it. Bill Atkms ?" 

" Aye," said Atkins. " Besides, you'd never 
go for to keep all this tucker to your own 
cheek. Why, there's a parcel of women and 
children iu the next hollow to this, as has had 
no breakfast yet." 

" What! More people saved ?" I exclaimed. 
" Of course there is," said Tom; " when the 

iceberg drifted alongside, me and Bill here stood 
on the bulwarks as the ship heeled over, and 
passed the passengers in as nicely as if we was 
off Blackwall Pier. There may be a lot more, 
for aught I know, in the t'other waUejs. I've 
been busy navigating the ship." 

" Navigating de sheep!" cried Schlafenwohl, 
" vot do you mean ?" 

" Why, I've got a pocket-compass here, and 
I've been heaving the log," said Tom. " We're 
steering iior'-east-and-by-uorth, and going thir
teen knots. If this breeze lasts four-and-twenty 
hours, Ave shall go sraack into the Falkland 
Islands." 

" What has become of the skipper, Tom," 1 
asked, " and of the other officers ?" 

" I don't know," answered Tom; " they may 
be aboard the berg, and they mayn't. Any\vay, 
I'm the only able seaman in her that I know of, 
so I've took the command." 

The adventures of the last few hours had 
altered Tom White considerably for the better. 
From a gramblmg sulking discontented fellow, 
he had been transformed into a smart active 
energetic commander. I verily beUeve he looked 
upon the iceberg as an actual ship, and so— 
barring masts, saUs, and rudder—she was. 

"Now, Mr. Monkhouse," continued Tom, 
" you'll please take your orders from me. 
I cau see you're a sharp chap, by the way 
you've made them ice-shoes and cut them steps 
in the rock-face. Go up to the mast-head, 
and see what you can make of the other valleys. 
The next one to tiiis, I know aU about; that's 
my head-quarters." 
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"^J> ay> sir," I repUed, in trae nautical 
style, and once more clambered the rocks. I 
invited Schlafenwohl to accompany me, but he 
declined. On reaching " the mast-liead," as Tom 
styled it, I selected a valley to which the de
scent was sloping and easy, the sides being 
deenly covered with snow. Down the surface 
of this, I gUded quite comfortably, aud in a few 
seconds reached the bottom. 

At first no human being was visible, but on 
turning an angle of the cUff, I beheld a singular 
siglit. 

Mrs. Robinson, the old lady, who on the pre
vious evening had wished that the icebergs 
would all sink to the bottom in the mght-time, 
and only come up by daylight, was seated 
crouching on the ground in a state of the 
utmost terror, holding a large green umbreUa 
over her head. Close beside her, reposed an 
enormous walrus, at least twelve feet long, 
blinking sleepily at the frightened dame, and 
looking as little inclined for mischief as a 
domestic cat on a hearth-rug. Laying ray finger 
on ray lips to enjoin sUei ce, I fastened a rope 
(which I had brought with me) round Mrs. Ro
binson's waist, and then proceeded to toil up the 
slope. I should never have reached the top 
with her dead weight behind me, but for the 
umbrella, which I used as an alpenstock. On 
gaining the summit, Mrs. Robinson vowed that 
she could never go down " them slippery steps," 
so, aided by Bill Atkins, to whom I made sig
nals for assistance, we lowered her safely by a 
long cable into the women and children's valley. 

" Mr. Monkhouse," said BUl, " we must have 
that walrus. Even if we can't eat his flesh, we 
can make a roaring bonfire of his blubber, and the 
poor women and children are perishing with cold." 

" Ay, ay, sir." 
So, up three or four of us climbed again, 

armed with knives and cask-staves. We 
reached the summit and descended into the 
valley safely. The walrus was seated as placidly 
as before. He seemed to be making a journey 
northward to visit some of his Falkland: Island 
acquaintance, and to look upon the iceberg as 
an admirable species of public conveyance— 
cheap, swift, and comfortable. He was, how
ever, apparently fonder of the society of ladies 
than ot gentlemen. As soon as he saw us ap
proach, flourishing our weapons, he tumed over 
on his side and quietly rolled into the sea. 
Our party, chagrined at the cool manner in which 
he had given us the slip, returned slowly and 
disconsolately, communicating the result of our 
proceedings to Tom White. 

"Never mind the walrus, boys," said that 
energetic commander, who was in high spirits. 
" She's going fifteen knots, if she's going an 
inch. Mr. Monkhouse," he continued, in a 
whisper, " you ain't seen the skipper ?" 

" No, there are no signs of him." 
"WeU, if he was aboard, I'd guarantee to 

bring him in safe. And he couldn't do better nor 
what I'm doing now." 

What Tom White was doing to assist our 
progress, it would be hard to say; though he 

himself firmly beUeved that everything depended 
on his exertions. 

Evening was coming on. " Mr. Monkhouse," 
said Tom, "you're the best hand I've got aboard 
the ship. How do you feel about the legs ?" 

"Rather stiff." 
"Bill Atkins," said Tom, "serve out a tot 

of grog to Mr. Monkhouse. It 's very precious 
liquor, for we've only one bottle aboard; but 
he deserves a drop." 

I swallowed the proffered refreshment, when 
Tom said: 

" Now, I waut you to go aloft agaiu, to look 
out for land." 

" Ay, ay, sir," I replied, cheerfuUy, and 
clambered up like a chamois. 

" Laud ho!" I called. My distance from Tom 
was upwards of three hundred feet; but ice must 
be an excellent conductor of sound, for I could 
hear Tom's answer quite distinctly, above the 
whistling of the wind, and the roaring of the 
waves. 

" Where away ?" 
" On the weather bow, sir." 
" All right. Stop aloft, and say what it looks 

like as we get nearer." 
A furious gale was now blowing frora sou'-sou'-

west, and I was obUged to crouch on my hands 
and knees, to aveid being hurled mto one of the 
chasms beneath. Our gaUant iceberg churned 
through the dark water at raUroad speed, 
leaving a long white track of foam, mUes astern. 
My fear now was, that, at the rate we were 
going—which could be Uttle short of twenty 
miles an hour — we should be dashed on the 
rocks. To my great joy, as we neared the land, 
I perceived an extensive opening in the cUffs. 
1 described it as accurately as 1 could, to the 
watchful commander below. He presently came 
aloft, and stood at ray side. 

"Port Stephen's!" he exclaimed, "by all 
that's merciful! It Ues in the sou'-west corner 
of the main island. Now comes the tickUsh 
tirae. If we touch the rocks on either side, 
we shall be knocked to splinters." 

The exciteraent on board the iceberg was 
intense. I will not attempt to describe it. Just 
as night fell, we entered the harbour. Had our 
gaUant craft been steered by the raost skUful 
helmsman in the British Navy she could not 
have kept a better course. Tora White rubbed 
his hands with deUght, and appropriated aU the 
honour and glory to himself. As soon as we 
were faurly inside the harbour, and under the 
shelter of the cliffs, the force of the wind abated. 
Fortunately, too, there was a strong current 
setting out of the harbour, right in the teeth 
of the wind. We hove the log, and found she 
was going five knots ; we hove it again, a few 
rainutes later, and she was barely raakmg two 
knots; in a quarter of an hour from that time, 
a low grinding noise was heard, and we grounded 
on an extensive sand-bank in the centre of the 
harbour. We were obliged to remain there 
patiently during the night, as we had no means 
of communicating, by signal or otherwise, vrith 
the shore. We had matches, but the whole of 
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our avaUable fuel amounted to a deal board or 
two, and so sniaU a fire would, probably, have 
attracted no observation. We passed a nervous 
miserable night, and the poor women and cMl-
dren especially. As the iceberg grated back
wards aud forwards on the top of the bank, we 
feared she was going to pieces : but her timbers 
(to speak metaphoricaUy) were weU put toge
ther, and she held out bravely untU morning. 

Never in my Ufe did I feel so glad to see 
the day dawn. We were unspeakably de
lighted at about sunrise to observe several boats 
puttmg out frora the settleracnt. The people 
in them had put off" (it seemed when they came 
alongside) from motives of curiosity to visit the 
iceberg, but were perfectly astonished at finding 
her freighted with passengers. 

The official in charge of the boats said, 
" We must observe some discipUne in getting 
the people on board, or we shall have the boats 
swamped. Where is the captain ?" 

" I am the captain," quoth Tom White, 
boldly. 

" Then, sir, perhaps you will have the kind
ness to arrange your people in detachments." 

Tom bustled about with great pomp, looking 
fully two inches taller after having been called 
" Sir," and havmg been addressed so poUtely by 
the government officer. 

By this time more boats had arrived from 
shore, and the scanty population of the port 
were to be seen ruiming to and fro like ants 
whose nest had been disturbed. 

"Are these all your crew aud passengers, 
captain ?" asked the governor of the island, as 
he stepped aboard the iceberg. 

" HaU, your worship," answered Tom, appa
rently with sorae indistinct impressions of vene
ration, derived from the Thames Police Court; 
"the others," he continued solemnly, " has met 
a watery grave." 

" Beg your pardon, sir," said a boatman, touch
ing his cap to Tom White, " but there's a lot 
more people, t'other side the berg." 

A rush of boats immediately gave way with a 
will to the spot intUcated, and presently re
turned, bringing off the captain, chief mate, 
second mate, tliird mate, boatswain, doctor, 
steersman, and midshipmen. Being in the after-
part of the ship when the catastrophe occurred, 
they had all leapt on board the iceberg together. 
And it seemed that we had searched six vaUeys, 
but had omitted to examine the seventh. 

Poor Tom White I I believe he was a kind-
hearted fellow, and well pleased to find that 
not a single Ufe had been sacrificed on board 
the Golden Dream; and yet I am sure he 
was sorry to see the captain again. He spoke 
not a word on his way to the shore, but hung 
down his head, and looked much depressed. In 
the evening, however, under the influence of a 
liberal Ubation of grog from His Excellency the 
Governor, he recovered his spirits, and described 
his manner of navigating the iceberg into port, in 
terms which I tMnk no Falkland Islander wiU 
ever forget. As for the iceberg, I understand 
that she remaiued for many mouths grounded on 

the sand-bank; at length, uuder the influence 
of numerous storms of rain, the ceaseless dash
ing of the waters, and the warmth of the chilly 
southern summer, she crumbled to pieces, and 
disappeared. 

We were all placed on board a Californian 
trader bound for New York. Here, I parted 
from Schlafenwohl, who had determined to 
settle in the United States. There was some 
sUght coolness between us. I had positively 
declined to share the same cabin with him, ou 
account of his snoring, and the worthy German 
was offended. Consequently, I proceeded to 
Liverpool by the Cunard steamer from Boston, 
alone. On reaching London, I at once for
warded a written statement of our extraordinary 
escape to the Committee at Lloyd's. It was 
authenticated by Tom White's mark; as he, like 
many other great men, was unable to read or 
write. A few days afterwards, I received a re
quisition to attend before the Committee of 
Lloyd's, wMch I at once obeyed, when the fol
lowing conversation ensued between myself and 
the Chairman: 

" Pray, Mr. Monkhouse, is your family of 
German origin ?" 

" No, sir; we have beeii settled for centuries 
in East Kent." 

"Oh, I beg your pardon; I thought the 
name of Monkhouse might have been a corrup
tion of the name of a certain Baron, whose 
extraordinary adventures have long been known 
to the pubUc." 

HIS BROWN-PAPER PARCEL. 
MY works are well known, I am a young 

man in the Art line. You have seen my works 
many a time, though it's fifty thousand to oue if 
you have seen me. You say you don't waut to 
see me ? You say your interest is in my works 
and not iu me ? Don't be too sure about that. 
Stop a bit. 

Let us have it down in black and white at the 
first go off, so that there may be no unpleasant
ness or wrangUng afterwards. And this is looked 
over by a friend of miue, a ticket-writer, that is 
up to literature. I am a young man in the Art 
line—in the Fine Art line. You have seen my 
works over aud over again, and you have heen 
curious about me, and you think you have seen 
me. Now, as a safe rule, you never have seen 
me, and you never do see me, and you never will 
see me. I think that's plainly put—and it's 
what knocks me over. 

If there's a blighted pubUc character going, 
I am the party. 

It has been remarked by a certain (or an un
certain) phUosopher, that the world knows no
thing of its greatest raen. He might have put 
it plamer if he had thrown Ms eye in my direc
tion. He might have put it, that wliile the 
world knows something of them that apparently 
go in and win, it knows nothing of them that 
really go in and don't win. There it is again in 
another form— ând that's what knocks me over. 

Not that it's ouly myself that suffers from in-
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justice, but that I am more alive to my ovra 
mjuries than to any other man's. Bemg, as I have 
mentioned, in the Fine Art Une, and not the 
PMlantMopic line, I openly admit it. As to 
company iu injury, I have company enough. 
Who are you passing every day at your Competi
tive Excruciations? The fortunate candidates 
whose heads and livers you have tumed upside-
down for life ? Not you. You are really pass
ing the Crammers aud Coaches. If your prin
ciple is right, why don't you turn out to-morrow 
moming with the keys of your cities ou velvet 
cushions, your musicians playing, and your 
flags flying, and read addresses to tne Crammers 
and Coaches on your bended knees, beseeching 
them to come out and govern you ? Then, again, 
as to your public business of aU sorts, your 
Financial statements and your Budgets; the 
PubUc knows much, truly, about the real doers 
of all that! Your Nobles and Right Honour-
ables are first-rate men ? Yes, and so is a goose 
a first-rate bird. But I'U teU you this about the 
goose ;— ŷou'U find his natural flavour disap
pointing, without stuffing. 

Perhaps I am soured hy not being popular ? 
But suppose I AM popular. Suppose my 
works never faU to attract. Suppose that 
whether they are exMbited by natural light or 
by artificial, they invariably draw the public. 
Then no doubt tney are preserved in some Col
lection ? No they are not; they are not pre
served in any Collection, Copyright ? No, nor 
yet copyright. Anyhow they must be some
where r Wrong again, for they are often nowhere. 

Says you, "at aU events you are in a moody 
state of mind, my friend." My answer is, I 
have described myself as a public character with 
a blight upon hira—which fully accounts for the 
curdling of the milk in that cocoa-nut. 

Those that are acquainted with London, are 
aware of ,a locality on the Surrey side of the 
river Thames, caUed the Obelisk, or more gene
rally, the Obstacle. Those that are not ac
quamted with London, will also be aware of it, 
now that I have named it. My lodging is not 
far from that locality. I ara a young man of 
that easy disposition, that I Ue abed tUl it's ab
solutely necessary to get up and earn soraething, 
and then I lie abed again till I have spent it. 

It was on an occasion when I had had to 
turn to with a view to victuals, that I found 
myself walking along the Waterloo-road, one 
evening after dark, accompamed by an acquaint
ance and fellow-lodger in the gas-fitting way of 
life. He is very good company, having worked 
at the theatres, and indeed he has a theatrical 
tura himself and wishes to be brought out in 
the character of OtheUo; but whether on ac
count of Ms regular work always blacking his 
face and hands more or less, I cannot say. 

" Tom," he says, " what a mystery hangs 
over you !'* 

" Yes, Mr. Click"— t̂he rest of the house ge
neraUy give him his name, as being first, front, 
carpeted all over, Ms ovra fumiture, and if not 
mahogany, an out-and-out imitation — " Yes, 
Mr. Click, a mystery does hang over m«." 

" Makes you low, you see, don't it ?" says 
he, eyeing me sideways. 

" Why yes, Mr. CUck, there are circumstances 
connected with it that have," I yielded to a sigh, 
" a lowermg effect." 

" Gives you a touch of the misanthrope too, 
don't it ?" says he. " WeU, I'll teU you what. 
If I was you, I'd shake it off." 

" If I was you, I would, Mr. CUck; but if jou 
was me, you wouldn't." 

" Ah!" says he, " there's something in that." 
When we had walked a Uttle further, he took 

it up again by touching me on the chest. 
" You see, Tom, it seems to me as if, in the 

words of the poet who wrote the domestic drama 
of the Stranger, you had a sUent sorrow there." 

" I have, Mr. Click." 
" I hope, Tom," lowering his voice m a 

friendly way, " it isn't coimng, or smashing ?" 
" No, Mr. CUck. Don't be uneasy." 
" Nor yet forg " Mr. Click checked him

self, and added, " counterfeiting anything, for 
instance ?" 

" No, Mr. Click. I ara lawfully in the Art 
Ime—Fine Art line—but I can say no more." 

" Ah! Under a species of star ? A kmd of a 
malignant speU ? A sort of a gloomy destiny ? 
A cankerworm pegging away at your vitals in 
secret, as well as I make it out?" said Mr. 
Click, eyeing me with some admiration. 

I told Mr. Click that was about it, if we came 
to particulars; and I thought he appeared 
rather proud of rae. 

Our conversation had brought us to a crowd 
of people, the greater part struggling for a 
front place frora which to see something on the 
pavement, which proved to be various designs 
executed in coloured chalks on the pavement-
stones, lighted by two candles stuck in rand 
sconces. The subjects consisted of a fine fresh 
salraon's head and shoulders, supposed to have 
been recently sent home frora the fishraonger's; 
a moonlight mght at sea (in a circle); dead 
game; scroU-work ; the head of a hoary hermit 
engaged in devout contemplation ; the head of 
a pomter smoking a pipe; and a cherubim, his 
flesh creased as in infancy, going on a horizontal 
errand against the wind. All these subjects 
appeared to me to be exquisitely done. 

On his knees on one side of this gallery, a 
shabby person of modest appearance who shivered 
dreadfuUy (though it wasn't at aU cold), was 
engaged in blowing the chalk-dust off the moon, 
toning the outline of the back of the hermit's 
head with a bit of leather, and fattening the 
down-stroke of a letter or two in the writing. 
I have forgotten to mention that writing formed 
a part of the composition, and that it also—as 
it appeared to me—was exquisitely done. It 
ran as foUows, in fine round characters: " An 
honest man is the noblest work of God. 1 2 3 
4 5 6 7 8 9 0. £ s. d. Employment in an 
office is humbly requested. Honour the Queen. 
Hunger is a 0 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 sharp thora. 
Chip chop, cherry chop, foi de rol de ri do. As
tronomy and mathematics. I do tMs to support 
my famUy." 
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Murmurs of admiration at the exceeding 
beauty of this performance went about among 
the crowd. The artist having fimshed his touch
ing (aud having spoilt those places), took his seat 
on the pavement with his knees crouched up very 
nigh his chin; and halfpence began to rattle in. 

" A pity to see a man of that talent brought 
so low ; ain't it ?" said one of the crowd to me. 

" What he raight have done in the coach-paint
ing, or house-decorating!" said another man, who 
took up the first speaker because I did not. 

" Why he writes—alone—like the Lord Chan
cellor !" said another man. 

" Better," said another. " I know his wxlting. 
He couldn't support his family this way." 

Then, a woman noticed the natural fluffiness 
of the hermit's hair, and another woman, her 
friend, mentioned of the salmon's gills that you 
could almost see him gasp. Then, au elderly 
country gentleman stepped forward and asked 
the modest man how he executed his work? And 
the modest man took some scraps of brown 
paper with colours in 'em out of his pockets and 
showed thera. Then a fair-complexioned doiUcey 
with sandy hair and spectacles, asked if the 
hermit was a portrait ? To which the modest 
man, casting a sorrowful glance upon it, replied 
that it was, to a certain extent, a recollection of 
his father. This caused a boy to yelp out, " Is 
the Pinter a smoking the pipe, your mother?" 
who was immediately shoved out of view by a 
sympathetic carpenter with his basket of tools at 
his back. 

At every fresh question or remark, the crowd 
leaned forward more eagerly, aud dropped the 
halfpence raore freely, and the modest mau 
gathered them up more meekly. At last, another 
elderly gentleman came to the front, and gave 
the artist his card, to come to his office to
morrow and get some copying to do. The ca,rd 
was accompanied by sixpence, and the ai"tist 
was profoundly grateful, and, before he put Ihe 
card in his hat, read it several times by the 
light of his candles to fix the address well in Ms 
mind, in case he should lose it. The crowd was 
deeply interested by this last incident, and a man 
in the second row with a gruff voice, growled to 
the artist, " You've got a chance in life now, ain't 
you ?" The artist answered (sniffing in a very 
low-spirited way, however), " I'm thankful to 
hope so." Upon which there was a general 
chorus of " You are aU right," and the halfpence 
slackened very decidedly. 

I felt myself pulled away by the arm, and Mr. 
Click and I stood alone at the corner of the next 
crossing. 

" Why, Tom," said Mr. Click, " what a horrid 
expression of face you've got!" 

« Have I ? " says L 
"Have you?" says Mr. Click. " W h y you 

looked as if you would have his blood." 
"Whose blood?" 
" The artist's." 
" The artist's !" I repeated. And I laughed, 

franticaUy, wildly, gloomily, incoherentiy, dis
agreeably. I am sensible that I did. I know 
I did. 

Mr. Click stared at me iu a scared sort of a 
way, but said nothing until we had walked a 
street's length. He then stopped short, and said, 
with excitement on the part of his fore-finger: 

" Thomas, I find it necessary to be plain with 
you. I don't like the envious man. I have 
identified the cankerworra that's pegging away 
at your vitals, and it's envy, Thomas." 

" Is i t?" says L 
" Yes, it is," says he, " Thomas, beware of 

envy. It is the green-eyed monster which never 
did and never will improve each shining hour, 
but quite the reverse. I dread the envious' 
raan, Thomas. I confess that I am afraid of the 
envious man, when he is so envious as you 
are. Whilst you contemplated the works of a 
gifted rival, and whilst you heard that rival's 
praises, and especially whilst you met his humble 
glance as he put that card away, your counte
nance was so malevolent as to be terrific. 
Thomas, I have heard of the envy of them that 
follows the Fine Art line, but I never beUeved 
it could be what yours is. 1 wish you well, but 
I take my leave of you. And if you should ever 
get into trouble througii knifeing—or say, ga
rotting—a brother artist, as I beUeve you will, 
don't call me to character, Thomas, or I shaU be 
forced to injure your case." 

Mr. Click parted frora me with those words, 
and we broke off our acquaintance. 

I became enamoured. Her name was Hene-
rietta. Contending with my easy disposition, I 
frequently got up to go after her. She also 
dwelt in the neighbourhood of the Obstacle, 
aud I did fondly hope that no other would in
terpose in the way of our union. 

To say that Henerietta was volatile, is but to 
say that she was woman. To say that she was 
in the bonnet-trimming, is feebly to express the 
taste which reigned predominant in her own. 

She consented to walk with me. Let me do 
her the justice to say that she did so upon 
trial. " I am not," said Henerietta, "as yet 
prepared to regard you, Thomas, in any other 
light than as a friend; but as a friend I am 
wUling to walk with you, on the understanding 
that softer sentiments raay flow," 

We walked. 
Under the influence of Henerietta's beguile-

ments, I now got out of bed daily. I pursued 
my caUing vrith au industry before unknown, 
and it canuot fail to have been observed at that 
period, by those most famiUar with the streets 
of London, that there was a larger supply 
but hold! The time is not yet come! 

Oue evening in October, I was walking with 
Henerietta, enjoying the cool breezes wafted 
over Vauxhall Bridge. After several slow turns, 
Henerietta gaped frequently (so inseparable from 
woman is the love of excitement), and said, 
" Let's go home by Grosv^nor-place, PiccadiUy, 
and Waterloo"—localities, I may state for the 
information of the stranger and the foreigner, 
well known in London, and the last a Bridge. 

" No. Not by Piccadilly, Henerietta," said L 
"Anti why not PiccadUly, for goodness' sake?' 

said Henerietta. 

tolloT 

- I -
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CouM I teU her ? Could I confess to the 
gloomy presentiment that overshadowed me? 
Could I make myself inteUigible to her ? No. 

" I don't like Piccadilly, Henerietta." 
" But I do," said she. " It's dark now, and 

the long rows of lamps m Piccadilly after dark 
are beautiful. I will go to Piccadilly!" 

Of course we went. I t was a pleasant mght, 
and there were numbers of people m the streets. 
I t was a brisk nidit, but uot too cold, aud not 
damp. Let me darkly observe, it was the best 
of all nights—FOR THE PURPOSE. 

As we passed the garden-wall of the Royal 
Palace, gomg up Grosveuor-place, Henerietta 
murmured, 

" I wish I was a Queeu!" 
" Why so, Henerietta ?" 
" I would make you SometMng," said she, 

aud crossed her two hands on my arm, and 
turned away her head. 

Jud,^ing from this that the softer sentiments 
alluded to above had begun to flow, I adapted 
my conduct to that belief. Thus happily we 
passed on into the detested thoroughfare of Pic
cadilly. On the right of that thoroughfare is a 
row of trees, the railing of the Greeu Park, 
and a fine broad eligible piece of pavement. 

" 0 ray!" cried Henerietta,presently. "There's 
been au accident!" 

I looked to the left, and said, " Where, Hene
rietta ?" 

"Not there, stupid," said she. "Over by 
the Park railings. Where the crowd is ! O uo, 
it's not an accident, it's soraething else to look 
at! What's them lights ?" 

She referred to two Ughts twinkling low 
amongst the legs of the assemblage : two candles 
on the pavement. 

" 0 do come along!" cried Henerietta, skip
ping across the road with me;—I hung back, but 
mvain. "Do let's look!" 

Again, designs upon the pavement. Centre 
compartment. Mount Vesuvius going it (in a 
CKcle), supported by four oval corapartraents, 
severally representing a ship iu heavy weather, 
a shoidder of mutton attended by two cucum
bers, a golden harvest with distant cottage of pro
prietor, and a knife and fork after nature; above 
the centre compartment a bunch of grapes, and 
over the whole a rainbow. The whole, as it 
appeared to me, exqmsitely done. 

The person in attendance on these works of 
art was m all respects, shabbiness excepted, un
like the former person. His whole appearance 
and manner denoted briskness. Though thread
bare, he expressed to the crowd that poverty 
had not subdued his spirit or tinged with any 
sense of shame this honest effort to turn his 
talents to some account. The writing which 
formed a part of his composition was conceived 
in a similarly cheerful tone. I t breathed the 
foUowmg sentiments : " The writer is poor but 
not despondent. To a British 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0 
Public lie £ s. d. appeals. Honour to our brave 
Army! And also 0 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 to our gal
lant Navy. BRITONS STRIKE the A B C D 
E F G writer m common chalks would be grateful 

for any suitable employment HOME ! HURRAH !" 
The whole of this v?riting appeared to me to be 
exquisitely done. 

But this raan, in one respect like the last, 
though seemingly hard at it with a great show 
of brown paper aud rubbers, was only really fat
tening the down-stroke of a letter here and 
there, or blowing the loose chalk off the rain
bow, or toning the outside edge of the shoulder 
of mutton. Though he did this vrith the greatest 
confidence, he did it (as it struck me) in so 
ignorant a manner, and so spoilt everything he 
touched, that when he began upon the purple 
smoke frora the chimney of the distant cottage 
of the proprietor of the golden harvest (which 
sraoke was beautifully soft), I found myself 
saying aloud, without considering of i t : 

"Let that alone, wiU you ?" 
"Halloa!" said the man next me in the 

crowd, jerking me roughly from him with his 
elbow, " why didn't you send a telegram ? If 
we had known you was commg, we'd have pro
vided something better for you. You under
stand the man's work better than he does him
self, don't you? Have you made your will? 
You're too clever to Uve long." 

"Don't be hard upon the gentleman, sir," 
said the person in attendance on the works of 
art, with a twinkle in Ms eye as he looked at 
me, "he may chance to be an artist himself. 
If so, sir, he will have a feUo w-feeling with me, sir, 
when I"—he adapted his action to his words as 
he went ou, and gave a smart slap of his hands 
between each touch, working hiraself all the 
time about and about the composition—"when 
I lighten the bloom of my grapes—shade off the 
orange in my rainbow—dot the i of my Britons 
—throw a yellow-light into ray cow-OMm-ber—in
sinuate another raorsel of fat into ray shoulder 
of rautton—dart auother zig-zag flash of light
ning at ray ship in distress !" 

He seeraed to do this so neatly, and was so 
mmble about it, that the halfpence carae flying 
in. 

"Thanks, generous public, thanks!" said the 
professor. " You will stimulate me to further 
exertions. My name wUl be found in the list 
of British Painters yet. I shall do better than 
this, with encouragement. I shaU indeed." 

" You never can do better than that bunch of 
grapes," said Henerietta. " 0 , Thomas, them 
grapes!" 

"Not better than that, lady? I hope for 
the time when I shall paint anything but your 
own bright eyes and lips, equal to life." 

" (Thomas, did you ever ?) But it must take 
a long time, sir," said Henerietta, blushing, " to 
paint equal to that." 

" I was prenticed to it. Miss," said the young 
man, smartly touching up the composition— 
"prenticed to it m the caves of Spain and 
Portingale, ever so long and two year over." 

There was a lau^h from the crowd; and a new 
raan who had worked hiraself in next me, said, 
"He's a smart chap, too; ain't he ?" 

" And what a eye!" exclaimed Henerietta, 
softly. 
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"Ah ! He need have a eye," said the man. 
" Ah! He just need," was murmured among 

the crowd. 
" He couldn't come that 'ere burning moun

tain without a eye," said the man. He had got 
hiraself accepted as an authority, somehow, and 
everybody looked at his finger as it pointed out 
Vesuvius. " To corae that effect in a general 
illuraination, would require a eye; but to corae 
it with two dips—why it's enough to bUnd 
Mm!" 

That impostor pretending not to have heard 
what was said, now winked to any extent with 
both eyes at once, as if the strain upon his sight 
was too much, and threw back his long hair— 
it was very long—as if to cool his fevered brow. 
I was watching him doing it, when Henerietta 
suddenly whispered, " Oh, Thomas, how horrid 
you look !" and pulled me out by the arm. 

Reraeraberiiig Mr. Click's words, I was con
fused when I retorted, " What do you mean by 
horrid?" 

" Oh gracious ! Why, you looked," said Hene
rietta, " as if you would have his blood." 

I was gomg to answer, " So 1 would, for two
pence frora his nose," when I checked my
self and remained silent. 

We returned home in silence. Every step of 
the way, the softer sentiments that had flowed, 
ebbed twenty mile an hour. Adapting my con
duct to the ebbing, as I had done to the flowing, 
I let ray arm drop Ump, so as she could scarcely 
keep hold of it, and I wished her such a cold 
good night at parting, that I keep within the 
bounds of truth when I characterise it as a 
Rasper. 

In the course of the next day, I received the 
following document: 

" Henerietta informs Thomas that my eyes are 
open to you. I must ever wish you well, but walk
ing and us is separated by an unfarmable abyss. 
One 80 malignant to superiority—Oh that look at 
him !—can never never conduct 

HENERIETTA. 

P.S.—To the altar." 
Yielding to the easiness of my disposition, I 

went to bed for a week, after receiving this 
letter. During the whole of such time, London 
was bereft of the usual fraits of my labour. 
When I resumed it, I found tha,t Henerietta 
was married to the artist of Piccadilly. 

Did I say to the artist? What fell words 
were those, expressive of what a galling hol-
lowness, of what a bitter mockery ! I—I—I 
—ara the artist. I was the real artist of Picca
dilly, I was the real artist of the Waterloo-
road, I am the only artist of all those pavement-
subjects which daily and nightly arouse your 
admfration. I do 'em, and I let 'em out. The 
man you behold with the papers of chaUcs and 
the rubbers, touching up the down-strokes of 
the writing and shading off the salmon, the 
man you give the credit to, the man you give 
the money to, Mres—yes ! and I live to tell it! 
—hires those works of art of me, and brings 
nothing to 'em but the cantUes. 

Such is genius in a commercial country. I 

am not up to the shivering, I am not up to the 
liveliness, I am not up to the-wanting-employ-
ment-in-an-office move; T am only up to ori
ginating and executing the work. In conse
quence of which you never see me, you think 
you see me when you see somebotiy else, and 
that somebody else is a mere Commercial 
character. The one seen by self and Mr. CUck 
in the Waterloo-road, can only vrrite a single 
word, and that I taught him, and its MULTIPU-
CATiON—which you may see him execute upside 
down, because he can't do it the natural way. 
The one seen by self and Henerietta by the Green 
Park raiUngs, can just smear into existence the 
two ends of a rainbow, with his cuff and a rubber 
—if very hard put upon making a show—but 
he could no raore corae the arch of the rainbow, 
to save his life, than he could corae the moon
Ught, fish, volcano, shipwreck, mutton, hermit, 
or any of ray most celebrated effects. 

To conclude as I began; if there's a blighted 
public character going, I ara the party. And 
often as you have seen, do see, and wUl see, my 
Works, it's fifty thousand to one if you'll ever 
see me, unless, when the candles are burnt down 
and the Commercial character is gone, you 
should happen to notice a neglected young man 
perseveringly rubbing out the last traces of the 
pictures, so that nobody can renew the same. 
That's me. 

HIS PORTMANTEAU. 

I. 
MR. BLORAGE walked up and down his dining-

room, on the 31st of December, 1851, with the 
air and step of a man at peace with the world, 
and pleased with himself. As he turned to and 
fro, there was a little swing of exMtation m 
his gait, which no friend (had there been any 
friend present to witness it) would have re
cognised as a trait peciUiar to Mr. Blorage. 
On the contrary, he passed among his neigh
bours and acquaintance as a man of a modest 
and sedate temperament, and of au extreme 
good nature: so that those same friends and 
neighbours, full of the impudence of the world, 
often laughed at the former, and let no oppor
tunity slip of taking advantage of the latter. 
But he was accustomed to be unposed upon. 
In fact, it was his business, his vocation, to 
which he had beeu apprenticed from his earliest 
childhood. , 

It is recorded by his nurse and mother, that 
so amialale, so complacent a baby never vras 
born. A faint whimper was the only complaint 
he raade, after lying for hours in his cradle wide 
awake, with nothing but a daraaged tassel to 
arause hira,as it swung to and fro from the hood 
of the cradle iu the draught—which draught 
reddened his baby nose, and brought the water 
into his little weak eyes. As he grew up, it 
became an established fact, that Master Dick 
was to be washed first or last, taken out or left 
behind, given sugar-plums or forgotten, as it 
happened to suit the peculiar fancy of every 
other person rather thau Master Dick himself 



Chvle«.91«kena,] HIS PORTMANTEAU. [December 4,1862.] 3 5 

because he was so sweet tempered. Thus he wea-
thered babyhood, encountered childhood, aud 
rushed up into boyhood, in a pleasing and satis
factory manner to all parties, himself included. 
He never worried his mother by catching in
fectious diseases at wrong times ; he went 
through the necessary ailments of chUdhood— 
such as measles, whooping-cough, and scarlatina 
—with the least possible degree of trouble to 
all parties concerned; and caused no anxiety by 
havmg relapses, or taking colds. If he cut his 
finger to the bone, no one knew of it, unless any 
one chanced to notice the scar. If he fell into 
the river, he scrambled out, aud dried Ms own 
clothes, by the convenient process of airing thera 
on his own body. If he fell off a tree, down a 
well, over a wall, he picked himself up and bore 
his burden of bruises with silent composure. In 
addition to these accomplishments, he bore any 
amount of other people's work, and seemed rather 
to enjoy being " put upon." He was glad to be 
obliging, and "gave up" with quite as much zest 
as other natures about him delighted to " take 
all." Once, and once only, did a sUght attack of 
ill temper and discontent assail hira. His father, 
without any previous notice, vrithout the shadow 
of a consultation as to any faint bias on Dick's 
part, but just because " he was Dick, and would 
ne sure to do it, whether he Uked it or not," 
placed him, at the age of sixteen years, as the 
junior of all the junior clerks, in a Bank. 

Now, Dick was a country boy, bora and 
brought up in truly rural fashion. His father 
having a small estate, farmed the greater part of 
it himself, and, being a practical man, did nothing 
by halves. His children participated in all that 
he did, as much for their own benefit as for his. 
The boys were active young farmers from the 
time they were breeched; and the girls reared 
chickens, and understood the immaculate clean-
Uness of a dairy, before they could speU their 
own names. So Dick's habits, and what little 
idiosyncrasy he had of his own, belonged wholly 
to the country. 

He was up with the lark, roaming over his 
father's premises, and lighting upon all sorts of 
charitable things to do. A brood of young 
ducks, always erratic, obstinate, and greedy, had 
squeezed their mucilaginous little bodies through 
nothing, and were out on the loose, their vigi
lant foster-mother, " in a fine frenzy," clacking' 
within the shut-up|poultry-house. I t was Dick's 
business to open the door and give her lost ones 
to her cherishing wings; and all the acknow
ledgment he got was an unmistakable indica
tion on the part of the irritated mother that he 
alone had been the cause of the separation. He 
delighted to stagger under a load of fodder, 
taking, as high aud invaluable wages, the glad 
neigh of the expectant horse, or the gentle soft 
low of the cow. He rushed into the matitutinal 
quarrel of the bantam-cock and the great 
bubbley-jock; he coaxed with crumbs of bread 
the shy little pullets, and covertly threw handfuls 
of grain to the ostracised cockerels, who dared 
not so much as look upon a crumb within sight 
of the proud monarch of the poultry-yard. 

Having meddled and messed in everything 
that was going on, to the high delight of him
self, if of nothing else, Dick would return to 
the house, brash and clean himself with scru
pulous exactness, and place himself ready to 
receive his mother's moming kiss on his cool 
rosy soap-shining cheeks. After that, he began 
the real business of the day; he nursed the 
baby, made the tea, cut the bread-and-butter, 
adraimstered it, adjusted quarrels, ran the mes
sages, and took what breakfast he could be
tween whUes. When he had a few moments 
he could call his own, he roamed about, saving 
young birds from remorseless kidnappers, 
rescuing puppies and kittens from untimely 
fates, helping little maidens over high stiles, and 
assisting old woraen to carry fagots of sticks, 
assuredly stolen frora his father's hedge-rows. 

Dick possessed one harraless propensity— 
never to see a hill without paying it the compU
ment of running to the top of it in so many 
minutes, and speeding down to the bottom 
again in so many minutes less. He considered 
it a duty he owed to society at large, to be able 
to say in how short a time society could ap
proach so much nearer to heaven. 

For these reasons, and a thousand more such, 
Dick's dismay may be comprehended when he 
was suddenly required to exchange breezy hill
tops and flowery plains, for the high stool, 
matching the Mgher desk, in a dusty cloudy 
cobwebby back Bank-office, in a close dull un
savoury street. 

Dick began a reraonstrance. For the first 
time in his Ufe, there rose to his Ups the murmur 
of a complaint. The person upon whose ear the 
unwonted sound fell, was his younger brother: 
caUed William by his godfathers and god
mothers, BUl by those who had no particular 
regard for him, or he for them, and Billy by 
the fortunate possessors of what affections 
he had. Generally obtuse to everything that 
did not concern himself, he was visibly startled 
by the unwonted moan, and kindly said, under 
the shock of surprise : 

" Corae, come, old fellow! None of that." 
" But I don't like the Bank, Billy. I ara 

unhappy; I think I am dreadfully unhappy; 
the smell of the place makes me sick; 1 get 
the cramp in my legs from sitting on that 
high stool; I am as nervous " 

" Hold hard, Dick; I won't have you say 
another word. How (iare you talk like that to 
me?" 

"My dear Billy " 
"Don't dear Billy me. When you know as 

well as I do, that if you don't stay at the Bank 
I shall have to go there !" 

"Oh dear!" ejaculated Dick. 
" Oh dear !" miraicked the fast younger bro

ther. " I wonder you have the heart to hint an 
objectiouj Dick—especially knowing, as you do, 
how you hate the Bank. Endangering your 
own brother! And you setting up for being 
a good-natured fellow, too!" 

-Dick said ho more, but manfuUy bore up 
against snieUs, cramps, nerves, and headaches, 
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'How with the mental comfort and consolation, 
lucky poor dear BUly is saved all this!" 

Time worked its own cure, and he experienced 
in his own person the trath of that well-esta
blished maxim, " Habit becomes second nature." 
He exercised his peculiar vocation by doing a 
great deal of other people's work besides his 
own; by cherishing solitary and forlorn-looking 
spiders; assisting flies out of a persistent search 
into ink-bottles ; and being generally kind-
hearted to everything and everybody. 

He was universally liked, though vastly im
posed upon; still, upon his gradual elevation, 
in course of time, from junior of the juniors 
to head of all, there was no voice but his own 
that hazarded a doubt on the fitness of the elec
tion. He was a little uncomfortable himself lest 
he should have taken a place one of the others 
might have coveted or better deserved. 

At last assured that his abilities and position 
warranted the choice, Dick resigned himself to 
being entirely happy, and—as a fall essential to 
a state of bliss—fell iu love. 

That his choice should light on one pro-
.1; a fouudly milike himself, was perfectly natural; a 

young lady of much beauty and many wants 
being exactly the being to appear angelic in 
Dick's eyes. Had slie been possessed of brains, 
or of sufficient capacity to see into the depths 
of Dick's most honest heart, she might have 
ruled there, queen and wife, and her domestic 
kingdora would have ennobled her in all eyes; 
but, like a playful kitten, incipient cruelty lurked 
in her prettiest ways. Her character may be 
inferred from the answer she gave Dick when 
he tendered her his all. 

" Indeed, Mr. Richard, you are very good! 
How you have surprised me! And do you 
really think so well of me ? I never thought 
you reaUy cared a bit for me. I laughed and 
chatted with you, because, as we all said, Mr. 
Richard Blorage was so good natured." 

" Good natured to you, Ellen ! Oh, Heaven, 
could you read nothing more in my devotion ? 
Not the deepest, strongest, most enduring 
love?" 

" You quite amaze rae, Mr. Richard ! Where 
have you kept these feelings so long ?" 

" Oh, Ellen! Do uot trifle with me !" 
" No ! Not for worlds, Mr. Blorage! I ara no 

flirt. I ara a frank creature, and always will be." 
" I tiiought—I hoped—oh, EUen ! I would 

not have dared to speak thus, aud lay bare ray 
heart before you, had you not encouraged " 

"Now, Mr. Richard, don't say that, I beg! 
I ara sure I am above that. Besides, marama 
wishes me to marry rather high. She wishes 
me to set my younger sisters a good example; 
and indeed papa has said to rae raore than 
ouce, that he would never suffer me to marry 
a banker's clerk." 

" I am to be a partner m two years." 
"Two years! I raay be married long be

fore that. Come, Mr. Richard, don't be cast 
down. We can always be the best of friends." 

"And my vrife, Ellen?" 
"Oh dear no! I reaUy wonder you could 

ever think of such a thing—so good natured, 
as you are. Pray don't tease me any more." 

Poor Dick's tender heart sweUed and throbbed 
with many tender emotions; but he really was 
too good natured to let any angry or bitter 
thoughts divide it. He raUied his fluttering 
and bewildered senses, looked round for his 
hat (an article that always seems of great com
fort to Englishmen in difficulties), looked iuto 
it, and not finding a single word in it to help 
Mm out, went away speecliless with a single bow. 
I t was a bow worthy of Sir Charles Grandison, 
and it was a far raore natural bow than SirCharles 
Grandison ever made. There was a quiet dig
nity in it, expressive of so much integrity and 
worth, that it even smote the little silly substi
tute for a heart which had so mocked hira, with 
a stab of misgiving. 

Time, that never-faUing plaster which heals 
so many wounds, came to Dick's aid. He derived 
a melancholy satisfaction from working twice 
as hard as he had ever done before. He was at 
that once odious office before the doors were 
opened, and sat on his high stool for hours at a 
stretch, regardless of cramp. Frora always being 
a compassionate and good-natured fellow, he be
came morbidly so : appearing to regard the whole 
of his acquaintance as victims to unrequited 
love, upon whom it was essential he should 
expend a vigilant care of the most forbearing 
and affectionate nature. 

Not even the fast, worldly-wise opinion of 
WiUiam, Bill, or Billy, could make him think he 
was an ill-used raan. 

"She's a flirt, and no mistake. Jsawthroughher 
long ago, Dick. I alvrays said she would jUt you." 

" You wrong her, WiUiam—you deeply wrong 
her. She was right in her decision. She de
served a better fate than to be the wife of a 
banker's clerk." 

"Pooh, pooh! Ha, ha! Why, you have a 
share in the firm already, and raay call yourself 
banker at once, and I hope to the Lord you will 
soon get rich. It will be deviUsh comfortable, 
Dick, always to be able to turn to you when 
one wants five or ten pounds." 

" Do you want a little raoney now, BUly ? I 
have no occasion to hosird money." 

"The very thing I do want, my dear feUow. 
I never was so hard up. I say ! It's a great 
comfort to rae, Dick, that you didn't marry that 
simpleton of a girl." 

"Hush, Bill." 
"Well, it's a very good tiling for yourseU, 

then. I'U swear she was a screw." 
"Forbear, BUl." 
" WeU, it was an uncommon good tMng for 

her, then." 
"That is my only consolation," sighed the 

good Dick, as he handed his brother a bundle 
of notes, which, trae to busmess habits, he 
carefully counted over twice. 

" Twenty-five pounds; thank ye, Dick." 

Bless us I Mr. Blorage has been a long time 
walking up and down that diumg-room of his. 
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Had the volatUe Ellen at last relented, that 
he walked up and down with that elastic step ? 
No, no. She had married within six months of 
bUghting Dick—had married an Honourable by 
name, if not by nature; but the title being of 
much more consequence than the fact, there is 
no need to inquire further. If Dick's prayers 
could make her happy, she was supreraely blest. 

No. Mr. Blorage was excited, because he 
was dining in his own new, substantially built, 
elegantly furnished, luxuriously ornamented, 
house—a house that had been pronounced per
fect—a gem of a house—a house that only 
wanted one more thing, to be absolute per
fection. He was dining in it, for the first 
time, and he had (though naturally a sober 
man), under the pressure of such an extreme 
circumstance, drank success to it, and health to 
himself, just about once too often. Hence, 
thought was running riot in his brain, Uke an 
express engine gone mad. Here was he, at the 
good and pleasant age of thirty-five, an inde
pendent gentleman, with fifteen hundred a year, 
nonestly made, and safely deposited in the only 
bank that never breaks—her Majesty's Consols. 
Besides, he stiU held a lucrative and independent 
position in the very Bank once so disagreeable 
to him. He was uot a responsible partner, he 
was only the trusted confidential manager. 
" For, as to partnerships," thought Dick, " it 
would never do for rae to lose ray raoney 
through the speculations of others. I could 
not help Billy, or send Uttle Maude to that 
first-rate London school. As to my dear mo
ther. Old Grobus's legacy (I wonder why he 
left it to me ?) just feU m, in time to make her 
comfortable." 

Dick had grovra rich, nobody quite knew 
how. As he was always helping every one, 
perhaps he realised the promise, "Cast thy 
bread upon the waters, and it shall return unto 
thee a hundred-fold." He had made one or 
two fortunate speculations. He had been left 
a legacy by old Grobus, a morose brother clerk, 
who had never given him a civil word when 
alive, but had bequeathed him aU he died 
worth, remarking in his will that "Richard 
Blorage, Ms heir, would be sure to spend it 
better than he could." And Richard Blorage, 
first ascertaining that there were no real heirs, 
had forthwith purchased one or two waste bits 
of land, because the owners wanted to sell them, 
and because no one but a good-natured fool would 
buy thera. No sooner, however, did they become 
Dick's than they were discovered to be invalu
able. The railway ran straight through them; 
the land was the very thing for buUding pur
poses ; and, what was pleasanter than aU, no 
one envied Dick. Every one said, " Serve Dick 
Blorage right; he's a good feUow, and it's Ms 
due." 

And when he decided to buUd himself a new 
house on tMs improved and flourishing estate, 
every one, far and near, entered into the scheme. 
The plans were shown about, as if the plans were 
for a building of public property. The architect 
was received everywhere as a friend, the work

men were looked upon as part of the commu
nity. The house grew, stone by stone, under 
the eyes and minute inspection of all the neigh
bours. The laying of the foundation-stone was 
a popular jubilee; the roofing-m was nearly 
followed by a roofing-out, so deafemng were 
the cheers from the assembled multitude. The 
final completion of the structure was so raptu-
ously hailed by all Dick's friends, that it might 
have been supposed Mr. Blorage had privately 
mtiraated to the whole of them, individually 
and separately, that he intended to make eacn 
a present of the achieved piece of architec
ture. 

Of course there was to be a house-warming— 
a dinner and a dance; and it was thinking of 
this identical fete, to come off the very next 
day, that had set Mr. Blorage's thoughts off at 
express pace. Not because his dinner was to 
be so weU appointed, not because his wines (he 
knew that a Uttle too well this evening!) were 
unexceptionable, not because the music provided 
was the best that money could hire, not be
cause his rooms were beautifully decorated, his 
chintzes of the sweetest patterns, his carpets 
Axminster and Brussels; but because two out 
of the sixty invitations he had issued had been 
accepted. Why two ? And what two ? In the 
present excited state of Mr. Blorage's brain, he 
could only have answered, "Upon those two 
hangs ray fate—the fate of ray house." 

He threw Mmself into one of those deUghtful 
spring-seated sloping-backed softly-cushioned 
arm-(^airs, in which our unlucky ancestors never 
had the good fortune to repose. He took an
other glass of wme, oblivious of having drank 
success to his house already rather often. 

" So, they both corae! Lovely creatures ! 
BiU doesn't like Fanny; he says she is like Ellen. 
Ah, poor Ellen. I don't know which is the 
prettier of those two cousins. Billy seems 
rather full of Florence. I must find that out; 
I must observe hira; it would never do to ruin 
poor BiU's happiness; I know what unrequited 
love is. I am not in love with either of the 
cousins at present. I was madly in love with 
Ellen, but, you see, I got over it." (Who was 
thereto see, Mr. Blorage ? Ah, that last glass!) 
" It certainly is tirae I married. But I shouldn't 
like to be served that way again — as Ellen 
served me, I raean. Bill will have it she's 
unhappy; I hope not. BUl says I ara a great 
fool if I ever—if I submit—if, in short, I am 
taken in again. Did Ellen take me in ? I don't 
know. I don't understand women at aU. I 
beUeve every word they say; I adore their sweet 
smiles and vrinningways, audi would not—nay, 
I could not—think Ul of them for the world. I 
suppose I am a fool, as BiU says I am. What a 
thmg it would be for me if some Mud-hearted 
honest gemus, or fairy, would bestow upon the 
walls of my house the gift of making people appear 
just as they are, speak just what they think, and 
be altogether as God and Nature made them! 
When I was young, surely I read of a palace of 
truth belonging to some feUow—kmg, I beg Ms 
pardon—callea Phanor. To be sure, they got 
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into a world of difficulties, and were all more or 
less miserable. But they were French people ; 
whereas a good honest Briton Ukes the truth, 
and WILL speak it whether he's miserable or 
not." 

Mr. Blorage spoke tbe last sentence aloud, 
with great emphasis on the auxiliary verb; 
moreover, giving force to Ms words by an ener
getic thump on the arm of his chair. 

" My dear sir, take care!" said a voice in his 
ear. 'Ihe sound was Uke the tinkle of a little 
silver bell, clear as a note of music. 

Looking towards the sound, the good Dick 

{lerceived, perched on the arm of the chair, a 
ittle lady : who steadied herself, after his hard 

thump on the cushion, by holding vaUantly on 
to an elaborately crocheted anti-macassar. 

" I — I beg your pardon," stammered Mr. 
Blorage. 

" Granted," said the lady. *' Now, open your 
hand, and hold it steady." 

Always ready to obUge, Mr. Blorage did as he 
was asked, and was wonderfully surprised that 
he was not surprised when she took a flying leap 
into the midtUe of his palm. 

" Thank you, Dick," said she, arranging her 
Uttle crinoline, and putting on an air. " So you 
want your house to be gifted with the power of 
making people speak the truth, eh ?" 

" I should Uke it," he answered, in some con
fusion. 

The little lady shook her head, 
"You won't Uke it. You wiU find it very 

annoying. Neither your servants, nor your 
friends, nor your relations, wUl seem the better 
for it, Dick." 

" I should Uke to try it for a little while— 
just for one day," he stammered, in answer to the 
wise forebodings of the little lady. 

" I understand. Merely to enable you to 
select a wife ? You fear to be made a fool of 
again, Dick," 

" Yes, yes," he answered, eagerly, " Marriage 
is such an awful thing. One does not mind 
being made a fool of for a short time—but for 
life!" Dick shuddered, and the little lady was 
nearly upset by the shock. 

In the endeavour to save herself from falling, 
she unfolded a pair of beautiful wings, whose 
transparent lustre of prismatic colours, formed 
a sort of Glory round her head. 

" How pretty you are," said Dick. 
" I only show my beauty to those who appre

ciate me. My name is Verita," 
" God bless the name," said Dick. " I d o n ' t 

care about the enchantment of my house, if you 
will always be at hand to advise me," 

" I mean to live with you, Dick; but as for 
advice, why did God give you an inteUigence to 
guide you through every difficulty ? Why ask 
a little odd spirit for advice, when you have but 
to knock at the door of your conscience for un
erring gmdance ?" 

" Trae," murmured Dick; ^' but still-; " 
" I see you hold to your own way, Dick, and 

as I wish you to have a good vrife, I will grant 
your request. But inasmuch as enchanting the 

whole house would be extremely inconvenient to 
you in more ways than one, I will confine the 
speU to this chair. But there ai-e conditions to 
be observed—^twa conditions—before I enchant 
the chair." Ht hit' 

"Name them." "" 
" The first is, that no one but yourself is to 

be apprised of the power the chair possesses." 
"Dear me," exclaimed Mr.Blorage, dubiously, 

"would that be quite fair ?" 
" Simpleton ! Who could you get to sit in 

your chair if its power were known, Dick ?" 
" Wouldn't people like it ? I shouldn't mind." 
" I dare say you would not. But assent to 

the condition, or the chair is not enchanted." 
" I consent. You said, dear madam, there 

was another condition ?" 
"The second condition is, that whoever enters 

within your doors «»«*^sit in the chair, and must 
answer three questions before leaving the chair." 

" But suppose people will do neither the one 
nor the other ?" 

" CompUance with the first condition I will 
take upou myself to ensure; the second depends 
on you, as it is you who must put the three 
questions." 

" What sort of questions ?" 
" Pooh, pooh, Dick, don't give rae more than 

my share of work. If you don't know the sort 
of questions to put, m order to obtain the good 
for which you have required me to enchant the 
chair, you are undeserving of the favour." 

Dick would have protested, but he was so 
fearful of disturbing the equilibrium of the de
licate little creature by over-earnest utterance, 
that he only opened aud shut his mouth, 

"Don't blow me away! I must be gone, 
though. The night is rather chilly, I think." 
She took out of an almost invisible pocket, a .sha
dowing sort of cobwebby thing, meant, he pre
sumed, for her handkercMef. Gracefully throw
ing it over her head, and tying it uuder her 
little atom of a chin, she continued: "Good 
night, Dick. And good fortune to this house! 
And may it soon possess the only charm it 
wants—a pretty wife for you, and a good mis
tress for itself 1" 

Before Mr. Blorage had time to answer, the 
palm of his hand was empty, and the fair little 
creature had disappeared. 

III. 
Mr. Richard Blorage was never quite clear 

during how long a time after the spirit's dis
appearance, he sat thinking or dozing. But 
the dining-room door having opened and shut 
several times during this peiiod of intense 
thought or doze, he at length became conscious 
that it was not likely to have opened and shut 
of its own accord, aud that it had probably done 
so under the hand of Peuge, his butler, his new 
butler, the most respectful and obsequious of 
butlers, who had come into his service with a 
character so very unexceptionable, that he had 
almost felt inclined to thank the spotless Penge 
for being so good as to take him for a master. 

Mr. Blorage rose h^tily and rang the beU. 
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Penge answered it so immediately, as to justify 
the supposition that when it rang, he had once 
again had his hand on the door-handle. 

Mr. Blorage was about to speak to the excel
lent Penge, when he was arrested by seeing that 
modest butler seat himself with much humUity 
in the chair his master had just vacated—the 
enchanted chair. He was no sooner seated than 
his appearance instantly changed. His counte
nance assumed an air of much self-complacency; 
he drew out from the depths of a mysterious 
pocket, a snuff-box ; and he took a large pinch 
of snuff m a caUn and deliberate manner. 

" I t is my only vice, sir," he remarked; " I 
trust it is not disagreeable ? Will you take a 
pinch ? No ceremony." 

ViUains, ruffians, rogues, and fast men, are 
above being surprised; or, if they de feel any 
slight attack of that weakness, they take care 
not to show it. But plain honest natural 
creatures are constantly surprised, and as con
stantly show it. Mr. Blorage gazed at his 
butler, open-mouthed and open-eyed, and in the 
greatest surprise, untU he was suddeMy recalled 
to a perception of the case, by seeing the face of 
the little spirit peeping out behind the chair. 

The Lady Verita had performed her part of 
the contract, aud had seated the butler in it by 
some marvellous power. Mr. Blorage must now 
perform his part of the contract. 

As he rubbed his eyes, ran his fingers through 
his hair, and blew his nose, perfectly un
able to decide what questions he should put to 
Penge, the confident air of the raan, shinmg 
through an obsequious mock humility, moved 
Mr. Blorage to a hearty and irresistible fit of 
laughter. Though he was sorry for Penge, 
though he felt that he alone was to blame for 
Penge's peculiar situation, restrain Mmself from 
laughter he could not. 

" Veil, Blorage," says Penge, with great self-
possession, " you 'ave a right to amuse yourself 
at vour pleasure; but you're drunk!" 

"Penge?" 
" Blorage! I ain't to be put out of the truth 

by you. You're drunk." 
" Drunk or sober, I think I am a gentleman, 

Penge?" 
"You may think so," returned the model 

butler, with great contempt; " but / don't. My 
ideas of a real gent, ain't by no manner o' means 
the same as yours, Blorage." 

" And what are your ideas ?" asked Dick, in 
a hurry, glad to catch hold of so safe a question. 

" My ideas," replied the model butler, rising 
with the occasion, " are racers—out-and-outers 
—sport—life. Them'sL-my ideas of a real gen
tleman, not your slow games.. Blorage ! you're 
a muff." 

Dick blushed a little, m mortification ; but it 
was clearly his duty to get this, Ms first victim, 
out of the chair of truth as speedily as pos
sible. 

" At all events, I hope you are comfortable, 
Penge? I hope that at least you Uke my 
service r 

" No, I don't, Blorage, I am formed for en-

jyment; and how can I know enjyraent under 
a mean-spirited screw that keeps the keys of 
his own cellar ?" 

" But you agreed with me, Penge, when I 
engaged you, that it was the most satisfactory 
arrangement for aU parties. Penge, you said 
you preferred it." 

" Blorage, I considered as it looked weU so 
to say; and having heerd as you was soft and 
easy, what I said to myself was, 'Penge ! you 
stick that into him, and you'll have the key 
before your first year is out.' Which is what I 
expect, Blorage, or you and me parts." 

Burning to release the prisoner, Mr. Blorage 
was racking his brain for tlie last question, when 
a furious peal of the door-bell suggested a very 
safe one. 

" Who can that be, Penge ?" 
" That awful young scamp your brother !" 
Then, instantly rising, Mr. Penge said, in his 

most unexceptionable manner, " I ask your 
pardon, sir. I felt so very giddy just now, sir, 
that if I had not took the liberty to take a seat, 
I must have fainted." 

" Never mmd. Make no excuses, Penge." 
" Thank you, sir. I believe that is Mr. Wil-

Uams's ring, sir. He is such a cheerful young 
gentleman, sir, that I know the liveliness of his 
rmg." And Penge disappeared with alacrity. 

The good Dick rushed to the chair, intending 
to occupy it himself during his brother's visit. 
But his brother was too quick for hira. 

" Halloa, Dick! What do you want with the 
best chair in the roora ? It is very unlike such 
a good-natured chap as you to appropriate the 
most corafortable seat." 

He was in the chair I Dick sat dovra on the 
edge of another chair, and wiped his forehead. 

WiUiam, Billy, or BUl, safely ensconced in 
the magic chair, assuraed a very rakish used-
up indifferent sort of appearance; and the 
brothers were silent. Probably WiUiam was 
uncomfortable in Ms strange and novel position. 
Dick was racking his brain for three questions 
—three simple harmless questions, that should 
not commit the sitter. The weather ? Nothin» 
better. BiU could never compromise himself 
about the weather. 

" Is it a fine night, BiUy ?" 
" Rather too fine for me. I waut to skulk off 

to Barnes's without being seen, and I came here 
on my way, partly to blind mother, and partly 
to twist a fi'-pun' note out of you." (Barnes's 
was a disreputable gaming-place.) 

" How is our mother ?" interrupted Dick, in 
a violent hurry. 

" Precious cross. Bothering as much about 
my goings on, as if I was cutting my teeth." 

"Are—are—are you in love, BUl ?" 
" Yes; with myself. What's the good of 

loving anything else ? I don't find any one so 
deuced fond of me as to forget himself or her
self." 

" I thought Florence " interrapted Dick, 
hastily. 

" Florence be hanged! Do you suppose I 
don't see that you are spooney upon Florence P 
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But lookee here, Dick; you want to marry; 
now, I don't intend to let you marry. I'm not 
going to stand your being thrown away upon 
any other thau your own relations." 

" Corae out of that chair. Bill!" 
" I won't. It's a corafortable chair. I'm 

bent on telling you my mind. My mind has 
been full of you, Dick, ever since you began to 
build this house. That's a suspicious gallery, 
shut off by a green baize door. I said when I 
saw it, that means mischief. He means that 
part of the house for a Nur " 

" Come out of that chair, BUl!" 
" I teU you I won't. As to your getting 

married, I'm not afraid of Fanny; her temper 
will never stand a month's courtship. She'll 
show her teeth in a fortnight. When I turned 
this matter over in my mind, I said to myself, 
* Dick is safe frora her. But Florence,' I said, 
' may be dangerous; therefore I'll pretend to be 
a Uttle affected that way myself.'" 

" Here, Bill! Take five pounds—take ten 
pounds—but corae out of that chair!" 

" I would have done it for less than that, 
Dick, but as you are so flush and free of money, 
I'll take the ten. Good evening, Dick; I pro
mised mother to be back to tea." 

With tlus sudden change, Mr. William took 
himself out of the chair, and took his leave. 
Mr. Richard—too weU pleased to have got 
him out of the chair, to care for anything 
more, and knowing that his nerves were inca
pable of bearing further strain—rushed up-stairs 
and dived into bed. And, as if fearing that the 
chair would pursue hira even there, and entice 
people to comrait themselves, he pidled the bed
clothes over his head, and was fortunate in 
being unconscious during the rest of the night. 

THE REST OE THIS MANUSCRIPT HE HAD PUT IN 

HIS HAT-BOX. 
IV. 

WHEN Mr. Blorage awoke in the momiug, he 
was reminded by a slight headache, that some
thing unusual had occurred; but he came out of 
his cold bath as lively and fresh and fuU of 
spirits as if he were the combined essence of 
two or three dozen Mr. Blorages. He pranced 
down stairs—his own newly-built and Brussels 
carpeted stairs—like a young colt phUandering 
in a clover meadow. 

This was the great day of the house-warming, 
to be followed by events that were perfect^ 
bewildering from the ecstasy of their anticipa
tion. He was brought back to a state of com
mon human bUss by a strong smell of burnt 
wood or varnish, and found that m making the 
tea (he had lost himself in thinking how soon 
some fair hand raight be makmg tea for him) he 
was endeavouring to stuff his little hot kettle 
(which phizzed and sputtered a remonstrance) 
into his new tea-poy, while the caddy appertain
ing thereto was catching fire on the hob. 

Remedying these mistakes with the utmost 
expedition, in turning round he suddeMy en

countered the chair, and suddenly remembered 
its fatal property. 

What was he to do ? How get rid of the 
chair? Should he send it away? Should he 
lock it up? Should he destroy it? bum it? 
anmhilate it P buiy it P 

As he seized hold of it, with the intention of 
performing one or other of these acts, lie was 
conscious of a shock; his arms fell powerless to 
his sides ; and a little fluttering noise made him 
look up. There, on the head of a chair, was the 
Lady Verita, her wings expanded, her tiny foot 
just poised on the carved!̂  shining top of the 
chair. 

" It is of no use, Dick," she said, her Uttle 
voice tinkUng like silver music. " TMs chair 
was not enchanted merely for your whim. Sit 
down, and listen to me." 

Dick obeyed, and held out his palm. His 
heart leapedf with joy as the little lady sprang 
lightly on to it. 

" Lend me your watch, Dick, to sit upon." 
Dick complied, and placed his watcn with 

infinite care and gentleness for her use. 
She seated herself gracefuUy, havmg folded 

her vrings. Once more drawing out her fleecy 
atom of a handkerchief, she used it after the 
manner of mortals : though Dick hardly supposed 
that anything so inflmtely deUcate as her nose 
could stand the test. 

" Now, Dick, how naughty you are! You do 
not use my gift as you ought. Why were you 
thinking of burning my chair ? Simply because it 
had done its duty in enabUng you to see people 
as they really are, and know their thoughts ?" 

" But I do not wish to know them." 
"My dear Dick, infinite wisdom has given 

you susceptibUity, mtelUgence, and reason. 
You only use the first. You are commanded to 
love your neighbour, but your susceptibiUty 
should not lead you mto confoundmg all moral 
distinctions among your neighbours. Reason 
should step in, and enable you to make a prac
tical use of susceptibUity and mtcMgence. Do 
I make myself understood ? I have had to read 
up for it." 

" Lovely and beloved little creature, I know 
I am a fool, but let rae reap the fruits of my 
want of wisdom. I would rather be fooUsh for 
Ufe than entrap others into sitting in this chair." 

"Dick, you require a lesson. Use it well, be 
patient, be submissive, and aU will end well, 
Doth for you and for me. I hear your door-beU 
ringing. Adieu, Dick. Be wise and prudent." 

The radiant wmgs expanded, the little hand
kerchief was tied under the tiny chin, and, as 
Penge opened the door to usher in a visitor, the 
Uttle lady vanished. 

" Be wise and prudent." The words kept 
tinkling a little silver sound in the ears of Mr. 
Blorage, as he rose and welcomed the visitor 
shown in by Penge. His first essay at bemg 
wise and prudent, made him hand her (for it 
was a female) at once into the post of honour— 
the Chair of Truth. 

He was glad to perceive that his visitor was 
a pleasant httle mild girl, whom he had met once 

ft 
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or twice at Dr. Evans's, the medical man of the 
neighbourhood. He had a general idea that she 
was the daughter of au invaUd widow, and that 
she was tlie eldest of a flock of brown healthy-
looking children, to whom she acted as foster-
mother, owing to the inabiUty of their real 
naother to do anything but lie on her sofa, and 
sigh for ease from pam and poverty. 

He had so far noticed Uttle Gatty Bland (who, 
by-the-by, was twenty-three years old, perhaps 
more) as to admire her eyes, soft and brown, 
the exact colour of her hair. As she now sat 
in the enchanted chair, he was surprised at hira
self for never havmg noticed that she was 
really pretty. Her sweet innocent face had a 
bewitching air about it that peculiarly pleased 
him. Aud really, her tiny hands and her graceful 
movements strongly remmded him of the ways 
of the little Latly Verita. 

" Mamma has sent me here this morning, Mr. 
Blorage, to beg your acceptance of the loan of a 
beautiful china bowl. There is uot another like 
it in England, and she fancied it would be just 
the thing to hold a Trifle to-night." 

" Itliank her very much; but how did she know 
that I was going to have a Trifle to-mght ?" 

" Oh, we know it very well. You give a baU 
to-night, aud from our house we cau see the 
lights, and faintly hear the music. Jenny and 
Aibert are to sit up to-mght a Uttle longer than 
usual that they may watch the carriages." 

" Then if I accept the loan of the beautiful 
china bowl, I must ask a favour iu return." 

" I will proraise to perform it, Mr. Blorage, 
for I feel sure you will not ask anytMng that I 
may not promise to perform." 

" I am proud of being so trusted. I should 
wish to beg the favour of your company to
night, to see how well the Trifle looks in the 
beautiful china bowl." 

" Ah, how I wish we could come! But we 
are very poor, and mamma is too great an in
vaUd to take us out. We shall find much 
pleasure, though, in watchmg your gaiety frora 
our window, and we shaU be deUghted to think 
that our china bowl has helped to ornament 
your supper-table. Mararaa was sure you would 
not consider the offer of it an impertinence." 

No, indeed! Dick was au adept in the happy 
art of accepting a kindness m the spUit in which 
it was offered. 

" Marama has had great pleasure in watching 
the building of your house, Mr. Blorage. She 
said, a good man is going to inhabit it, and a 
gooti man always benefits a neighbourhood." 

" Your mamma is very kmd," murmured 
Dick, a little confused, and beginning to blush. 
He was admiring Gatty Bland so much, that he 
had forgotten she was a prisoner, and uncon
scious of the frankness of her words. 

" Mararaa is very good, Mr. Blorage, as we, 
her children, know. And I ought to retum to 
her. I promised not to be absent more than 
half an hour, and it must be that now." 

But though she looked distressed and anxious, 
poor Gatty could no more move until Mr. Blo
rage released her, than the house could move. 

He wiped his brow, ran his fingers through 
his hair, and prepared for action. 

" And so your marama is glad to have a near 
neighbour ?" 

" She is glad that you are our neighbour. 
When it pleases Heaven to release her from 
trouble and pain, and to begin our lonelier life of 
struggle, she thinks that the sunshine of a good 
man's heart may sometiraes faU on her poor 
children iu the shade." 

" So it shall, ray dear, please God! But, 
Gatty, you must marry.—^Would you like to 
marry ?" 

" I don't know, Mr. Blorage; but I fear few 
wiU care to marry a Uttle plain girl, with a turn
up nose, and a heart full of her own people, 
and who wants a nomination for " 

" Have you ever seen any one you would Uke 
to marry ?" interrupted Dick, pleased with his 
wealth of questions. 

" Only one, and that is you, Mr. Blorage! 
Good-by. I raust ran all the way horae." 

Finding herself released, Gatty sprang up, 
and ran out of the room: leaving Mr. Blorage 
turning from his natural colour to white, from 
white to pink, frora pink to crimson, from crim
son to purple. 

" Poor little dear thing, that I could have been 
so base and dishonourable as to ask her such a 
delicate question, when I had so raany safe ques
tions to ask—^her age, her brothers' and sisters' 
names and ages, her godfathers and godmothers 
— îf she liked new milk, cheese, eggs. Gracious 
Heaven! that I should have dared to put so pre
posterous a question, and receive such a—such 
a—such a " Dick could not bring himself 
to name the quality of the answer. " But it's 
very pleasant to be so undeservedly appreciated 
—to be liked and loved for one's own sake. She 
is a nice Uttle thing; she is a pretty Uttle thing. 
Her nose certainly tums up; out I believe there 
never was a silly person known with a turned-up 
nose. She is very graceful. She flitted out of 
the roora Uke a bird out of a rose-bush. I 
wonder what nomination she wanted !" 

For the first time since it was enchanted, Mr. 
Blorage looked complacently at the chair; but 
his meditations were interrupted by a respectful 
intimation frora Penge that his master would 
oblige everybody by getting out of the way, be
cause the market-gardener had arrived with his 
flowers and decorations, the carpenter was wait
ing with his nails and ruler, aud the Mr. Gunter 
of those parts was frantic to begin setting up his 
lights. So, Mr, Blorage got out of the way for 
the rest of the day, and reappeared at dinner
time in due course, and afterwards became the 
observed of all observers, as he led out the (in 
those parts) higMy renowned and celebrated 
Lady Fitzcluck to open his ball with an old-
fashioned country-dance. 

Everything had gone off well, up to the proud 
moment when Mr. Blorage drew on his new kid 
gloves for the (in those parts) eminently aristo
cratic Lady Fitzcluck. She was bulky, but she 
was light in hand, and she and Mr. Blorage 
danced with a spirit worthy of the occasion. 



4 2 [December 4,1862.] SOMEBODY'S LUGGAGE. [Oondaoted by 

Half way down thirty couples, Mr. Blorage be
came conscious of a circumstance. A stately old 
dowager was seated, in the centre of a circle of 
chairs, in the Chair of Truth. Howsoever it had 
got tliere, by whatsoever mysterious agency it 
had been brought there, there it was, with the 
dowager in it. She was encircled by a crowd, 
to whom she was holding forth, and evidently in 
no compliraentary strain. Mr. Blorage rushed 
out of the country-dance at the instant when he 
ought to have paraded the (in those parts) highly 
fashionable Lady Fitzcluck down the middle; 
he rushed back again, and danced vehemently; 
he grasped the hand confidingly held across to 
Mm in the execution of the figure hands across, 
as if it were the throat of a burglar; in all the 
hurry, worry, and confusion he must think (and 
could not think) of tMee appropriate and re
spectful questions to put to that terrible and 
otherwise immovable old dowager. With his 
responsibility staring hira in the face, he had 
hurled Lady Fitzcluck through a narrow gorge 
of dancers, when an unfortunate button of his coat 
entangled itself in the lace of a lady's dress, and 
in the pertm-bation of his feelings he went down 
the middle and up again, carrying a long and 
tattered shred, that lengthened as he went. 
Fanny's was the dress—Fanny was the sufferer. 
But she looked up into his face so forgivingly, 
and her soft blue eyes sosmiUnglyraet his, and her 
rosy lips spoke his pardon in such sweet tones, 
that he mentally said, "Dear, lovely Fanny, 
what an angel! What bliss to be loved by 
Fanny !" But when Florence stepped forward 
frora among the dancers, with eager concern, her 
briglit cheek flushed, her dark eyes sparkling, 
and her voice attuned to the gentlest tones of 
commiseration for the damage done to " dear 
Fanny's dear love of a pretty dress"—when she 
gracefuUy begged her partner to excuse her, 
" that she might pin up the dear love's tatters" 
—then, Mr. Blorage felt very much inclined to re
peat the above sentence over again, substitutmg 
the name of Florence for Fanny, Meantinie, all 
eyes were attracted to the horrible dowager in the 
Chair of Truth. Had any Painter been present, 
he would have gone on his knees to beseech that 
dowager to sit to hira for the persomfication of 
a Gorgon. Mr, Blorage felt, after all, that he 
could no more dare to ask her a question than if 
she had been his Black Majesty from below, 
arrayed in gorgeous female attire. There she 
must sit, uutil kind Fate stepped in with three 
questions and released her. As he looked hope
lessly towards the door, he saw the little 
piquante nose of Gatty Bland showing itself in 
good relief against a black coat near her. She 
had a little laced handkerchief tied under her 
chin; she went towards the dowager, changing 
the little laced kerchief into her hand; in her 
plain white dress she conveyed the dowager, aU 

Surple and gold, down the room, out at the 
oor, and into the tea-room. He blessed Gatty 

Bland mentally, and finished his dance with high 
credit to himself, and perfect satisfaction to the 
(in those parts) rather-difficult-to-please Lady 
Fitzcluck. As soon as he was free, he flew to 

seek a partner, either in Eanny the Fair or 
Florence the Beautiful. 

They were together, and almost alone. They 
were together—horror!—m the chair of Truth; 
Fanny on the cushioned seat; Florence on the 
stuffed arm. Florence was stiU employed in 
pinning up the tatters of the torn dress of Fanny. 

"What a beautifid picture; what a lovely 
contrast!" thought Dick, as he approached. 

" There, Dear!" said Florence, with a remark
ably emphatic stress upon the last word; " I 
have pinned you up, and done the best 1 could 
for you. Dear. But I ara glad to see, notwith
standing, that you are a monstrous figure, and 
not fit to look at, Dear." 

" Thank you, Florence, Dear !" 
" Ah, you false thing! / see through your 

meekness and your affectation, as if you did not 
care about your dress. It is a .pity Mr. Blorage 
can't see you at home." 

" It's a pity Mr. Blorage can't see you at 
home. Aunt longs for the day when she can 
rid herself of you: indolent, selfish, and useless 
creature that you are." 

" But Aunt comforts herself with the reflection 
that she has not such a firebrand in her house as 
you are. Aunt can weU afford to put up with a 
little indolence where there is so much good 
temper." 

" It is better to be a little passionate than 
sulky. Love." 

" Is it, Love ? Mr. Blorage is the best judge 
of that. We have all our tempers, and you don't 
expect a perfect wife, do you, Mr. Blorage P" 

" I am very imperfect myself," murmured the 
unfortunate Dick. 

" Oh no, Mr. Blorage," cried Fanny and Flo
rence together; " You are everything that is 
nice and good tempered. And this is such a 
love of a house, that no one could be unhappy 
here." 

Here the duet ceased, and solos began. 
"You would always be cross and fractious, 

Fanny," said Florence. 
" And you would always be rade and boister

ous, Florence," said Fanny. 
" For you are a virago, and you know you 

are," said Florence. 
" For you are a hoydeU) jmd you know you 

are," said Fanny. ' "- ' 
" I am ashamed of you, my darUhg," said 

Florence. , ^̂  . 
" I ara disgusted with you, my precious," said 

Fanny. 
" Ladies, ladies!" expostulated Dick. 
" She has the vUest temper, Mr. Blorage! 

cries Florence. 
" She can't speak a word of truth, Mr. Blo

rage," cries Fanny. 
As Mr. Blorage turaed hurriedly and appeal-

ingly from the one to the other, each now ,ex-
clainrung, " Throw your handkerchief to me, Mr. 
Blorage!" he lost his balance, roUed over, and 
roUed the chair over. Picking himself up with 
all possible despatch, and tutmng to apologise, 
he found that Florence, Fanny, music, lights, 
flowers, dancers. Lady Fitzcluck, and dowager, 
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had aU disappeared. There was nothing near 
Mm but the chair—overturned—^and an empty 
wme-bottle. 

V. 
"Thank Heaven!" were the first spoken 

words of Mr. Blorage. His first act was to look 
for his handkerchief, which he hoped he had not 
thrown to either of the ladies. I t was safe in 
his pocket. " It must have beeu a dream," he 
next remarked, eyeing the chair dubiously. 
" Yes, of course a dream," as he gathered cou
rage from its motionless state. "But a very 
bad dream," as he felt encouraged to touch it, 
raise it, and examine it. As harmless a chair as 
ever upholsterer stuffed, or gentleman bought! 
Gently he restored it to its proper place. 

A knock at the door. Immediately foUowed by 
the appearance of the model Penge. It seemed 
an agreeable and satisfactory circumstance to 
the respectful Penge that his master was on his 
legs and awake. 

" Shall I remove the things, sir ? It 's close 
upon mne." 

" Do so, Penge. And I think I wUl have a 
cup of coffee—rather strong, Penge." 

"Yes, sir." 
What a relief it was, not to see Penge sit down 

in the chair! 
" It 's a delicious cup of coffee, Penge," said 

Mr. Blorage, when it was brought, " and it so per
fectly agrees with me that I think I'll take a run 
over to Dr. Evans's and play a game of chess 
with him." 

The sharp night air smote him with a sudden 
giddiness, and every twinkling star appeared to 
be closely embracing a twin star that twinkled 
with still greater vigour; but he soon got over 
these delusions, and before he reached Dr. 
Evans's door was quite himself. On the way, 
however, he took Mmself seriously to task: 

" How good of the night to be so fresh and 
fine, how kind of the pure stars to beam down on 
me so brightly, when I am a man full of evU and 
weak thoughts. I harboured a design against 
my feUow-creatures of the basest sort; and, to 
add to my crime, it was directed against one 
whom I meant for a wife ! Trae, I know no
thing of Miss Fanny or Miss Florence, but the 
beauty of those two cousins, and a general sort 
of amiabiUty that seems to belong to all girls. 
I'll make it my business to see more of both, and 
I'll try to be guided to a right choice at last." 

Mr. Blorage was warmly welcomed by Dr. 
Evans, who opened the door to him. 

" Now this is friendly. I have had a very 
anxious case, which has caused me much worry 
these three days. It is happily past the crisis 
now, and I was just saying to my wife, how I 
should enjoy your stepping in." 

" I am heartily glad I came." 
" Of course you are. You are always kmd 

and seasonable. When were you ever otherwise!" 
The good Dick followed the doctor (who was 

a voluble and hearty doctor) up the stairs mto the 
presence of Mrs. Doctor. But Dick was unable 
to acknowledge Mrs. Doctor's cortUal greeting by 
so much as a single word; for there, before Ms 

eyes, seated on a Uttle chair by Mrs. Evans's 
side, was Miss Gratty Bland : her iimocent Uttle 
face peeping out of a handkercMef tied over her 
head and under her chin. 

" You know dear Uttle Gatty, of course P" 
remarked the Doctor. " She is waiting for her 
mother's medicine.—I hope you have given Gatty 
a cup of tea, my dear ?" 

Mrs. Doctor's face expressed a profound con
tempt for Mr. Doctor's unnecessary reminder. 

Meantime, Dick sat down. He awaited with 
the calm composure of a victim of Fate, for 
Miss Bland to offer Mm the use of her mother's 
beautiful cliina bowl. 

She did nothing of the sort. In the ensumg 
half-hour she raade uo allusion whatever either to 
china or to bowls, though the conversation 
turned upon no other subject than his approach
ing house-warming. 

Dick was half sorry. He felt as if it would 
be so agreeable to thank such a charming little 
girl. If her mother had lent Mm her chma bowl 
(he felt sure she possessed a china bowl), he 
must have called to thank her; and he felt a de
sire to become intimate with the family. He 
might, perhaps, be of service to them; was there 
anything—or nothing—in that nomination he 
so nearly heard about ? He invited Gatty to the 
house-warming, and anticipated her request for 
Jenny and Albert; he was not at all surprised 
to find that she had a sister Jenny and a brother 
Albert. But it did surprise him to see how 
pretty she became when joy flushed her cheeks 
and brightened her eyes, while several little 
dimples in the nicest corners of her face disco
vered themselves, as she smiled her thanks. 

"The very thing!" said Mrs. Evans; " a 
little gaiety does more good than all ray doctor's 
physic. Mr. Blorage, my dear, very thoughtful. 
You'U expect aU four, I dare say—three girls 
and a boy." 

" OiUy four! I expect eight at least." 
" But, Mrs. Evans," whispered Gatty, " one 

of us must stay with mamma; that vnU be I, 
you know." 

" My dear, I will see to that. I will step 
down in the morumg, Gatty, and settle it all 
with mamma." 

" And tell mamma from me," said the doctor, 
" that I shall spend a couple of hours with her 
to-morrow evening. I want to study her case, 
and I shall like a little rest between your dances, 
Blorage." 

" That is," said Gatty, smiling delightedly, 
" that you two are most kmdly going to repre
sent me for that time." 

"Jus t so, my dear. What! Are you off, 
Gatty ?—Stay. We'll send our man, Mike, with 
you; the raUway has brought a lot of iU-looking 
people about." 

" Let rae take you home. Miss Bland," said 
Dick. 

" Oh! Thank you very much, Mr. Blorage. I 
own some of the people frighten me, though I 
thmk they mean no harm." 

" We will have a game of chess when you 
come back, Blorage," says the do-tor. 
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Wliat passed between little Gatty and her 
escort, and whether anything passed on the sub
ject of china bowls, nobody knows. The walk 
did not last longer than ten minutes. My 
private opinion is, that Dick treated Gatty all the 
way with the respect and deference due to a 
young princess accidentally comraitted to his 
care. When he retumed to his garae of chess, 
what with the reraaining fumes of that bottle of 
wme, the extraordinary dreara, and this odd 
approach to an interpretation of it, it is cer
tain that he was in a romantic mood. He wil
lingly listened to a long history of the Blands, 
during which Mr. and Mrs. Doctor maintained a 
laudatory duet very different indeed from the 
imaginary duet between Fanny and Florence. 

' I only wish," cried the doctor, at last, 
" that I had a son of thirty, or thirty-five, with a 

f ood house, a good income, and a good heart, 
would recommend him Gatty Bland for a wife 

with all my heart aud soul, and he would thank 
me every year of his Ufe ever afterwards, even 
though he had to marry her whole famUy along 
with her!" 

" Miss Bland," said Mr. Blorage, " spoke of 
a nomination—no, by-the-by, she didn't—it was 
a china bowl—dear me, what do I raean—I think 
I hardly know what I do mean!" 

" You look rather wild, Dick; of course I 
can't help you out, / don't know what you 
discoursed upon in your walk; but there appears 
to me no affinity between a nomination for the 
Blue-coat School and a china bowl." 

" Oh! that's what she wants, is it ? Blue-
coat School! God bless my soul! Really a no
mination, eh ? Blue coat! Ah!—Check to your 
queen!" 

Notwithstanding that check, Dick lost the 
game. But he went horae in a felicitous state 
of mind, that made him feel as if he had won 
the garae. He continued to repeat the word 
" Blue" to hiraself, as if he were under an obli
gation never to forget it; he went up to his 
bedroom, chuckUng " Blue!" he undressed, 
chuckling " Blue;" he sat up in bed, after lying 
dovra, with a velieraent "Blue;" and his last 
recollection was a struggle to say " Bluenomi-
coatation." 

VI. 
Mr. Blorage arose in a contented and happy 

frame of mind. The great day was the greatest 
of successes; nothing marred the triumph of 
the dinner, nothing marred the beauty of the 
ball. The hard-faced dowager sat in the chair, 
but she was just as forcible and disagreeable as 
usual: no more and no less. Mr. Blorage 
danced with Lady Fitzcluck, and bespoke 
Fanny, and Florence, and Gatty. For Gatty was 
there, demurely happy. Trust Mr, and Mrs. 
Doctor for Gatty's being there ! 

Florence looked most beautiful. She was 
charmmgly dressed, in white tarlatan—three 
skirts—pmked—each skirt looped up with 
a mixture of white roses and pomegranate 
blossoms. A wreath of the same for her hair. 
Eanny was dressed in floating robes of blue—less 
blue than her eyes. Her fair curls were twined 

with sUver leaves: she looked like a nymph; 
Florence like a queeu. Not the greatest gossip 
in the room could say which was the favourite. 
Neither could the greatest, or the least, gossip in 
the room decide at what particular moment the 
star of both descended below Mr. Blorage's 
horizon. 

But he has confided to somebody, who con
fided it to me, who now confide it to you, that 
Miss Florence ceased to be beautiful in his eyes 
when she sneered at the plainness of the Miss 
Blands' muslin dresses. "And it is real ivy 
in their hair, Mr. Blorage, so they can't have 
gone to any great expense to do honour to your 
ball." And Miss Florence glanced down at her 
own dress. 

" I like them aU the better for it," stoutly 
answered Dick. 

As to Miss Fanny, she was so astonished at 
the impertinence of such people as the Blands 
thrusting themselves into society so much above 
them-! And her star descended, at the instant 
when she was thus overcome. 

Mr. Blorage accorapUshed his dances with 
Fanny and with Florence, but did not accom
pUsh his dance with Gatty Bland. For on the 
instant that he claimed her hand. Dr. Evans 
(sent off by his wife presently after dinner) re
turned from taking care of Mrs. Bland. 

" Oh ! Mr. Blorage, I must go—thank you 
so much for the happiest evemng I ever spent, 
and the prettiest sight I ever saw!" 

" No no no, you must not go; a quadrUle takes 
only twenty minutes to dance." 

" But mamraa is alone now, and I should be 
qmte unhappy all that twenty minutes, even 
though dancing with you. But there is Jenny, 
she dances so weU, and she loves it so much, and 
—don't thmk rae conceited, Mr. Blorage—she is 
so pretty." 

" She is the prettiest girl in the room—but 
one," says Mr. Blorage m a whisper. And as 
he assists Gatty to put on her cloak, he sees her, 
with unspeakaDle admiration, tie her little laced 
handkerchief over her head and under her chin, 
and look so indescribably like the dear dariing 
little creature of his vision, that he longs—in
famous as is (of course) the thought—to clasp 
her, then and there, to his heart! But instead of 
doing so, he flies back to the ball-room, and 
engages Jenny out of hand. Thus Gatty, when 
she went home, was able to teU her mother that 
she took a last peep at the beautiful scene, and 
saw kind Mr. Blorage asking Jenny to dance, 
and Jenny looking as pretty as even those two 
lovely cousins Florence and Fanny. " They say 
Mr. Blorage is to marry one of them, mamma, 
but I hope not." 

" Oh, my Gatty 1" 
" WeU, mamraa, you know I see a good deal 

of them, here and there, and I am sure they are 
only pretty girls. They do not appreciate his 
great noble generous heart. But now, mamma, 
to bed you must go. No more excitement for 
you to-night." 

Happily, the excitement in the littie family 
lasted a good many days, and aflorded food for 
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conversation, morning, noon, and mght. Indeed, 
it was yet as fresh as ever, when, one mormng, 
the post brought a piece of news that fairly sur
passed the house-warming—a nomination to the 
Blue-coat School, in favour of no less a person
age than Master Albert Bland. The commotion 
in that cottage Well! It's a blessed thing to 
want something, for then you can duly appre
ciate the favour of having it. And it is a blessed 
tMng to be rich, and liberal withal, for then 
you can bestow the favour so appreciated. Mean
time, Mr. Blorage divided his time pretty equaUy 
between bis little office at the Bank, Dr. Evans's, 
the house belonging to the father of Florence, 
and the abode within which dwelt the lovely 
Fanny's aunt. And all these visits, combined 
with the still existing effects of his dream, ended 
in consequences. 

The first consequence occurred to the self-
satisfied William. His slow brother Dick 
acquired the ridiculous habit of demanding 
what Bill did with those sums of money he was 
for ever borrowing? And—unkindest thing 
of all—Mr. Richard insinuated, nay, he more 
than insinuated, he plainly told—Mr. William 
Blorage that he expected such sums to be re
paid in future. And to show that this was no 
idle threat, he produced a ledger, wherem a 
debtor and creditor account was drawn up 
between Mr. Richard Blorage and Mr. WiUiam 
Blorage: wMch account displayed a state of ac-

• count so alarming to Mr. WiUiam, that he re
formed rather. Imagine Mr. Dick's pleasure 
when WiUiam, Billy, or Bill, applied m sober 
seriousness for that post of jumor of all the 
junior clerks, whilom so despised by him! 

Second important consequence. Mr. Richard 
Blorage coramitted a piece of extravagance. He 
caused to be executed for himself, a statuette 
in white marble. Any orderers of statues, or 
other things to be made after a fasMon of their 
ovra, may calculate what an enormous sum Mr. 
Blorage paid for his statue. It must be ethe
real-looking (he said), it must have extended 
wings, it must be lightly poised on one foot; but 
above all, it must have a slightly turned-up nose, 
and a Uttle lace handkerchief tied under the chin! 

» * • * » 
These consequences came to pass ten years 

ago. On the night of the thirty-first of Decem
ber, one thousand eight hundred and sixty-two, 
let us take a peep into Mr. Blorage's house. Let 
us take a peep at Mr. Blorage in his dining-
room. Dinner is over, wine and dessert are 
on table. The Chair is at the upper end of 
the room; above the chair, is a lovely statuette 
on a carved oaken bracket. 

Dick is reading the paper; so, at the sanie 
time, is some one else. Dick holds the paper in 
his right hand; Ms left hand clasps a Uttle tiny 
hand of the said sorae one else: whUe the 
matcher to that smaU hand of the same some 
one else turns the leaves of the paper, so that 
Dick feels he has no want of auother hand. If 
the owner of the small hand gets to the bottom 
of the page first—wMch she invariably does, 
bemg a woman—she lays her head confidingly on 

Dick's shoulder, and seems very weU content to 
let it stay there as long as Dick chooses. 

But, hark! There is a noise overhead; a 
baize door closes vrith a muffled sound.; there 
is a pattering of Uttle feet, and there is a joyful 
chorus of little voices. Dick puts down the 
paper; his companion, flying to the door, opens 
it; in rush half a dozen small rosy boys aud 
girls. (Most of these Uttle children have noses 
of a sUghtly astronomical tura.) 

Mamraa prepares their dessert. There is a 
chair wanting at the table. In default of the 
missing chair, mamma wheels forward the Chair, 
and sits down in it. 

" Papa, papa! Mamraa is in the Chair of 
Truth," cries a child. 

Clearly Mr. Blorage must have told Ms dream 
in the family circle. 

" Then let us question her," says papa. 
" Marama, are you happy ?" 

" Happy, as angels are said to be." 
" Do you love us ?" 
"As (under God) ray chief good, my life." 
"Have you ever repented marryine Dick 

Blorage?" 
This time the question is only answered by 

the surcharged eyes; expressive and loving eyes 
are often more ready to overflow from perfect 
happiness, than from distress or pain. 

HIS WONDERFUL END. 
IT will have been, 'ere now, perceived that I 

sold the foregoing writings. From the fact of 
their being printed in these pages, the inference 
will, 'ere now, have been drawn by the reader 
(may I add the gentle reader ?) that I sold them 
to One who never yet.* 

Having parted with the writings on most 
satisfactory terms—for in opening negotiations 
with the present Journal, was I not placing 
rayself in the hands of One of whom it may be 
said, iu the words of Anotherf—I resumeti my 
usual functions. But I too soon discovered 
that peace of mind had fled from a brow which, 
up to that time. Time had merely took the hair 
off, leaving au unruffled expanse within. 

It were superfluous to veU it,—the brow to 
which I aUude, is my own. 

Yes, over that brow, uneasiness gathered like 
the sable wing of the fabled bird, as—as no 
doubt will be easUy identified by all right-minded 
individuals. If not, I am unable, on the spur of the 
moment, to enter mto particulars of him. The 
reflection that the writings must now inevitably 
get into print, and that He raight yet Uve and 
raeet with thera, sat Uke the Hag of Night upon 
my jaded form. The elasticity of my spirits de
parted. Fruitless was the Bottle, whether Wine 
or Medicine. I had recourse to both, and the 
effect of both upon my system was withermgly 
lowermg. 

• The remainder of this complimentary sentence 
editorially struck out. 

f The remainder of this complimentary parenthesis 
editorially strack out. 
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_ In this state of depression, into which I sub
sided when I first began to revolve what could 
I ever say if He—the unknown—was to appear 
in the Coffee Room aud demand reparation, I 
one forenoon in this last November received a 
turn that appeared to be given rae by the finger 
of Fate and Conscience, hand in hand. I was 
alone in the Coffee Roora and had just poked 
the fire into a blaze, and was standing with my 
back to it, trying whether heat would penetrate 
with soothing influence to the Voice within, when 
a young man in a cap, of an inteUigent counte
nance though requiring his hair cut, stood be
fore me. 

"Mr. Christopher, the Head Waiter?" 
" The same." 
The young man shook his hair out of his 

vision—which it impeded—took a packet frora 
his breast, and, handing it over to me, said, with 
his eye (or did I dream ?) fixed with a lambent 
meaning on me, " THE PROOFS." 

Although I smelt my coat-taUs singeing at the 
fire, I had not the power to withdraw them. The 
young man put the packet in my faltering grasp, 
and repeated—let me do him the justice to add, 
with civUity: 

" T H E PROOFS. A. Y. R . " 
With those words he departed. 
A. Y. R. ? And You Remeraber. Was that 

his meaning ? At Your Risk. Were the letters 
short for that reminder ? Anticipate Your Re
tribution. Did they stand for that warning? 
Outdacious Youth Repent ? But no; for that, a 
O was happily wanting, and the vowel here was 
a A. 

I opened the packet and found that its con
tents were the foregoing writings printed, just 
as the reader (may I add the discerning reader ?) 
peruses them. In vain was the reassuring 
whisper—A. Y. R., All the Year Round—it 
could not cancel the Proofs. Too appropriate 
name. The Proofs of my having sold the 
Writmgs. 

My wretchedness daily increased. I had not 
thought of the risk I ran, and the defying 
publicity I put my head into, until all was done, 
and aU was in prmt. Give up the money to be 
off the bargam and prevent the pubUcation, I 
could not. My family was down in the world, 
Christmas was comhig on, a brother in the hos-

Eital and a sister m the rheumatics could not 
e entirely neglected. And it was not only ins 

in the famUy that had told on the resources of 
one unaided Waitering; outs were not wanting. 
A brother out of a situation, and another brother 
out of money to raeet an acceptance, and another 
brother out of Ms tnind, and another brother out 
at New York (not the same, though it might ap
pear so), had reaUy and truly brought me to a 
stand till I could turn myself roimd. I got 
worse and worse m my meditations, constantly 
reflecting " The Proofs," and reflecting that 
when Christmas drew nearer, and the Proofs 
were pubUshed, there could be no safety from 
hour to hour but that He raight confront rae in 
the Coffee Room, and in the face of day and 
Ms country demand his rights. 

The impressive aud unlooked-for catastrophe 
towards wiiich I dimly pointed the reader (shall 
I add, the highly intellectual reader?) in my 
first remarks, now rapidly approaches. 

It was November stiU, but the last echoes of 
the Guy-Foxes had long ceased to reverberate. 
We was slack—several joints under our average 
mark, and wine of course proportionate. So slack 
had we become at last, that Beds Nos. 26,27,28, 
and 31 having took their six o'clock dinners'and 
dozed over their respective pints, had drove away 
in their respective Hansoms for their respective 
Night MaU-Trains, and left us empty. 

I had took the evening paper to No. 6 table— 
which is warm and most to be preferred—and 
lost in the aU-absorbing topics of the day, had 
dropped into a slumber. I was recalled to 
consciousness by the well-known intimation, 
" Waiter !" and replying " Sir !" found a gentle
man standing at No. 4 table. The reader (shall 
I add, the observant reader ?) will please to 
notice the locality of the gentleman—at No. 4 
table. 

He had one of the new-fangled uncoUapsable 
bags in his hand (which I am against, for 1 don't 
see why you shouldn't collapse, while you are 
about it, as your fathers collapsed before yqu), 
and he said: 

" I want to dine, waiter. I shall sleep here to
night." 

" Very good, sir. What wiU you take for 
dinner, sir ?" 

" Soup, bit of codfish, oyster sauce, and the 
joint." 

" Thank you, sir." 
I rang the chambermaid's bell; and Mrs. 

Pratchett marched in, according to custom, de
murely carrying a Ughted flat candle before her, 
as if she was one of a long public procession, all 
the other members of which was invisible. 

In the mean while the gentleman had gone up 
to the mantelpiece, right in front of the fire, 
and had laid his forehead against the mantel
piece (which it is a low one, and brought him 
into the attitude of leap-frog), and had heaved 
a tremenjous sigh. His hair was long and 
lightish; and when he laid his forehead against 
the mantelpiece, his hair all fell in a dusty fluff 
together, over his eyes; and when he now turned 
round and lifted up his head again, it aU feU in a 
dusty fluff together, over his ears. This give 
him a wUd appearance, simUar to a blasted 
heath. 

" O h ! The chambermaid. Ah!" He was 
turning something in his mind. " To be sure. 
Yes. I won't go up-stairs now, if you wiU 
take my bag. It will be enough for the pre
sent to know my number.—Can vou give me 
24 B ? " 

(0 Conscience, wliat a Adder art thou!) 
Mrs. Pratchett allotted him the room, and took 

his bag to it. He then went back before the 
fire, and feU a biting his naUs. 

" Waiter!" biting between the words, " give 
me," bite, " pen and paper; and in five rainutes," 
bite, " let me have, if you please," bite^ " a," 
bite, " ]̂ es8/Bĵ geir." 
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Unmindful of his waning soup, he wrote and 
sent off six notes before he touched his dinner. 
Three were City; three West-End. The City 
letters were to CornhiU, Ludgate-hill, and Far-
rmgdou-street. The West-End letters were 
to Great Marlborough-street, New Burlington-
street, and Piccadilly. Everybody was sys
tematically demed at every one of the six 
places, and there was not a vestige of any 
answer. Our light porter whispered to me 
when he came back with that report, " All 
Booksellers." 

But before then, he had cleared off his dinner, 
and Ms bottle of wine. He now-^mark the 
concurrence with the document formerly given 
in full!—knocked a plate of biscuits off the 
table with his agitated elber (but without 
breakage), and demanded boiUng brandy-and-
water. 

Now fully convinced that it was Himself, I 
perspired with the utmost freedom. When he be
come flushed with the heated stimulant referred 
to, he again demanded pen and paper, and passed 
the succeeding two hours in producing a manu
script, which he put in the fire when completed. 
He then went up to bed, attended by Mrs. Prat
chett. Mrs. Pratchett (who was aware of ray 
emotions) told rae on coming down that she had 
noticed his eye rolling into every corner of the 
passages and staircase, as if iu search of his 
Luggage, and that, looking back as she shut the 
door of 24 B, she perceived him with his coat 
already thrown off immersing hiraself bodily 
under the bedstead, like a chimley-sweep before 
the appUcation of raachinery. 

The next day—I forbear the horrors of that 
night—was a very foggy day in our part of 
London, insomuch that it was necessary to Ught 
the Coffee Room gas. We was stiU alone, and 
no feverish words of mine can do justice to the 
fitfulness of his appearance as he sat at No. 4 
table, increased by there being something wrong 
with the meter. 

Having again ordered his dinner he went out, 
and was out for the best part of two hours. 
Inquiring on his return whether any of the 
answers had arrived, and receiving an imquali-
fied negative, his instant call was for mulliga
tawny, the cayenne pepper, and orange brandy. 

FeeUng that the mortal struggle was now at 
hand, I also felt that I must be equal to him, 
and with that view resolved that whatever he 
took, I would take. Behind my partition, but 
keeping my eye on him over the eurtain, I 
therefore operated on Mulligatawny, Cayenne 
Pepper, and Orange Brandy. And at a later 
period of the day, when he again said " Orange 
Brandy," I said so too, iu a lower tone, to 
George, my Second Lieutenant (my First was 
absent on leave),'who acts between me and the 
bar. 

Throughout that awful day, he walked about 
the Coffee Room continuaUy. Often he came 
close up to my partition, and then his eye roUed 
vrithin, too evidently in search of any signs of his 
Luggage. Half-past six came, and I laid his cloth. 
He ordered a bottig of old Brown. I likewise 

ordered a bottle of old Brovni. He drank his. 
I drank mme (as nearly as my duties would per
mit) glass for glass against his. He topped with 
coffee aud a small glass. I topped with coffee 
and a smaU glass. He dozed. I dozed. At 
kst , " Waiter!"—and he ordered his Mil. The 
moraent was uow at hand when we two must be 
locked in the deatUy grapple. 

Swift as the arrow from the bow, I had formed 
my resolution; in other words, I bad hammered 
it out between nine and nine. It was, that I 
would be the first to open up the subject with a 
full acknowledgment, and would offer any 
gradual settlement within my power. He paid 
his bUl (doing what was right by attendance) 
with his eye rolUng about him to the last, for 
any tokens of his Luggage. One only tirae our 
gaze then met, withthe lustrous fixedness (1 
beUeve I ara correct in iraputing that character 
to it ?) of the weU-known BasiUsk. The decisive 
moment had arrived. 

With a tolerable steady hand, though with 
humility, I laid The Proofs before him. 

" Gracious Heavens 1" he cries out, leaping 
up and catching hold of his hair. " W iiat's 
this ! Print!" . ^ 

" Sir," I repUed, in a calming voice, and 
bending forward, " I humbly acknowledge to 
being the unfortunate cause of it. But I hope, 
sir, that when you have heard the circumstances 
explained, and the innocence of my inten
tions " 

To ray amazement, I was stopped short by 
his catching me iu both his arms, and pressing 
me to his breast-bone; where I must confess to 
ray face (and particular nose) having imdergone 
some temporary vexation frora his wearing his 
coat buttoned high up, and his buttons being un
common hard. 

" Ha, ha, ha!" he cries, releasing me with a 
wild laugh, and grasping my hand. " What is 
your name, my Benefactor ?" 

"My name, sir" (I was crampled, and puzzled 
to make hira out), " is Christopher; and I hope, 
sir, that as such when you've heard my ex " 

" In print!" he exclaims again, dashing the 
proofs over and over as if he was bathing in 
them. " In print!! Oh, Christopher 1 PMIan-
thropist! Nothing can recompense you—but 
what sura of money would be acceptable to 
you?" 

I had drawn a step back from him, or I should 
have suffered from his buttons again. 

" Sir, I assure you I have been already weU 
paid, and " 

" No, no, Christopher! Don't talk like that! 
What sum of raoney would be acceptable to you, 
Christopher ? Would you find twenty pounds 
acceptable, Christopher?" 

However great my surprise, I naturally 
found words to say,' " Sir, I am not aware that 
the man was ever yet born without more than 
the average amount of water on the brain, as 
would not find twenty pound acceptable. 
But extremely obliged to you, sir, I'm 
sure;" for he had tumbled it out of his purse 
and crammed it m mv hand in ^wo bank-notes; 
rfr^ri \y is-': -•- • •<;-^:.'-'. • vV V V •."• 
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" but I could wish to know, sir, if not intruding 
how I have merited this Uberality ?" 

" Know then, ray Christopher," he says, "that 
from boyhood's hour, I have unremittingly and 
unavailingly endeavoured to get into print. 
Know, Christopher, that aU the Booksellers 
alive—and several dead—have refused to put 
me into print. Know, Christopher, that I have 
written unprinted Reams. But they shall be 
read to you, my friend and brother. Yo» some
tiraes have a holiday ?" 

Seeing the great danger I was in, I had the 
presence of mind to answer, "Never!" To 
make it raore final, I added, " Never! Not 
frora the cradle to the grave." 

" Well," says he, thinking no raore about 
that, and chuckling at Ms proofs again. " But 
I am in print! The first fiight of ambition eraa-
nating from my father's lowly cot, is reaUsed 
at length ! The golden bowl"—he was getting 
on—" struck by the magic hand, has emitted a 
complete and perfect sound! When did this 
happen, my Christopher r" 

" Which happen, sir ?" 
" This," he held it out at arm's length to 

admire it, " this Per-rint." 
When I had given hira ray detaUed account of 

it, he grasped me by the hand again, and said: 
" Dear Christopher, it should oe gratifying to 

you to know that you are an instrument in the 
hands of Destiny. Because you are" 

A passing Something of a raelancholy cast put 
it into ray head to shake it, and to say: " Per
haps we all are." 

" I don't raean that," he answered; " I don't 
take that wide range; I confine rayself to the 
special case. Observe me weU, my Christopher ! 
Hopeless of getting rid, through any effort of 
my own, of any of the manuscripts among ray 
Luggage—all of which, send thera where I 
would, were always coming back to rae—it is 
now some seven years since I left that Luggage 
here, on the desperate chance, either that the too 
too faithful manuscripts would corae back to me 

no more, or that some one less accursed than I 
might give them to the world. You foUow me, 
my Christopher?" 

" Pretty well, sir." I foUowed him so far 
as to judge that he had a weak head, and 
that the Orange the Boiling and Old Brown 
combined was beginmug to teU. (The old 
Brown being heady, is best adapted to seasoned 
cases.) 

"Years elapsed, and those compositions 
slumbered in dust. At length. Destiny, choos
ing her agent from all mankind, sent tou here, 
Christopher, and lo! the Casket was burst 
asunder, and the Giant was free !" 

He made hay of his hair after he said this, 
and he stood a tiptoe. 

" But," he reminded himself in a state of 
grea,t excitement, " we must sit up all night, my 
Christopher. I must correct these Proofs for 
the press. Fill all the inkstands and bring 
me several new pens." 

He smeared himself and he smeared the 
Proofs, the night through, to that degree, that 
when Sol give him warning to depart (in a four-
wheeler), few could have said which was them, 
and which was him, and which was blots. His 
last instructions was, that I should instantly 
ran and take his corrections to the office of the 
present Journal. I did so. They most likely 
will not appear in print, for I noticed a message 
being brought round from Beaufort Printing 
House while I was a throwing this concluding 
statement on paper, that the ole resources of 
that establishment was unable to make out 
what they meant. Upon which a certain gentle-
man in company, as I wiU not more particularly 
name—but of whora it will be sufficient to re-
raark, standing on the broad basis of a wave-
girt isle, that whether we regard him in the 
light of * laughed, and put the corrections 
m the fire. 

• The remainder of this complimentary paren. 
thesis editorially struck out. 

THE END OF THE CHEISTMAS NUMBER FOR 1862. 

After the completion, early in January, of Mr. WILKIE COLLINS'S Serial Story, NO NAME, 
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A DARK NIGHT'S WORK, 
B Y THE AUTHORESS OF « M A R Y BARTON." 

Which will be immediately followed by a 

NEW SERIAL STORY BY CHARLES READE, D.CL, 
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To be continued from week to week, and completed in about^iOHT MONTHS. 
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VOLUMES, price fis. 6d., bound In cloth, of every Bookseller in the Empire. 
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