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THE LIFE AND

ADVENTURES

OF

VALENTINE

VOX,

THE VENTRILOQUIST.

CHAPTER L
The Birth a7id Educatio7i of Vale7ttine, with the Parental Peculiarities
and Pre/nature Death of his i7n7nediate Ancestor.
I N one of the most ancient and populous boroughs in the county of Suffolk,
there resided a genius named Jonathan Vox, who, in order to make a
fortune with rapidity, tried everything, but failed to succeed in anything,
because he could stick long to nothing.
At the age of five-and-twenty, this gentleman, who was held to be a
highly respectable Christian, in consequence of his regular attendance at
church twice every Sabbath-day, became enamoured of the expectations of
Miss Penelope Long, a young lady who had an uncle supposed to have
made a mint of money somehow, and an aunt who was believed to have
another mint somewhere.
To the best of Miss Penelope's belief, she had not another relative in
the world, and as this belief was singularly enough imparted to Jonathan,
he at once became inspired with the conviction that he could not conveniently do better than secure Miss Penelope, seeing that, if even he were
not made wealthy at once, there was wealth in the family, which must at
some period or other be his, as neither uncles nor aunts, though they live
much too long for the convenieitce of many, are immortal.
Accordingly Jonathan embraced the very earliest opportunity of assailing
Miss Penelope's heart, and this he managed to do with considerable comfort to himself, and with no inconsiderable satisfaction to the lady : for
while on the one hand Jonathan had been cast in an insinuating mould,
on the other he and Penelope were of the self-same "order," a circumstance which, in a town where the eighteenpenny people cannot associate
with the shilling individuals without being regularly cut by the halfcrowners, clearly renders the first advances in matters of this description
peculiarly agreeable.
Jonathan, therefore, at once manfully commenced the attack with an
original remark, having reference to the weather ; but finding this a somewhat barren topic, he adroitly changed it to that of the eloquence of the
minister of St. James's—a subject with which they were both of course
perfectly conversant, and which lasted them, with sundry interpolations,
until prudence compelled them to separate for the night.
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The next evening, by appointment, the attack was renevred, and the
thing was followed up with ardour for a period of fifteen yeSrs, Jonathan
being naturally anxious to defer the consummation of his happiness as long
as he possibly could, in expectation of an event which might cause both
Penelope and himself to sport "the trappings and the suits of woe." At
the expiration of this period, however, it having been delicately suggested by Penelope that they had known each other long enough to know
'each other Avell, the day was named, and in the presence of Uncle John
and Aunt Eleanor, Jonathan and Penelope were united.
In less than twelve months from this period, Jonathan \-\'as presented
with an interesting pledge of affection in the perfect similitude of a son.
This, of course, made his heart glad. He kissed his heir, sang to him,
and would inevitably have killed him, but for the interposition of the
nurse, who insisted upon taking the child away just as Jonathan was urging
him to drink his pa's health in a glass of hot brandy-and-water.
Now Jonathan, as we have stated, could never, in pecuniary matters,
get on—a circumstance not attributable solely to his inability to adhere
for any length of time to any one pursuit, but also to the fact that, with
all his ardent love *of independence—with all his eager anxiety to realize
a rapid and a splendid fortune, he was exceedingly improvident, and had
a really great contempt for all small sums of m.oney. He would lend twenty
pounds at any time without the most remote prospect of its ever being
returned, or accept a bill of exchange for that or any other amount without
a chance of its being honotired by the drawer. This kept him perpetually
poor. The more money he got, the more he thus got rid of: indeed, he
was always in debt, and that always in proportion to the amount of his
income.
Uncle John knowing this to be one of the chief characteristics of
Jonathan, and conceiving it to be high time to convince him of the propriety of acting with less improvidence in future, sought, immediately after
the christening of his heir—who, at the instance of Aunt Eleanor, was
named Valentine—to impress upon his mind the expediency of reforming.
Of course Jonathan saw the force of the suggestion in a moment. He
promised to reform ; and he did reform. He was inexorable for a month.
He would not lend a shilling ; nor would he accept a bill to accommodate
any man. He had a family, and in justice to that family he could not
consent to do it. At the expiration of the month, however, his resolution
vanished. He was induced by a friend to do that which he had often
done before, but which he had promised Uncle John that he would never
do again, and when the time came for honouring the instrument, neither
he nor his friend could make up the amount, and the consequence was
that he was immediately arrested.
Valentine was of course then too young to be actively engaged in promoting the release of the author of his being; but it is notwithstanding
a fact, that he caused him to be released, seeing that through him, and
through him alone. Uncle John paid the bill, and thus set him at liberty.
This event had a salutary efTect upon Jonathan. He had no more to do
with those dangerous instruments. What he lent was lent in specie : he
would not lend his name to any man after that.
Now, in obedience to Nature's immutable law. Master Valentine
gradually grew older ; and when he had arrived at the age of nine years,
he was placed by Uncle John under the care of the Reverend Henry Paul,
a gentleman who, being unable with any great degree of comfort to support
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himself, a wife, and seven children, upon the ;^50 a year which he derived
from his curacy, took a limited number of pupils, at twelve guineas per
annum, and no extras.
Mr. Paul's academy was in the immediate vicinity of Newmarket, and
Mr. Paul himself was a benevolent and virtuous man. He would shrink
from even the semblance of a dishonourable action, and would, rather than
be guilty of one, no matter how venial in the eye of the world it might be,
live, glorying in the rectitude of his conduct, on starvation's brink. His
father had been an eminent merchant, and so successful in the early part
of his career, that he had at one time realized a fortune of at least ^200,000.
He did not, however, relinquish business. Determined to do all in his
power for his son—who, having received a sound preparatory education,
was sent to Cambridge—he continued to pursue his old course of amassing
wealth. The year, however, in \\'hich his son left Cambridge was a
disastrous year to him. A series of unsuccessful speculations completely
ruined him. He not only lost all he possessed, but was plunged into
debt so deeply that extrication was impossible. So he became a bankrupt,
and in the room in \^'llich his creditors met for the first time, the consciousness of his position overpowered him, and he died broken-hearted.
Mr. Henry Paul was thus thrown upon the world without a shilling and
without a friend. He had neglected to make friends while at college, by
being subservient to mere rank with a view to patronage, and had therefore no prospect of promotion. For some considerable time he was literally
starving, but at last obtained a curacy, and soon after became enamoured
of an accomplished young creature just as poor as himself, who was a
governess in the rector's family, and whom he married, and thus in a
pecuniary point of view sealed the fate of both for ever.
From such a man Valentine need not have expected severity, albeit he
had a lively apprehension of it at first. Mr. Paill regarded his pupils with
considerate tenderness. Had they been his own children his treatment of
them could not have been marked with more affection. His chief anxiety was
tb impart to them a knowledge of the right course, and a full appreciation
of the advantages of which its pursuit is productive. His censure was embodied in his praise of others ; his only punishment consisted in withholding
reward.
When Valentine had been at this academy five years, during AA'hich time
he had made considerable progress, his father, while trying some nautical
experiment in a narrow-bellied water-butt, pitched, to the tmspeakable
mortification of an extensive circle of friends, headlong to the bottom, and
was drowned. This event was to Valentine a source of deep affliction, and
he left school in consequence, never to return ; for after the solemn deposit
of the remains of the departed in the family vault, the afflicted widow, as the
only means of obtaining the slightest consolation, kept Valentine at home.
His grief, however, speedily vanished. He had everything he wished
for—was petted and "spoiled." Uncle John allowed the widow a respectable annuity, and the widow allowed Val to do just what he pleased.
He was usually from home the greater part of the day, either shooting,
hunting, fishing, driving, or cricketing, and as he became an adept at
every active game, he invariably had some match or other on hand. Thus
matters went on for the space of four years, when a circumstance happened
which influenced his conduct through life so materially, that had it not
occurred, the probability is that his adventures would never have been
published to the v/orld.
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CHAPTER IL
The Genius a7id chai'acteristic Hotiozir of a great Magician ; Vale/itine
i7ispi7-es the Spirit of his Art.
W H E N the birthplace of Valentine was visited by Signor Antonio Hesperio de Bellamoniac, juggler to the King of Naples, and teacher of the
black art to Gwang Foo Twang, the Grand Emperor of China, it was
announced that a wonderful exhibition of the science of legerdemain, of
which the signor was for the nonce an Italian professor, would take place
in a room at the back of the Bull, a well-known inn.
Now the Bull was the nightly resort of a select number of townsmen,
of whom the chief in the estimation of the company was a Mr. Timotheus
Ironsides, the reporter and sub-editor of one of the journals—a gentleman
whom the signor so delighted the evening previously to the wonderful
exhibition, that he voluntarily promised to give him " a lift,"—in consideration of which promise the signor gave him a ca7-te bla7iche to send
in as many friends as he pleased.
Well, the hour at which the performances were to take place arrived,
and the signor saw with dismay that he had embarked in a most atrocious
speculation. There were not more than five-and-twenty patrons of art
present; of whom seven only paid the admission-fee,—namely, the small
charge of 3d.; and therefore, as the gross receipts amounted to no more
than IS. 9d., Signor Antonio Hesperio de Bellamoniac determined on
starting the next morning for some place in which genius was more highly
appreciated, and somewhat more liberally patronized.
On mentioning this, his fixed determination, after the performance, to
Mr. Ironsides, that gentleman on the instant pointed out the extreme
madness of the idea, explained to him that Wednesday was the grand
market-day, that his paper was published on the Tuesday, that hundreds
of farmers with their wives and daughters would then be in town, and
that he was perfectly certain to have an audience crammed to the ceiling,
after the just and impartial criticism he intended to give. To this the
signor listened with somewhere about half a smile, which was clearly
indicative of the existence of a species of incredulity, with which they who
are in the habit of gulling others invariably regard those who, as they
imagine, are desirous of gulling them. He didn't see it clearly. He had
not the smallest doubt about its being all correct; he knew that he was
able to astonish them ; but how were they to be caught ? What sort of
critique could be written to bring them ? These were the questions which
the signor regarded as of infinite importance.
" I'll show you," said Ironsides, " how we'll proceed : step here, and
you shall judge for yourself."
They accordingly retired to a little back parlour, in which they remained
somewhat more than two hours concocting a criticism on the eveni-ng's
performance, which certainly was, according to the signer's own acknowledgment, "aflamer."
" Now," said the signor, " can you get this in ?"
"Certain," cried Ironsides ; " m y honour!"
" I don't doubt your honour, but have you the power?"
" Beyond every species of doubt !" rephedthe journalist.
" Good," said the signor—"good, very good : the justice of it pleases.
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Excellent good ! Now I'll tell you what I'll do. That there's safe to
draw 'em—there can't be two opinions about that. Vot say you, then ?
I'll hire the large concert-room upon the Market-hill, and you shall go
reg'Iars in the profits."
" Agreed !" shouted Ironsides. " So certain am I that we shall have
a good house, that I'll bear half the losses, whatever they may be."
"That's precisely the g a m e ! " said the signor—"I'm delighted!—
Have you got such a thing as a crown ? I expected some remittances
this morniiig, which can't now be here before to-morrow."
" With pleasure ! " cried Ironsides.
" I want to get some bills out," continued the signor, "very early in
the morning."
"Leave all that to me," observed Ironsides; " I ' l l
undertake to do that. I'll have some flamers struck off; ay, and posted
before you are up."
" Good again ! " cried the signor. " You know more about them than
I do. I'll leave it to you entirely."
" You'll find no nonsense about me," observed Ironsides, rising and
taking the signor by the hand. " Good night."
" Be stirring with the lark, good Norfolk ! " cried the signor, as the
journalist made his exit.
" Is this to go down to Mr. Ironsides ?" anxiously inquired the landlord.
" Of course ! " replied the signor—"of course. Now a light !" In
the space of three minutes Signor Antonio Hesperio de Bellamoniac—
whose real name, it may perhaps be proper to observe, was John Tod—
submitted to the embrace of Morpheus with great Christian resignation.
The next monting Mr. Ironsides wrote the placards, and had them
printed and posted with so much expedition, that before twelve o'clock
they illumined the town. The great magician beheld these flamers with
delight, and when in the evening Ironsides, whose whole soul was centred
in the spec, brought a paper down to show him the impartial critique, he
applauded him even to the very echo. Everything was that night arranged.
The room was swept, the chandelier polished, and the money-taker hired,
while the cups and the balls, and the thimbles, and the swords, were placed
in order, to the infinite satisfaction, not only of Ironsides, but of Signor
Antonio Hesperio de Bellamoniac himself.
In due course of time, the market morning arrived, and the town was,
as usual, at an early hour thronged. The signor was in ecstasies when he
found so many gaily-dressed persons, whose countenances seemed to indicate that their possessors were perfectly ready to be duped, walking
leisurely up and down the principal streets, with their mouths wide open,
ready to swallow anything. He therefore employed himself during the
day in going round and round the town with the view of witnessing the
avidity with which the contents of the placards were read, and took
especial care, incog., to impress upon each group a mysterious idea of the
wonderful exhibition.
Well, seven o'clock came, and the signor—sporting a pair of huge
moustachios which he had purchased for this occasion expressly—wriggled
his way through the crowd already assembled. The arrangements were
admirable. Only one could pass in at a time, and there stood the magician,
who drew a shilling from each person until the room was nearly filled,
when, with an injunction to suffer no one to pass without paying, he
surrendered his post to the responsible individual whom Ironsides had
liberally engaged.
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Now the signor was what the worid would call att exceedingly clever
fellow. He knew that he was perfectly uneducated, and was conscious of
the construction of his sentences being anything but strictly grammatical.
To conceal this, therefore, on the one hand, and to inspire the audience
with the belief of his being—what he represented himself to be—an Italian,
on the other, he had recourse to a jargon of his own composition—an
indiscriminate mixture of Cockney English and Yankee French—which
never by any chance failed him at a pinch.
At eight o'clock precisely the curtain went up and discovered the great
magician enveloped in a horsecloth, which he had borrowed of the ostler
at the Bull, and which was meant to convey the idea of a robe. His
appearance was singularly imposing, for he had tied on a long flowing
beard, which had a peculiarly cabalistic and patriarchal effect, while his
face—instead of being vulgarly daubed with vermilion—had been carefully
rubbed over with whitening, to give him the aspect of one much addicted
to study; and lines had been made with a burnt cork, with the viexv of
indicating the furrows which that study had established.
As soon as the enthusiasm with which his appearance was hailed had subsided, the great magician, with due solemnity, stalked forward and addressed
his audience briefly as follows:—"Ladi and Shenteelmongs, I have de
honnare to say dis, dat I sail go troo warious parformong, and ven I sail
svaller him sword town him troat, I vas give you vong speciment ob venter
et loquer, dat am to say, speak in him pelly." What was understood of
this gave great satisfaction ; but what was most applauded was that which
was most unintelligible.
The performances then commenced, and the signor went through a
variety of old tricks very cleverly. But when he came to his ventriloquism, he completely astounded his audience ; for never having heard
anything like it before, they were in doubt as to whether there was not in
him something superhuman. He then commenced playing the violin;
and although he was an infamous fiddler, he managed to ravish his
audience by producing a series of the most horrible sounds that ever
assailed the ears of either man or beast ; and thus terminated the wonderful performances of the evening.
Signor de Bellamoniac's next care was, of course, to get the money which
had been taken at the door during the performance, which, added to the
sum he had himself received, made the gross amount £21. 15s. With
this and his implements of jugglery—the whole of which were safely deposited in a small cotton handkerchief—he repaired to his quarters, where, of
course, he was soon joined by his partner, the journalist. " Oh ! my dear
sir ! " exclaimed the signor, as Ironsides entered, " I'm bound to you for
hever."
"Don't mention it," cried the journalist. "You see I was
right."
" T h a t talented notice of yourn did the trick," observed the signor;
*' that was the game I "
" You have a pretty good haul," observed Ironsides.
" Hexcellent! " warmly exclaimed the signor ; " vords cannot express my
deep gratitude. Vot 11 you take ? I mean to stand a good supper to-night,
If I never stand another." Accordingly, supper was ordered and eatsn,
and brandy-and-water ad libitum drunk, the whole of which was directed
by the signor to be put down to the general account, which was accordingly done upon Ironsides' sole responsibility.
" Now," said the signor, when Ironsides had drunk pretty freely, "shall
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we divide the receipts of this glorious night now or in the morning ? "
" As you please, my dear boy," said the journalist.
"Well, I want to get rid, you know, of some of it," said the signor;
•' but perhaps arter hall it 'ud better be done in the morning."
"Perhaps it had," hiccuped the joiimalist.
" Vot time '11 you be down? " inquired the signor.
" Any time you like," replied Ironsides.
"Shall we say twelve, t h e n ? " observed the magician, " a n d by that
time you'll be able to put down all you have paid for bills, and sutterer ;
and I shall insist upon your having a couple of guineas hextra for that
critic of yours in the paper."
" Not a copper ! " cried Ironsides.
" But I insist," said the signor.
" So you may—but not a copper—not a cop
"
" Well I don't of course want to insult you. If you vont, vy there's a
hend off the matter.—Come, drink."
But Ironsides could drink no more. He felt that he had already drunk
more than enough, and therefore left his friend and partner with the understanding that they were to meet the next morning at twelve. The morning
came, and the journalist was as punctual as the sun ; but Signor Antonio
Hesperio de Bellamoniac was no7i est inve7itus. He had not been seen by
any one connected with the Bull that morning. He had in short decamped
with the money and his implements, without even leaving so much as his
card ! Mr. IronsidesJiad therefore to pay for the concert-room, the flamers,
the men, and the supper, with the collateral expenses incurred at the inn
by the signor—the whole of which he paid too in absolute silence, lest
the facts of the case should become known ; for he held it to be utterly
inexpedient to be made the perpetual butt of the town.

CHAPTER

IIL

Valentine makes rapid Progress.—His fi7'it grand Public Display.—Striking
Development of Political Bijustice.—A sanguinary Local Rebellio7t
subdued.
O F all the magician's auditors on the occasion to which we have alluded,
Valentine was one of the most attentive ; and that portion of the performances which most struck him was the signor's display of his power as
a ventriloquist. Indeed, so deep an impression did it make upon his
mind, that he firmly resolved to apply to the magician the following day,
with the view of ascertaining if it were possible for him to become a ventriloquist himself. Finding, however, that the signor had so unceremoniously
vanished from the town, he -was left entirely to his own resources, and
after trying with desperation for several days, he discovered, with equal
astonishment and delight, that he in reality possessed the power of speaking
with an abdominal intonation, and that zealous cultivation would cause
that power to be fully developed.
He accordingly commenced a severe course of training. He rose early
every morning and practised in the fields, and in doing so, frequently
startled himself; for the power that was within him, not being quite under
eontrol, would occasionally send the sound in one place when he fully
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intended it to have been in another. The consciousness, howeyel", of his
possessing this power urged him to persevere, and in less than six months
it was entirely at his command. He then began to astonish all whom he met.
He would call an individual by name, and cause the sound to proceed
apparently from the opposite side of the street. If ladies were walking
before him, he would instantly raise the dreaded cry of " Mad dog ! " and
imitate the growlings of the animal in its paroxysms to perfection. If
persons were passing an empty house, he would loudly cry " Murder !—
thieves ! " when, if he could but persuade them to break open the door, he
would lead them from room to room by imitations of convulsive groans,
until the house had obtained the reputation of being haunted.
Valentine's first grand display, however, in public, was at a meeting convened at the Guildhall, for the purpose of electing a fit and proper person
to fill the vacancy occasioned by the lamentable death of Mr. Paving Commissioner Cobb. Party-feeling on that occasion ran high ; and the hall at
the appointed hour^was crowded to excess by the friends of the candidates,
who looked at each other as if the laws only prevented the perpetration of
cannibalism on the spot.
As the mayor was.about to open the important business of the day, with
the expression of a lively hope that all parties would have a fair and impartial hearing, Valentine entered the hall, and having by virtue of perseverance reached the steps of the rostrum from which the electors were to
be addressed, prepared at once to commence operations.
The first speaker was Mr. Creedale, an extremely thin gentleman, with
an elaborately-chiselled nose, who came forward on the Liberal side to
nominate Mr. Job Stone. " Gentlemen ! " said Mr. Creedale.
"Nonsense!" cried Valentine, in an assumed voice, of course, which
appeared to proceed from a remote part of the hall.
" Gentlemen ! " repeated Mr. Creedale, with additional emphasis.
" Pooh, pooh I " exclaimed Valentine, changing the tone.
" I t may," said Mr. Creedale, " b e nonsense, or it may be pooh, pooh !
but, gentlemen, I address you as gentlemen, and beg that I may not be
interrupted."
" Oh, don't mind Tibbs ; go on ! " cried Valentine.
" O h ! Tibbs; indeed;" observed Mr. Creedale, with a contemptuous
cud of the lip. " It's Mr. Tibbs, is it ! "
" N o ! no !" cried the accused individual, who was a highly respectable
grocer, and remarkable for his quiet and unassuming demeanour.
" I am surprised at Mr. Tibbs," said Mr. Creedale in continuation—" I
have until now regarded him as an individual
"
" No, no ! " again vociferated Tibbs, " It arn't me, anyhow."
" If Mr. Tibbs," said the mayor, " or any other gentleman be desirous
of addressing the meeting, he will have soon an opportunity of doing
so."
" Upon my honour !" exclaimed Tibbs, " I've
"
Here there were general cries of "Order, order! chair!" when Mr.
Creedale continued:—"Gentlemen, without adverting to any extraneous
matter, it gives me unspeakable pleasure to propose
"
" A revolutionist ! " growled Valentine, in a heavy bass voice.
"That's me, I s'pose!" cried Tibbs exultingly, shaking his head, and
giving a most triumphant wink.
" I know whose voice that is," said Mr. Creedale : "That's the voice
of the Conservative bully. Yes, that's Mr. Brownrigg."
" What! " shouted Brownrigg, in a voice of indignant thunder.
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" W h a t ! " echoed Mr. Creedale.——"Say it's me again," shouted
Brownrigg, "just only so much as say it's me again."
" Mr. Brownrigg," observed the mayor, "will be pleased to conduct
himself here with propriety."
" W h a t do you m e a n ? " exclaimed Brownrigg.
" W h y fix upon
me?"
" T h a t is not the first time," observed Mr. Creedale, "that Mr. Brownrigg has been here with the view of blustering for the Conservatives ; but
it won't
"
" A s true as life ! " exclaimed Brownrigg, " I never opened my lips.
If I did
" Loud cries of " Order, order ! Question ! Chair, chair ! "
drowned the conclusion of the sentence, however interesting it might have
been, and Mr. Creedale resumed : — " A s I was about to observe, gentlemen, when disgracefully interrupted, it gives me great pleasure to propose
Mr. Stone as
"
" A dickey !" screamed Valentine, assuming the shrill voice of a female,
—"Don't have him! he's a dickey!"* Here the entire meeting cried
" Shame ! " and the candidate rose to repel the insinuation. " Officers ! "
shouted the may®r, " instantly turn that depraved woman o u t ! " Hereupon a corps of corporate constables entered with their staves, and rushed
to the spot from which the sound appeared to proceed; but no woman was
discoverable.
' ' Whoop ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice to another part of the
hall: and the officers rushed to that part with the most praiseworthy precipitation, legally assaulting every elector who stood in their way; but no
sooner had they reached the spot proposed, than " the depraved woman "
appeared to be laughing outright in the very body of the meeting. Away
went the constables, following the sound, and enraged beyond measure at
their inability to catch her, when in an instant another " W h o o p !" was
heard to proceed from the spot they had just quitted. Back went the
constables, knocking aside every man whom they came near, and thus
creating a scene of indescribable confusion.
" Turn her out! " cried the mayor, in tones of insulted dignity.
"Blarm m e ! " cried the fattest of the constables, foaming with rage,
" We can't find her ! " Again loud laughter was heard, in which at length
the entire meeting joined, on beholding the laudable ardour with which
the constables kept up the chase. '' You low creature ! " cried the mayor,
" w h y don't you leave the hall ? "
" Let me alone ! let me alone!" cried the "creature," " a n d I'll be
quiet;"—and immediately a scream was heard, succeeded by sounds indicative of the "creature " being just on the point of fainting. The constables
fancied that they were sure of her then, and therefore made another rush;
but without more success. At length the mayor exclaimed, '' Let her be ;
leave her to herself;" when the constables reluctantly withdrew, and comparative silence was restored.
Mr. Creedale then resumed : — " A weak invention of the enemy—(No,
no ! and loud cheers)—I repeat
"
" You're a fool! " cried Valentine, in a singularly gruff tone ; on which
there were again loud cries of " Shame ! " and "Order ! "
" I ' l l commit the first man," cried the mayor, with a swell of indignation,
• It will probably be necessary here to observe that in Suffolk a "dickey" Is the shorJ
for an au.
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" who again interrupts these important proceedings, be/5^ whomsoeTcr hf
may."
" You can't, old boy !" cried Valentine.
. ^ ,
" Who—who is that ? " said the mayor. " I demand to know instantly
who it is that dares thus to —"
" Dares ! " exclaimed Valentine.
" Dares ; ay, dares ! " cried the mayor. " I'll give five pounds to any
man who will point out to me that atrocious individual." The electors at
this moment stared at each other, and all appeared lost in amazement.
The mayor again rose, and assuming a more tranquil tone, said, " Really,
gentlemen, this is perfectly disgraceful. In the course of my experience I
never met with anything even remotely comparable to
"
"Jonathan Sprawl," cried Valentine. " He is the man."
"If," said the mayor, " I thought that—but no, no, I am certain, Mr.
Sprawl
"
" I assure you," said Jonathan, " the interruption did not proceed from
me, on my honour.
He who says that it did is a slanderer and no
gentleman; and I tell him so openly to his teeth."
" I am satisfied,'* said the mayor, "quite satisfied, and therefore do
trust that we shall now be permitted to proceed."
Mr. Creedale, who was still in possession of the chair, again resumed :—
" I am not inclined," said he, " t o indulge on this occasion in anything
which may tend to create feelings of irritation ; but I must be permitted to
say that I am utterly astonished at the conduct of
"
" Mr. Maxill !" said Valentine, imitating the voice of Mr. Creedale, the
speaker.
"What's that?" cried Maxill, a short stumpy man, with a raw-beefy
face, " I begs to rise to order. I claims the protection of the cheer, and if
so be as Mr. Creedale means as it's me, why, sir, I repels the insiniwation
—(applause)—and means to say this, that all I can say is—(Bravo, Maxill!)
—all I can say is—is this
"
"You're an ass!" cried Valentine, throwing his voice immediately
behind Mr. Maxill. " H o l d your tongue !"
Within the sphere of the reader's observation it has in all probability
occurred, that a man being, in nautical phraseology, three sheets in the
wind, and writhing under the lash of some real or imaginary insult, has
made desperate efforts to reach an opponent through the barrier composed
of mutual friends ; if so, if the reader should ever have beheld an individual
in that interesting position, foaming, and plunging, and blustering, and
occasionally striking his dearest friend in his efforts to get at the enemy,
he is quahfied to form some conception of the scene of which "httle fatty
Maxill" was the hero. He fancied that he had discovered the delinquent.
Nothing could shake his belief that an individual named Abraham Bull,
who happened to be standing at the time in his immediate vicinity, was
the person by whom he had been insulted. He therefore sprang at him
with great ferocity; but being checked by those around, who were conscious of Bull's perfect innocence, he, bent upon vengeance, continued
kicking and bullying, and dealing out his blows right and left indiscrim-inatdy, until the constables lifted him cle.-m off his legs, and without any
further ceremony rolled him into the street.
The mayor now fondly imagined that this would have the effect of
restoring perfect order ; he beUeved that after such an example as that, no
individual or body of individupls would dare to offer the slightest inter-
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rujition to the proceedings of the day ; and having expressed himself
quietly to that effect, he bowed and waved his hand to Mr. Creedale.
That gentleman accordingly came forward once more, and said—
"Gentlemen, it is with unspeakable
"
"Blarney!" cried Valentine. "Silence!" exclaimed the mayor, with
a melodramatic stamp that shook the platform.
" The eye of England," said Mr. Creedale, "nay, the eye of all Europe
['Asia, Africa, and America,' added Valentine] are upon you, and I can
only say, that anything more
"
"Laughable," cried Valentine, assuming the voice of a respectable
plumber who stood near him.
'' Good heavens !" exclaimed the mayor, ' ' to what a depth of degradation
have we dived ! I ask, Am I to be supported ? (Loud cries of 'Yes, yes !')
Then I call upon you loudly, boldly, emphatically, and that with all
the energy of which I am capable, to do so." ( " W e will, we will!"
'' Down with the Tory myrmidons !" " Dov/n with the rank revolutionary
raff!" and loud cheers.)
At this stage of the proceedings the mayor quietly intimated to Mr.
Creedale that it would perhaps be, under the circumstances, expedient to
cut it short; and Mr. Creedale having perceived the propriety of that suggestion, concluded amidst general uproar, with the following pointed
remark :—" Gentlemen, since you will not hear me speak, I shall beg at
once to nominate my friend, Mr. Stone, a man whose equal as a fit and
proper person to be a Paving Commissioner is not to be found."
Hereupon there were loud cheers from the Liberal party, and hisses and
groans from the Tories, and when Mr. Leechamp rose to second the
nomination, the cheering, and hissing, and groaning were renewed.
Mr. Mac Ireling then came forward to propose Mr. Slabb, who had
the whole of the Conservative interest on his side ; but the moment he
appeared in front of the platform, Valentine cried, " N o w for a signal
retaliation ! now for our revenge !"
" Gentlemen," said Mr. Mac Ireling.
" You'll not let a rank Tory speak, if you are men !" exclaimed Valentine ; and Mr. Mac Ireling was immediately assailed with a tremendous
volley of groans from the Liberals, who naturally believed that the Conservatives had created the whole of the previous disturbance.
"Gentlemen!—Gentlemen I—GENTLEMEN!"
reiterated the mayor at
intervals appropriately filled up with hissing, groaning, cheering, whistling,
and yelling, " I demand to be heard. I insist—I insist upon silence.
(Order, order ! Chair, chair !) Let it not, oh ! let it not go forth to the
world, that the men of this enlightened borough, in the nineteenth century,
in the heart of the British empire ; in the very centre of civilization, are
slaves to passion, idiots, madmen, and fools. (Loud cheers.) Am I a
cipher? (Hear, hear !) On the instant would I dissolve this most outrageous meeting, were it not that I am determined to maintain inviolate
the dignity of the office I have the honour to hold, and not to be intimidated, frightened, alarmed, or put down by mere clamour. (Vehement
cheering.) If we are to proceed, in the name of blind and impartial
justice, of sound constitutional common sense, in the name of all that is
respectable and just, let us do so !"
This pointed and poetic appeal, delivered as it was in tones of
eloquent indignation, had the effect of inspiring the audience with awe,
which induced something bearing the semblance of order to prevail.
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Mr. Maclreling then again stepped forward, and said, " I hope that my
conduct has been of a character to command the esteem of
" The Tories !" shouted Valentine.
..
" Heavens !" exclaimed the mayor, with his hands clenched, and raising
his voice to the highest pitch—" I'll commit that man who presumes again
to utter a single syllable for the purpose of
' ' Valentine here sent
into the body of the meeting an awfully derisive " H a ! ha ! ha !" which
ippeared absolutely to electrify his worship, who loudly cried, " Officers !
iiow do your duty !"
In vain those respectable functionaries rushed to the middle of the hall,
with the laudable view of arresting the delinquent. Loud laughter was
still heard, but invariably behind them, whichever way they happened to
turn. The perspiration poured down their cheeks, for their exertions were
quite terrific. They stamped, puffed and tore, and shook their fists, looking
eternal daggers at every man in their vicinity. The laughter continuing,
away they went again with fresh energy inspired by his worship's reiterated
cries of " Officers, now do your duty !" At length, fairly driven to desperation, they resolved on seizing some one, and accordingly collared Mr.
Lym, a highly reputable baker, whom they happily discovered in the act
of smiling at the ridiculous character of their efforts. In vain Mr. Lym
proclaimed his innocence—they had caught him in the act ! and hence
proceeded to drag him towards the door with all possible violence. In
the space of one minute Mr. Lym was divested of his top coat, under coat,
waistcoat, and shirt!—those articles of apparel having been completely
torn off by the enraged functionaries in the due execution of their duty.
Lym'would have left the hall quietly enough, but the Radicals would by
no means suffer him to do so. They rushed to the rescue ; and on Valentine shouting out "Down with the Republicans!" in one voice, and
" Down with the Tories !" in another, a general battle ensued, which was
kept up on both sides with infinite spirit, while the mayor, duly mounted
on the table, kept denouncing the irregular proceedings with all the indignant energy at his command.
The voice of Valentine was now no longer needed. The electors were
making sufficient noise without his aid. He therefore mounted the rostrum,
partly for safety and partly with a view to the full enjoyment of the scene,
and then for .the first time discovered that instead of the combatants being
divided into two grand political parties, as they ought to have been, they
were levelling their blows with indiscriminate fury, regardless utterly of
everything but the pleasure of conferring upon some one the honour of a
hit. In one corner of the hall there was a dense mass of electors, the
majority of whom were extremely corpulent, hugging each other like bees
when they swarm, with such tenacity, that the entire body formed an
exemplification of a perfectly dead lock. In another corner there were two
lines of amateur gladiators, hitting out as hard as they could hit, but as
they all, very discreetly, closed their eyes to preserve them, and went in
head foremost, like bucks, their evolutions were not strictly scientific,
although the hardest heads did the greatest amount of execution. In a
third corner of the hall, there was a phalanx of individuals forming a complete Gordian knot, who contented themselves with elbowing and grinning
at each other with most praiseworthy zeal : while in the fourth there were
two distinct ranks of independent electors, one-half of whom were striving
to protect their friends by striking over the shoulders of those friends,
whom they kepi with appropriate consideration in the front, to receive all
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the blows. The grand point of attraction, however, was in the centre.
Here a circle of about two-and-twenty feet in diameter was strewed with
quick bodies, horizontally twisting in and out—sometimes above the surface and sometimes below—like so many eels in a tub, without even the
possibility of any one of them achieving his perpendicular. They could 77ot
rise—they writhed, kicked, blustered, and rolled, and preserved the true
character of the scene.
While these animated proceedings were going on, certain persons who
had escaped, conceiving it to be the commencement of a sanguinary revolution, rushed with haste to the Bell, which they knew to be the headquarters of a troop of dragoons, then temporarily stationed in the town,
and at once gave the alarm, that the rebellion might be nipped in the bud.
Before the awful tale could be told twice, the trumpet sounded on the
Market-hill, To horse ! and in a short time the entire troop, headed by a
magistrate, galloped to the scene of action. On reaching the hall, the
revolutionists were to the soldiers invisible. A tumultuous din was heard
—a din which threatened to burst the casement; but notliing could be
seen. The doors were fast. Not one of the rebels within knew how to
open them ; nor could they be conveniently opened from without. Mr.
Alldread, the magistrate, however, in the king's name, commanded them
to be instantly broken in, which command was obeyed with much alacrity
by the alarmists. But here another difficulty presented itself; the rebels
either would not, or could not, come out. Mr. Alldread, therefore, determined to surmount every obstacle, in the king's name commanded the
soldiers to enter. He was for checking the rebellion ere it got to a head ;
so certain was he that if energetic measures were not promptly taken, the
British empire would be crumbled into one chaotic mass of revolutionary
ruin.
Now, for a troop of dragoons to enter into a densely-crowded hall was
regarded, very naturally, by Captain Copeland, the officer in command, as
somewhat of a novelty in military tactics ; however, p.artly to humour the
alarmed magistrate, and partly because he felt that the mere sight of the
soldiers would be sufficient to put an end to all civil hostilities, he ordered
three of his men to follow him with all possible care, and accordingly in
they went. The eyes of the majority of the insurgents were at this crisis
closed, and as those of the rest were fixed firmly upon their antagonists,
the quiet entrance of the soldiers, except by a few near the door, was for q
moment disregarded. Captain Copeland, however ordered the trumpet to
sound, and the trumpeter blew a blast so loud that in an instant, as if by
magic, hostilities ceased.
" Upon 'em ! " loudly shouted Mr. Alldread ; " char-r-r-ge ! "
The gallant captain smiled ; and his men had absolutely the cold-blooded
audacity to wink at each other with gleeful significance.
" Heavens ! " exclaimed Mr. Alldread, utterly astonished at the manifest
indisposition of the soldiers to cut the rebels into mince-raeat, " W h y ,
what do you fear ? In the king's name, again I command you to mow the
traitors down !"
Captain Copeland, perceiving every eye fixed upon him, at once gracefully waved his bright sword until the point rested opposite the door, when
the rebels, viewing this as an intimation that they would all be permitted
to depart, rushed with alacrity into the street, and in the space of five
minutes the entire body of the hall was deserted.
A council of war was then held on the spot, at which the mayor was too
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exhausted to utter a word, but Mr. Alldread strove in vain to protest at
Captain Copeland's want of military decision. It was, however, eventually
decided that no further steps need be taken in the matter ; and as the
captain wished to spend a merry evening, he invited the mayor and every
member of the corporation present to dine with him forthwith at the Bell,
The invitation was accepted, and as they left the hall, certain straggling
knots of rebels who were discussing the cause of the disturbance with great
energy, took to their heels and ran to the various public-houses they were
in the habit of frequenting, each, of course, with the view of contending
for the correctness of his own version of the origin of the fray. The soldiers
smiled as they saw the rebels running ; but, although Mr. Alldread insisted
upon the propriety of the troop giving them chase, the party proceeded.
with due dignity to dinner, after which the bottle went round merrily till
midnight, when the mayor and the rest of the members of the corpcx-ation,
at the particular desire of Mr. Alldread, were conducted to the doors of
their respective residences, under a formidable military escort.

CHAPTER

IV.

Maternal Solicitude.—Great-uncle John in Convulsions.—The Chastity
of a Maiden impugned.
NOTHING could exceed the delight with which Valentine contemplated
the result of the first grand display of his latent power. He went home
in ecstasies, and exercised his voice with so much violence, and imitated
the contortions of the constables so grotesquely, that his affectionate parent
believed him to be possessed of the same spirit as that which inhabited the
swine. Again and again she implored him to explain to her what had
occurred ; but he prudently confined himself to a statement of the fact of
his having been to the meeting and upset them all. The style, however,
in which this statement was made, and the loud and irrepressible laughter
by which it was accompanied, caused serious apprehensions on the part of
Mrs. Vox that her Valentine had eaten of the insane root, and prompted
her to go for advice to Uncle John, while Val was doing justice to the
cold remains of a fillet of veal and a knuckle of ham.
Now, for somewhat more than two-and-twenty years, Uncle John had
reclined on three well-cushioned chairs, with a pipe in his mouth and a
glass of stiff brandy-and-water by his side, from the time that the cloth
was removed at two o'clock until five. From this position he never by
any chance moved until old Hannah brought up the tea-tray, and it was in
this position that Mrs. Vox found him. " Well, Pen ! " said Uncle John,
as the poor lady entered, "come to see me—eh? There's a good girl."
Mrs. Vox approached the chair on which his head was reclining, and as
she kissed his shining brow a tear dropped upon his nose. "What's
t h a t ! " cried Uncle J o h n — " What's the matter, my giri ?—what has
happened ? Come, come, sit you down, and let's know all about it."
" Oh, Uncle ! " said Mrs. Vox, " do, pray, see my Val."
"Why, what's the young dog been up to now?" cried Uncle John.
"Once for all," said Mrs. Vox, having taken a deep inspiration, " I
believe that he's mad."
" Pooh,—nonsense, child ! " cried Uncle John,
" Mad ! Fiddleded'ee; pooh, pooh—what has he been after? "
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" I have told you before," said the afflicted lady, " what singular noises
I have heard about the house when he is in it."
" I know, I know," interrupted Uncle John; " imagination, child—mere
imagination—pooh, pooh!—don't be superstitious."
" B u t to-day," continued Mrs. Vox, sobbing—"to-day, uncle, when he
came home, not only did I hear dreadful noises all over the house, but he
made up such horrible faces that he frightened me out of my senses ; and
all that I could get from him was, that he had done it—that he'd been
to the meeting and had upset them all! "
" T h e meeting! What right has he to interfere with politics?" cried
Uncle JTohn, ringing his bell with unusual violence. "Surely there's plenty
of politicians in the town without him! Upset 'em !—Here, Hannah," he
continued as the old servant entered—"go, and tell Valentine to come to
me instantly—don't come without him. Upset 'em, indeed ! What right
has a boy like that—he's not twenty yet."
" N o , " interrupted Mrs. Vox, " h e was only nineteen the fourteenth of
last February
"
" What right has a lad like him to go to meetings ? /"never go to such
places ; that boy'll be ruined."
" But it isn't only that," said Mrs. Vox ; " I shouldn't care, but I'm sure
that he's touched. I'm quite certain the poor boy's possessed."
"Pooh, rubbish, child, rubbish !" observed Uncle John; " t h e boy's a
splendid Ijoy, a fine high-spirited boy. I'd not break his spirit for the
world :—but he musn't be spoiled—no, he musn't be spoiled."
Uncle John then proceeded to refill his pipe, and having directed Mrs.
Vox to mix a leetle more brandy-and-water, looked earnestly at the fire,
and prepared for the attack. " W e l l ! young gentleman ! " said he, knitting his brows and looking desperate. Mrs. Vox turned quickly towards
the door, and found that Uncle John was only rehearsing. Valentine,
however, immediately after entered, and Uncle John commenced :—
" Well! young gentleman ! Now, sir, what does all this mean ? "
" A l l what. Uncle?" quietly asked Valentine.
" A l l what, sir ! " exclaimed Uncle John—"Why all this—this—C07iduct, sir !—that's what I mean."
" What conduct? " said Val, with perfect calmness.
" What conduct, sir ! " cried Uncle John—" v.'hy, are you mad ? "
" I hope not," said Valentine. " I am not aware that I am."
" Don't tell me, sir, that you are not aware of it ! " shouted the old
gentleman. " Here's your poor mother here fit to break her heart about
your horrible noises. I'll have you put into the lunatic asylum, sir ! You
want a strait-jacket !—but where have you been all day ?—what have
you been after ? "
" I've been at the meeting," said Valentine. " The
meeting!" said Uncle John—"pray, what busi7iess had you at the
meeting?"
"Come, uncle, don't be angry," said Valentine, smiling.
" I'll tell you all about it : but you'll not be cross, will you ? "
; "Cross, sir ! " exclaimed Uncle John. " I am not cross : I never am."
Valentine then drew a chair near the fire, and commenced an explanation
of all that had occurred. At first he utterly astounded Uncle John by the
development of his power, and then proceeded with the relation of its
effects upon the meeting. In ten minutes Uncle John had swallowed more
smoke than he had done ever since he had been a smoker. Several times
did the brandy-and-water go the wrong way; and as he had a perfect
knowledge of almost every man present at the hall, his imagination
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entered with so much spirit into the scene, and he laughed at the description
of their movements so immoderately, that at length he could neither drink,
smoke, nor sit, but paced the room holding his back and chest together—
at intervals ejaculating, " S t o p ! stop! s t o p ! " The more, however
Uncle John laughed, the more spirit did Valentine infuse into his tale, and
at length, in an absolute convulsion of mirth, the delighted old gentleman
threw himself upon the sofa, rolling to and ffo like a butt m a groove. _
" You young dog ! " cried Uncle John, when he had recovered sufficient
steadiness of breath to speak : " Don't you know, sir, it was wrong, very
wrong thus to
." Here he was seized with another fit of laughter
so painful, that for relief he moved his body first backwards and forwards,
and then from side to side, while he mopped the perspiration from his ruddy
face.
Nor did Mrs. Vox fail to enjoy the relation of the scene, for burying her
face in her handerchief, she was equally convulsed, although not quite so
loud in the manifestation of her mirth.
" H o l d your tongue, you young- rascal ! " was the command of Uncle
John, whenever Valentine reopened his lips to relate any incident that had
previously escaped him. Valentine, however, was not to be silenced. So
long as he found the-old gentleman enjoyed it, so long did he keep up the
fire, until at last Uncle John, declaring solemnly that he could stand it no
longer, commanded him to leave the room, which he did with a view of
alarming old Hannah in the kitchen.
No sooner had Val made his exit from the parlour, than it occurred to
Mrs. Vox, that if the thing became known to the authorities, the result
might be anything but pleasing ; and as Uncle John fell at once into her
views, he began to think of the best mode of avoiding the discovery. At
first he thought it sufficient to enjoin silence upon Valentine ; but subsequently fancying that the "young dog" would deem the joke infinitely too
good to be concealed, he thought that as he intended soon to send him to
Mr. Goodman, an old friend of his in London, the safest plan would be to
start him off at once. " B u t what am / to d o ? " inquired Mrs. Vox
anxiously.
" W h y , come and live with me," said Uncle John. " Now make no
objections. He'll be well taken care of by Goodman, I know, or of
course I wouldn't send him."
It was accordingly decided that he should start on the Wednesday
morning ; and when all the preliminaries had been arranged, Uncle John
called Valentine just as he was charging old Hannah with having concealed
a child, whose half-stifled cries and convulsive sobs, in one of the large
dresser-drawers, he had been imitating to perfection. Of course, on being
called, Val left the surprised and indignant old maid in the kitchen to prosecute her search; and after having had a few words with Great-Uncle
John on the subject of his journey, with the idea of which he was delighted,
the little family separated for the night.
The whole of the following morning was occupied by Valentine and
Mrs. Vox in packing up, while Uncle John was engaged for several hours
in the composition of a letter to Mr. Goodman ; a document written with
infinite care, and in a style of course peculiariy his own; and in the
evening Valentine and his mother again visited the old gentleman, who
employed himself till bed-time in giving Val instructions, having reference
to his conduct in London.
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C H A P T E R V.
Explains how Vale7ttine startedfor Lo7tdon ; how e7itertai7iing Travelli7ig
Compa7tio7is ca77 be; how a valia7it Blacksmith ca7i be a Dead Shot; how
fir7n may be the Faith of a Coachi/ian i7t Witchcraft; a7id how it is
possiblefor a Jour7iey to beprotracted.
THERE are probably no feelings at all comparable with those which are
experienced by a sanguine country youth on the eve of his first departure
for London. His mind is all excitement, engendered by the single idea of
visiting a place of which he has heard so much, and knows so little.
Asleep or awake, his whole soul is set upon the journey; and were it
necessary for him to rise at four in the morning, though he failed to go to
sleep before two, he would be just as certain to wake in time to hear the
clock strike four, as if the "warning" wire communicated with a galvanic
battery sufficiently powerful to force him out of bed.
Valentine, after dreaming of the great city and its glories, rose some
hours before his usual time, but not before Mrs. Vox, who had not slept at
all, had re-ransacked every drawer and every box in the house, with the
view of ascertaining if anything had been forgotten.
About an hour and a half before the time for starting arrived, in rushed
Uncle John, with a view of expressing his firm conviction that if "\'alentine didn't look sharp, the coach would certainly go without him, and ot
explaining, moreover, that the coachman, whom he knew, would wait for
no man. Breakfast was therefore immediately prepared ; but during the
preparation Uncle John compared watches, and having made them agree,
compared th'em with the house-clock. All this being eventually arranged to
his entire satisfaction, down they sat to breakfast, with the watches of course
upon the table. Valentine had no appetite. An egg, however, at length
was seduced down his throat by the preliminary introduction of a piece of
broiled ham ; but even this was unconsciously swallowed while, with the
coffee in his hand, he was pacing the room. He could not keep in his
chair; nor csuld Mrs. Vox keep in hers, nor could Uncle John keep in his.
They were all three in motion, but of course doing nothing, there being in
reality nothing to do. A dozen times the girl was despatched to see if the
horses were in, and after much feverish excitement, it zvas at last announced
that two females were standing by the side of three boxes in the gateway !
That was sufficient. Off went the luggage in a wheelbarrow, on went
Val's two upper-coats, round went a large lamb's-wool comforter, and down
went a glass of raw brandy, and all in the space of thirty seconds. Mrs.
Vox had been prohibited from seeing Valentine off; they therefore at once
bade each other adieu, while Uncle John, standing at the door, was expressing
his opinion that the coach would be gone ; but no sooner had he succeeded
in dragging Val away, than, in spite of the prohibition, Mrs. Vox hurried
on her bonnet and shawl, and started round the corner of the street, which
she knew the coach would pass, for the purpose of catching a last glance
of Valentine, and waving her hand.
" Now, then, look alive there ! " shouted the coachman from the booking-office door, as Uncle John and his charge approached. " Have yow
got that are mare's shoe made comfor'ble, Simon?"
" All right, sir," said Simon, and he went round to see if it were so
while the luggage was being secured.
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" J i m p up, genelmen!" cried the coachman, as he waddled from the
office with his whip in one hand and his way-bill in the other; and the
passengers accordingly proceeded to arrange themselves on the various
parts of the coach—Valentine, by the particular desire of Uncle John,
having deposited himself immediately behind the seat of the coachman.
" If you please," said the old lady, who had been standing with her
daughter in the gateway for upwards of an hour, ' ' will ^ou be good enow,
please, to take care of my darter ? "
" All safe," said the coachman, untwisting the reins. " She shaunt
take no harm. Is she going all the w a y ? "
" Yes, sir," replied the
old lady; " God bless her ! she's got a place in Lunnun, an I'm told
"
" Hook on them ere two sack o' whoats there behind," cried the coachman ; " I marnt go without 'em this time."
" God bless you, my dear ! God bless you !" exclaimed the old lady,
and the tears gushed from her eyes as she kissed her poor girl, whose
heavy sobs choked her utterance. " Heaven will protect you; I know
it will, my child. You'll think of your poor old mother ? There, cheer up,
my dear—it's all for the best; I shall be very happy ! You are all the
world to me."
" Now, all right fhere ?" cried the coachman.
"Good bye, my dear,'-" sobbed the old lady, almost heart-broken, kissing
her child again as she stepped upon the ladder. "God bless you ! do
write to me soon, be sure you do—I only want to hear from you often.
Take care of yourself. Here, my love," she added, taking a handkerchief
from her neck, " tie this round your poor dear throat."
" Hold hard ! " cried the coachman as the horses were dancing, on the
cloths being drawn from their loins. " Whit, whit ! " and away they
pranced, as merrily as if they had known that their load was nothing when
compared with the load they had left behind them. Even old Uncle John,
as he cried " Good bye, my dear boy," and waved his hand again, felt the
tears trickling fast down his cheeks. " N o , no room, marm ! " said the
coachman, shaking his head as he approached the corner of the street at
which Mrs. Vox was standing. Valentine's attention was thus directed to
his mother, who was kissing her hand with considerable rapidity, when
the salute was returned, and the coach passed on.
The fulness of Valentine's heart caused him for the first hour to be
silent, but after that, the constant change of scene, and the pure bracing
air had the effect of restoring his spirits, and he felt a very powerful inclination to sing. Just, however, as he was about to commence for his
own amusement, the coach stopped to change horses, when Tooler, the
coachman, of course got down, and as several of the passengers followed
his example, Valentine got down too ; and as they all went into the roadside house, and called for glasses of ale, why Valentine called for a glass
like the rest, and drank it with equal enjoyment.
In less than tv/o
minutes they started again, and Valentine, who then felt ready for anything, began to think seriously of the exercise of his power. "Whit,
whit!" said Tooler, between a whisper and a whistle, as the fresh horses
galloped up the hill.
" Stop ! hoa ! " cried Valentine, assuming a voice, the sound of which
appeared to have travelled some distance.
" Y o u have left one behind," observed a gentleman in black, who had
secured the box-seat.
" Oh, let un run a bit," said Tooler. " Whit ! It'll give tin a winder up
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this little hill, and teach un to be up in time in future. If we was to wait
for every passeaiger as chooses to lag behind, we shouldn't git over the
ground in a fortnight."
" H o a ! stop ! stop ! stop ! " reiterated Valentine in the voice of a man
pretty well out of breath. Tooler, without deigning to look behind, retickled the haunches of his leaders, and gleefully chuckled at the idea of
how he was making a passenger sweat. T h e voice was heard no more,
and Tooler, on reaching the top of the hill, pulled up and looked round,
but could see no man running.
" W h e r e is he ? " inquired Tooler.
" I n the ditch ! " replied Valentine, throwing his voice behind.
" I n the d i t c h ? " exclaimed Tooler. " Blarm me, whereabouts ? "
" T h e r e , " said Valentine.
" God bless my soul ! " cried the gentleman in black, who was an exceedingly nervous village clergyman. " T h e poor person no doubt has
fallen down in an absolute state of exhaustion. H o w very, very wrong of
you, coachman, not to s t o p . " Tooler, apprehensive of some serious occurrence, got down with the view of dragging the exhausted passenger out of
the ditch, but although he ran several hundred yards down the hill, no
such person of course could be found.
' ' W h o saw un ? " shouted Tooler
as he panted up the hill again.
" I saw nothing," said a passenger behind, " b u t a boy jumping over
the h e d g e . " Tooler looked at his way-bill, counted the passengers, found
them all right, and remounting the box, got the horses again into a gallop,
in the perfect conviction that some villanous young scarecrow had raised
the false alarm.
" Whit ! blarm them 'ere boys ! " said Tooler, " stead o' mindin their
crows, they are alius up to suffen. I only wish I had un here, I'd pay oti
to t h e m ; if I wouldn't
"
A t this interesting moment, and as if to
give a practical illustration of what he would have done in that case, he
gave the off-wheeler so telling a cut round the loins, that the animal, without any ceremony, kicked over the trace. Of course, Tooler was compelled
to pull up again i m m e d i a t e l y ; and after having adjusted the trace, and
asking the animal seriously what he meant, at the same time enforcing the
question by giving him a blow on the bony part of his nose, he prepared
to r e m o u n t ; but just as he had got his left foot upon the nave of the
wheel, Valentine so admirably imitated the sharp snapping growl of a dog
in the front boot, that Tooler started back as quickly as if he had been
shot, while the gentleman in black dropped the reins and almost jumped
into the road.
" G o o d gracious ! " exclaimed the timid gentleman in b l a c k ; " h o w
wrong—how very horribly wrong of you, coachman, not to tell me that a
dog had been placed beneath my feet."
" B l a r m their carcases ! " cried Tooler, " they never told me a dog was
shoved there. Lay dow7i I We'll soon have yow out there together ! "
" N o t for the w o r l d ! " cried the gentleman in black, as Tooler
approached the foot-board in order to open it. " N o t for the w o r l d !
un-tm-un-less you le-le-let me get down first. I have no desire to pe-peperish of hydropho-phobia."
" K i p yar fut on the board then, sir, please," said Tooler, " w e ' l l soon
have the varmint out o' that." .So saying, he gathered up the reins,
remounted the box, and started off the horses again at full gallop.
T h e gentleman in black then began to explain to Tooler how utterly
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inconceivable was the number of persons who had died of hydrophobia,
within an almost unspeakably short space of time, in the immediate
vicinity of the residence of a friend of his in London ; and just as he had
got into the marrow of a most excruciating description of the intense
mental and physical agony of which the disease in its worst stage was productive, both he and Tooler suddenly sprang back, with their feet m the
air, and their heads between the knees of the passengers behind them,
on Valentine giving a loud growling snap, more bitingly indicative of anger
than before.
As Tooler had tightly hold of the reins when he made this involuntary
spring, the horses stopped on the instant, and allowed him time to scramble
up again without rendering the slow process dangerous.
" I cannot, I-I-I positively cannot," said the gentleman in black, who
had been thrown again into a dreadful state of excitement, " I cannot sit
here—my nerves cannot endure it; it's perfectly shocking."
"Blister their howls!" exclaimed Tooler, whose first impulse was to
drag the dog out of the boot at all hazards, but who, on seeing the horses
waiting in the road a short distance a-head for the next stage, thought it
better to wait till he had reached them. " I'll make un remember this the
longest day o' thaf blessed lives—blarm un ! Phih ! I'll let un know
when I get back, I warrant. I'll larn un to
."
" H o a , coachman ! hoa ! my hat's off!" cried Valentine, throwing his
voice to the back of the coach.
" Well 7nay I be—phit !" said Tooler. " I ' l l make yow run back for't
any how—phit !" In less than a minute the coach drew up opposite the
stable, when the gentleman in black at once proceeded to alight. Just,
however, as his foot reached the plate of the roller bolt, another growl
from Valentine frightened him backwards, when falling upon one of the
old horse-keepers, he knocked him fairly down, and rolled over him
heavily.
" Darng your cloomsy carkus ; " cried the horse-keeper, gathering himself up, " carn't you git oof ar cooarch aroat knocking o' pipple darn?"
" I-I-I beg pardon," tremblingly observed the gentleman in black; " I
hope I-I
"
" Whoap ! pardon!" contemptuously echoed the horse-keeper, as he
limped towards the bars to unhook the leaders' traces.
" N o w then, yow warmint, let's see who yow belong to," said Tooler,
approaching the mouth of the boot; but just as he was in the act of raising
the foot-board, another angry snap made him close it again with the utmost
rapidity. " L a y down! blarm your body!" cried Tooler, shrinking
back. " Here yow Jim, kim here, bor, and take this 'ere devil of a dog
out o' that."
Jim approached, and the growling was louder than before, while the
gentleman in black implored Jim to take care that the animal didn't get
hold of his hand.
" Here yow Harry !" shouted Jim, " yare noot afeared o' doogs together
-darng un, /doont like un."
Accordingly Harry came, and then Sam, and then Bob, and then Bill;
but as the dog could not be seen, and as the snarling continued, neither of
them dared to put his hand in to drag the monster forth. Bob therefore
ran off for Tom Titus the blacksmith, who was supposed to care for
nothing, and in less than two minutes Tom Titus arrived with about three
feet of rod iron red-hot.
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• ' D a r n g un ! " cried T o m , " t h i s 'ere '11 maake un quit together!"
" D e a r m e ! my good m a n , " said the gentleman in black, " don't use
that unchrishianlike implement ! don't put the dumb thing to such horrible
torture ! "
" It don't siggerfy a b u t t o n , " cried Tooler, " I marnt go to
stop here all day. Out o' that he must c o m e . " U p o n this T o m Titus
introduced his professional weapon, and commenced poking about with
considerable energy, while the snapping and growling increased with each
poke.
" I'll tell you what it is," said T o m Titus, turning round and wiping the
sweat off his brow with his naked arm, " t h i s here cretur here's stark
raavinmad."
" I knew that he w a s , " cried the gentleman in black,
getting into an empty waggon which stood without horses just out of the
road ; " I felt perfectly sure that he was rabid."
" H e ' s a bull-terrier too," said T o m Titus, " I knows it by's growl.
It's the worsest and dargdest to goo maad as is."
" Well, what shall us do wi' th' w a r m e n t ? " said Tooler.
" .Shoot him ! shoot him ! " cried the gentleman in black.
' " O h , I've goot a blunderbuss. Bob ! " said T o m T i t u s ; " y o w run for't
together, it's top o' the forge."
Bob started at once, and T o m kept on the bar, while Tooler,. Sam,
Harry, and Bob held the heads of the horses.
" H e ' s got u n ; all right ! " cried T o m Titus, as Bob neared the coach
with the weapon on his shoulder. " Yow'll be doon for in noo time," he
added, as he felt with his rod to ascertain in which corner of the boot the
bull-terrier lay.
" Is she l o a r d e d ? " asked Bob, as he handed T o m Titus the instrument
of death.
" M i n d you make the shot come out at bottom," shouted Tooler.
" I hool," said T o m Titus, putting the weapon to his shoulder. " N o o
the Loord ha' marcy on yar, as joodge says 'sizes," and instantly let fly.
T h e horses of course plunged considerably, but still did no mischief;
and before the smoke had evaporated, Valentine introduced into the boot
a low melancholy howl, which convinced T o m Titus that the shot had
taken effect.
" He's giv oop the g h o s t ; darng his carkus ! " cried Tom,
as he poked the dead body in the corner.
" W e l l , let's have a look at u n , " said Tooler, " l e t ' s see what the
warment is like." T h e gentleman in black at once leaped out of the
waggon, and every one present drew near, when Tom, guided by the rod
which he had kept upon the body, put his hand into the boot, and drew
forth a fine hare that had been shattered by the shot all to pieces.
" H e arnt a bull-tarrier," cried Bob.
" B u t that arnt h e , " said T o m Titus. " H e ' s som'er aboot here as
de.ad as a darng'd nail : I know he's a corpse."
" Are you sure on't ? " asked Tooler.
" There arnt any bairn-dooor deader," cried Tom. " H e r e , I'll lug um
out an show yar."
" N o , no ! " shouted Tooler, as T o m proceeded to pull out the luggage.
" I marnt stay for t h a t : I'm an hour behind now, blarm un ! J i m p up,
genelmen ! " T o m Titus and his companions, who wanted the bull-terrier
as a trophy, entreated Tooler to allow them to have it, and having at
length gained his consent, T o m proceeded to empty the boot. Every eye
was, of course, directed to every thing drawn out, and when T o m made a
solemn declaration that the boot was empty, they were all at once struck
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with amazement. Each looked at the other with astounding incredulity,
and overhauled the luggage again and again.
" Do you say," said Tooler, " that there arn't nuffin else in the boot ?
" Damged a thing ! " cried Tom Titus ; " coom an look." And Tooler
did look, and the gentleman in black looked, and Bob looked, and all
looked, but found the boot empty.
" Well, blarm me ! " cried Tooler. " But darng it all, he must be somewhere! "
" r i l taake my solum davy," said Bill, " that he was there."
" I seed um myself," exclaimed Bob, " wi my oarn oyes, an didn't loike
the looks on um a bit."
" There cannot," said the gentleman in black, " be the smallest possible
doubt about his having been there ; but the question for our mature consideration is, where is he now ?"
" I ' l l beta pint," said Harry, "you blowed um away."
"Slowed um away, you fool !^how could I ha blowed um away?"
said Tom Titus, in tones of contempt.
" W h y , he was there," said Bob, " a n d he baint there noo, and he
baint here nayther, so you must ha blowed um out o' th' boot; 'sides, look
at the muzzle o' this ere blunderbust! "
"Well, of all the rummest goes as ever happened," said Tooler,
thrusting his hands to the very bottom of his pockets—" this ere flogs 'em
all into nuffin! "
" It is perfectly astounding ! " exclaimed the gentleman in black, looking
again into the boot, while the men stood and stared at each other with
their mouths as wide open as human mouths could be.
"Well, in wi' ein again," cried Tooler, " i n wi' em !—Blarm me if this
here arn't a queer 'un to get over."
The luggage was accordingly replaced, and Tooler, on mounting the
box, told the men to get a gallon of beer, when the gentleman in black
generously gave them half-a-crown, and the horses started off, leaving
Tom with his blunderbuss, Harry, Bill, Sam, and their companions
bewildered with the mystery, which the whole day spent in the alehouse
by no means enabled them to solve. Valentine chuckled so much over
the success of this scheme, that he dared not, for fear of being suspected,
commence another for some time. The absurd surmises of the puzzled
Tooler, and the inferences of the gentleman in black, which were scarcely
less-ridiculous, kept him in a perpetual fever until they met the " down
coach."
" You leave us here, of course ? " observed the gentleman in black.
" N o o , " said Tooler, "worse look, I'm agoin' right through. I've
made a 'rangement wi' Waddle, tother coachman. He wants to goo darn
and I wants to goo up. It taint often I do goo to tarn, but whens'ever I
do, suffin's sure to be the matter. I've got a 'pointment at seven to goo
wi' moi gals to the play, an noo you see, blarm it—phit ! phit !—I'm a
cupple o' hours behind."
"Hallo, my cherry bounce!" shouted Waddle, as he and Tooler
pulled up. " What's the natur o' the game now ? Here a matter o'
sixUen mile out !"—Tooler shook his head thoughtfully. " A spill, my
old wegitable ? Any haccident ? " continued Waddle.
" Aboitt the rummest go," replied Tooler, " a s yow ever had any notion
on. But I marnt stop noo. I'll tell yow ool aboot it to-morrow."
" Well, ta, ta ! " observed Mr. Waddle, and away the coaches rattled in
opposite directions, Tooler lashing his leaders with unparalleled severity.
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Valentine, having regained full command over his muscles, and perceiving that Tooler's nerves were so perfectly unstrung that the slightest
thing would seriously annoy him, now began to indulge in his favourite
imitations of a fretful child, upon the exactness of which he prided himself
especially. H e sobbed, and squalled, and coughed, and hooped, and
strained, and held his breath, and then struggling convulsively with his
voice again, with all the vehemence of which he was capable, while Tooler
was whipping, and shuffling, and fretting himself into a fever of excitement.
" Blarm that 'ere child ! " exclaimed Tooler, looking round. " If yow'd
keep that ere little un o' yourn quiet, marm, I'd thank yar." Valentine,
however, still continued to persevere in his interesting imitations until
Tooler, having worked himself up to such a pitch of excitement that he
could scarcely hold the reins, shouted angrily, " M a r m ! you must keep
that 'ere child o' yourn a leetle matter still. My horses carn't stand it :
they carn't get along. P h i t ! D a r n g me, if it beant enow to drive a man
mad ! "
" I dare say it's after its teeth ! " observed the gentleman in black.
" It's teeath ! " cried T o o l e r ; " it ony wants the breast, ^/.r/listen to
i t ! Blarm my body."
" I catit keep it quiet! " cried Valentine, assuming the voice of a
female. " It arn't o' no use ; I must throvv' it away ; " and he immediately
uttered a piercing shriek, and exclaimed, " T h e child, the
child!—the
child's off! " Tooler, of course, stopped on the instant, and having given
the reins to the gentleman in black, got down with the view of rescuing the
infant from its perilous position, and of pointing out to its mother, in terms
of just indignation, the extreme inhumanity of her conduct. " W h e r e is it,
yow baggage ? " cried Tooler, looking anxiously along the road.
" H a yow drapped onythin, cooarchrnan?" inquired a countryman,
sitting behind.
" Drapped anythin ? " angrily echoed Tooler, " IVhe/^e
is the child ? "
" W o o t c h o i l d ? " inquired the countryman.
" W h y , that wumman's as she jist throw'd away ! " shouted Tooler.
" W e arn't had noo choild h e r e , " said the countryman—a fact to which
all who sat behind bore instant testimony.
" W h a t ! " exclaimed Tooler, " d o yow mean to say—do yow mean to
tell me you beant had a child there that's been cryin' the last hour, an'
puttin' my horses into this ere darng'd sweat ? "
" I tell yow," replied the countryman, " w e arn't had no c h o i l d ; we
arn't seen nuffin like a choild here."
" Well, may I be darnged ! " exclaimed Tooler, scratching his head very
violently, and swinging his right arm with great force through the air.
" This beats all as I ever did hear on afore. It doant siggerfy tawking,"
added he, on remounting the b o x ; " t h e devil's either an inside or an
outside passenger. I've got 'un, to-day, sure enow." A n d Tooler drew
out his way-bill with the view of ascertaining which was likely to be his
Satanic Majesty i7icog., while the gentleman in black, the three passengers
who sat on the same seat with Valentine, and Valentine himself were
expressing to each other their utter astonishment at the extraordinary
character of the occurrence, with great warmth.
" T h a t ' s it !—I have it !" said Tooler to himself, as a countrywoman
passed with a basket on her arm. " She said so—she said she would.
Blarm her old body ! "
It was easy to perceive that at that moment something had flitted across
Tooler's mind, which liad proved to him a source of fresh annoyance, for
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he appeared to be in a state of extreme agitation, and continued to be so,
muttering short and bitter sentences, scratching his head, striking the crown
of his hat, and violently grinding his teeth, until he arrived at the end of
the stage, when he ran into the stable with breathless haste, and returned
before a second idea of his object could be conceived, with a box of tools
in one hand and a horse-shoe in the other.
" H o l d hard a bit. Bill," said he, kneeling upon the pole, and nailing
the horse-shoe t o the foot-board.
" There ! now do your worst ! Blarm
yar carkus ! I defy yer ! " While the horses were being put in, Tooler
shook his head triumphantly, and smiled at the horse-shoe with intense
satisfaction.
" W h a t , in the name of goodness," said the gentleman in black, when
Tooler had remounted, " have you nailed to the foot-board ? "
" H o l d h a r d ! P h i h ! a h o r s e - s h o e ! " cried T o o l e r ; " t h e cooarch is
bewitched, sir !—least ways it was ; but I've cured it now—that's a settler ! "
" A w f u l ! " exclaimed the gentleman in black, with due solemnity.
" H o w can you, coachman, entertain so impious a thought ? "
" I know it ! " said Tooler, " t h a t wumman as we passed with a basket
then brought it to oiy mind. She's for all the world like h e r . "
' ' Like whom ? " inquired the gentleman in black.
" Why, like the witch ! " replied Tooler.
" I'll tell yow ool about it.
T'other day, when I wor comin' aloong the rooard, I seed this 'ere warmint
a settin on the path, with a basket by her side. Young Harry, the nevy
of our proprietor, was on the box wi' me, and so, says he, Tooler, says he,
I'll bet yow a crown bowl o' punch, you doant hook that 'ere basket up
here. Done, says I. It's a bet, says he, done. So I makes my whip
ready, and jist as we come alongside o' the warmint, I winds it round the
handle of the basket, and, sartin enough, up it comes, when H a r r y catches
it jist by the middle o' the handle, and I s'pose it moiight ha' had in it a
cupple o' score of eggs, wi' the yolks of which, in course, we was smothered.
Weil, I pulls up at once, for I couldn't see my horses until I'd wiped some
on it off; and while H a r r y and me was laughing at aich other, fit to split,
up comes the old warmint, and, praps, she didn't go it a good un ! Well,
as soon as I could get through the mess, to my pocket, I dropped her halfa-crown, and H a r r y dropped her another; but even this didn't satisfy the
nasty old frump : she wanted them 'ere eggs, pitickler, it seemed, and no
others would d o ; and she swore that I should rue the day I broke 'em.
So, says H a r r y ; do,you know who she is ? Noo, says I, I carn't say as I
do. W h y , say he, that's the famous old witch ! T h e devil it is, says I,
and so it was ; and this is the way she's been a sarvin' me out. But I've
fixed her wi' the horse-shoe ; there, darng her old carkus, she carn't do no
more mischief n o w . "
" A r e you sure of that ? Beware !" said Valentine, in an awfully hollow
whisper, sufficiently loud only to reach Toolar's ear.
Tooler trembled for an i n s t a n t ; but, his faith in the virtue of the horseshoe being fixed, he soon regained his self-possession, and, giving his head
a knowing devil-may-care twist, sat firmly in his seat, fully determined to
take no heed of anything that might threaten.
" H o a ! coarchman ! " exclaimed one of the passengers at this m o m e n t ;
" o n l y look at this w h e e l ! "
Tooler sat like a statue. H e did not deign to move a muscle.
" C o a r c h m a n ! c o a r c h m a n ! " shouted the countryman who Avas sitting
behind ; " l o o k e e how this off-wheel's r waddling I "
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" Blarm un !" cried Tooler, " let un waddle ! Phit! Phit !" and away
went the horses down the hill; but in an instant Tooler saw the wheel
whizzing ahead, at the rate of full thirty miles an hour.
" Lean all to the left !" shouted Tooler, and the passengers obeyed him;
but he also pulled the horses to the left so violently that the coach, coming
in contact with the jutting bank, turned over and deposited him and the
passengers upon a newly-formed bed of manure. Witchcraft was, in
Tooler's view, again triumphant. His faith in the efficacy of horse-shoes
vanished. He felt himself perfectly beaten, and, therefore, after having,
with considerable difficulty, managed to get his insides out, he left his
horses, coach, and luggage in the care of the persons who had fortunately
witnessed the accident, and waddled, with the fragments of the whip in his
hand, towards a road-side inn a few hundred yards distant. On reaching
the house, of course, a thousand questions were asked in a breath : not one
of them, however, did Tooler deign to answer. He threw himself carelessly into a large arm-chair, and, declaring that he would not drive that
day another step, drank with infinite gusto, in a rummer of raw brandy,
" Eternal perdition to the witch !"

CHAPTER

VI.

Peculiar Liberality of the Ge7itle7na7t i7i Black.—The Gree7t-eyed Mo7ister
pi-eve7its the Performance of a 7nost disi7iterested Act of Frie7tdship.
UPON a man unused to profound thinking, profound thought has a peculiarly somniferous effect. No sooner does he get below the surface than he
falls fast asleep, and although he dreams with unspeakable zeal, draws
conclusions from his premises, solves collateral problems, establishes positions, and carries his designs into imaginary execution, his mind, when he
awakes, leaps back over the interesting interregnum, and begins to toil
again at the point from which it started.
Such had been the workings of Tooler's vivid imagination, and such was
precisely his position when awakened by the arrival of the passengers at
the inn. Having proposed with great feeling, and drunk with due sincerity, "Eternal perdition to the witch," he fell at once into a train of
deep thought, which, as a natural consequence, induced deep sleep, in
which he saw and held a visionary conversation with the hag whose unhallowed influence he was just on the point of overthrowing, when the passengers entered the well-warmed parlour in which he was snoring aloud.
" We've got un to roights," said John Brown, the landlord, who headed
the group, "we've got un up agin, jz'r," contmued he in a much louder
tone, shaking Tooler with what in any ordinary case might have been
deemed most unnecessary violence.
Tooler wiconsciously nodded an
acknowledgment, and began to snore again just as loudly as before.
"Come, coachman, come, come, my good man," said the gentleman in
black ; but he could make no impression upon Tooler at all. At ^.ngth,
however, by virtue of bawling, tickling, and shaking, John Brown succeeded in causing him to open his eyes, which he at once commenced
rubbing with great desperation. " N o w , sir!" said John Brown, " i t ' s
all roight! " " Oh—ah ! " observed Tooler.
" We've got on the wheel, and all's ready," continued Jo-hn Browne
B
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"Ah—yes—jis so—well," remarked Tooler at intervals, " a n y t h i n '
brook?"
" N o t h i n ' ; couldn't ha spilt on a softerer place."
" W e l l , that's a blessing a n y h o w ! " said Tooler.
" I s the cooarch
locked up s a f e ? "
" Locked oop ? " cried J o h n Brown, " n o o ! she's
standin' at the door here all ready to start."
" I shaunt stor another step this blessed night if I know i t , " said
Tooler, taking his hat off and dashing it to the ground with the air of one
whose mind, having been once made up, possessed the quality of being
immutable.
" W h a t ? " exclaimed the gentleman in b l a c k — " you are jesting."
I n order to prove that nothing bearing even the semblance of a jest was
intended, Tooler proceeded to pidl off his shawl and box-coat, while the
passengers exchanged looks of utter amazement.
" My good m a n , " continued the gentleman in black, " y o u surely do not
mean to remain here ? Come, co7ne, let us start."
" H e r e I am, and here I sticks," said Tooler firmly ; and after shaking
his head, he unbuttoned his boot-straps—a process which caused the antique
tops, which were as large as a pair of moderate-sized chimney-pots, to fall
upon his insteps sa7is cere77i07iie.
" I will not believe it," said the gentleman in black. " I cannot believe
that you are serious ; come, come, coachman, come "
" It doant siggerfy tawkin' a button," cried Tooler ; " w e carn't get to
tarn to-night. 'Sides, if I was to break the wind of all my horses, I
shouldn't be up afore twelve o'clock, and what is the use o' that ? "
" Y o w ' d be able to do it by ten," said J o h n Browm.
" A n d Vi'hat's the use o' ten? " inquired Tooler, indignantly. " What's
the use o' ten, when I ought to ha' bin in at six ? "
" I am a man of few words," said the gentleman in black, " a man of
very few words ; and I beg you to understand that what I say I fully mean.
I must be in London to-night, and therefore, if you are resolved on remaining here, I will post up to town, and make you or your proprietors
bear the expense." H a v i n g tremblingly delivered himself thus, the gentleman in black turned exceedingly white, and as he prepared to leave the
room with the view of making certain necessary inquiries, Valentine,
assuming his voice, ordered seven large glasses of brandy-and-water, and
rump-steaks and onions for nine. N o sooner was this order given, than the
whole of the domestic establishment of J o h n Brown was in an uproar.
Dan was sent out on a horse for the steaks ; Mary was told to peel the
onions ; Roger was directed to wipe the bars of the gridiron, and Sally
was ordered to make the fire clear with salt, while the hostess herself
mixed the brandy-and-water, and scolded all about her with due bitterness
and force. Whilst these preparations were making, the gentleman in
Mack ascertained, to his unspeakable mortification, that there was not a
single posting-house within seven miles of the place. H e , therefore,
deemed it expedient to alter his tone, and having decided upon certain
persuasive arguments, which he felt were too potent to fail, he returned to
employ them as the hostess entered the pariour with the brandy-and-water
on her best japanned tray. " N o w , coachman," said he, " my dear man,
do consider the inconvenience of which this delay will be productive."
" I t ' s o' no use," said Tooler, " i t ' s o' no sort o' use. I carn't move
from this ere blessed spot. It's unpossible. I arn't no more power over
them are four horses than a babby. I carn't drive, and now yow've the
long and the short on't."
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" Oh ! for that matter," cried Brown, " a s I never am backaixl in comin'
forard to sarve a friend, I'll drive for yar."
"You're 2. fool!" observed the hostess, in an audible whisper, at the
same time tugging with great violence at John Brown's coat-tails and
giving him certain significant sidelong glances of great import, as affecting
his conjugal peace. John Bro'vn, however, still persevered in expressing
the pleasure he should derive from the performance of this act of disinterested friendship ; for although he in general held the hints of his
spouse in high respect, and understood that in this particular instance she
was actuated by a desire to make the most of the party, one of whom had
been so liberal in his orders at the commencemsnt, he regarded it as being
by no means improbable that Tooler would be, in consequence, discharged,
and that he would be put upon the coach as his successor, which happened
to be precisely what, for several years, he had been constantly on the look-out for.
"But do you think sariously," said Tooler, after a pause, "that yow'd
be able to get up by twelve ? "
" By twelve ! " cried John Brown. " It
I don't get in afore the clock strikes te/i, I'll be bound to be pisoned. Ony
jist say the word, and whiles the ladies and gentlemen is a having their
snack, I'll be makin' myself a leetle tidy."
"Come, my good man; you'll agree to it, will you not—come?" said
the gentleman in black, in a tone irresistibly persuasive. "Well, well,"
said Tooler,, with evident reluctance, "have it as yow like ; " and he
proceeded to button up his boot-tops again, while Mary was carefully
laying the cloth. The grand point being at length settled, John Brown
left the room, and the hostess, assisted by her handmaids in clean white
aprons, placed the rump-steaks and onions upon the table.
" A^o2o if you please, sir," said the hostess, bestowing one of her blandest
smiles upon the gentleman in black, as she gracefully placed a chair fol
him at the head of the table. " Do'ee eat it while it's hot: there's some
more inguns doin."
" Not any for me, I thank you," said that gentleman, with great politeness. " I have not the smallest appetite : I'll take a
glass of sherry and a biscuit."
" O h ! do'ee eat a leetle," urged the fascinating hostess. " I t ' s done
very beautiful. Look'ee !" added the tempter, as she took off the cover,
and displayed a fine steak garnished with onions, the sight of which at once
drew the rest of the passengers tovs'ards the table.
" D o have a bit with us, sir, d o ! " cried the passengers in a chorus.
" W e shall not enjoy it half so much without you."
" Why not, my good people ?" inquired the pastor.
" 'Cause," replied the hostess, "you was kind enow to order it."
" / , my good woman?" exclaimed the astonished gentleman, peering
over his spectacles with a look of amazement. " I ordered, I ?"
" I n course, sir, you did," replied the hostess, as the pleasing expression
of her countenance vanished. "Dear me ! my good woman," rejoined the
pastor, "you must have been dreaming !"
" I 'peel to the gentlemen and ladies present," said the hostess, "whether
you didn't order seven glasses u' brandy-and-water, and rump-steaks and
inguns for nine."
" Oh, that's right enough," said one of the passengers ;
"that wor the order ersackly ; you doan't mean to go for to say as how it
wasn't, sir, do yer?"
"Upon my honour, my good people," returned the pastor; "behtve
me, you were never more mistaken in your lives."
-T) 2
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" Not a bit on't," observed Tooler; " I heerd yow myself."
"God bless my soul ! Impossible ! impossible !" cried the pastor, as he
strove with great energy of mind to ascertain what sentence in the English
language bore the slightest resemblance in point of sound to "seven glasses
of brandy-and-water and rump-steaks and onions for nine."
' ' Well, whether or no," observed the hostess, '' there's what was ordered,
and I 'spects to be paid for it, at all events."
" Come," said the farmer who had occupied a seat at the back of the
coach, " let's tackle it together, for I feel rayther peckish," and he and
Valentine with two other passengers commenced; the rest modestly
keeping aloof from the table, lest payment should be demanded of them
respectively as a social matter of course.
" You may as well just have a mouthful as not," said the farmer, " sin'
yow do mean to pay all the same !"
"Really," observed the gentleman in black, " I am unconscious of
having made such an arrangement."
" Well, well," said Valentine, in
his natural voice, "suppose we compromise the matter, as there appears
to be some misunderstanding on the subject : you settle for the steaks, and
I'll pay for the brandy-and-water."
" Well, coom, that's handsome !" cried the farmer, " and to show that
I doon't want to shirk from my share, why I'll be a couple o' bottles o'
wine,—coom, what say you noo ?"
" I cannot, under the circumstances, of course, object to join you,"
replied the puzzled pastor; " b u t I must be permitted to say that those
circumstances are in my judgment perfectly inexplicable. I never in any
case like to be positive; I know that human nature is but human nature,
and therefore cannot pretend to claim entire exemption from those weaknesses which form its distinguishing characteristics : I may be mistaken,
but I nevertheless hold it to be utterly impossible for any man to give such
an order as that without knowing it."
" Oh ! 'pon my loife," said the farmer, "it's a postyve fact."
" Of course I'll not presume to dispute it," returned the pastor, v/hose
scepticism on the point still developed itself strongly. " All I can say is,
that I am totally oblivious of the circumstances ; but if I didgws the order,
I bow to your decision."
No sooner had this arrangement been completed, than the passengers
who had before kept so modestly aloof lost all their interesting diffidence.
They made themselves perfectly at home, and drew at once towards the
table, at the head of which, of course, sat the gentleman in black, who
appeared to have borrowed, for that particular occasion, the well-trained
appetite of an untamed elephant. As all social distinctions were, for the
time being, levelled, Tooler was invited to join them ; but although he
tried with zeal to compete with the rest, his gastronomic powers entirely
deserted him. He ate scarcely anything, albeit the dish before him was
one which on ordinary occasions he especially favoured. He experienced,
however, no difficulty in drinking. Of the wine and brandy-and-water he
partook freely, with the view of drowning the unhallowed influence of the
witch ; but the more he drank, the more strongly did he feel that that
influence was still in the ascendant.
As soon as John Brown found the party had ordered all the spirits and
wine they were likely to order, he entered the room to announce the fact of
his being ready, and to explain the expediency of an immediate start. The
bill was consequently called for on the instant, when the amount was
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divided as per agreement, and paid; and the passengers prepared for the
completion of their journey. The moment, however, John entered the
room, Valentine was led to suspect that he had some unfriendly design
upon Tooler. He therefore watched him narrowly ; and as his searching
eye quickly discovered sufficient to confirm his suspicions, he resolved on
thwarting the object of Mr. John Brown, by causing him to abandon his
intention of performing the act of disinterested friendship proposed.
Accordingly, Valentine at once left the room, with the view of ascertaining
what means were available; and as he saw the hostess standing with a
butcher in the bar, whose conversation touched the toughness of a certain
leg of mutton, he awaited in the passage the arrival of John Brown. He
had scarcely, however, decided on the course to be pursued, when John
made his appearance, whip in hand. \'alentine saw that no time was to
be lost; so, assuming the voice of the hostess, he whispered loud enough to
reach John's ear : " G o now, my love, go; and return by-and-by : you
have nothing to fear; John will not be back to-night !"
" Indeed ! " murmured John, starting back at the sound of an affectionate
kiss with which Valentine concluded. "Indeed !" he repeated, and bit
his lips violently, and breathed with vehemence, as the group in the background pressed him towards the door, and thus forced him to see the pride
of his heart and home in conversation with one who happened to be the
identical butcher upon whom he had long looked with a peculiarly jealous
eye.
Valentine now felt that he had struck the right chord, for the complexion
of John turned as pale as it could turn—while his huge teeth rattled like a
pair of castanets, and indeed his whole frame shook convulsively with
passion pent up. Contrary, however, to the expectation of Valentine,
John, after turning in the direction of the bar his flashing eyes, which
appeared to pierce the wooden partition with more facility than could a pair
of the brightest gimlets, conjured up all his courage, and mounted the
box. The start was a false one, for he dropped one of the reins and his
whip at the same time. This, however, was soon remedied ; but they had
not proceeded far, before the attention of Tooler was drawn to the excited
state of John's nerves.
" A'n't yow been havin' a drop o' suffin extra ?" inquired Tooler, as
they rolled from side to side.
" N o t a drain!" replied John; and the coach gave another lunge.
"But the fact of the matter's this," continued he, looking round to
ascertain if they could be seen from his once happy home—"the fact is,
I feels so oncommon poorly, that I'm afeered I shan't be able tb go much
furder arter all."
"Well, give me the ribbons, then," said Tooler, who, feeling somewhat
better, began to be ashamed of his position. " I can manage, I des say.
Do yow go back—I'm obleedged to yer, you know, all the same."
" Well, if you think you ca7i drive," observed John.
" W h y , " said Tooler, whose professional pride had been touched by
that remark, " if I can't do it better than that, I can't do it at all !"
This was enough for John Brown. He pulled up on the instant; and
after apologizing for his inability to perform his promise, alighted with the
view of acquiring that knowledge which would most grieve his heart, and
of disturbing the development of the assumed illicit loves of his amiable
spouse and the cold-blooded butcher. The moment, however, Tooler
regained possession of the reins, the dreaded influence of the witcn
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regained possession of his soul; but Valentine, who had removed to the
vacant seat on the box, did all in his power to cheer him, and, as he
resolved to annoy him no more, he succeeded, after much persuasion, in
inspiring him with the belief of its being an immutable ordinance of
Nature, that the power of no witch should extend beyond the radius of
forty miles.

CHAPTER

VII.

Introduces U7icle John's Friend and his affectio7tate Relatives, with a K7iight
of a 7iew 07der, two invisible Burglars, a7id o/ie 7nost remarkable Sweep.
:VIR. GRIMWOOD GOODMAN, Uncle John's friend, to whom Valentine had
been consigned, was a gentleman possessed of considerable wealth, derived
chiefly from successful speculations in sperm oil. He was remarkably thin
—so thin, indeed, that his heart beat against his bare ribs with an energy
which alone might have caused it to be suspected that that organ is more
insensible to feeling than to sight. If, however, the heart of Goodman
was physically insensible, morally it was by far the most sensible of all the
organs he possessed. A tear touched it acutely; a tale of distress at once
caused it to open ; indeed, sorrow in any shape had but to approach, to
find itself surrounded by feelings of benevolence, which caused it to shed
tears only of gratitude and joy.
In stature, Grimwood Goodman—although he boasted of having stood
full six feet without his shoes when a private in the Volunteers—was, at
the time of which we write, about five feet eight. He would never allow
that he had sunk so many inches ; but he could not have been more, for
he was able to walk under the six-feet standard with his military cap on
without moving a hair. He had never been married. His relatives—the
only relatives of whom he happened to have any knowledge, to wit, a
brother, a nephew, and their wives—had disinterestedly taken especial
care of that; for in order that the idea of marrying might be effectually
banished from his mind, he never visited them, nor did they ever visit him,
without the occurrence of those interesting family broils with which the
matrimonial state is occasionally enlivened. Not that his brother and
nephew lived unhappily with those whom they had respectively pledged
themselves to love and to cherish : on the contrary, they enjoyed a greater
share of domestic comfort than commonly falls to the lot of married men;
but the arrangement between them was, to appear to be steeped to the very
lips in domestic misery whenever Grimwood happened to be present, with the
view of deterring him from entering into that state of life to which certain
maids and widows had modestly called him. And the scheme proved
effectual. He trembled at the thought of embarking in a business which
they had led him to believe was tempestuous at best; for what deterred
him more than all, was the earnest anxiety which they manifested on all
occasions to convince him that, although they snarled and growled and
wished each other dead, they in reality lived as happily together as married people in general. He, therefore, having no sort of taste for the
specimens of matrimonial felicity which they so constantly placed before
his eyes, kept aloof, resolved firmly to live a life of single blessedness unto
the end.
Now, when these affectionate creatures heard that Valentine was coming
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to London, they were thrown into a.feverish state of alarm ; for, although
they had never seen him, the accounts of the " young wretch" which had
reached them had been singularly flattering, and therefore they held him
to be one who, by making a favourable impression on him in whom the
whole of their expectations were concentrated, might " r o b " them, as they
termed it, of some portion of that wealth for which, through the medium
of Grimwood's death, they so ardently panted. They therefore lost no
time in meeting, with the view of devising some scheme by which the
loudest of their fears might be hushed; and as Mr. Walter Goodman had
been deputed by his brother Grimwood to meet Valentine at the inn, it
was, after a long consultation, decided that he should represent himself to
be Grimwood, secure Valentine in ceitain private lodgings, and eventually
either procure for him a berth on board some man-of-war about to sail
for a foreign station, or send him out as an adventurer to seek his fortune
abroad.
Accordingly, Walter proceeded to the inn at the appointed time, while
his hopeful son, Horace, prepared everything for Valentine's reception; it
being arranged that the moment he arrived he should be hurried away,
and that when he had reached his new residence, Grimwood should be
informed that he had not arrived at all. Fortunately, however, for Valentine, the coach was so late, that Grimwood, having despatched the pressing
business he had in hand, became alarmed, and on going down himself to
the inn, he insisted upon relieving brother Walter from all responsibility,
and, to the bitter mortification of that gentleman, waited in the coffee-room
the arrival of the coach.
The design, however, of the family party was not to be frustrated thus.
No sooner had Grimwood determined on waiting himself, than Walter
started off to meet the coach, with the view of securing Valentine still;
while Grimwood was seated in the coffee-room, drinking the pint of claret
he had ordered, and mechanically reading the Ti77ies. Although his eyes
were on the paper, his thoughts were on the coach, and he had just drunk
his last glass of wine, and begun to marvel at the possibility of a man
reading for hours without bringing his mind to bear upon any single
sentence, when the clock struck ten. "Waiter," said he to a sleek,
round-faced person, "this is very extraordinary—is it n o t ? "
"Why, sir," replied that fussy person, who being unable to speak without using his napkin, wiped the bottom of Goodman's glass with great
energy, '' why, sir, it is, rayther, sir; but not werry, neither, sir, cos
the down coachman's comin' up, sir, to-day, and he's always extraornary
late."
" I f e a r that some serious accident has occurred," observed Goodman.
"Oh, no fear of that, sir," cried the fussy individual; "it's all right
enough, sir : old Tooler's rather slow, but werry sure—I never knowed
him, however, to be quite so late as this, I mus say."
Relieved somewhat by the fact of the delay not being deemed, under the
circumstances, very extraordinary by the waiter, the old gentleman walked
to the door of the inn—not exactly with the view of accelerating the arrival
of the coach, but in order to speculate upon the probability of every vehicle
that came in sight being the one for which he was so anxiously waiting.
He had scarcely, however, taken his position on the threshold, when he
saw brother Walter, followed by his hopeful son Horace, bustling about
the place in a state of feverish excitement, and inquiring again and again
of the porters at the gate if they were perfectly certain that the coach had
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not arrived. " Walter ! Horace ! " shouted Grimwood ; and those gentlemen for the moment shrank back at the sound ; but finding no means of
escape, they approached, and after muttering some words of astonishment,
expressed their conviction that as the evening was cold, and as the coach
might not come in till midnight, he had better go home, and let one of
them remain to take charge of Valentine when he arrived.
" I consider it very kind of you," said Grimwood, taking both by the
hand, " to manifest so much anxiety about one in whom I take an interest
- - I shall not forget it. However, he cannot be long now; therefore, let
us wait together, and have a glass of mulled wine." Both Walter and
Horace tried hard to be excused, but Grimwood resolved on securing them
as firmly as if he had known the source from which their anxiety sprang.
They had scarcely, however, taken their seats in the coffee-room when the
arrival of the coach was announced, and Grimwood instantly left them, in
order to receive Valentine in the yard. " It's all up !" said Walter, when
Grimwood had left. " What a fool I was not to remain at the turnpike !
but I made sure that the coach had passed."
" /couldn't imagine what the devil was the matter," cried Horace, " so
I pelted down here like lightning to see."
" Well, it's of no use now," observed Walter; " we are completely done
this time. But never fear," he continued, after a pause; " we shall be able
to manage it yet," and both father and son became mute.
"Your name, I believe, is Valentine V o x ? " said Mr. Goodman,
addressing the youth who had just alighted. " It is," said Valentine.
" M y name is Goodman—I am happy to see you. I hope that you met
with no accident on the road ? "
" Nothing of any very great importance," replied Valentine.
"Doant arks me anymore questions," cried Tooler, as he strove to
emerge from the group of inquiring horsekeepers and waiters by whom he
had been anxiously surrounded. " It's o' no use—blarm me if I arnt sick
and tired o' the very thoughts on't. I have," continued he, addressing
Goodman, " t o thank this young genelman for gittin' up at all. If it
hadn't ha' bin for he, we shouldn't ha' done it to-night, any how."
This remark had at once the effect of extorting five shillings from
Valentine, instead of half-a-crown, and of creating a very favourable first
impression in the mind of Mr. Goodman, who having seen the luggage
secure, presented Valentine to Walter and Horace, who received him with
looks indicative of anything but delight. " Now, my young friend," said
Mr. Goodman, taking Valentine again by the hand, and shaking it with
much warmth, " I am so^&a'that you are safe; you are faint and cold—
I know you are. Waiter ! coffee for this gentleman;—what on earth could
have detained you ? But don't tell me now—you are fatigued."
" N o t at all, I assure you," said Valentine, who felt himself perfectly at
home with the old gentleman, although he viewed with an eye of suspicion
the sinister looks of Walter and Horace.
" Come, take a glass of wine," said the warm-hearted Goodman, who
felt as highly delighted with Valentine as if he had been his own son. " My
dear boy ! " he continued, pressing the hand of his protige, and looking
earnestly in his face, " Heaven bless you ! " This was wormwood to
Horace and his father. They could not conceal its effects; and therefore,
after having addressed certain sneering observations to Valentine, who
bowed without replying, they departed with the view of designing some
villanous scheme which might induce the revival of those hopes which
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appeared to them to be on the point of being blasted for ever. "Well,
now," said the old gentleman, when his relatives were gone, and Valentine
appeared to be sufficiently refreshed, "come, tell me the cause of this
extraordinary delay." Valentine gazed upon him earnestly and smiled.
He was at first almost afraid to explain the real cause; but the general
expression of the old gentleman's countenance was so fascinating, that it
quickly inspired him with confidence : he felt that he might trust him with
the secret of his power, which might, moreover, be to him a source of
constant amusement ; and therefore, after a little hesitation, confessed that
the delay was attributable solely to him. "But," said Goodman, " I
understood that had it not been for you, the coach would not have reached
London to-night."
" That is perfectly true," rejoined Valentine; "but it is also true that
had it not been for me, it would have arrived here four hours at least
before it did."
" Indeed ! " exclaimed Goodman, with an expression of astonishment :
but Valentine feeling certain that the opinion he had formed of Goodman's
character was correct, he proceeded to explain the whole of the circumstances already described, the relation of which caused the old gentleman
to be so convulsed, that his contortions were sufficiently ridiculous to
excite the mirth of all present, and at length the room rang \i ith peals of
laughter.
" Now—now—my dear boy," observed Goodman, the very moment
he had regained sufficient command over his muscles, " be sure that you
tell this to no one—we shall have such amusement !—but keep it, my boy,
—mind, keep it a secret." And here he was seized with another fit of
merriment, while Valentine congratulated himself on the manner in which
he had been received by his warm-hearted friend. As soon as Grimwood
Goodman became capable of assuming the semblance of tranquillity, he
began to manifest impatience to witness the effect of that which appeared
to him still to be almost impossible. He therefore strongly urged Valentine
to give him a specimen on the spot ; and as Valentine felt that he would
be too much amazed for the moment to indulge in those loud bursts of
laughter which might tend to create suspicion, he consented to do so at
once. "But, be careful, my dear boy, be careful," said Goodman.
" O h ! there is not the shghtest danger of discovery. Waiter !" said
Valentine, throwing his voice into a box in which two extremely stout
individuals were eating devilled kidneys. "Yes, sir," cried the waiter,
throwing his napkin under his arm, and approaching the box in question.
" Waiter !" said Valentine, assuming a voice which appeared to proceed
from the box opposite. " Yes, sir," repeated the waiter, turning round on
ascertaining that that party had no orders.
" Waiter ! " cried Valentine, in precisely the same voice as at first.
" Yes, sir !" exclaimed the functionary, returning ; " you called, sir ? "
" No," said the gentlemen, "we did not call."
" W A I T E R ! " shouted Valentine, throwing his voice to the other end of
the room; to which end the poor waiter of course immediately pelted.
"Now, where is that bottle of port?" cried Valentine, bringing the
voice half-way back.
" Beg pardon, sir, I'm sure, sir," said the waiter, addressing the person
from whom he imagined the sound had proceeded; "did you order a
bottle of port, sir ? "
" No," said the person addressed; " I ' m drinking negus."
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" WAITER ! " vehemently shouted Valentine.
" Y E S , SIR ! " cried the waiter, with corresponding energy; and again he
followed the sound, and continued to follow it until Valentine ceased, when
the knight of the napkin, whose blood began to boil, approached the fire,
and poked it with all the power at his command.
" J i m ! " cried Valentine, sending his voice up the chimney, while the
waiter was taking his revenge, "get up higher—I'm roasting."
" H u s h ! " said Valentine, assuming the voice of " J i m , " who appeared
to be half-choked. "Hush!—don't speak so loud." The waiter, who
still grasped the instrument of his vengeance with one hand, raised the
other to enjoin silence, and walked on tip-toe towards the bar, from which
in an instant he returned with the landlord, the hostess, the barmaid, the
Boots, and in fact nearly the whole of the establishment, who crept with
the utmost care towards the fire, when Valentine conducted the following
interesting conversation between " J i m " and " J o e , " in the chimney.
" It's flaming hot here, Jim ; but there—that'll do. Did you ever in
your born days see sich a
fire?"
" H o l d on a bit, J o e ; our sweat'll
soon damp it."
" I wish he as poked it was in it."
" Oh, that wouldn't do at any price. His fat 'ud blaze to sich a hextent,
it ud do us brown in no time." The landlord approached. " So we've
caught you at last then, you blackguards. Hollo ! " cried he, peering up
the chimney.
" Hush ! " said the invisible Jim. " Ky, yoti may say hush," said the
host, " b u t you're trapped now, my tulips; come dewn—d'ye hear?"
The tulips did not condescend to reply. "Here, Jerry," continued the
host, "run out for the policeman," and Jerry, of course, ran with all
possible speed.
"You'd better come down there, you wagabones," cried the landlord.
" Hexcuse us," said Jim, " you are werry perlite."
" If you don't, I'll blow you through the pot !" cried the landlord.
"You haven't enough powder," said the invisible Joe.
The policeman here entered, and bustling up to the grate, shouted,
"Now, young fellows, come along, I wants you."
" Do you ?" said one of the young fellows.
" It's o' no use, you know," cried the policeman, who held his authority
to be contemned and his dignity insulted by that tranquil remark. "You'd
better come at once, you know, my rum uns."
" That's werry good
advice," said one of the rum uns, "only we doesn't think so."
"Why, it tain't o' no use," urged the policeman; "you an't got a
ha'porth o' chance. Here, give us hold of a broom," said he to the waiter,
and the chambermaid ran to fetch one, when another policeman entered,
to whom the first said, " Smith, go and stand by them ere chimley pots,
will yer ? " and accordingly up Smith went with the Boots.
• " N o w then," said the policeman, having got a long broom, " i f you
don't come down, my crickets, I shall make you, and that's all about
it."
In reply to this acute observation, one of the " crickets" indulged in a
contemptuous laugh, which so enraged the policeman, that he on the
instant introduced the long broom up the chimney, and brought down, of
course, a sufficient quantity of soot to fill an imperial bushel measure. This
remarkable descension, being on his part wholly unexpected, caused him
to spit and sneeze with considerable vehemence.
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" N o w then, you sirs ! " shouted Smith from the top ; " do you mean
to come up or go down ? 07iy say ! "
As soon as the first fit of sneezing had subsided, the policeman below
was just about to give vent to the indignation which swelled his official
breast, when he was seized with another, which in its effects proved far
more violent than the first. "Good luck to you," said he, on regaining
the power to speak, "give us something to W2&\\ it down, or I shall
choke. It '11 be all the worse for you, my kids, when I gets you. Do you
mean to come down now ? that's all about it. It's o' no use, you know,
fftr in course we don't leave you. Once for all, do you mean to come down?"
" Y o u are werry jierlite," replied one of the kids, " b u t we'd much
rayther not."
" Why then," said the constable in disguise, who, as far
as the making-up of his face was concerned, appeared ready to play Othello
—" in course we must make you."
As this observation on the part of the policeman was followed by another
contemptuous laugh, that respectable functionary became so indignant that
he entertained thoughts of achieving their annihilation by virtue of fire and
smoke. While, however, he was considering whether a jury under the
circumstances would bring it in justifiable homicide, manslaughter, or
mui'der, it was suggested that there lived in the neighbourhood an
extremely humane and clever sweep, who had become knock-kneed in the
profession, and, alive to the hardships which the corrupt climbing system
inflicted upon the sooty generation in general, had a machine which was
patronized by the nobility and gentry, and v.'hich might in this instance
have the effect of accelerating the process of ejectment. For this mastersweep, therefore. Boots was despatched, while the policeman, bent upon a
wicked waste of coals, endeavoured to'persuade the invisibles to descend
by making the fire blaze most furiously.
Nothing, however, like blazes could bring the burglars down ; and just as
Valentine's guardian pi-o te7n. was declaring that he must either laugh
loudly or burst, a stout stumpy man, who stood about five feet five, upon
most obliquitous legs, was led in by Boots, with the machine on his
shoulder, and at once assumed the air of an individual conscious of the
spotless character of his motives, and of the general integrity of his professional reputation.
" I understand," said he, bowling with vast importance towards the fire,
— " I understand that you have certain burglars up the flue ! Vv'ell ! as
the integrity of this glorious and empirical empire demands that all such
dishonest thieves should be brought when caught to the barrier of justice,
consequently, therefore, they 77iust descend down, and this 'ill bring 'em !
It was never known to fail," he added, drawing forth a huge bread-andcheese knife to cut the cord which bound the machine together, " in anything successfully attemptec^, It is patternized by the titled nobility, and
clergy in oly orders, besides the officers of the loyal household, and the
principal members of the aristocracy in high life, and ought to be known
in every particle of the globe and her colonies. It was ony t'other day as
I was called in to hoperate upon the chimneys of one of our tip-topmost
dukes, a great agricultural proprietor of landed property, and a petickler
friend of mine, wot had heered from some vagabone that my machine had
turned out a dead failure. ' So,' says he, when I'd done the job, ' Shufflebottom,' says he, 'you're a werry ill-used man, a hindiwidaal wot's werry
much respected uniwersally by all, and therefore it's a werry great pity
that you should be sich a wictim of misrepresentation,' 'Why,' says I,
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' my lord duke, you knows werry well as how I treats all sich wagaboses
with suitable contempt. But I'm obleeged to you, my lord duke, and I
feels werry grateful, as I alius does feel, for any favour as is showed me.' "
"Well, come," said the host, interrupting this remarkable sweep, who
seemed ready to go on for an hour, " let us see if we can get these rascals
out of the chimney."
Shufflebottom, after huriing a look of contempt at the illiterate landlord,
introduced the head of his machine into the chimney, and sent it up joint
by joint. Of course, during its progress a considerable quantity of soot
descended ; but when the brush had reached the pot, the policeman above
grasped it firmly, conceiving it to be the rough hair of one of the burglars,
and pulled it completely out of Shufflebottom's hand. " The blaggards is
at top ! " cried Shufflebottom loudly. "They've stole my machine !—go,
go upon the roof !"
"Come with me," said the policeman; but as Shufflebottom had not
sufficient courage for that, the policeman and Boots went up together, with
the view of rendering all necessary assistance. On reaching the roof, they
of course discovered the cause of Shufflebottom's great alarm, and having
sent his machine down the chimney again, descended with the view of
deciding upon some other course. It was the conviction of the policeman
above, that no burglars were in the chimney at all, for he himself had been
nearly suffocated by simply looking from the top ; but as this very natural
idea was repudiated as monstrous by all below, Shufflebottom, in the
plenitude of his humanity, suggested that a sack should be tied tightly
over the pot, in order that the invisible burglars might be stifled into an
unconditional surrender. As this appeared to be the most effectual way of
compelling them to descend, the policeman urged it strongly, and as the
host did not object to its adoption, orders were given for the sack to be
tied over at once. This humane and ingenious operation had scarcely been
performed, when the room was of course filled with smoke, and in less
than three minutes, every soul had departed with the exception of the
policeman and Shufflebottom the sweep, who soon deemed it expedient to
crawl out on their hands and knees to avoid suffocation. Valentine and
his guardian, with several others, repaired to the bar, when orders were
given for the removal of the sack ; and on its being decided, that when the
smoke had evaporated, one policeman should remain in the room, and
another on the roof of the house all night, a coach was ordered, and
Goodman with his charge proceeded home, delighted with the evening's
entertainment.

CHAPTER

VIIL

The Consultation of an interesting Fa/nily Pa7'ty, at which it is decided
that So7nethi7ig must be done.
" W E L L , my love ! " exclaimed the affectionate Mrs. Goodman, as Walter
and his son entered the room, in which she and Mrs. Horace had been
anxiously waiting—" we have been in such a way you can't think, for JuUa
would have it you had failed."
" She was right," muttered Walter, sinking into a chair heavily.
" R i g h t ? " cried Mrs. Goodman. "What, have you not secured the
young wretch? Horace ! tell m e ? " Horace shodk his head. " A h ! "
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^ s a i d the old lady, playfiilly patting the cheek of Walter, and giving him
a series of connubial kisses—"he has not arrived."
" B u t he has,"
cried Horace, " and Uncle has got him !" The old lady sankinto her chair.
" Dear me ! " said Mrs. Horace, who had derived a latent feeling of
satisfaction from the circumstance of her having predicted a failure, " how
could you have been so stupid?" Horace explained, and the old lady
wept, and Walter pulled his boots off with desperate violence.
" 'Then you did see the wretch ? " said the old lady, spitefully.
" O f course," returned Horace.
" What sort of creature is he ? " inquired the junior Mrs. Goodman.
" Why, I don't know," said Horace,— " a sort of a rakish-looking scamp.
What struck me more than all was his eye."
" Has he but one? " cried the old lady, somewhat revived.
" Not exactly," returned Horace ; " h e has two
"
" A n d they are odd ones?" interrupted the old lady.
"They are," replied Horace, "the oddest eyes that ever looked through
a man : such piercers ! They'd dart through the dome of St. Paul's, or
the earth, and see what was going on at our antipodes ! He'd make
the money fly, if he ever had the chance ! "
The mere mention of money had the effect of arousing Walter from the
lethargy into which he had fallen. He drew towards the table, and having
placed his arms deliberately upon it, said firmly and emphatically, " So7nething must be done. I saw," continued he, after a pause, " the impression
the young scamp had made upon Grimwood. I watched them both
narrowly, and when I perceived the extreme warmth with which Grimwood
grasped his hand, and looking earnestly in his face, said, ' My dear boy—
Heaven bless you !'—I could not but feel that the dear boy stood a very
fair chance of becoming his heir."
" Great Heaven forbid ! " exclaimed Mrs. Goodman, senior, turning up
the yellows of her blood-shot eyes, and throwing one of her arms round
the delicate neck of the amiable Mrs. Goodman, junior, to express affection,
while the other was raised as far above her head as possible, in order to
express the highest pitch of surprise. " H i s heir! Good gracious!
What is the relationship existing between them ? What right has he to
rob us of any portion of that which by every law of nature belongs to us
alone ? " To this interesting string of interrogatories Walter replied simply
by remarking, that none were ever robbed by right. '' The question to be
considered," said he, " does not apply to the natural right of the one : it
has reference solely to the legal power of the other."
"But what a monstrous shame it is," said Mrs. Goodman, "that a man
should have the power to leave his property to any but his relatives !"
" I t is useless to talk about that," observed Walter. " H e has the
power, and that's sufficient. The question is, how is the exercise of that
power to be in this case prevented ?"
" B u t Uncle may not intend to
do anything of the kind," said the junior Mrs. Goodman.
"May n o t ! " cried Walter. " He may not; but what if he should?
What if he were to leave every shilling to this fellow : where then should
we be ? Why, instead of living in affluence, as we ought to live, we should
be at once reduced to a state of destitution."
" A y , that is the point, dear," said Mrs. Goodman, senior.
"Just
look at that ! For my part, I tremble to think of it."
" But do you think it likely, " observed the junior Mrs> Goodman, " that
Uncle has the heart to behave s« vmkindly ? "
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"There's no telling, child," replied Walter. " I f he happen totake
a fancy to this boy, he may make him the inheritor of all ; and if he
should, my pitiful income from the Stamp-office of ,^200 a year will be
all that we shall have to exist upon ; and that, when I go, vvill go too. I
must, however, say, what I have said a thousand times, that if Horace had
played his cards well, he might have been a greater favourite of Grimwood
than he is."
" Why, what could I do with the old buck ?" cried Horace, smoking a
black cheroot with unequivocal desperation.
" Do ! " replied Walter. " Why you should have endeavoured on all
occasions to please him."——" ^Vell, I have ! " shouted Horace ; " I have
tried as hard as any fellow could try, and he vs'ouldn't be pleased. Haven't
I asked him fifty times to go with me to the masquerade ?—didn't I bite
the best part of Bullhead's tail off when he had fast hold of the old boy's
boot ?—and when I pitched him into the water the other day, didn't I
hook him out again. And yet I'm no favourite because I've not played my
cards well ! "
" You have not gone the right way to work," rejoined Walter.
" Why, what would he have ? " shouted Horace, in a rage. " What's
the use of blowing me up about it ? If he won't be pleased, how can I
make him ? I've done all I could, and if he don't like me, why he must
do the other thing." And Horace finding his cheroot had gone out, threw
it indignantly into the fire, and proceeded to light another.
"Well, well," said the senior Mrs. Goodman, " i t is useless to dwell
upon that subject now. What's done can't be undone, and therefore we
should turn our thoughts to what we have to do."
" Something vcec&l
be done," repeated Walter, " and soon. The will is in our favour now.
I know it : I have seen it. How, then, are we to keep him from altering
that will ? "
" Yes, that is the question : that's just the very point," observed Mrs.
Goodman, senior. " I t would be a very dreadful thing, if, after having
tried so hard all these years to secure it, we should be robbed of it, just as
his constitution's breaking up. I'm sure none could have taken more
pains than we have : none could have taken more trouble to earn it. It
has cost us a world of anxiety. We could not have watched him more
closely than we have, if the sum had been fifty times as much as it is. He
has never been out of our heads, and therefore the idea of being robbed of
it at last is quite shocking."
"Let's persuade the old boy," observed Horace, "that he can't expect
to sleep very quiet when he's gone, unless he leaves the whole of his blunt
to those who have the greatest right to it."
" Pooh ! " said Walter contemptuously. " Grimwood's no fool! "
" Well, I'm sure," remarked the senior Mrs. Goodman, " that he ought
to be made to feel that he cannot be so happy."
" O f course he ought," said Horace ; " and that's just the way the old
boy s to be walked over, too ! Why, look at old Thingermybob there—
I me.an Sniggers !—he had left nearly the..whole of his tin to build a lot of
alms-houses, for a crew of old women that didn't belono- to him at all
Then what did his son Harry do when he heard of it ? Why he no
sooner found that he was to be pensioned off at so much a month 'than he
sent old Fizgig there—Simkinson—to talk about the old bufter's ghost
and the result was that Harry got it all."
'
"Well, look at the late Mr. Lucas," said the senior Mrs. Goodman, in
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order to give an additional illustration: "He had very correctly left the
whole of his property to his relatives ; but no sooner did he connect
himself with Cantall's congregation, than Cantall got hold of him, and
Worked up his feelings to a degree which induced him in the first place to
build a new chapel and a large house adjoining, and in the next, to will
them, with the whole of his other property, to him who had thus poisoned
his mind ; and now, while the Cantalls are lolling in the lap of liixuiy, the
relatives of Lucas are starving."
" T o be sure," said Horace. " And as the old boy's not always exactly
wide awake, he's to be got over just in the same way. Only make him
believe that if he should be guilty of so disreputable a swindle, his jolly
old ghost will cut about in a most uncomfortable state of excitement from
generation to generation, and we shall nail him."
" And you think he wouldn't see through it ? " said Walter, with a sneer.
" N o t if the thing were managed properly," replied Horace. " I t
wouldn't of course do exactly for me to pitch the blarney, because I might
come it a little too strong; but a fellow with a serious phiz, like him who
sits behind the black barnacles perched upon the stool next to yours—the
fellow who wo7t't die, you know, although aware that you have been
waiting about a couple of generations for his shoes."
" W h a t , Coggle ? " suggested Mrs. Goodman, senior.
" Ay, Coggle : an out-and-out old fool,.now, like that, who never had
above half a laugh'in him, would be able to do the trick in no time."
" Pooh ! nonsense ! " cried Walter.
" Well, there could be no harm," said Horace, " in trying it on ! "
" I tell you," said Walter, " i t is not to be done in that way."
" In what other way is it possible to do it ? " inquired Horace.
Walter Goodman either could not or would not explain ; but after supper
this really interesting family party separated with the mutual understanding
t h a t SOMETHING MUST BE DONE.

CHAPTER

IX.

Valentines Visit to the House of Co7nmo}is.
NEITHER Walter nor Grimwood could sleep during the night; but oh !
from what opposite causes ! It were curious and interesting doubtless to
inquire how many causes are capable of producing the same effect : but
as the subject need not be long dwelt upon here, it will be perhaps quite
sufficient to explain that while Walter was engaged in concocting certain
schemes of villany, Grimwood, delighted with the almost unbounded
prospect of happiness which had opened before him, lay stretched in the
indulgence of those pleasing anticipations which sprang from the innumerable scenes that crowded to- tickle his vivid imagination. Having wished
for the morning all night, night was avenged by the introduction of morning
just as Grimwood had begun to wish it at a distance. His head, however, continued to stick to its pillow with tenacity until he heard the church
clock strike eleven, when he rang the bell and rolled out of bed.
Now Valentine, who had slept like a donnouse all night, and whose
usual hour for rising had been six, could not understand this eleven o'clock
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business at all. He had been five hours awake, and was as hungry as a
wolf; but as Grimwood's last injunction the previous night had been,
" D o not get up on any account until you are called," he felt bound to act
in obedience to that injunction, and to await the call with Christian
patience. For the first three hours he amused himself tolerably well by
endeavouring to understand what the fellows had to dispose of who kept
continually bawling out, " Yar sto !" " Meyare mickerell ! " " Clo ! clo !"
" Weep !" " Ool ar rowin ool ar lowin ! " and from nine o'clock till ten
he listened attentively to the strains of a barrel-organ with a remarkably
shrill whistling accompaniment ; but when he heard the clock strike
eleven, he fancied he might as well give the thing up, especially when he
heard the knock of Grimwood, who had come to inquire if he would like
to have breakfast in bed. Having answered the question in the negative,
he proceeded to dress with all possible speed. His reception in the
parlour was most ardent. The delighted old gentleman pressed his hand
again and again, and during breakfast reviewed the occurrences of the
previous evening with rapture. " Well now, my dear boy," said he, when
Valentine had satisfied his appetite, " what shall we do to-day?"
" I have but to write home," returned Valentine, " a n d then I am
entirely at your disposal."
"You have never," said Goodman, "been
in the Commons ?—of course, you have not. Would you like to go ? "
"Exceedingly," returned Valentine.
"Well, then, remember me at home : seal your letter; and we'll call
upon a member who will take us to-day, I have no doubt."
Accordingly, an early dinner was ordered, and Valentine and his
guardian proceeded without delay to the residence of a highly distinguished
member of Parliament. Valentine's spirit had never been broken. His
tongue had never learnt to assume the accents of a slave, nor had his soul
been taught to shrink from the presence of a man, however high might be
his station in society, or however severe and piercing might be his glance.
He did, however, feel in some slight degree tremulous on entering the
house of this eminent senator, of whom he had frequently heard, whose
speeches he had frequently read, and whom he knew to have been distinguished for years in a place in which pretenders so soon find their level.
Conceive then his astonishment on being ushered into the sanctum of this
eminent personage, whose indefatigable exertions he had heard so many
curse, when, instead of beholding, in a magnificent library, studded with
richly-bound volumes, a stately individual enveloped in a long flowing
robe, he saw a stout common-looking person in a singularly short jacket,
whose tightness developed to perfection a tremendous swell h posteriori,
perched upon a stool with his toes dangling down within half a dozen
inches of a piece of old oil-cloth which, as some sort of an apology for a
carpet, had been nailed to the floor. At first, Valentine naturally imagined
that the creature whom he beheld was the senator's butler, for he saw that
he was anxiously casting up an account. He then cocked a stumpy pen
into his mouth, and extending his inky hand, added, "Glad to see you;
what cati I do for you ?"
" We f.vjint to go to the House to-night," said Goodman.
" Yes ; will you call for me, or meet me in the lobby ? "
" We may as well meet you."
" I shall be down at a minute to four. Good day." And Goodman,
who seemed to expect nothing more, dragged Valentine out of the studio as
the senator muttered in a sonorous wobble, " Seveuj nine, sixteen, twenty-
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four," and was thus going on with amazing rapidity, when the door closed
and shut in the sound.
" Is that the man? " said Valentine, when he had got fairly out.
" It is—the very man !" replied Goodman.
" Well, I shouldn't have supposed it possible," said Valentine, who had
still in his mind's eye the singular jacl<et, and that which it set off.
" You will see him in a different character to-night. He has something
important to effect, I can see by his manner."
Without being impressed with any elevated notions as to the style and
address of a British senator, judging by the specimen whom he had seen,
Valentine was led by his guardian towards home, from which, after having
had a somewhat hasty dinner, they proceeded at once to the House. It
wanted precisely a quarter to four when Goodman and his charge passed
Westminster Hall, and as the eminent statesman who was about to introduce them was certain to be neither a minute before nor a minute behind
the time appointed, they continued to walk opposite the Abbey, endeavouring
to discover in the countenances of the various members who approached
the House something indicative of extraordinary talent, until, finding that
they were within one minute of the time, they walked through a room, in
which they saw two functionaries, who looked as if the mending of an
additional pen would very seriously annoy them, and thence into a passage,
in which were several hundred hooks, from each of which was suspended a
piece of dirty pasteboard, on which the name of some honourable member
was written. They had scarcely reached the stairs at the end of this
passage when the statesman whom they had seen in the morning arrived.
He had exchanged his short jacket for a yellow waistcoat and a blue coat
with gilt buttons ; and having hurried them up, he went into a room in
which sat a select committee, the members of which were immediately
informed that the Speaker was at prayers. From this room they proceeded
at once into the House, and when their guide had placed them upon an
elevated seat near the entrance, they began to look round them.
" A n d is this the British House of Commons?" thought Valentine.
" Can it be possible that these are our statesmen? "
Whatever surprise the dimensions of the House, or the mean appearance
of its members, might tend to create, he felt that, as there could be no doubt
about the matter, he might as well direct the whole of his attention to what
was going forward. In the first place, the Speaker cried " Order, order !
order at the table ! order, order !" and a mob of honourable members,
who had been standing round the table, immediately repaired to their
seats. It was interesting to Valentine to behold the respect which the
members paid the Speaker. When seated, they kept their hats on ; but if
they moved but a yard, they pulled them off, and replaced them the
moment they were seated again ; and if they passed from one side of the
House to the other, they bowed to the chair as they passed, if they went
over even but for an instant. When a spare iiuiividual, who sported a
court-dress, and whose only occupation appeared to be that of bowing profoundly and carrying a mace, which was nearly as large and as heavy as
himself, had been trotting about for some time behind the bar, "Order,
order ! " was called again ; and a certain bundle of parchment having been
placed in the hand of the Speaker, he gave a brief—a very brief description
of its title, and then observed, " This bill be read second time many's
'pinion say Aye cont' 'pinion s'no The Ayes have it—this bill be committed
many's 'pinion say Aye cont' 'pinion s'no The Ayes have it"—without the
E
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members saying either Aye or No—or attending, in fact, to the matter at
all! The Speaker then called the name of an extremely spectral personage,
who, albeit the eldest son of a duke, looked as if he had lived all his life
upon chips, and who shuffled up to the table in remarkably short nankeen
trousers, which scarcely reached the calf of his leg. He had a petition to
present, .and in describing its character, displayed scant eloquence. "Laid
upon the table," said the Speaker; and a stout red-faced man at once
crushed it together, and threw it zmdcr the table, as a matter of course ;
when the noble earl by whom it had been presented returned to his seat,
and having cocked upon his head an extremely small hat, put his left leg
carefully over his right, with the air of a man conscious of having done all
in his power to promote the peculiar objects the petitioners had in view.
"Sergeant !" cried the Speaker, when this job had been jobbed ; and
the individual in the court-dress bowed three times during his progress
towards the table, when, taking up the mace, which had been placed
tliere, bowed three times during his backward retreat, and having said
something to a couple of masters in Chancery, who were the bearers of a
couple of documents from the Lords, he and they walked abreast to the
bar, when they tooky^/zr steps, and then bowed like a leash of mandarins,
then took four steps jnore, and again bowed, and then another couple of
brace of steps, which brought them up to tlie table, at which they bowed
again, when, after mumbling something having reference to something,
and putting the documents down, they walked backwards four steps, and
then bowed, then took four steps more, and bowed again, when, by way
of a finish, they made four steps more, and, having bowed, turned round,
and rushed out of the House laughing.
This proceeding appeared to Valentine to be supremely ridiculous, but
what tended in some degree to neutralize his disgust was the fact, that not
only were the masters in Chancery afraid to walk backwards, without
looking behind to see if anything happened to be standing in the way, but
the person in full dress, whom Valentine ascertained to be the deputysergeant, was compelled to retreat, just as if he had been b.andy from his
birth, because he could not persuade his sword to keep from between his
legs. Despite, therefore, every other feeling which this ceremony might
naturally tend to create in one utterly incapable of perceiving its great
national importance, Valentine could not repress a smile, and the moment
he had arrived at the conclusion that neither a sergeant-at-arms, nor a
deputy-sergeant, nor a master in Chancery, could do the thing well without
having served an apprenticeship to a rope-maker, " O r d e r ! " was again
called; and then the name of a certain honourable member, who at once
rose to direct the attention of the House to the continued existence of a
certain abuse, with the bearings of which Valentine was not profoundly
conversant.
The style of this honourable member was inflexible—his voice loud and
sonorous. He had a certain provincial accent, which, to a refined ear, had
a tendency to counteract the effect of whatever eloquence he might possess,
and he assumed the tone of a man who had been accustomed to address
myriads willing to hear and to applaud. He spoke frequently of the
masses, of paper currency, of the maikets, of specie, and comm.ercial ruin,
of imports and of exports, of America, France, Portugal, China, and
Spain; in short, he seemed resolved to leave no stone unturned in any
quarter of the globe, which he conceived might tend to illustrate the
.position he had assumed. It soon became mani.'"est to Valentine, that
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whatever degree of importance might be attached to the opinions of this
gentleman elsewhere, in that house they had no weight at all; for the few,
the very few, who appeared to be attentive, were mingling their smiles
with their sneers, while the rest were conversing and joking, and laughing,
apparently unconscious of everything but that which had immediate
reference to themselves. It was easy to perceive that this gentleman was
capable of far more eloquence than that which he displayed ; but the
coldness of the members whom he addressed appeared to chill his ardour,
and he eventually resumed his seat without gaining a cheer. This seemed
to be a consummation that had been devoutly wished, and no sooner had
it arrived than the attention of the House was directed to one who, albeit
in person extremely small, appeared to be extremely great in the estimation
of those who occupied one entire side of the House. He had risen with
the view of showing that the arguments of the honourable member who
had preceded him were entirely baseless and absurd ; and although his
tone and deportment were by no means commanding, while his eloquence
sank to a great depth below mediocrity, his ahem-ing and a-ar-ing refutation was applauded with vehemence, by those who had failed to devote
the slightest attention to the arguments to which the refutation applied.
When this small but important individual had concluded, a fine portly
person, whose hair was neither auburn nor absolutely red, and whose forte
seemed to lie in the delivery of the bitterest sarcasms clothed in the
sweetest tones, rose with what appeared to be a portfolio in his hand, for
the purpose of impugning one particular branch of the policy pursued by
the then existing government. He appeared to be regarded as an oracle ;
for the House, when he rose, was utterly silent. Every point that he
made was cheered with rapture by those who sat on the same side of the
House ; and whenever he happened to place a strong emphasis upon the
conclusion of any sentence in which no point was perceptible, he looked
round with the view of making his friends understand that, although they
might not exactly see it, the sentence did contain a j^oint, ^^'hen they hailed
it enthusiastically.
The moment this political chief had resumed his seat, amidst loud and
protracted cheering, an honourable member, whose countenance had been
said to resemble an ugly portrait of Charles the First, and who clearly had
not used a razor for many a day—rose simply to observe that he agreed
with every sentence that either had been said, might be said, or could be
said, against the members of the existing cabinet, whom he held to be the
vilest, the meanest, the shabbiest, and most atrocious political scoundrels
with whom the British empire ever was or ever could be cursed. " I
denounce them," said he with a hideous scowl, \vhichhe had assumed with
the view of imparting a withering effect to the close of his philippic-—" 1
denounce them as a gang of degraded political ruffians,—who, with a
profligate and most unconstitutional suck, have drained the cup of degradation to the very dregs ; and I shouldn't care so much as the ghost of a
dump if the whole crew were nailed to the walls of this house, and sto7ted
to death with sacrificial brickbats to-morrow !" To the astonishment of
Valentine, this burst of indignation was productive of nothing but laughter;
and before Mr. Goodman had time to explain that the house always
laughed when that senator spoke, a statesman in miniature, knitting his
brows, started up with almost as much velocity as if he had been sent like
a shell from a mortar to scatter destruction around.
" That's a great gun," said Goodman ; and Valentine thought .so, for he
E 2
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at that moment heard a tremendous report, which he subsequently, however,
ascertained to proceed from a box which adorned one corner of the table,
and which the little man struck with the force of a young blacksmith, while
he writhed and wriggled and tortured his little body into every conceivable
attitude, as if those who sat in his immediate vicinity were, indeed, pinching
him behind. Even the reporters left off to indulge their amazement, for
although his delivery revelled between a squeal and a shriek, his address
was thickly studded with the most beautiful poetic images that ever
developed the scope and power of man's imagination. How the speeches
of this little gentleman could be followed by the reporters, Valentine could
not conceive. He knew that those speeches did appear, and having heard
that the reports were most faithful, he was just on the point of concluding
that the reporters must depend upon their memory—which he felt must be
very extraordinary, seeing that they on one occasion gave a most faithful
report of a speech which he only intended to deliver—when the shrieking
stepped in an instant, like an alarum run down, and the general cheering
became enthusiastic. Before this vehement applause had subsided, the
honourable member by whom the miniature statesman had been preceded
rose, obviously in a state of excitement, to inquire if a certain observation
which had fallen from the little gentleman, and which appeared to have
reference to buffoon'ery in general, was intended to apply personally to
him. " If it were," said the honourable member, with a swell of indignation, " I hurl back the insinuation with scorn ! I am not a man to be
with impunity insulted by any dirty—" (" Order ! order ! chair ! chair ! ")
" T h e good sense," observed the Speaker, " b y which the conduct of
the honourable member is so distinguished will enable him to perceive
that the course he is now pursuing is not strictly in order."
" I am willing," cried the honourable and indignant member, " t o pay
all due deference to the chair; but in the strongest terms the forms of the
House will allow, will I denounce any vagabondizing, dirt'y"
The
extraordinary force with which he swung his arm round, in order to give
full effect to the last word, caused the honourable member, who had
evidently dined, to fall heavily upon the heads of the members below him.
This occurrence, of course, produced a loud burst of merriment, which had
scarcely ceased, when Valentine, whose feelings of contempt had been
aroused, cried '' Buffoon ! " assuming the voice of the mercurial statesman
who had made so exceedingly free with the box. The members at this
moment looked with astonishment at each other, for they did not expect
that from him. " I am sorry," said the Speaker, in his blandest tone,
without noticing apparently the contortions of the member who had fallen
— " I am sorry to be compelled to observe that such language is disorderly
in the extreme."
The honourable member then rose to explain : "If, Sir," said he,—"if
it be imagined that / g a v e utterance to the offensive expression which has
called for that remark, I can assure you that it is altogether a mistake, for
upon my honour I did not."
" I certainly did conceive," said the Speaker, "that the expression proceeded from the honourable member; but if
"
"Itdid—it did ! " shouted several honourable members.
" No, no !—it did not! " shouted several others, who were equally sure
that it did.
" I have certainly no desire to interfere in this matter," said an honourable member who had a remarkable profile, and whose bushy hair was
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flowing luxuriantly down his back, " b u t I must say that I heard the
honourable member distinctly make
" Cries of " No, no ! " from one
side of the House, and loud cheers from the other, effectually drowned this
honourable member's voice. Again he endeavoured to make himself heard,
and again, but was again and again interrupted, until at length he cried
aloud in a voice of desperation, " You will not hear me now, but the time
will come when you shall hear me ! Yes, the time will come when you
SHALL!"

" Sir," said an honourable and gallant member, who appeared to have
been in the heat of some sanguinary battle, "if it did not proceed from
the honourable member, I should like to know from whom it could proceed ?—Is there in this House another member with such a voice ?"
"Hear, hear ! " exclaimed an honourable member, who prided himself
upon his long top-boots and the bare-faced integrity of his principles.
" Hear, hear, hear ! " shouted another honourable member, whose small
twinkling eyes imparted lustre to a remarkably full-blown countenance, of
which the good-humoured expression was spoiled by some rather malicious
feeling, which appeared to be in the ascendant. " Is not the honourable
and gallant member satisfied ? " inquired the honourable member who had
been accused. " Is not my word of honour sufficient ? "
"Of course," replied the honourable and gallant member, " the forms
of this House will not allow me to suppose it even possible for any honourable member to be guilty of a deliberate falsehood."
" Do you mean to impute deliberate falsehood to m e ? " shrieked the
honourable member in question, who, as the reply was '' I certainly heard
it," attempted to rush from the House with what was supposed to be an
extremely cold-blooded design, for the Speaker's attention was called
immediately to the fact by an important-looking personage. " Does he
mean to impute deliberate falsehood to m e ? " cried the honourable
member again, as his friends were doing all in their power to exorcise the
rampant little devil that was within him.
" The honourable and gallant member," observed the Speaker, " I am
sure, will perceive the necessity for doing that which the House has a right
to demand." But the honourable and gallant gentleman stubbornly kept
his seat. Member after member rose to beg of him to withdraw the
offensive imputation ; but his inflexibility was heroic ! He knew, of course,
that he should be compelled either at once to retract, or to languish until
he did, in the custody of the sergeant, who, with that peculiar courtesy for
which he had-ever been distinguished, would have been but too happy to
afford him every accommodation; but he felt that his reputation for
courage might be perilled unless he firmly held out till the last.
The
Speaker rose again and again to dema7id,—in his peculiarly bland manner,
—the withdrawal of that expression which had given so much pain ; but
nothing could move the honourable and gallant gentleman, until a personage with beautifully-tinted cheeks proceeded to make a well-understood
motion, when he declared, what he could not before have declared without
involving his honour, that, in imputing deliberate falsehood to the honourable member, he meant nothing at all perso7ially offensive; and here the
matter ended.
An attempt was now made to recall the attention of honourable members
to business ; but as the majority of them manifested a strong disinclination
to attend to anything of the sort, Valentine, on being urged by Goodman,
resolved upon releasing that majority from their legislative functions for
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the night. Accordingly, just as a prosy individual, who had evidently
placed a written speech in his hat, was trying to pick up the thread of the
debate, Valentine, throwing his voice under one of the galleries, cried,
"Question!"
" Why, that is the question ! " said the honourable member, who was
compelled again to look at the speech in his hat.
" Let it be read by the clerk ! " shouted Valentine.
' ' Order, order, order ! " said the Speaker.
" Aye, give it to the clerk ! " cried two juvenile senators.
" Question ! question !" and the cry on one side of the House becoming
general, the hon. member indignantly resumed his seat.
At this moment two honourable members rose together, and the calls
for both became general and loud. Both seemed extremely anxious to
speak, and therefore neither felt disposed, for some time, to give way. At
length, however, one of them yielded ; but he had no sooner done so, than
Valentine shouted out, "Down !" which shout found at least a hundred
echoes, for in an instant nothing but " D o w n ! down! down!" could be
heard. The honourable gentleman, however, still stood firmly, and folded
his arms with a look of defiance which seemed to enrage about fifty" other
honourable members ^^'ho had previously been silent, but who now appeared
to have caught a very sudden and severe cold ; for they began to cough and
sneeze with unspeakable violence.
No sooner had this coughing and sneezing been added to the loud shouts
of " D o w n ! " than several honourable gentlemen favoured, the company
with a little howling ; then a little yelling was heard, and then admirable
imitations of the languages peculiar to certain interesting zoological
curiosities ; then mingling cries of " Order !" " Shame ! " and " Bravo !"
next a very violent clapping of hands, and then loud and apparently
hysterical lauglitcr, until at length there arose a mass of the most hideous
sounds, to ^•^•hich nothing could be comparable.
Valentine had no idea that a storm could have been raised so soon ;
indeed, he never imagined that such a storm as that could have been raised
there at all; but as it had been raised, he very quietly proceeded to analyze,
the body of sound by separating the various interesting noises of which it
was composed.
Upon one of the benches sat a couple of highly intellectual individuals
who were naniing the Speaker " for the next harmony," by knocking him
down for " a jolly good song," and behind them an honourable member
was seriously engaged in whetting the ghost of a knife upon a spectral
grindstone. A short distance from him sat a statesman promoting the
prosperity of the country in general, and the interests of his constituents in
particular, by buzzing through his teeth in imitation of that notorious hurdygurdy which won't go to more than one tune, and what that in its infancy
might have been it is utterly impossible to determine. A littie farther on,
a profound politician was contending for the eternal nature of his principles by shouting, '' Quack ! quack ! " with an energetic feeling, which any
duck in the universe might naturally have envied. By his side sat a senator
resolved on upholding the dignity of the crown by playing what, by a
stretch of the imagination, he had conceived to be a regular trombone ; and
immediately above him one, who might have been a Premier in embryo,
was drawing a lot of imaginary corks. Several aristocratic individuals
under the gallery, who ought to have had " Ears pierced " painted over
the doors of their respective residences, were whistling with the shrillness
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sf ' ' g o d s , " while a merry old boy, who had several slips of paper stuck under
the collar of his coat, was playing what he conceived for that particular
occasion to be a Jew's-harp, which, as a mere matter of justice, it must be
admitted he managed with senatorial sublimity and tact. On one of the
back benches sat a row of individuals, who being determined to support
the agricultural interests by " a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull
altogether," had imagined that they were hauling up an extremely heavy
anchor, and as each had his arms round the waist of the victim immediately
before him, they pulled each other backwards and forwards in a line,
shouting out with great energy, " Yeo, heave ho ! "
T h e great point of attraction, however—that which tended more than all
to inspire Valentine with the conviction that he was then in the midst of
the collective wisdom of the nation, or rather the collective knowledge of
the nation, inasmuch as those around him knew how to do everything—
was a section of politicians who had formed themselves into a sort of a
knot, and who not only seemed quite resolved to do all in their power to
contribute to the haniiony of the evening, but who absolutely did, to a
sensible extent, succeed in swelling the general sound. One was striving
to obtain justice for Ireland, by braying in the most natural manner possible : another was saving the country from revolution by squealing " A
week, week ! " in humble imitation of a juvenile pig oppressed : a third
was avenging the insults offered to the British flag by an extraordinary
effort to crow like a cock : a fourth was sustaining the integrity of the
empire by imparting an idea of the sound of a French horn : a fifth was
supporting the Established Church by perpetually shouting, " Y o i k s !
Taliyho ! " a sixth, pledged to procure the abolition of military torture,
was showing precisely how cat calls to cat : a seventh was endeavouring to
put an end to the sanguinary civil war in Spain, by converting his own hat
and that of a statesman who sat immediately before him into a couple of
kettle-drums, which he continued to beat with an energy that " n o t h i n g
else could match " : an eighth, who had been pledged to the abolition of
the slave-trade, was engaged in giving effect to a popular air : while a
ninth endeavoured to impress upon the house the necessity for an immediate
extension of the suffrage by imparting to all around what he conceived to
be a correct notion of the moral and physical effects of hydrophobia.
I n vain the Speaker, during these irregular proceedings, tried to show
that such conduct was not exactly consistent with the character of a
deliberative assembly ; in vain he strove to direct the attention of honourable members to the fact that the interests and the feelings of the country
in general could not be thus really represented : he thundered forth
" Order," and rose twenty times to enforce it in vain : his presence was
unheeded, his authority c o n t e m n e d ; and he therefore at length sank back
in his chair to view the scene with mingled feelings of indignation and
sorrow. Valentine felt for the old gentleman, for he appeared to be
shedding t e a r s ; and being therefore determined to put an end to these
proceedings if possible, he took advantage of a moment when the throats
of those who composed the first assembly of gentlemen in the world displayed symptoms of exhaustion, and sent a most extraordinary cry ot
" Shame ! " into one of the reflectors, which appeared for the moment to
be under some supernatural influence, and which caused the majority of
the senators below to look up with an expression of amazement.
As the noise became in consequence somewhat subdued, Valentine
raised another sepulchral cry of " S h a m e ! " which was heard with far
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greater distinctness than the first, and which induced the identical old
gentleman who had been playing the imaginary Jew's-harp, and who was
evidently indignant at this strange interruption, to rise with the view of
directing attention to an extraordinary fact—one of which he really appeared
to have had no previous knowledge—namely, that of there being strangers in
the gallery ! The very moment this honourable gentleman rose, a loud
burst of laughter drowned every other sound ; for the whole House perceived that an humble petition had been cut into slips, and not only secured
by the collar of his coat, but stuck firmly with wafers all over his back,
reaching even below his expansive coat-tails. Of this the honourable
member of course was unconscious ; but as his object had been gained in
so far as that the noise had been renewed, he very quietly sat down with
the view of playing a few more popular and interesting tunes, with the
instrument which he conceived he held tightly between his gums. He
was, however, soon interrupted again ; for an honourable member who had
made many ineffectual attempts to obtain a hearing, taking advantage of a
temporary suppression of noise, rose to move an adjournment. The
motion was followed by shouts of " No, no ! " and a really extraordinary
species of yelling ; but as the honourable member declared that he was
determined to take4he sense of the House—to the utter astonishment of
Valentine, who could not conceive where it could be found—the adjournment was agreed to without a division, and the immediate rush towards
the door was tremendous. As soon as the coast became sufficiently clear,
Goodman and his charge left the House and proceeded homewards ; but
Wilde the feeling which prevailed in the bosom of the former was that of
unqualified delight, that which reigned in the breast of the latter was one
of unmingled and boundless surprise.

CHAPTER

X.

In which Good/7ia7i is ho7tou7-ed with a peculiar Visit, a7id subsequently
seized i7i the most 77iyste7-ious 7)ia7iner possible.
W I T H O U T presuming to enter those mysterious regions which Geology
might tempt the imagination to explore—without, indeed, going any farther
back than the days of Adam and Eve—it may with safety be asserted that
of all the destructive wars which have afflicted mankind, the War of
Attachments has raged with the greatest constancy and fierceness. From
the birth of the sun, moon, and stars, to the Deluge, from the Deluge to the
period of the publication of these adventures, the attachments have been
savagely cutting each other's throats—scourging, smothering, and torturing
each other in every conceivable form—in a word, all the evils with which
man has been cursed are attributable solely to this War of the Attachments.
Now, in proportion as Goodman's attachment to Valentine increased, his
attachment to his amiable relatives diminished ; in fact, the one was very
quietly smothering the other, when those relatives in turn formed certain
new attachmsnts which they conceived might promote the great object they
had in view. One morning, about twelve o'clock, when, Valentine having
been sent to the banker's, Goodman was reading in his library alone, the
servant entered with a couple of highly-glazed cards, bearing the following
inscriptions—Dr. E77ia7tuel W. Bo%vlemou.t, and DR. DIONYSIUS DOBB.
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" Dr. Emanuel W. Bowlemout—Bowlemout—Bowlemout ? " said Good •
man, considering—"Dr. Dionysius Dobb—Dobb—Dobb?—I have no
knowledge of these gentlemen. Ask them to walk in."
While the servant was inviting the two doctors to do so, Goodman read
the cards again and again, conceiving that their names might strike theiifull-length portraits on his memory. " Good morning, sir," profoundly
observed a remarkably short and apoplectic individual, who appeared to
have been afflicted with the dropsy from his youth. " Good morning,"
said Goodman, waving his hand towards a couple of chairs, of which the
doctors took possession.
" My name is Bowlemout," observed the dropsical person—"My friend.
Dr. Dobb." Goodman bowed, and placed the cards upon the table.
" You are quite well, I hope," said Dr. Emanuel W. Bowlemout.
"Perfectly," said Goodman; "thank God ! I never had a day's illness
in my life." Dr. Bowlemout looked at Dr. Dobb, who cocked his chin
upon his cane, and eyed Goodman intently. " May I," observed Goodman, after waiting in silence some considerable time—" May I inquire the
object of this visit ? "
"Most certainly, my dear sir," replied Dr. Bowlemout, looking again at
Dr. Dobb, who still continued to sit like a statue in mourning. " It may,
my dear sir, appear somewhat extraordinary that we should have called
upon you thus without a previous introduction ; but it is, perhaps, in these
cases quite as well—quite." And Dr. Bowlemout looked once more at
Dr. Dobb, who did condescend then to nod, by way of signifying that that
observation had met his views precisely. Goodman was still unable to
imagine what the object of these gentlemen could b e ; but he ventured to
suppose that he should know in good time, and therefore waited for its
natural development with patience, while those gentlemen were viewing
him with what he conceived to be an expression of pity. " D o me the
favour," at length said Dr. Bowlemout, placing his finger delicately upon
Goodman's wrist, as his hand rested upon the table—" allow me."
"Gentlemen!" said Goodman firmly, withdrawing his hand, "you
have honoured me with a visit, and you have, I presume, some object in
view : need I add that I consider it necessary for that object to be
explained ? "
" Why, my dear sir," replied Dr. Bowlemout, " the fact is, we have
called at the request of certain intimate friends of yours, who fancy that
you have not been looking quite so well of late—to ascertain the precise
state of your general health."
" I n d e e d ! " said Goodman, smiling; " I ought to be exceedingly
obliged to those friends. May I know to whom I am indebted for this
extraordinary act of kindness ? "
Why, that, my dear sir, is a matter of extreme delicacy," replied Dr.
Bowlemout. '' They are naturally apprehensive that they might be deemed
too officious—too fond of parading their friendship."
" They," said Goodman, "who imagine that I should fail to appreciate
this or any other act of kindness, can know me but imperfectly. There
surely can be no objection to their names being mentioned ? "
" I really," said Dr. Bowlemout, " do not feel justified in naming them."
" N o , no, no ! " gruffly exclaimed Dr. Dobb. "There is no necessity
for that sort of thing."
" I can perceive no necessity for the other sort
of thing," observed Goodman, somewhat piqued at the roughness of Dr.
Dobb. " This visit, I trust, did not originate in any idle curiosity ? "
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" Oh ! not at all! not at all, my dear sir; not at all ! " cried Dr.
Bowlemout, " Oh, certainly, not at all! "
"Then, gentlemen," said Goodman, " I am able to inform those exceedingly kind friends through you, that I am capable of forming a
judgment on the state of my own health
"
"That's the point!—the very point!" interrupted Dr. Bowlemout,
turning to Dr. Dobb, who gave several short nods.
"What's the point? " inquired Goodman.
" T h a t men are 7iot always able to form such a judgment," growled
Dr. Dionysius Dobb. "You, for instance, may be afflicted with one of
the most serious maladies that are incident to the human frame without
being in the slightest degree conscious of the fact. Have you heard,
by-the-bye, from your friend, the emperor, lately ? "
" I am perhaps," said Goodman, after a pause, during which Dr.
Bowlemout gave Dr. Dobb certain slight but mysterious winks—" I am
perhaps bound to presume that your object is not to insult me ? "
" Oh ! dear me, no, not at all! " cried Dr. Bowlemout.
" I must say that that question appears to me to be extraordinary—•
indeed, the whole proceeding is of so strange a character, that I scarcely
know even now what to make of it. Have you anything more to
say?"
" W h y , there are," said Dr. Bowlemout, " t w o or three points upon
which I should like to be informed. You are related, I believe, to the
royal family ? "
" S I R !" thundered Goodman, his eyes flashing with all their wonted
fire. " Old as I am, I am not to be insulted with impunity."
"Calm yourself; come, come, my dear sir, be cool!" said Dr.
Bowlemout. "Cool, s i r ! " cried Goodman, " d o you take me for an
idiot ? Think you that I'll consent to be made the sport of fools ? Who
sent you ? Were you in fact sent at all ? If you Mere, why do you not,
like me7i
"
" Mr. Valentine has returned," said the servant, who, after knocking
for some time, had entered. " H e wishes to know, sir, if he may speak
with you."
" Y e s , " said Goodman, "tell him I want h i m ; " and
Valentine, who was then at the door, walked in.
" My dear boy," said Goodman, " I have been grossly insulted ; I never
was before so insulted as I have been by these two persons, of whom I
have no sort of knowledge."
^" We simply asked him," said Bowlemout,
" if he were not related to the royal family? "
" W h y ask so ridiculous a question?" inquired Valentine, with one of
his peculiarly piercing glances. "Because," replied Dr. Bowlemout, " w e
were informed that he claimed the British crown."
" A n d what if you were thus informed? Would it interfere with any
claim of yours? What have-you to do with the matter?—what is it to
you? Have you," added Valentine, addressing Goodman, "any desire to
detain these gentlemen ? "
" None whatever," replied Goodman ; " indeed, I wish them gone."
"Then you will probably walk with me at once to the door," observed
Valentine to the gentlemen in question, who still kept their seats.
" W e came here, young man," said Dr. Bowlemout, pompously, " t o
perform a public duty ; and we &hM.go when we please."
"Then, if you do," rejoined Valentine, "you must please to go immediately."
" W h y ? " thundered Dr. Dionysius Dobb. "Because, if you
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do not," replied Valentine, " I shall be compelled to make you go before
you please."
At this moment a laughing duet of derision burst from Drs. Bowlemout
and Dobb. They soon, however, found that they had made a slight
mistake in their estimate of Valentine's character; for on the instant he
seized Dr. Bowlemout by the collar, and without the smallest difficulty
brought him to the ground. The moment Dr. Bowlemout was down.
Dr. Dobb sprang at Valentine with the ferocity of a tiger, and Goodman
sprang at him ; but before he had time to reach him, Valentine, who was
then on one knee, caught hold of the legs of Dr. Dobb, and threw him
cleverly over Dr. Bowlemout's back.
" Keep the fat one down ! " shouted Valentine. " Don't let him stir !
I'll come back for him in a moment." And he proceeded to drag Dr.
Dobb to the door, which he opened, and having thrown him into the
street, closed it again, and ran back for the other.
"Now, s i r ! " said Valentine to Dr. Bowlemout, who was panting for
breath, and seemed nearly exhausted, " d o you wish to be thrown headlong
after your friend, or will you w a l k ? " Of the two, Bowlemout decidedly
preferred the latter mode of proceeding, and hastened at once to the door ;
but the moment he had reached the step in safety, he turned round, and
scowling at Goodman, cried, with all the breath he appeared to have in
his body, " Oh ! you shall suffer for this !—w^ll have our revenge ! " when
Valentine pushed him off the step, and closed the door. About half an
hour after the departure of these gentlemen, Walter and Horace looked in
to invite Goodman to meet a few friends at their house in the evening.
To them he explained what had occurred, and they expressed their
astonishment with extraordinary warmth. He also explained that he and
Valentine were just about to start for Gravesend, at which they appeared
to be equally surprised ; and having ascertained the precise time the boat
started, they hastily quitted the house.

CHAPTER

XL

The Mystei'ious Seizure.—A Gentleman Drow7ied in Imagination.—First
Appearance of Valenti7ie upoti the Stage of the Italian Ope/'a.
W H E N Goodman had adjusted the week's accumulation of papers, he and
Valentine walked towards Cornhill, but as he had some little business to
transact in the vicinity of the Bank, he sent Valentine forward to amuse
himself for half an hour on the steam-packet wharf. Before the half-hour
had expired Goodman had completed the business on hand, and as he felt
that he might still be in time for the three o'clock boat, he walked
rather briskly towards the quay from which it started. lie had scarcely,
however, turned into Fish-street Hill, when two powerful-looking fellows
'hastily crossed from the opposite side, and placed themselves immedialely
before him.
" Fine day, sir," said one of these persons, in a singularly rough tone.
" It is," observed Goodman, trying to pass them, " a very fine day."
"You'd better have a ride along with us, sir," said the fellow, seizing
Goodman's riaht ann.
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" W h a t do you mean, man ? " cried Goodman, as he strove to wring his
arm from the fellow's firm grasp.
" Why on'y that we're going to take a quiet country ride, and we wants
you to obleedge us with your company, that's all; " and a coach, that had
been waiting close by, drew up to the spot on the instant.
" I n Heaven's n a m e ! " exclaimed Goodman, who had become much
alarmed, " what ca7t all this mean? " and again he made an effort to disengage his arm, but found it held as firmly as if it had been in a vice.
" Come, come, you know, be quiet; it an't o' no use, you know, none
o' your tricks ; it won't do," said the fellow.
" M y good man," cried Goodman, "you are labouring under some
strange mistake,—indeed, i7ideed, you are mistaken."
" Not a bit of it," growled the fellow, " n o t a ha'porth! your name's
Goodman, an't it ? Mr. Grimwood Goodman ? "
" It certainly is, but—"
" Oh ! it's all right! the fus cousin to the Emp'ror of Chany, you know!
—now if so be as you want to be treated like a genelman, you'll get in at
once, without any more bones."
" But I will 7iot get in ! " exclaimed Goodman.
" W e l l , " said the •fellow, calmly, "there's not the least compulsion in
life, you know,—on'y you must."
" What,—what does it mean, sir?—
where is your authority for this monstrous proceeding ? "
" Oh, we have got lots of authority," cried the fellow ; and his assistant
proceeded to let down the steps, while the coachman held open the door.
" H e l p ! h e l p ! " shouted Goodman, as a gentleman passed. " F o r
Heaven's sake, save me from these ruffians I "
" What's all this about ? " said the gentleman, approaching.
" It's all right, -sir ; all quite reg'lar," replied the fellow, first tapping
his forehead, and then placing his thumb by the side of his nose.
'' Poor fellow ! " exclaimed the gentleman, in accents of pity.
" My good sir, but hear me,—pray, hear me ! " cried Goodman.
" Go quietly, there's a dear man," said the gentleman, evidently affected.
" It is all for the best ; these persons will not harm you, indeed they will
not—come, come."
" S i r ! " exclaimed Goodman—"Oh! hear me explain!—stay, stay,
but for an instant !—stay, sir, if you are a Christian ! " but the gentleman,
who appeared to be in haste, sighed deeply, and passed on.
"Now, are we to clap on a jacket or not ? " cried the fellow, who began
to be impatient.
"Good G o d ! " exclaimed Goodman, as several persons approached—
"will no one assist me ? Help ! help ! For the love of Heaven !—Help !
help ! " he repeated, while he struggled with all the strength at his command. He was, however, but as a child in the grasp of a giant ; the principal ruffian thrust him into the coach, and immediately gagged him.
While this most extraordinary seizure was being made, Valentine was
waiting with much impatience at the wharf. The packet by which they
were to have started left, and the latest, which had immediately after
glided like a swan to the spot, was filling fast. It being Saturday, hundreds of persons, consisting chiefly of merchants, warehousemen, and
clerks, whose families annually reside at Gravesend for three weeks or 17
month, hastened down with the view of joining those families that night,
and returning to business early on Monday morning. With these personf
almost every seat upon deck was soon occupied. Some began to perusf
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the weekly journals, some to arrange the papers with which their pockets
had been filled, while others, with their arms folded under their coat-tails,
were thoughtfully watching the progress of the tide.
At length the men on board began to bustle about the deck, and the
captain mounted one of the paddle-boxes, and commenced giving orders
about the adjustment of jcertain ropes. As every motion was now indicative
of an immediate start, Valentine at once rushed on board, feeling certain
that he must have missed Goodman in the crowd. He searched the deck
and cabin, however, in vain; and as he looked with anxiety from the side
of the vessel, to ascertain if Goodman were coming, the captain gave his
orders to let the boat go. " But one moment ! " cried Valentine, addressing
the captain. " I expect a friend here in an instant."
" Time's up, sir;
can't stop," said the captain. "Now, my lads, come, look alive ! " and
his people began to unfasten the ropes, when Valentine, leaping upon the
barge to which the vessel had been secured, resolved on detaining her a
few moments longer.
" C a p t a i n ! " shouted Valentine, making his voice proceed apparently
from a little wooden watch-box of an office, adorned with flaming red and
blue placards. "Hallo ! " cried the captain.
" You are wanted in the office ! " shouted Valentine.
" W h y , we're off!—who wants me ? "
" O n e of the proprietors. Here ! you must come ! "
"Blow one of the proprietors!" growled the indignant captain, sotto
voce. "Here, hold fast a b i t ; I wonder what's the matter now." And
he jumped from the deck upon the landing-barge, and proceeded towards
the office, with a countenance expressive of anything but delight.
Valentine again looked most anxiously for Goodman, and just as he saw
some one hastening towards the wharf whom he conceived might be him,
the gallant captain returned, and after knocking aside every man who
stood in his way, shouted, " Who was it said I was wanted? I should
just like to know," he added, gruffly, on receiving no answer. " I ' m
blowed if I wouldn't pitch him right overboard bang !" and having
scrambled to the top of the paddle-box, again gave the signal for starting.
Valentine, however, being determined to give Goodman a few minutes
more, no sooner heard the well-known signal given, than sending his voice
under the stem of the vessel, shouted—" Help ! help ! a boat, a boat !
Help ! help ! help ! "—so loudly, that in a moment the persons who were
standing on the wharf joined in the cry simultaneously with the passengers
on board. Down dashed the boat which had been hauled up to the stern,
with a force which must have killed any man out-and-out if one had happuned to have been there ; while other boats instantly came to the spot,
and every available rope was in immediate requisition. The boats darted
round and round the vessel, in vain, followed by the eyes of the passengers,
who appeared to be in a state of great excitement, while the steam was
hissing, panting, and snorting, with as much angry violence as if it had
been perfectly cognizant of the trick. "Poor soul!" exclaimed a stout
old gentleman who stood upon the barge, " he has sunk, I fear, to rise no
more !"
" Help ! Here, here, here ! " shouted Valentine ; and away the boats
flew to the spot from which the sound appeared to proceed, while the
passengers rushed from side to side with the most painful anxiety.
"Where, where are you?" cried one of the boatmen. " M y good
/Alow—now, now ! give another hail!—where are you ? "
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" H e r e ! " cried Valentine.
" Starn ! stam I " shouted the captain, in haste. " Look alive ! " And
away went the boats again astern. " Have you got him ? " he inquired of
the men ; " have you got him ? " But the reply was, " I f we could but
only see him we shouldn't care."
" Make haste ! " shouted Valentine.
" Where ? " cried the captain, " my poor fellow—where are you ? "
" O n the wheel," exclaimed Valentine, faintly.
" H o l d on but a moment ! now, now, my lads—now! to the wheel;
now, hurrah ! " cried the captain, whose eyes at once sparkled with joy,
for he felt that he should save the poor fellow at last.
" Move ahead ! " cried Valentine, assuming the voice of a lad whom he
had heard give the order before, and the wheels on the instant dashed
round amidst a general shout of horror. The wheels were stopped; the
foam subsided; but the voice was heard no more. The passengers looked
at each other aghast. The captain stared at the boy and the boy stared at
the captain; but neither of them uttered a word—indeed, for several
minutes a death-like silence prevailed, and the general conviction was, that
the wheel had dashed down the unfortunate man, who had become too
much exhausted to rise again to the surface. Valentine again looked round
for his guardian, but again was most grievously disappointed. The vessel
was then nearly half an hour behind time ; and as he felt that it would be
useless to detain her any longer, he made up his mind to let her go. The
men in the boats were still watching the surface of the river intently; the
captain was very severe upon the boy, and the boy was declaring to the
sceptical captain that the order to move ahead had not proceeded from
him, while the passengers and the persons who stood upon the barge were
relating to each other how the poor fellow struggled as they saw him in
imagination go down; and descanting very freely upon all that was known
of the characteristics peculiar to a watery grave.
The captain at length, feeling that nothing more could be done for the
" poor fellow," again prepared to start, and Valentine, in order to relieve
his mind, sent a loud shout of laughter immediately behind him. Th6
effect was electrical. Nothing could exceed the astonishment displayed by
the captain. He turned sharply round, with a bosom swelling with indignation, in order to ascertain what manner of man he could be who thus
had the cold-blooded inhumanity to laugh at so awful a moment as that.
" It was only a joke ! " exclaimed Valentine.
" A joke !" cried the captain, indignantly, " a joke ! "
" Why, yes,
I wasn't overboard at all ! " shouted Valentine. " I only made believe ! "
"Made believe!" cried the captain, looking scornfully towards the
quarter from which the sound appeared to proceed. " Who is it that
spoke ? who only made believe ? I'll give a crown out of my own pocket
to know !—for that man, if he was even the King of England, should not
remain aboard of my boat another instant. I'd make him go ashore, if I
wouldn't—who was it ? "
As the inhuman person in question refused to reply, and as the indignant
captain found it impossible to discover the delinquent, he again gave the
signal for starting, when the vessel was released from her moorings, and
glided majestically down with the tide. The very moment the boat was
out of sight, Valentine started to the residence of the citizen upon whom
Goodman had called on his way to the wharf, and having there ascertained
that he had left in great haste, he proceeded home, fancying that something
of importance might have occurred to induce his guardian to return. On

VALENTINE VOX.

63

hearing, however, that he had not returned, he concluded at once that he
must have started by the first boat, unseen in the crowd, and after allowing
the servant to bring up the tray with some cold beef and salad, he began
to think how he should amuse himself until the morning, when he intended
to follow by the earliest boat. No sooner had he finished his meal and
drank a couple of glasses of port, which had been left in the decanter, than
Horace arrived in a state of great excitement, to inquire if within the last
hour his father had been there ? On being informed that he had not, his
excitement increased, but on learning that Valentine had just returned
alone, he smiled with intense satisfaction, and entered the parlour at once.
"Well, my young ancient!" cried Horace, "why, I thought you were
off to the aristocratic regions of Gravesend ! "
" I did start for that
purpose," said Valentine, " b u t I unfortunately missed your uncle."
" O f course! Why, you didn't expect any other thing, did you ? It's
just like the old undeniable. He and my governor, in that particular, are
just as much alike as two bricks. Only let 'em slip, and they go in-andout, in-and-out, like a couple of crocodiles, and if you ever catch so much
as a sight of 'em again, you must have the eyes of Argus. But, I say,
haven't you got a glass of wine to give a fellow ? Where does old owenothing keep it ?"
" Upon my word, I don't know, but Ann will get us some, doubtless,"
replied Valentine, ringing the bell. "Aye, that's the very card," observed
Horace, " for I'm about fit to drop." And he placed his legs deliberately
upon the table. " I say, my Seraphina," he continued, as Ann entered
the room, "here's a dreadful state of mind for a bottle to be in ! come,
give it a belly-full of something, old girl." The order was confirmed by a
nod from Valentine, and a bottle of port was brought up with the corkscrew,
when Horace first pronounced Ann to be an out-and-outer, and then seizing
the bottle, struck its neck off with the carving-knife. " Dear me, Mr.
Horace!" exclaimed Ann, " h o w I wish you'd draw the corks, you do
make such a mess."
"Bring us another glass, my girl," said Horace, who, on its being
brought, added, "now you'll know how much better it tastes in this way,"
and as Ann expressed a great disinclination to try it, he simply threw her
upon the sofa, when, having kissed her and forced her to swallow the wine,
he laughed at her indignation, and allowed her to retire.
" It strikes me with just about the force of a sledge-hammer," said he,
having replenished his glass three times without relinquishing the bottle
for a moment, '' that you are neither more nor less than an out-and-out
brick. Now, what do you dream of doing with your body to-night ? "
" I scarcely know," replied Valentine.
"Well, then, I'll tell you what it is ; just cock yourself comfortably
under my care, and I'll show you a little life."
" But I fancied," observed Valentine, " that you were going to have a
party to-night."
" A n d so we are," returned Horace, " b u t you don't suppose I'm flat
enough to join them, do you ? If uncle had been going, why I must have
stuck there, of course, for he's such an excruciating old file, that he couldn't
be happy without m e ; but as he'll not, you know, be there at all, don't
suppose that I'm going to waste the evening with a parcel of jolly old
dummies, some mumbling about the weather, some growling about the
high price of bees-wax, some whining about the anti-diminishable character
of the national debt, and others showing how a jolly revolution mie-ht be
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averted by allowing pickled cabbage to be imported in the raw. A rujbber's
the very utmost to which they can be goaded, and then they're such wide
awake warmint, you can't even palm a card without being told of it, which
happens to be about the very thing I most hate. Why, then, should I
join a crew of this particular kidney, unless indeed I wanted to cut the
throat of time ? It is true I shall have tea with 'em, and then of course I
bolt; so if you like, you know, to place yourself under my wing, I shall
just put you up to a thing or two that isn't known to here and there one."
i " Oh, I shall be most happy," observed Valentine.
" Well, then, we'll finish this bottle, and stop just an hour at home, and
then we'll run a regular trump to earth, who can take us where you never
were before. But, remember, when I light my cheroot, and you see the
old ones cocking up their noses, leave the room, and I'll be after you in no
time. Accordingly, the bottle was emptied, almost solely by Horace, and
they proceeded to the house of his father, where they found half a dozen
disagreeable old shrews whose husbands were expected to join them after
tea. " JKZZ/^ you seen your father, Horace ? " inquired Mrs. Goodman.
" N o , " replied Horace, who winked at his dear and anxious mother,
and drew her towards the window, where they kept up for some time a
low conversational whisper.
"Therehe is," exclaimed Mrs. Horace Goodman.
" Not a bit of it," I know," said Horace ; "that isn't his knock."
" I know it is," observed Mrs. Goodman, junior.
" I tell you it is not," said Horace, snappishly; " I think I ought to
know.
He'd never give such an out-and-out know-nothing tat-a-rat
business as that." At this moment Walter entered as pale as a ghost,
and, on catching the eye of Valentine, gave an involuntary shudder. He
rallied, however, in an instant; but on extending his hand, Valentine
found that it trembled violently. As soon as Mrs. Goodman could conveniently manage it, she whispered, " I s it done?" and on receiving an
intimation in the affirmative, she communicated the fact to Mrs. Horace
Goodman, and it appeared to be highly satisfactory to both. Tea was
then brought up at once, and the whole party drew round the table ; but
it was easily perceptible that Walter had on his mind something which bid
defiance to tranquillity. When addressed on any subject, he spoke with
affected gaiety and smiled, but in an instant his brow sank, and his
features became sullen and rigid again. As Horace had described, it
would have been dull work indeed to spend the evening in the society of
the persons there assembled. There was talking, it is true—a great quantity
of talking—but not a single word was uttered worth remembering. As
soon, therefore, as this weary tea affair was over, Horace pulled out his
case, and began to wet a cheroot by rolling it over his tongue with peculiar
rapidity. " Y o u are not going to smoke?" observed Mrs. Goodman,
junior.
" These ladies, I'm sure, will not mind it," said Horace.
" O h , certainly not !" simultaneously exclaimed several of the ladies,
at the same time bringing out their scent-bottles to prepare for the infliction.
" Mrs. Shrewell cannot bear it, I know," said the junior Mrs. Goodman.
" Oh, never mind me !" cried that amiable lady.
" I f that's the case," said Horace, "why, of course
"
" D e a r m e ! by no means ! I never allow Mr. Shrewell to smoke, but I
don't at all mind it. On the contrary, I think it rather pleasant than not."
•'Of course!" exclaimed Horace, who well knew that the old lady
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would presently cough with violence. " Of course ! " and after pullin-T
out a peculiar description of lucifer, the nipping of which sent forth a
villanous odour, he proceeded to ignite his cheroot. This being the signal
for starting, Valentine gladly left the room, and was instantly followed by
Horace, to the great gratification of those amiable ladies, of whom he was
anything but ardently enamoured. " N o w , " said Horace, " l e t us be
off;" and accordingly he and Valentine started in the direction of the
Haymarket, both highly pleased at having escaped.
" It strikes m e , " said Horace, on reaching Leicester Square, " that we
shall just be in time for old Leatherlungs ; and if so, you'll have a bit of a
treat to begin w i t h . "
" Who's Leatherlungs ? " inquired Valentine.
" T h a t ' s only his professional n a m e , " replied Horace. " H i s real name
is Growlaway. H e ' s in the Opera chorus, and a regular trump he is, too :
this is the crib he patronizes." A n d Valentine was dragged into a dirly
pot-house, and eventually reached a dark room at the back. At first he
was able to distinguish nothing, for, in addition to the room being dark, it
was densely filled with smoke, while a circular ventilator was rattiing
round and round at the rate of full thirty miles an hour. Horace, however,
at once grasped the hand of a man who was smoking a remarkably long
pipe, and when Valentine h a d been formally introduced to this gentleman,
they all sat down cosily together. " Well, what are you going to stand ? "
was the first question asked by Mr. Growlaway.
" W h a t e v e r you like," replied Horace. " W h a t have you been
drinking ? "
" Half-and-half," said Mr. Growlaway.
" T h a t I can't stand," observed Horace. " L e t ' s have some brandyand-water. " T h e chorister's eyes sparkled, and he pulled away at his pipe
with additional perseverance, until the brandy-and-water arrived, when he
nearly swallowed a glassful without taking off his lips.
" W e want to go behind the scenes," said Horace. " Y o u can manage it
for us, can't you ? "
" W h y , " said Mr. Growlaway, " they're getting so
nasty particular, one doesn't know how to act. You must take your
chance, you know.
Follow me right in. If you attempt to look round,
you are done, for they'll know in a moment you don't belong to the
house."
" All right," said Horace. " B u t had we not better pay at o n c e ? "
inquired Valentine. Horace smiled at his simplicity, and explained that
no money was taken at the door they were to enter ; and it having been
eventually arranged that they should follow the steps of Mr. Growlawaj-,
Valentine paid for the brandy-and-water out of a well-filled purse, whicli
Growlaway no sooner saw than he suddenly recollected that he was going
to have a benefit on the following Monday evening, at the Bull's-eye and
Rat-trap Tavern, at the same time pulling out a bundle of tickets, five of
which Valentine felt compelled to purchase for half-a-sovereign, and they
then proceeded at once to the stage-door of the Italian Opera. Having
passed the gate at the end of the hall, Mr. Growlaway intimated that all
was quite safe, and they leisurely proceeded along a narrow dirty passage,
which happened to be dimly illumined here and there with the remains of
a narrow candle, deliberately stinking in the socket of a tall tin lamp. On
arriving at the end of this passage they ascended a few stairs which led to
a wide open space, in which certain painted people disguised as brigands,
peasants, Spanish noblemen, or Turks, were promenading.
At the bac!c
sat a number of persons with their shirt-sleeves tucked up drinking porter,
F
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while above were suspended innumerable pulleys and ropes and ragged
slips of painted canvas.
On the left of this space stood what seemed to
Valentine to be a tall iron column, but which was in reality a round flight
of cast-iron steps, and the gaily dressed people who were perpetually
ascending, imparted the idea of a regiment of butterflies running up a
corkscrew.
" N o w t h e n , " said Growlaway, darting up this singular flight of steps,
and Horace and Valentine followed quickly, and after twiriing round until
they were perfectly giddy, they turned into a little filthy room near the
roof, in which about twenty individuals were dressing. I n this room
Valentine at once seated himself upon the edge of an old chair with one
arm and no bottom, whi^h stood by the side of an old washing-stand, the
top of which was secured to the le^s with what might in its infancy have
been a towel, twisted ingeniously into the similitude of a rope, while in the
hole stood a basin with about half a brim, which was occasionally supplied
with water from a brown stone jug, which happened to have neither a
handle nor a spout.
A s soon as the giddiness occasioned by the twirling ascent had gone
off, Valentine directed his attention to the proceedings of the professional
gentlemen present,'whose attitudes few could have failed to admire. One
was endeavouring to perfect himself in the bass part of the opening chorus,
by leaning over a book and singing the notes with infinite spirit, and certainly
looked extremely cool and interesting, seeing that at that particular time he
had nothing on but his shirt; another, in precisely the same costume, with
the exception of a pair of purple stockings, was engaged in making really
desperate efforts to a c t ; a third, who had nearly completed his disguise,
was splitting his habiliments in all directions, while striving to pull on a
remarkable couple of buff cut-throat boots, which appeared to be about
seven sizes too small ; a fourth was jumping into a pair of pantaloons
which might have been built for a twenty-stone D u t c h m a n ; a fifth, who
had dressed for a high-bom Spaniard, and who looked like a journeyman
tinker incog., was adjusting the mantle of another noble person, who, in
order that no time might be lost, was eating the remains of a cold porkchop, which he had brought with bread and mustard in his hat.
I n the middle of the room stood a table, round which several other
professional gentlemen were engaged in giving the last tranquil touches to
their formidable countenances, which really as a whole looked extremely
picturesque. One was arching his eyebrows with a piece of burnt cork ;
another was bringing out his nose by drawing black zigzag lines on either
side with a piece of smoked wire ; another, being a peasant, was establishing upon his long upper lip the representation of military moustaches;
another was laying on his cheeks, with a rabbit's foot, a thick coat of red
briekdust upon a waistcoat of pomatum ; another was endeavouring to
adjust a judge's wig, which had adorned the heads of a thousand professional gentlemen before him, while another was transforming a waggoner's
hat into the perfect similitude of an Italian noble's, by carefully pinning
the brim up in front, and making an additional hole in the crown tor the
reception of a long peacock's feather.
" Will you not dress and go on ? "
inquired Horace, when Valentine had feasted his eyes on this scene ; " you
will not get a view of the house unless you d o . "
" Oh, with all my heart ! " replied Valentine, who seemed rather to like
the idea than net.
" Of course ! " observed Horace, throwing towards
him a pair of yellow tights, which he had taken from a htsap. " On with
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'em, and then you'll enjoy your noble self."
" But I'd rather not strip,"
said Valentine, approving of the cut of the tights by no means.
" W e l l , tuck up your trousers, and wind this affair round your calves,"
—said one who appeared to be the master of the ceremonies, throwing
several yards of red and blue worsted binding, which was intended to convey to some distance a silken i d e a — " you can as well be a brigand as n o t . "
Accordingly, up went the trousers above the knee, and round went the blue
and red binding, when a jacket with spangles was selected and put on, and
the man who had been fetching bread-and-cheese and half-and-half, politely
offered to make up the face of the brigand. As soon as this interesting
operation had been performed, the overture commenced, and the call-boy
came up to announce the important fact, conceiving probably that the
whole of the professional gentlemen might suddenly have been seized with
total deafness. Valentine just caught a glance of himself, and a beautiful
brigand he fancied he looked ! H e then turned round to exhibit to Horace,
but the chair in which Horace had been sitting he found was occupied by
" a malignant and turban'd T u r k , " tying up his garters.
H e had no time
to make further scrutiny then, being pressed towards the door by the
professional group ; he therefore, conceiving that he should find his companion below, rushed down the iron stair-case with the stream, and having
remained at the side until the curtain drew up, tucked a little plump peasant
girl under his arm and gracefully made his debut.
I t happened to be one
of the grand nights of the season, and the house had an exceedingly
brilliant effect. All the boxes were full, and while the people appeared to
be dovetailed into the pit, the spacious gallery presented one closely-packed
mass of human beings.
As soon as he could see clearly over the foot-lights, which had in the
first instance dazzled his eyes, Valentine felt that as he was there ostensibly
with a view to the exercise of his talent, he might as well commence
operations as not ; and as he saw a small personage, in one of the boxes on
the second tier near the proscenium, applauding the P7ima Donna with
extraordinary vehemence, by shouting out, " B r a v o ! bravissimo ! " and
clapping his hands most violently, with the obvious view of catching the
eye of the lady, he thought that he would proceed to promote the vie^^'s of
that personage, at least so far as to render him an object of attraction.
Accordingly, when the applause which succeeded a really delightful scena
had subsided, he dexterously threw his voice into the identical box in
which the lady-killing personage in question was seated, and exclaimed in
tones of ecstasy, " B e a u t i f u l ! ye g o d s ! o h ! e n c h a n t i n g ! never heard
anything like it ! encore ! delicious, demme ! "
" Order I order ! " cried at least a hundred voices on the instant.
" I tell you it is beautiful ! demme ! did you ever ? bravissimo ! encore,
encore, encore ! " exclaimed Valentine ; and the small individual, whose
voice he had assumed, sat twiddling his whiskers and grinning like an ape.
" O r d e r ! order ! " again became the general cry, and every eye was
directed towards that particular box.
" Demme ! " continiiecl Valentine, " don't I say that it's beautiful ; and
am I not perfectly in order?
Did you ever hear anything half so magnificent ? She's a great creature—that she is—demme ! "
" Silence ! " exclaimed several highly indignant persons in the pit.
" I repeat it," cried Valentine, " she is a great creature.''
Loud shouts of " O r d e r , order ! silence ! turn him out I drunk ! " noiv
proceeded from every part of the house, while the little ill-used gentleman,
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in a state of unconsciousness, sat wondering why every glass in the house
was so impertinently brought to bear upon him. During the whole of this
time the legitimate performances were stopped ; and as the heroine of the
opera had struck a certain position from which she could not possibly
move before she had uttered a certain exclamation and received a certain
cue, she very quietly intimated the propriety of dropping the curtain,
which was accordingly done amid general uproar. The very moment the
curtain had fallen, the attention of the little individual was arrested by two
persons who had been deputed to expostulate with him on the excessive
inconvenience of the course which they naturally imagined he had been
pursuing. To these persons he was heard to proclaim his perfect innocence
with considerable earnestness and force; but they displayed the most inflexible incredulity, and marvelled that he should so far disgrace the name
he bore, as to descend to the utterance of so deliberate a falsehood as that
of declaring that the interruption had not proceeded from him. They
could have sworn, and would have sworn, that it had proceeded from him
and him alone : yet here was a man, a highly distinguished patron of the
opera, who declared that if they had thus s\vorn, they would have committed an act of perjury. What could they do ? Why—they expressed a
hope that the interruption might not be renewed, and then retired.
As the little ill-used personage immediately after this became invisible
to the audience, the uproar speedily subsided; and when the curtain again
rose, the accomplished heroine was discovered in precisely the same
attitude as that in which she had stood before it had fallen. The longexpected cue was then given, and then came the piercing exclamation, and
then a loud burst of enthusiastic applause, during which the group of
choristers marched off the stage, and as Valentine of course was compelled
to march with them, the audience were left to the uninterrupted enjoyment
of the recitatives and duets that were to follow.
Now, when Valentine had ascertained that the ladies and gentlemen of
the choir had two or three thousand bars' rest, he felt it to be his duty to
keep them out of that mischief into which they were displaying a disposition
to enter by glancing, and kissing, and squeezing, and whispering the
softest possible nonsense to each other as they stood indiscriminately
at the wings. Acting upon this amiable impulse, he looked anxiously
round with the view of occupying their minds with somethiiig of a more
virtuous tendency, for he at that moment felt more strongly than ever that
it was absolutely incumbent upon every man to check the progress of
indiscretion by all the means at his command. Scarcely had he turned from
these professional ladies and gentlemen, when he saw about thirty old
pieces of scenery resting against the wall, and conceived that he could not
conveniently promote the great cause of morality more than by setting the
gentlemen to work to remove them. With this extremely laudable object
in view, he introduced behind the scenery in question a shrill cry of
" m u r d e r ! " at which, of course, the ladies and gentlemen started and
stared at each other in an interesting state of amazement. The cry was
repeated ; and the ladies became alarmed, and crept to the bosoms of the
gentiemen for protection. Again the cry was heard, and excitement
became more intense; but as the gentlemen were equally affrighted with
the ladies, and manifested no disposition to move, Valentine exclaimed in
the voice of a female, " Release me ! oh ! help ! get me out ! remove the
scenes ! remove the scenes, or I faint ! "
" Why don't you come here and lend a h a n d ? " cried one of tlv car-
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penters who had been attracted to the spot; " don't you hear ? haven't
none on you got any bowels ? " This forcible appeal to the humanities
had the effect of inducing the professional gentlemen to approach the old
scenes in a body, when Valentine introduced a low melancholy moan,
which inspired them with the conviction that unless aid came speedily all
would be over. They, therefore, at once set to work, regardless of the
dust which lay upon each scene an inch thick, regardless of the splendour
of their dresses, and of the dignity they had assumed,—in fact, regardless
of all but the removal of those frames which they naturally imagined were
pressing the life out of some one. " Stoop down ! " cried the carpenter,
when about half the scenes had been removed; "stoop down, and creep
out at the bottom."^
" I cannot; I canEOt! oh ! do, do, remove them ! "
cried Valentine, in the voice of one gasping for breath.
" Now bear a hand, gentlemen! bear a hand—quick!" cried the carpenter, and the nobles, and the brigands, and the pure unsophisticated
peasantry, already covered with thick black dust, again set to work with
unprecedented zeal, while the ladies, whose natural curiosity had subdued
their alarm, were most anxiously peeping as each scene was removed, to
ascertain who on earth it could be, and expressing certain rather unequivocal
suspicions, having reference to the purpose for which a lady had thus been
induced to get behind. As each scene increased both in weight and in
size, the difficulty of removing them at length became extreme; but Valentine
being resolved to keep them at it, stimulated them perpetually to renewed
exertions, by renewing his cries for instant succour. Every man not actually
engaged upon the stage was called upon loudly to assist ; and as the
required assistance was soon found to be incompatible with the progress of
the opera, the lessee directed the curtain to be droppad, and went forward
to state that a lamentable accident had unaccountably occurred, and to
solicit the indulgence of the audience for a few moments, which the audience
displayed a laudable disposition to concede.
All hands were now at work with unquestionable energy, and they
rattled the old scenes about in a style in which they never had been rattled
before. On the removal of each, a dense cloud of dust descended, but
neither the nobles, the peasants, nor the brigands, were to be deterred from
the performance of an act of pure humanity by any consideration of that
kind. They worked away like colliers, and were nearly as black, while
the perspiration gushed from every pore. At length, by dint of almost
superhuman exertions, they got to the three last scenes, and as they
appeared to be infinitely superior to the rest in point of weight, it was
suggested that, instead of removing them bodily, it would answer every
purpose if their bases were drawn from the wall. This excellent suggestion
was acted upon at once, but Valentine would not cease to moan. " Vill
you not be apel to come now out of it ?" inquired the stage-manager, who
was a Frenchman, and who prided himself upon his ability to speak
English with the purity and force of a native.
" Oh ! no, no," cried Valentine, faintiy ; "remove them—oh ! do remove
them all ! "
"Vale, vale ; put you mosh pe ver pig if you vas non pe
apel to come avay now. Vat for you git pehind a tall ?"
" Quick ! oh, quick ! " cried Valentine, and another scene was removed.
"Now giv to me you hand," said the stage-manager, kneeling, and
extending his arm behind the two remaining scenes. " N o w ten, now,
he continued, "come, and I sail pull you out."
^^
" I cannot reach it," said Valentine " oh ! give me some water.
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" Poor ting ! " exclaimed the amiable stage-manager ; " some vatare ! "
he shouted to the men who were standing by, and some water was immediately brought in a can, which he placed behind the scenes, and pushed as
far as he could reach. As there were but two scenes now remaining they
were pulled further out from the wall; and as the moaning had ceased, and
the general impression was that the female had fainted, a lamp was brought,
with which the manager went behind, but in a moment fell over the can
and extinguished the light. Another lamp, however, was instantly procured, and he then began to prosecute his search. " Vere vas you ? said
'ae; "vere you creep to, poor ting? Come to me ! vere you pe got? vere
te tepple hap you creep ? " he continued, in a most emphatic tone ; and becoming somewhat alarmed on being able to discover no one, he came out
at once, and exclaimed with a shrug, " tere is nopotty in tere a tall ! "
" What ! " cried the carpenter, seizing the lamp, " I'll find somebody,
I'll bet a crown," and in he rushed, but in an instant returned with the
confirmation of the interesting fact upon his tongue.
" Well! have you got her out ?" inquired the lessee, approaching.
" N o n ; she vas nevare in a tall! " replied the astounded manager.
" Not what ?" cried the lessee.
" Nopotty vas tere."
"Pooh ! nonsqnse ! she has fainted. Here, give me a light," and in
went the indignant lessee. ' ' Are you sure," he inquired, after having looked
in vain, '' that she did not glide out to escape detection ?"
" Te tepple a pit ! " replied the manager. " I hap von eye upon him
hole all te time ! she could not possible."——" You don't mean to suppose
that you'll make me believe she was not there, do you ? "
" It is ver extraordinaire, ver mosh mm, put tere vas noting ven I vas go
in but te vatare vich ve place in ourselfs."
As the audience at this moment began to manifest impatience, the lessee,
conceiving it to have been some favourite of the stage-manager whom he
had allowed to escape, uttered several indignant exclamations, and ordered
the legitimate performances to be immediately resumed. The principals
engaged in the next scene were therefore summoned, and the curtain again
rose, despite the earnest entreaties of the chorus-master, who viewed the
extremely dirty condition of those whom he led with a feehng of horror ;
for, independently of the dust which adhered firmly to their pomatumcovered countenances, streams of perspiration thickly coated with vermilion
had established themselves in all directions, and looked like distant rivulets
of veritable gore. The necessity for allowing these professional individuals
time to beautify themselves was therefore obvious to the meanest capacity ,
but the lessee was inflexible, and, as shortly after this the next chorus was
called, on they went as they were.
The excitement which at this particular moment prevailed caused them,
naturally enough, to strike up the wrong chorus—a circumstance which so
highly incensed a fat, ruby-nosed person who was prompting in a little
covered pigeon-hole just above the foot-lights, that after shouting violently,
" Cedi il canipo alia ve7idetta !—cedi il campo alia ve7idetta ! " he was about
to pitch his book at the head of an individual who looked like a long-faced
fiend who had just been scratched and pelted by a mob of young imps,
when the band at once ceased operations. This remarkable little incident
had, singularly enough, the effect of bringing the professional group to theii
recollection. They therefore commenced the right chorus at once, and
after dashing clean through it in a style of which novelty was its onl)
recommendation, the first act concluded amidst a vociferous volley of hisses.
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Between the first and second acts the professional gentlemen were busily
engaged in washing and repainting their faces, while the ladies were wondering who it was that had got behind the scenery, being all of them firmly
convinced that it was one of the choir, and that she had glided from that
equivocal position unseen. T h e stage-manager, however, with whom they
were conversing, would not admit even the bare possibility of such an escape.
During the whole of the time the professional gentlemen -were making
themselves fit to be seen, Valentine was highly amused at their ridiculous
and most improbable surmises. It was, however, at length carried unanimously, that whoever she was, she was really " no better than she should
be ; " but how she escaped from behind was a mystery which they all
declared their utter inability to solve. T h e call-boy now entered to summon
the choristers, who descended, and the second act commenced.
The
audience were evidently piqued about something, which might have been
easily explained ; but as the immediate object of Valentine was to restore
them to perfect good-humour, he directed his voice into the middle of the
pit, and exclaimed in a half-suppressed tone, " mind your pockets." N o
sooner had this exclamation been uttered, than a simultaneous movement
on the part of the gentlemen proved how anxious they were to profit by
the advice which it conveyed ; and while each was ascertaining if all he had
brought with him were safe, he cast an eye of unwarrantable suspicion upon
every individual in his immediate vicinity. " L a d i e s ! have a c a r e ! "
shouted Valentine; and the rustling of silk dresses became really unexampled.
" My watch ! " he continued in the voice of a female ; " you
have got i t ! my watch ! oh, my dear little watch ! "
At this interesting moment the entire pit rose, while the persons in the
boxes looked down with great anxiety ; but, to the perfect amazement of
them all, they were utterly unable to discover the lady from whom the said
dear little watch had been stolen. " Officers ! officers ! " cried Valentine,
assuming the same voice ; and officers from various parts of the house
rushed at once into the pit.
" I ' v e got him ! " continued Valentine.
" W h e r e ? " cried a gentleman armed with a staff.
" H e r e ! officers! officers!" and those respectable functionaries followed
the sound with considerable zeal and dexterity.
" You know that you have i t ! you know it too well ! oh, give it me
back, and I'll let you escape."
" N o ! hold him !—hold him ! " cried
an officer, who rushed to the spot from which the sound had apparently
proceeded, but having reached the point proposed, he was stung witii
disappointment. H e could find neither a person who had stolen a watch,
nor a person from whom any watch had been stolen. T h e people around
him were staring at each other with astonishment; he could not obtain
even the slightest information; and as the voice was heard no more, it was
taken at once for granted that the felony had been compromised. With
this conviction impressed deeply upon their minds, the people gradually
resumed their seats, and when order was somewhat restored, another
attempt was made to proceed with the opera.
On the preliminary chord being struck by the gentlemen in the orchestra,
who had just taken snuff all round with extrpordinary violence, four of the
principal artistes dashed forward to sing an affecting quartette. They
commenced with an apparent contempt for the music, and proceeded in an
extremely careless style, as if anxious to let the audience know that they
didn't care whether they sang it or not. I n order, therefore, that the house
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might be somewhat enlivened, Valentine, before the quartette was halffinished, introduced a faithful echo into the omnibus-box ; and as it was
brought to bear upon some of the Prima Do7ina's brilliant passages, that
lady gave a series of granite-piercing glances at the echo, and bounced off
the stage with more fire than grace. The progress of the opera was,
therefore, again checked, and the audience became highly indignant. They
called loudly and imperatively upon the lessee to appear, and when he did
appear they would not permit him to speak. They saw him bowing with
due humility, and trembling with due violence, but although they demanded
an explanation of these irregular proceedings, they would by no means
allow him to comply with that demand. As he bent his graceful body
nearly double, and shrugged, and grinned, and grunted, and placed his
hand with solemnity upon his heart, he seemed to be asking himself a
series of highly-important questions, and answering himself in the most
unsatisfactory manner possible. At length, however, he ventured to glide
very cleverly off the stage, with the view of persuading the Prima Do7ina
to reappear. But he found that that lady was still inexorable. Nothing
could induce her to yield. She declared that she would rather suffer death
than go forward again then ; and after having knocked one of her attendants
fairly down, and-p4tched a looking-glass dexterously at the head of the
other, she vented her indignation upon the unhappy lessee with extraordinary force and effect. The noise in the body of the house still continued ;
for, as the lessee had anticipated, the audience viewed his departure as a
mark of disrespect. He peeped through a hole in the curtain and trembled;
then listened at the wings, and kicked a carpenter for sneezing ; when, on
being repeatedly called for in tones that were particularly unpleasing, he
violently threw his hat at an innocent scene-shifter, and went forward with
the most profound humility again. His reappearance was hailed with a
tremendous burst of anger, but he boldly maintained his ground until the
lungs of the audience began to manifest symptoms of exhaustion; when,
getting as near the foot-lights as he could, lie begged leave to announce,
that in consequence of the sudden and severe indisposition of Madame
Placidi, Madame Gratiani, with their kind permission, would have the
honour of going through the remaining scenes.
On this proposition being put to the vote, it was impossible to decide
whether the ayes or the noes had it; the lessee, however, assumed that his
motion had been carried by an overwhelming majority, and left the stage
in order to prevail upon Madame Gratiani—whom envy had placed upon
the shelf—to go through the remainder of the opera. The lady at first
expressed her unwillingness to do this, but when the lessee had portrayed
the deep enthusiasm with which he stated the announcement of her name
had been hailed, the glowing picture reinspired her with hope, and she
hastened to prepare for a triumph. Just, however, as Madame Gratiani
was ready to go on, the astounding fact became known to IMadame Placidi,
who so suddenly recovered from her serious indisposition, that she insisted
upon finishing the part herself. The lessee, as a sort of punishment,
declared that as she would not, 'when she felt that it could not be done
without her, she should not, now she knew that it could ; but this having no
other effect than that of making her the more desperate, the lessee eventually
conceived it to be more discreet under the circumstances to yield. He,
therefore, appeared before the audience again, \.(S announce the extraordinary fact of Madame Placidi having happily recovered, and the
performances were once more resumed.
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Now, as the lessee dared not punish Madame Placidi, Valentine
determined that, as a mere matter of justice, he would. He therefore
again gave breath to the interesting echo, which seemed to amuse the
audience rather than not, but nothing could exceed the rage of Placidi.
Whenever she came off the stage, no soul dared to approach her. She
stamped and ground her teeth, and bit her lips until they bled ; and if,
during her progress from the wings to her room, any inanimate object—
such as a brush or a banner—happened to stand in her way, she seized it
at once, dashed it violently to the ground, and trampled upon it with
scorn. Under all these circumstances, therefore, the expediency of cutting
the opera short was suggested with great feeling by the bewildered stagemanager ; and as this was approved in the proper quarter, i\iefi7tale came
before it was expected ; but it certainly appeared by no means to be on
that account the less welcome. " Now," said a gentleman, who appeared
to be half Italian and half Turk, but who eventually proved to be Horace,
"let us change our togs at once, and we shall be down before the ballet
commences." Accordingly, up he and Valentine ran, and after having
hastily metamorphosed themselves into something bearing the semblance
of respectable Christians, they descended the cast-iron column once more.
The stage now assumed a totally different aspect. The curtain was still
down, and innumerable sylph-like forms, with dresses so short, and necks
so white, and cheeks so rosy, and ankles so thin, were gaily flitting about
in all directions. In the back-ground a group of little fairies were reclining on a piece of deal board, so painted as to convey the idea of a bank
of wild roses, while on either side a row of angelic creatures were engaged
in lifting up their legs to an extraordinary height—an operation which they
repeated with so much perseverance, that Valentine positively blushed.
He felt it to be impossible, however, for vice to reside in beings who
looked so pure ! Yet, while he was willing to attribute these games, in
which they seemed to take delight, to a playful spirit, he nevertheless
contended within himself that they were games which ought strictly to be
confined to the play-room. But then, oh ! how beautiful they appeared !
so innocent and so happy !
" Get along, you beast ! " cried one of them, addressing a venerablelooking gentleman, who had transferred the roseate hue of her cheeks to
the palms of his white kid gloves. " I ' l l slap your face for you, you old
fool ! " observed the irritated angel; and in driving past Valentine she left
a great portion of the snowy whiteness of her neck upon the sleeves of his
coat, while the venerable gentleman, trying with all his might to look
fascinating, continued to hobble after her with all the agility he could
assume. Valentine was amazed : " I s it possible that such an exclamation,"
thought he, "could have proceeded from so elegant a creature as that ? "
And he looked at his coat-sleeve again ; but as he subsequently heard this
identical angel call the venerable gentleman in question her dear, he could
by no means obliterate the impression, that although the old gentleman
might be her grandpapa, and very tiresome and teasing, it was still extremely wrong of her to call him a beast.
Having taken a general survey of this interesting scene, he proceeded
towards a group of aristocratic individuals—the majority of whom were
about sixty years of age—near the curtain. They had formed themselves
into a circle, and in the centre a most beautiful girl was dancing, apparently
in a state of the most perfect unconsciousness of the presence of those by
whom she was surrounded. Her hair was studded with flowers and golden
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combs, while her beautifully symmetrical neck was adomed with a row of
sparkling diamonds, secured to her bosom by almost invisible pieces of
thread. Her dress was of the purest whiteness and most delicate texture,
and as it scarcely descended twelve inches below her hips, it had the
appearance of an open parasol as she twirled round and round upon the
point of her toe. While bounding, and pirouetting, and cutting all sorts
of graceful capers, the elderly gentlemen around her appeared to be lost in
admiration; but there was in the countenances of them all an expression
i,o peculiar, that Valentine was utterly unable to divine what description of
feeling it portrayed.
" W e l l , " said Horace, who had just escaped from one of the fairies,
" what do you think of 'em, eh ? Fine animals, a'n't they ?"
" T h e y are, indeed, elegant creatures," said Valentine; " b u t don't it
strike you that they are somewhat indelicate ? "
" Indelicate ! " echoed
Horace with a smile; "why, you didn't expect to find much delicacy
here ? "
" But look ! " exclaimed Valentine, pointing to a sylph whose left foot
was on a level with the crown of her head ; '' now that appears to me to be
highly improper." Horace again smiled, and after a few more equally
innocent observations on the part of Valentine, exclaimed, " Why, what
do you think these venerables come here for ? Do-a't you see how spicily
they gloat over the scene ? But look presently at those who have their
families in the house. .See what out-and-out jolly long faces they'll pull!
Why, by the time they get round to their wives and daughters, who are
perhaps quite as beautiful as the creatures that are here, they will all look
as moral as maggots." At this moment a bell began to ring, when the stage
was cleared, and up went the curtain. As Horace had predicted, the
majority of the old gentlemen at once trotted off, and as Valentine had
learned quite sufficient to convince him that virtue was not the distinguishing characteristic of those who remained, he felt that he might
probably be conferring an essential benefit upon society by subjecting
them to a grievous disappointment.
" Wait for me, love, in the hall ! " said he, whispering in the ear of an
antient individual with the palsy, as a nymph glided past him to go upon
the stage.
"Yes, yes, my littie dear, yes, I will !" said the old gentieman, conceiving that the invitation had proceeded from the nymph ; and he rubbed
his hands together rapturously.
" Oh, mon-strous ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice behind the old
gentleman; "for shame, sir—an old man like y o u ! " The palsied old
gentleman turned round amazed ; but being unable to ascertain whence the
sound had proceeded, lie was overcome by some feeling which induced him
to move from the spot with all possible despatch. In this labour of love
Valentine was zealously engaged for the next half-hour, and when he had
made about fifty appointments, the whole of which were to be kept in the
hall, he was persuaded by Horace to quit the profligate scene. Horace
now endeavoured to prevail upon Valentine to accompany him to his
" club," a large house in the vicinity of the theatre, the door of which was
partially open, and which appeared to be brilliantly illuminated ; but as it
was past twelve, and as he wished to rise early in the morning, he excused
himself, and having called a coach, he left Horace to keep some appointment at the "ciub," and proceeded to the house of his guardian alone.
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Valetztine's Trip to Gravesend.
W I T H all their knowledge of the human heart, and of the springs
of human actions, philosophers have never yet deigned to decide whether
it be in reality natural for a perfectly unsophisticated youth to view the
conduct of our dashing metropolitan aps with feelings of contempt or
emulation. Such a youth, if he be an observer at all, cannot fail to perceive in those rips the total absence of every virtuous or really honourable
principle; he cannot fail to mark that they are selfish, heartless, brutal,
and dead to every sense of common justice ; and yet our grave men will
not honour the world by deciding whether Nature inspires him who perceives all this with the spirit of rivalry or that of disgust.
Now this is indeed a most extraordinary fact; but without dwelling long
upon a subject so profound, it may be said with perfect safety, that Valentine
was impressed with no very high notions of Horace, with reference either
to the strength of his head or to the soundness of his heart ; for having
watched his actions narrowly, and viewed the direct tendency of each, he
had seen quite sufficient to convince him, that circumstances might make
him a really great villain, but never could make him a really great man.
With this conviction deeply impressed upon his mind, he wound up
his watch and went to sleep, and having dreamt of fairy-land throughout
the night, he rose unusually early, ate a most substantial breakfast, and
started at once for the steam-packet wharf.
It happened to be an extremely hot morning, and as the sun was making
desperate efforts to send its bright rays through the vapours which mantled
the earth, the sparrows hopped about gaily from tile to tile, and from
brick to brick, well knowing that when the mist had been dispelled, those
tiles and bricks would be too hot to hold them.
As he proceeded, the public vehicles were busily rattling over the stones,
and while the horses were adorned with blue and yellow rosettes, with the
-view of enabling them to enjoy themselves with the knowledge of its being
Sunday, each driver sported his gayest clothes and the largest bunch
of wallflowers a penny could procure. As Valentine drew near the wharf,
crowds of persons were hastening in the same direction : some with
children in their arms, some with baskets of provisions in their hands, and
others who, although with neither children nor provisions, appeared just
as happy as those who had both. It was interesting to analyze the mass
of individuals who crowded the deck of the vessel, for they indicated their
social positions as plainly as if each had been stamped with a "distinctive
dye."
There stood the mechanic, the creases in whose coat told plainly not
only that it was worn but once a week, but that infinite care had been
taken to preserve the pristine beauty of the nap by keeping it folded in
a tmnk or drawer. There was, however, a strongly marked difference
between the married and single mechanic ; for while the former was
calculating precisely how much the trip would cost, the latter, in the
plenitude of his liberality, was priding himself upon the force with which
he sent to perdition all idea of the expense. Nor was the distinction
between the married and the single of this class developed by the gentlemen alone : the countenance of the married lady displayed an anxiety
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about her little household gods, and a strong disposition to show her
authority as a wife, by finding fault with every trifling thing that occurred,
while the single lady had little thought indeed of home, and being resolved
to appear highly delighted with everything, laughed very merrily at
anything or nothing. But the mode of wearing the shawl was alone
sufficient to mark the distinction between them ; for while the married
lady would have hers spread upon her back in order that the whole of the
pattern might be seen, the single lady carried hers gracefully upon her
arm, with the only ostensible -view of showing that she had such a thing
as a shawl in her possession.
Aloof from these persons stood those who kept chandlers', butchers',
and greengrocers' shops ; and each gentleman belonging to this class
prided himself especially upon having a handsome turn-out by his side
in the shape of his "missis,"—a lady who not only dresses herself, but
superintends the adornment of her husband. He must wear his chain
thus, and his shirt-pin thus ; and as she allows herself only to tie his cravat,
she has, of course, whatever knot she may happen to fancy. In a word,
there is nothing in which she has not a hand ; for although it may be true
that she permits him to shave his own chin, he must be careful not to
place his domestic peace in peril by spoiling the shape of his whiskers.
With regard to the adornment of her own person, she exercises, of course,
her undoubted prerogative, by wearing precisely -v^hatever she thinks
proper. If she cannot procure a couple of red roses sufficiently large, she
will establish an enormous brace of sunflowers between her cap and
bonnet, the size of which latter is invariably immense ; and she will have
a long white veil and a plume of feathers, whether veils and feathers be
usually worn or not ; and beyond all dispute, when ladies in this sphere are
dressed, they are dressed; for there never did appear in any rainbow
a colour that they have not got something about them to match. But even
these, with their husbands, did not constitute, in fact, the elite of the vessel;
there were very, very different beings on board :—the milliners, the shopmen, and the clerks !—^but although the clerks and shopmen might be
said to form one class of persons, the difference between even them was
distinctly developed, for the clerks had pale faces and delicate hands,
while the faces of the shopmen were full, and their hands rubicund.
There was, moreover, something in the expression of the eye by whicl^this
distinction was marked. The eyes of the clerks were comparatively qtliet
and unassuming, but the shopmen had really very impudent eyes ; and
while they were lost in admiration of the ladies, the clerks appeared lost
in admiration of themselves.
When the clock struck ten, between five and six hundred individuals
had managed to establish themselves upon the deck, and as the band,
consisting of a harp, a violin, and a fife, began to play a highly popular
tune, the boat started. Ginger-beer and bottled stout were in immediate
requisition, and while many of the unencumbered gentlemen were smoking
their cigars, Valentine was learning the various orders that were given by
the captain through the boy, who stood just above the place in which the
engine was working. The vessel had not proceeded far, when, fancying
that he couffi imitate the voice of the boy exactiy, he determined to try the
effect of the experiment; and as he had become quite aufait to the orders
that were given, the very moment the boat had passed the shipping, he
commenced with "Ease ar ! "
" No no ; go on," said the captain. " Go on ! " cried the boy.
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" Ease ar ; ' ' shouted Valentine again.
" W h o told you to ease her ? " said the captain to the boy.
" Stop ar ! " cried Valentine, and the engine stopped at once.
" W h a t are you about, sir? " s h o u t e d the captain ; " you'd better mind
what you're after. Go on, sir, and let's have no more of that nonsense."
" G o on ! " cried the boy, who couldn't exactly understand it, although
he looked round and scratched his head with great energy.
At tli,s
moment a wherry was seen just ahead, waiting to put three passengers on
board, and as the vessel approached her, the captain raised his hand.
" Ease ar ! " cried the boy, who was watching that hand, and as it moved
again, he added, " stop ar ! " when the steps were let down, and a man
stood ready with a boat-hook secured by a rope, while the waterman was
pulling away with all the strength he had in him. " G o o n l " cried
Valentine, just as the boat had reached the side, and the vessel dashed
away and left the wherry behind her. " Stop her ! " shouted the captain
very angrily; " what is the matter with you, sir, this morning ? "
" Stop ar ! " cried the innocent boy ; and the waterman, who was very
old and not very strong, pulled away again as hard as he could p u l l ; but
as he had to row against the tide, and had been left some considerable
distance behind, it was a long time before he could manage to get up
again, although he perspired very freely. H e did, however, at lengtli
succeed in getting alongside ; but just as he was reaching the steps again,
Valentine cried, " Move her astarn ! "—when, as the vessel went back
very fast with the tide, she left the wherry some considerable distaffce
ahead.
" S t o p h e r ! you scoundrel! go o n ! W h a t d'ye mean, s i r ? "
shouted the captain, indignantly.
" Stop ar !—Go on ! " cried the boy, who couldn't m a k e it out exactly
even t h e n — " ease ar ! "—he cried again, as the captain waved his hand.
" G o on ! " cried Valentine, in precisely the same tone, and the vessel
again left the wherry behind her. As the captain, at this interesting
moment, threw his hat at the boy, and as the boy began to rub his head
violently, as if it had struck him, the vessel proceeded so far before the
order to " g o on," had been counteracted, that the waterman, feeling that
they were having a game with him, quietly gave the thing up. N o w the
captain was really a remarkable man, but the chief characteristics of his
mind were even more remarkable than those of his body. H e had been
a most extraordinary swearer, but having imbibed a propensity for literature and art, a ten months' quiet indulgence in that propensity had made
him altogether a different individual. Instead of going every evening to
a neighbouring public-house to smoke his pipe and have his stint,—namely,
seven four-pennyworths of hot gin-and-water—he kept philosophically at
home, with the view of obtaining a perfect mastery over the subjects of
Theology, Geology, Phrenology, and Physiology, and as for sweari7ig!
—it will be necessary only to say this, that he had sworn that he would
never swear again.
How, then, to express his feelings when irritated, became a difficulty
which he had every day to surmount. H e had not the least notion of
bridling his passion ; his object was simply to bridle his t o n g u e ; and as
swearing—if use be indeed second n a t u r e ^ h a d clearly become natural to
him, he was frequently in danger of bursting some blood-vessel, because he
would not give vent to his rage in the language to which he had been
so long accustomed. H e would keep it pent up, and it was pent up while
the steamer was dodging the wherry ; but when he found that the water-
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man had ceased to ply his sculls, and that the opposition vessel would
have the three passengers in consequence, his rage knew no bounds.
"You beauty ! " cried he to the boy at length, finding that he must either
say something or burst. " O h ! bless your pretty eyes !—You understand
me ! "
" Ease ar ! " cried Valentine.
" A t it again ! " exclaimed the captain ; " o h , you darling, you sweet,
pretty boy ! Oh, I'll give you pepper ! Only let me come down to you,
that's all, and I'll giie you the beautifuUest towelling you ever enjoyed.
Let her go, sir."
" Go on ! " whined the boy. " It a'n't m e ; I can't
help it."
' ' What! Say that again—ony say it—and if I don't make you spin
round and round, like a lying young cockchafer, seize me." And the
poor boy began to dig his knuckles in his eyes, and to whine a repetition
of what was held to be a falsehood.
" A y , whine away, my dear ! " cried the captain, "whine away! If
you don't hold that noise, I'll come down and give you a clout o' one side
o'" th' head, that you 7iever had afore ! "
" Ease ar ! " cried Valentine.
" What, won't you be quiet? "
" Stop ar ! "
" W h a t is it you mean, you young—angel? What is it youmea7z?"
cried the captain, as he stood ia a sitting posture, with his hands upon
his knees, "do you want a good welting? ony say, and you shall catch,
my dear, the blessedest rope's-ending you ever had any notion on yet.
Naw, mind, I give you fair warning. If I have any more of this, if it's
ever so little, I'll come down and give you the sweetest hiding that ever
astonished your nerves ! Well !—are we to proceed ? "
" Go on ! " cried the boy in utter despair.
" Oh, you young beauty!—you know what I mean," cried the captain,
as he ground his great teeth and shook his fists at the innocent boy, whose
eyes were by this time so swollen that he could scarcely see out of them
at all. " You want a good tanning, and I'll ease your mind my dear—if
1 don't, may I be—saved ! So now you know my sentiments." And
having delivered himself loudly to this effect, he thrust his hands triumphantly into his breeches pockets, and directed the whole of his attention
ahead.
His eye was, however, no sooner off the boy, than Valentine again cried,
" E a s e ar r stop ar !" but long before the sound of the last " a r " h a d
died away, the captain seized a rope about as thick as his wrist, and without giving utterance even to a word, jumped down upon the deck filled
with the spirit of vengeance.
"Away, boy! run !" cried Valentine, quickly; and the boy, who was
evidently anything but an idiol, darted, like lightning, among the passengers. The captain, at starting, was close at his heels ; but the boy shot
ahead with such skill, and then dodged him round and round, and in and
out with so much dexterity, that it soon became obvious he had been
chased in a manner not very dissimilar before.
" Lay hold of that boy ! " cried the captain, " Lay hold of him there ! "
but the passengers, who rather enjoyed the chase, refused to do any such
thing. They, on the contrary, endeavoured to shield the boy : and whenever they fancied that the captain was gaining ground, a' dozen of the
Stoutest would—of course, accidentally^place themselves quietly before
him.
"Come h e r e ! " cried the captain, panting for breath; "will you
mind what I say, sir ? Come here ! " But the boy, who didn't seem to
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approve of that course, did discreetly refuse to accept the invitation, and
the captain was, in consequence, after him again.
At length Valentine
raised a contemptuous laugh, and as it had in an instant at least a hundred
echoes, the captain's philosophy opened his eyes, and he saw the propriety
of giving up the chase.
" H e r e , R o b i n s o n ! " said he, " j u s t give a look
out here. Bless his little soul, he shall have a quilting yet," and after
telling the gentlemen below to go on, he silently ascended the paddle-box
again, and Robinson took the boy's place.
The vessel now proceeded without interruption, and as Valentine could
not conveniently imitate Robinson's voice until he had actually heard
him speak, he left for the purpose of looking a little about him.
The
first person he encountered was a stoutly-built, black-whiskered gentleman,
who was engaged in the destruction of a nice little book, by wantonly
tearing out the leaves, and disposing of each for two shillings.
T h e remarkable avidity with which these leaves were purchased led Valentine
naturally to believe that they contained some very valuable information.
H e , therefore, bought one of them at once, and having easily made himself master of its contents, cried—throwing his voice behind the destroyer
— " Now, where are my seven ? "
" S e v e n ? " said the destroyer, " y e s , three, five, seven," and seven of
the leaves were torn out at one pull.
" Now, then ! " said Valentine, assuming the same voice.
" Here they are, sir, here they are," said the destroyer.
" W e l l , hand 'em over, will y o u ? " cried Valentine.
" H e r e , s i r ; seven, sir? s e v e n ? " and the seven were offered to every
man near him. " M e and my missis vonts t w o , " observed a gentleman
who held his pocket open with one hand, and dived the other down to the
bottom. " T i p us a cupple, old b o y , " said another, who sported a hat
with a nine-inch brim. " W e l l ! where are my s e v e n ? " cried Valentine
again, assuming the same voice as before.
" N o n e o' your larks, yer
k n o w ; cos it wont fit," said the angry destroyer, without turning round.
" T h e n I'll just go ashore without paying at all," observed Valentine.
" W i l l y e r ? " said he who held the book with an ironical smile, at the
same time looking full in the face of an individual who happened to b e
laughing at the moment.
" T h e n praps you jist won't ; for I'll jist keep
a hextry look out. You call yourself a genelman, don't yer?
So don't
I ; " and his blood began to boil, and his veins began to swell, and he
tore some more leaves out with great indignation.
Valentine then at once proceeded to the " s a l o o n ! " but as he found
only a few young ladies with their lovers indulging tenderly in sweet
discourse, and sipping from time to time dead ginger-beer, he left
them to open their hearts to each other, and made his way into the
" c a b i n . " In this place the ladies and gentlemen seemed for the most
part to have the same object in view, but were infinitely less sentimental in its pursuit.
Bottled stout was apparently the favourite
beverage, but some had a little gin-and-water on the top, and as most of
the gentlemen were smoking, each appeared to b.- then in the full indulgence of that pure sublunary pleasure, by holding a pipe in his right
hand, and clasping the waist of his intended with the left.
Their conversation was by no means of a strictly private character.
That which prevailed touched the lowness of wages generally, and in
order to demonstrate the cause of this state of things, an individual created
an inmmense sensation by showing the necessity f'^T the adoption of
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universal suffrage. The noise which proceeded from this accomplished
orator drowned the voices of all who wished to get a word in " edgeways,"
and if any one presumed to offer an opinion which happened to be even
in the slightest degree opposed to that which he had expressed, a volley
of abuse, couched in terms neither elegant nor grammatical, was perfectly
sure to assail him.
At length, Valentine, anxious to ascertain the extent to which he would
go in support of his principles, took occasion to observe, in a very grufl
voice, as the orator was denouncing every man as a traitor who hesitated
to go what he termed " the ole og "—" We don't want universal suffrage
here."
" Ve don't z/£'«^ huniwersle suffrage!" cried the orator. " Veil, strike
me !—not want huniwersle suff—Veil, may I be kicked ! Vy ve vont
nothink helse ! I am for hevery man bein' alike ; and I means to say this,
that hevery man as isn't of the same sentiments, ought to be druv clean
out o' society. Not vont huniversle—Well, may I ^ b u t stop, let's ave a
little hargriment about that ere. Now then—Vy don't ve vont the suffrage
to be huniwersle ? That's the question!" and the orator winked and
gave his head a most significant nod. " Vy don't ve vont the suffrage tc
be huniwersle ? "
" Because," replied Valentine, throwing his voice to the other end of the
cabin,—" Because every fool like you would have it then to abuse."
That was sufficient. The orator laid down his pipe ; took a deep
draught of stout; pulled his coat off; tucked his shirt-sleeves above the
elbows, and challenged the voice to a " kipple o' rounds—jist ony a kipple !''
In one moment the whole cabin was in an uproar. The ladies were respectively begging their dears to abstain from all interference, while the orator's
lady clung to his neck, and implored him not to ' ' bemean himself by
dirtying his hands with any sich low-bred feller." For some considerable
time the enraged orator was inexorable ; but he was at length prevailed
upon to put on his coat, when, although he vowed vengeance upon all who
dared to differ with him in opinion, the minds of the ladies and their lovers
were once more at ease. There were, however, several married gentlemen
here whose ladies were languishing on deck, and as Valentine thought this
extremely unfair, he went up with a view to their immediate re-union.
" D o you know," said he, whispering, in an assumed voice of course, in
the ear of a highly-dressed dame, " do you know whom your husband is
kissing in the cabin?" The lady looked round with amazement. " D o
you know her?" he continued, and although quite unable to discover who
had spoken, she started up at once and went to take a survey. " Don't let
your husband drink any more of that gin," said he to another, with precisely
the same result. " D o you suffer your husband to treat eve/ygirlhe mee-ts?"
and thus he went on until he had sent nearly all the married ladies, whose
husbands had absented themselves, into the cabin.
" Ease hor ! " cried Robinson, in a rough, heavy tone.
" That's the voice to imitate," thought Valentine.
" Now's the time
for me to reinstate the boy ; " and as he saw a boat making towards the
vessel ahead, he shouted with true Robinsonian energy, " Go on !"
" No, no ! " cried the captain, " n o , no ! you're as bad as the boy !"
"Ease h o r ! " shouted Robinson ; " / d i d n ' t speak ! "
" G o on !" cried Valentine, and round went the paddles again, for the
engineer himself now began to be excited.
" Do you want to drive me mad ? " cried the captain.
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"What d'yar mean ? " shouted Robinson ; "that wasn't me ! "
" W h a t ! what!" exclaimed the captain, " n o t you ! Oh, Robinson I
don't you know how wrong it is to tell a falsity to hide a fault ? "
" I tell you it wasn't me, then ! If you don't like to believe me, you
may call out yourself! " and Robinson walked to the head of the vessel,
and laying very violent hands upon a rope, dashed it desperately down
upon the deck, when, having thus taken his measure of vengeance, he
folded his arms, and seemed to feel a little better. '' Will you promise to
behave yourself, boy, if I take you on again ? " cried the captain.
" Yes, sir," said the boy, as well as he could, considering that his mouth
was at that moment full of bread-and-butter ; when, watching the motion
of the captain's hand, he cried " E a s e ar !—stop ar !" for the boat was
still approaching. The boy now emptied his mouth as soon as possible,
and wiped his lips clean with a handful of oily tow, when Valentine, determined to let the little fellow recover the good opinion of the captain,
proceeded to the side of the vessel. In the boat, which drew near, sat an
elderly gentleman, and an exceedingly elegant young person, who appeared
to be his daughter. Valentine was struck with the extresne beauty of her
countenance, and gazed on her intently. He felt that he had never beheld
so beautiful a creature before ; and the nearer she approached the side of
the vessel, which was still (although the engine had been stopped) going
gently, the more his rapture increased. Just, however, as the person who
had the management of the hook caught the head of the boat, the old
gentleman rose from his seat, when the suddenness of the twexpected jerk
which is invariably given at that moment, sent him bf»!iiL .Nith so much
violence, that he was plunged into the river in an instant. *' My father ! "
shrieked the lady, " m y father!" and extending her arms, she fell
breathless upon him.
"Save them ! " shouted fifty of the passengers at once.
" Let the boat go ! " cried the waterman, "let the boat go ! " But the
hand of the man who held the boat-hook was powerless, and as the bodies
clasped together were floating with the tide, Valentine rushed to the stem
of the vessel, and dashed at once into the stream. The force with which
he plunged carried him down to a great depth, and his clothes became so
weighty that they would scarcely allow him to rise, and when he did rise,
he found himself still some considerable distance from them ; but he struck
out gallantly, and reached them at the moment they were sinking to rise
no more. The first thing he caught was the hair of the father, whose
effort to seize the hand which held him was instantaneous ; but Valentine
dexterously evaded his grasp, and having caught the dress of the lady,
whose arms were still twined round her father's neck, he held them up at
arm's length, while the boats were approaching. The struggles of the old
gentleman to seize Valentine now became desperate. His contortions were
violent in the extreme. He dashed, and plunged, and struck at him like a
maniac, and did at length succeed in winding his legs round the body of
Valentine so firmly, that had it not been for the aid which arrived at the
moment, they must inevitably have gone down together ; for even when
they had been dragged into the boat, the old gentleman would not relinquish
his hold until they had managed to convince him of the fact that he and
his daughter were perfectly safe.
The vessel, which had been backing all the time with the tide, now
arrived at the spot; and when the poor old gentleman had been assisted
on board, ValeDtJM *ook the young lady, who had fainted, in his arr^s,
G
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and having reached the deck, proceeded at once to the saloon, where eveii'^
attention was paid to her and her father, with a view to their immediate
restoration. All being now perfectly secure, Valentine left the saloon for
the cabin, and on his way a hundred hands were extended towards him by
the passengers, who warmly exclaimed, "God bless you, my fine fellow !
Nobly done ! God bless you ! " The ladies were deeply affected ; and
many of them shed tears of joy as he passed.
On reaching the cabin, he sent one of the men to the steward for a shirt,
and whatever other clothes he might happen to have, and while the
steward was engaged in looking out a complete suit, he undressed, and
after drying himself as well as he could without assistance, he got one of
the passengers, who happened to be a master-blacksmith, to rub him down
with a rough towel until his entire body became red as blood.
As soon as this glowing operation had been performed, he received a
full suit from the hands of the steward. The first thing he put on was a
rough-checked shirt, and then followed a pair of fine white lambswool
hose, which belonged to the amiable stewardess : he then drew on a pair
of breeches, most capacious, and then a pair of real smuggler's boots,
which were indeed a decent fit, considering : next, a waistcoat which had to
be doubled over find over again at the back ; but even then, all the persuasion in the world couldn't make it come close; and when, by way of
a finishing touch, he got into the steward's striped jacket—the sleeves of
which he tucked up about a quarter of a yard, in order to give his hands
a breath of air—his tout ensemble was so complete, that a stranger might
naturally have been led to infer, that if the clothes he then wore did fit
him the day previous, he must have had a very bad night of it indeed.
However, thus attired, he returned to the saloon, to see how those whom
he had rescued were faring. He found the young lady recovering fast,
and her father giving utterance to many fervent ejaculations ; but the
moment they were informed that he who had saved them was present, the
old gentleman affectionately grasped one hand, while the lady seized the
other and kissed it warmly.
" My brave young fellow ! God bless you ! " exclaimed the old gentleman, when, conceiving from his dress that he belonged to the vessel, he
added, " Here, here is my card : call at my house, and I'll reward you :
my brave young man, I'll reward you."
Valentine, seeing his mistake, smiled, but took the card and spoke to
the lady, who, pale as she was, looked more beautiful than before.
" Come, drink, my fine fellow ! I like you :—you're a trump !" cried
a jolly-looking gentleman, in checked trousers, as he held out a glass of
hot brandy-and-water. "You did it nobly—bravely! Drink it up, my
young hero, and then we'll have another. Up with it, my boy !—it'll
keep all the cold out." Of this fact, Valentine had not the smallest
doubt, for he found it remarkably strong ; but as he had drunk with
several persons before, he politely declined taking more than a sip. The
vessel now drew near Gravesend, and Valentine proceeded to take leave
of her of whom he already felt deeply enamoured. "You will call and
see us, will you n o t ? " said the lady, as she pressed his hand and raised
her eyes, looking like brilliants set in gold. Valentine gazed on her
beautiful face, and was silent.
" You will," she continued, "you will promise to call ? Papa will, I'm
sure, l.'e delighted to see you !—Why will you not promise ? "
" I do," said Valentine, who, while listening to the music of her voice,
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had been perfectly unconscious of a reply being expected, " I do, I do
promise ; and when I assure you that nothing could impart so much
pleasure,"—he pressed her hand, but could say no more, for her eyes were
turned full upon him, and were beaming with gratitude and love.
" C o m e , take another s u p ! " cried the jolly-looking gentleman, again
approaching. " It strikes me you look rayther pale ; and as for you not
taking cold !—why, my missis won't have it at no price."
" N o t any m o r e , " said Valentine, who, although he appreciated his
warmth of heart, at that moment wished him anywhere else.
" T h e young lady, perhaps, will have a d r a i n ? " continued the persevering pest. " Oh ! have a little. Miss ! My missis is sure you'll be laid
up if you don't." T h e lady, however, gracefully declined, and after many
warm acknowledgments on her part, and on the part of the old gentleman
her father, Valentine took leave of them and went upon deck.
T h e pier was now in sight, and the mind of the captain had happily
recovered its wonted tranquillity; but the boy, although he had endeavoured to do his duty with the utmost zeal, was by no means sure that the
captain did not still intend to keep his promise with reference to the
" quilting." It was true, the captain spoke to him with perhaps a somewhat greater degree of kindness than he ever had spoken before ; but this
tended to increase the apprehension of the little fellow, who, having heard
of the prelude to the crocodile's attack, at once fancied that this was but
the prelude to an attack on the part of the captain. H e thererore anxiously
watched his every movement, and when the vessel had reached the pier
he trembled violently, for the captain immediately descended from his
post—an operation which he usually deferred until after the whole of the
passengers had landed. Nothing could exceed the steadiness with which
the boy kept his eye fixed upon him, and whenever he went within reach
of a rope, he drew himself up for an immediate start. H i s fears were,
however, v a i n ; for the captain's admiration of Valentine's conduct had
subdued every angry feeling, and as it became obvious that he had descended with the view of expressing that admiration, the boy began to feel
a little comfortable again.
" I am delighted," cried the captain, taking Valentine by the hand. " I
am perfectly delighted with your hero-like conduct in saving them two
feller-creatures.
There's somethink werry like it in Ossian's Iliad—
Ossian's ?—of course, it is Ossian's—where a gentleman, I think it was
Artaxerxes, but that I'm not sure of, dived down to the bottom of the P o
to fetch up Peter the Great."
" Did he succeed ? " inquired Valentine, with apparent anxiety.
" I don't think it says," repHed the c a p t a i n ; " b u t at all events he
never rose again."
" W h a t a p i t y ! Tut, t u t ! Then, of course, he
couldn't inform the world whether he did or not ? "
" By no means," observed the captain, " a n d that you see's the mischief
of history. N o man was ever able to write his own life complete. H e ' s
certain to go off the hooks before he has finished it : that's the misfortune.
It strikes m e , " he continued, looking earnestly at Valentine, " i t strikes
me, unless I am werry much mistaken, that you have the organ of courageousness powerfully deweloped. I should like to examine your head. T h a t
organ there, just above the eye there, seems to be werry full, and when
that is combined to the one that lies under the ear, it makes up courageousness perfect. But I was sure that you'd got it when you dived so beautiful.
W e find it in ducks wen;y strong.''
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" A phrenologist, I perceive."
" I take a great delight in the science.
I can tell a man's character to a hair. I've the whole of the organs at my
fingers' ends ; now this, for instance
"
" Y o u ' v e a fine sharp lad h e r e , " said Valentine, as the captain was about
to finger his organs ; " h e appears to be very attentive."
" Yes, he's all werry well," said the captain, " b u t he an't got no soul.
Besides, he don't know exactly how to behave himself sometimes. Did
you see how he went on this m o r n i n g ? "
" B o y s , you know, are but
boys," observed Valentine ; and the novelty of that remarkable observation,
proceeding, as it did, from so remarkable a man, had so striking an effect
upon the captain, that he at once consented to defer the promised
" p e p p e r , " until the conduct of which he complained should be repeated.
" N o w , " said Valentine, " will you do me the favour to allow the boy
to carry my wet clothes on s h o r e ? "
" B y all manner of means in the
w o r l d ! " replied the captain. " H e r e , b o y ! attend to this gentleman.
Go and see after his things ; and mind how you behave yourself, sir, d'ye
hear ? "
T h e boy obeyed with alacrity, and Valentine escaped from the captain
apparently with the view of surveying the pier. T h e passengers were still,
as usual, crowdin'g from the vessel. H a d they gone in turn quietly they
would all have got on shore much sooner, and with an infinitely greater
degree of comfort to themselves ; but they must crowd, and plunge, and
show their teeth, and work away with their elbows, as each strove to get
before the other. One lady was loudly lamenting over the fact of her
bonnet being desperately crushed ; another was endeavouring to recover
her reticule, the strings of which she held, while the bag itself was fixed
between the hips of two ladies who were going with the stream about five
rows behind her ; while another was looking particularly unamiable at a
gentleman who was innocently digging his elbow into that particular cavity
which is just beneath the ear.
" F o r goodness s a k e ! " cried one, " d o n ' t squeedge." " W h e r e are
you drivin' to ? " shouted another. " I say, you sir ! " cried a third, " j i s t
take your fist out of the small of my back, good luck to you ! " They still,
however, crowded on, and displayed as much anxiety to quit the vessel as
if she had then been in flames.
" Have you lost anything, s i r ? " whispered Valentine in the ear of a tall
gentleman, whose efforts to drive past his neighbours had been really very
desperate. T h e gentleman in an instant drew back, inspired with the
horrid suspicion of having lost something, although it certainly did not
appear that he had much to lose. In the first place, he felt in all his
pockets at once, and then searched them again and again in d e t a i l ; and
then laboured to recollect if he had brought anything from home which he
had not then about him ; but even then, although he emptied his pockets
and found all quite safe, he was anything but sure that he hadn't been
plundered.
" D o you allow that?" said Valentine, throwing a whisper into the ear
of an old lady, to whom Nature, in consideration of her having but a single
eye, had bounteously given a double chin. " Mr. Jones ! " cried the lady,
who perceived two females by the side of Mr. Jones, " I ' m ashamed ot
you. Keep back, s i r ; and let them gals pass."" W h a t ' s the matter,
my dear ? " said Mr. Jones.
" Don't dear me, sir ! I saw you 1 " cried the l a d y ; and Mr. Jones
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looked as if he at that moment felt that if he had never seen her it would
have been a great comfort.
" Have you got your pass ? " said Valentine, throwing his voice behind
the person who was taking the tickets. " / want no pass," he added,
assuming another voice, " I can always pass without."
" Oh ! can yer?" cried the black-whiskered gentleman, by whom those
interesting little slips of paper had been sold. " Then I don't think you
can. Jim ! be a leetle hextry partickler there, will year ? " and he winked
at Jim; and Jim winked at him as he stood in the gangway perfectly
prepared to take his revenge out of the first man who attempted to pass
without a ticket.
While these gentry were thus occupied, Valentine went to the steward,
who lent him a large hairy cap ; and when his clothes had been deposited
by the stewardess in a shawl, he, followed by the boy, took his leavs of the
captain, and left the vessel, portraying the eifects of that astonishment with
which he fondly conceived poor Goodman would view the extraordinarycharacter of his dress.

CHAPTER

XIII.

In which Valentine is introduced to Three new Friends, with One of whom he
passes a very pleasant Night.
T H E surprise with which Valentine, on reaching the residence of Mr.
Plumplee, ascertained that his guardian had not arrived, was as great as
that with which he had intended to inspire Goodman, but of a character of
course diametrically opposite. Nor, when the circumstances were explained,
was that surprise felt by Valentine alone ; Mr. Plumplee and Mr. Jonas
Beagle (an eccentric old gentleman, who murdered his time at Gravesend,
with a view to the perfect restoration of his health, which had never, in
fact, deserted him) expressed a corresponding amount of astonishment,
while Miss Madonna Plumplee, the virgin sister of Goodman's friend, began
at once to indulge in all sorts of conjectures having reference to the cause ;
for, like most unaccountable occurrences, the scope which it afforded for
the play of the imagination was unbounded.
" W h o knows!" cried that amiable person, " h e may have been run
over and crushed to death, or a thousand things !—the drivers about
London are so horribly reckless. I'm sure it was only the other day I was
three-quarters of an hour endeavouring to cross Fleet-street; and after all,
it was an absolute miracle I wasn't killed, for a dog-cart, with a dirty
person sitting upon the edge, rattled down the street at such a dreadful
rate, that I thought be run over I must ! It is shameful such things are
allowed. There sat the filthy creature, deliberately smoking his pipe, and
taking not the slightest notice of the peril in which he was placing the lives
and limbs of people ! He was, however, I am happy to say, properly
punished, for no sooner had he passed me than the wheel, over which he
had been sitting, bounced into a hole, when, happily, the entire concern
upset, and he was instantly covered with cat's-meat and mud."
" Oh ! I don't expect that any serious accident has occurred," said Mr.
Plumplee. " The report of such an occurrence would have reached home
before this morning, for he never goes out without his card-case, and his
name and address are printed on his pocket-book, I know."
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" B u t , " suggested Miss Madonna, " h e might have h<ad his pockets
previously picked, and then strangers, you know, would have no clue at
all. London is such a place ! I'm sure I was reading the other day, in
one of the papers, of a gentleman, who, having lost his handkerchief,
went in to purchase a new one, ready hemmed, and he hadn't left the shop
five minutes before he lost t h a t . "
" And did he go in to buy another ? " inquired Mr. Jonas Beagle.
" I t didn't s a y ; but such doings are positively dreadful," replied the
lady. " I'm sure,—I've said it a thousand times,—-the police are of no use.
They are never at hand when people are being plundered."
" F o r my p a r t , " said Mr. Beagle, " I think he has been seduced. The
fact of his having been out all night looks, I must say, remarkably
suspicious.
W h a t business has a man to be out all night ? None whatever ; and I hold it to be, therefore, particularly shocking ! " A n d he leered
wickedly at Miss Madonna, while his little twinkling eyes seemed to indicate
that, in his judgment, Goodman was not quite immaculate.
T h e attention of Mr. Plumplee and his amiable sister was now directed
t o Valentine's dress. A tailor in the vicinity was applied to at once ; but,
as he had nothipg likely to answer the purpose made up, the case was
stated to a family next door, of which one of the younger branches politely
sent in a complete suit, which, fortunately, happened to fit Valentine to a
hair. " N o w then," said Mr. Beagle, " for a w a l k ; " and believing that
it was useless to wait for Goodman, who might not arrive until the evening.
Beagle, Plumplee, and Valentine left the house, and at once got into
a stream of gay persons, heavily laden with children and provisions, and
who appeared to have made a dead set at a windmill.
" Let's g o t o the
Belly woo ! " shouted one of these persons, who had one child in his
arm, another on his back, while he dragged a third along by the hand.
" That's by fur the most delightfuUest place," observed a lady, evidently
the mother of those interesting babes, and who carried a handkerchief, in
which the shape of a dish was distinctly visible. " I prefers the Belly
woo, 'cause there we can set out at top, and see the wessels so nice."
" T h e Belly woo ! " cried Valentine, " W h a t ' s the Belly woo ? "
" T h e Bellevue, they mean,—a little tavern on the hill," rephed Mr.
J o n a s Beagle, who had no sooner imparted this interesting information
t h a n he turned into what he called the Tivoli Gardens, which appeared
to be the principal place of resort. On the right, as they entered, a
marquee was fixed for the accommodation of those who preferred a cold
dinner for a shilling to a hot one for eighteen-pence ; on the left stood
a long wooden shed, or grand dining-room, established for the exclusive
accommodation of the eighteen-penny people, round the door of which
several polite gentlemen hovered, with a view of soliciting the pleasure
of the company of all who looked as if they really had such a thing as
one-and-ninepence about t h e m ; while at the farther end were boxes,
for the convenience of those who had brought their own provisions ;
but, as the public-spirited proprietor of the establishment charged,
according to the printed scale, something like three-pence for the loan of a
table-cloth, two-pence for plates, three-half-pence for a knife and fork, a
penny each for pepper, for mustard, for vinegar, and for salt, those boxes
were not very liberally patronized.
Having taken a survey of these gardens, they made for the hill, the
summit of which they reached after an infinite deal of panting on the
part of Mr. Plumplee and Mr. Jonas Beagle, and which certainly com-

VALENTINE VOX.

87

manded a most extensive and delightful view of the surrounding
country. Mr. Beagle's first task was to point out to Valentine the
various features of the scene, both rural and naval, and having developed,
in the performance of this task, no lack of descriptive power, he led the
way to a favourite spot under the brow of the hill to which he and
Mr. Plumplee repaired daily for the purpose of unravelling whatever
knotty point might happen to suggest itself at the moment. On reaching
this spot they spread their handkerchiefs and took their seats, while below
them groups of persons were sitting amidst thick furze and dusty sand,
discussing internally the various viands with which they had been
externally laden.
It was not long before a point of the knotty kind was started, and while
Plumplee was engaged in reftiting the extremely uncharitable position ol
Mr. Beagle, that practically the world's definition of friendship was that
which prompts men to study the interests of others with a view to the
promotion of their own, Valentine was occupied in watching the actions of
one particular group that sat immediately below him.
It was obviously a
family circle, and in the centre stood a large beef-steak pie upon a sheet of
the Weekly Dispatch, which had been spread with the view of conveying
the idea of a table-cloth, and of thereby imparting to the whole thing an
unquestionable air of respectability ; when all seemed prepared to commence operations, the cork of a well-washed blacking-bottle was drawn,
and the company, by way of grace before meat, had a glass of gin round.
W h e n this had been performed with infinite gusto, the carver walked into
the pie, and bounteously helped each man, woman, and child, to a share.
It was not long before every plate was empty again ; for they no soonei
got a mouthful fairly in than they rinsed it down their throats, as in duty
bound, with porter.
T h e purified blacking-bottle again went round, and
its contents washed down more of the pie. T h e gentlemen began now
to unbutton their waistcoats, and the ladies to unhook their dresses
behind, in order to enjoy another small glass of gin without any unpleasant
sensation of satiety.
They began now to fish out the most tempting little bits they could find,
until, by virtue of each taking a piece which the others had rejected,
the dish was eventually cleared, with the exception of sundry little lumps of
crust with which, by way of a wind-up, the ladies proceeded to pelt
the gentlemen, to the infinite satisfaction of all parties concerned.
This interesting transaction had no sooner been closed, than one
of the ladies, in order to cap the climax, produced a small but an unexpected bottle of brandy, of which each with great pleasure partook of a
glass, for the purpose of keeping all down. T h e moment the ceremony
had been performed, the gentlemen proceeded to light their pipes, while
the ladies seemed determined that it should that day be known which was
able to laugh the longest and the loudest.
By the time they had succeeded in torturing their muscles into the
merriest possible shape, Mr. Plumplee and Mr. Jonas Beagle had
finished their argument according to an invariable custom of theirs, by
each convincing himself that the other was wrong.
Having_thus brought
this important affair to a happy issue, Mr. Plumplee applied to his watch,
and after making an original remark, having reference to the rapid flight
of time, they proceeded down the hill, passed a lot of donkeys, -which,
while they bore their patronesses on their backs, were very delicately
touched up behind by their o w n e r s ; and reached home precisely at the
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very moment their presence became absolutely essential to the continuance
of Miss Madonna's tranquillity of mind. The first question asked was of
course about Goodman, and as he had not arrived, they at once sat down
to dinner, after which Beagle and Plumpke got into an argument touching
the lamentable state of things in general, while Valentine and Miss
Madonna were amusing themselves at the window by making all sorts of
deeply interesting remarks on the appearance of the persons who were
constantly passing.
Towards evening, however, Valentine began to feel uneasy, and expressed a desire to return by the last boat; but Miss Madonna, whose
word in that house was regarded as law, very strenuously opposed it. It
was by no means safe, she contended. The boats in the evening were
crowded so densely, especially the last, that to escape being pushed over
the side amounted, in her judgment, almost to a miracle. Any attempt to
refute an argument so potent as that would of course have been indicative
of madness, and therefore it was decided that he should stop there all
night. Now there happened to be only four bedrooms in the house; the
best, of course was occupied by Miss Madonna, the second by Mr.
Plumplee, the third by Mr. Beagle, and the fourth by the servant; but
that in which Mr.^ Beagle slept was a double-bedded room, and Valentine
had, therefore, to make his election between the spare bed and the sofa.
Of course the former was preferred, and as the preference seemed highly
satisfactory to Mr. Beagle himself, they passed the remainder of the evening
very pleasantly together, and in due time retired.
Valentine, on having his bed pointed out to him, darted between the
sheets in the space of a minute, for, as Mr. Jonas Beagle facetiously observed, he had but to shake himself and everything came off; when, as he
did not by any means feel drowsy at the time, he fancied that he might as
well amuse his companion for an hour or so as not.
He therefore turned
the thing seriously over in his mind while Mr. Beagle was quietly undressing, being anxious for that gentleman to extinguish the light before he
commenced operations. " N o w for a beautiful night's rest," observed
Mr. Jonas Beagle to himself, as he put out the light with a tranquil mind,
and turned in with a great degree of comfort. "Mew ! mew !" cried
Valentine, softly, throwing his voice under the bed of Mr. Beagle.
" Hish !—curse that c a t ! " cried Mr. Beagle. " We must have you out
at all events, my lady." And Mr. Beagle at once slipped out of bed, and
having opened the door, cried " h i s h ! " again, emphatically, and threw
his smalls towards the spot, as an additional inducement for the cat to
"stand not on the order of her going," when, as Valentine repeated the
cry, and made it appear to proceed from the stairs, Mr. Beagle thanked
Heaven that she was gone, closed the door, and very carefully groped his
way again into bed.
" M e w ! mew ! mew !" cried Valentine, just as
Mr. Beagle had again comfortably composed himself.
" W h a t ! are you there still, madam?" inquired that gentleman, in a
sarcastic tone; " I thought you had been turned out! Do you hear this
witch of a cat ? " he continued, addressing Valentine ; but the latter replied with a deep, heavy snore, and began to mew again with additional
emphasis.
" Well, I don't have a treat every day, it is true ; but if this isn't one,
why I'm out in my reckoning, that's all! " observed Mr. Jonas Beagle,
slipping again out of bed. " I don't much like to handle you, my lady,
but if I did, I'd of course give you physic !" and he '' hished ! " again
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with consummate violence, and continued to " h i s h ! " until Valentine
scratched the bed-post sharply—a feat which inspired Mr. Beagle with
the conviction of its being the disturber of his peace in the act of decamping, when be threw his pillow very energetically towards the door,
which he closed, and then returned to his bed in triumph. The moment,
however, he had comfortably tucked himself up again, he missed the
pillow, which he had converted into an instrument of vengeance, and as
that was an article without which he couldn't even hope to go to sleep,
he had of course to turn out again to fetch it.
" How many more times, I wonder," he observed, "shall I have to get
out of this blessed bed to-night ? Exercise certainly is a comfort, and
Very conducive to health; but such exercise as this—why, where have
you got to ?" he added, addressing the pillow, which, with all the sweeping
action of his feet, he was for some time unable to find—" Oh, here you
are, sir, are you ?" and he picked up the object of his search, and gave it
several severe blows in the belly, when having reinstated himself between
the sheets, he exclaimed in a subdued tone, " Well, let's try again ! "
Now Mr. Beagle was a man who prided himself especially upon
the evenness of his temper. His boast was that nothing could put him
in a passion ; and as he had had less than most of his contemporaries
to vex him, he had certainly been able, in the absence of all cause for
irritation, to preserve his equanimity. As a matter of course, he invariably
attributed the absence of such cause to the innate amiability of his disposition ; and marvelled that men of sense and discernment should so far
forget what was justly expected of them as reasonable beings, as to suffer
themselves to be tortured by excitement, seeing that, as human nature and
difficulties are inseparable, human nature is sufficiently potent, not only
to battle with those difficulties, but eventually to overcome them. If Mr.
Jonas Beagle had had to contend against many of the "ills that flesh is
heir to," he in all probability would have acted like the majority of his
fellow-men ; but as he had met with very few, and those not of a very
serious complexion, he could afford to be philosophical on the subject. He
did, however, feel, when he violently smote the pillow, that that little
ebullition partook somewhat of the nature of passion, and had just commenced reproaching himself for having indulged in that little ebullition,
when Valentine cried "Meyow! pit—meyow."
" Hallo ! " exclaimed Mr. Jonas Beagle, "here again ! "
" Mew ! " cried Valentine, in a somewhat higher key.
" What ! another come to contribute to the harmony of the evening ! "
" Meyow—meyow ! " cried Valentine, in a key still higher.
"Well, how many more of you?" inquired Mr. Beagle. "You'll be
able to get up a concert by-and-by ; " and Valentine began to spit and
swear with great felicity !
" Swear away, you beauties !" cried Mr. Jonas Beagle, as he listened to
this volley of feline oaths; " I only wish that I was not so much afraid of
you, for your sakes ! At it again ? Well, this is a blessing. Don't you
hear these devils of cats ?" he cried, anxious not to have all the fun to
himself; but Valentine recommenced snoring very loudly. " Well, this is
pleasant," he continued, as he sat up in bed. " Don't you hear? What a
comfort it is to be able to sleep soundly ! "—which remarkable observation
was doubtless provoked by the no less remarkable fact, that at that particular moment the spitting and swearing became more and more desperate.
" What's to be done ?" he inquired, very pointedly ; " and that fellow there
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sleeps like a top. Hallo ! Do you mean to say you don't hear these cats,
how they're going it ? " Valentine certainly meant to say no such thing ;
for the whole of the time that he was not engaged in meyowing and spitting,
he was diligently occupied in snoring.
At length the patience of Mr. Jonas Beagle began to evaporate ; for the
hostile animals continued to battle, apparently with great desperation. He,
therefore, threw a pillow with great violence at his companion, and shouted
so loudly, that Valentine, feeling that it would be deemed perfect nonsense
for him to pretend to be asleep any longer, began to yawn very naturally,
and then to cry out, " Who's there ? "
" 'Tis I ! " shouted Beagle. " Don't you hear these wretched cats ?"
" H i s h !" cried Valentine ; " why, there are two of them ! "
" T w o ! " said Mr. Beagle, " more likely a score. There's a swarm—a
whole colony of them here, and I know no more how to strike a light than
a fool."
" Oh, never mind," said Valentine, " let's go to sleep ; they'll be quiet
by-and-by."
" It's all very fine to say, let's go to sleep, but who's to do
i t ? " cried Beagle emphatically. "Confound the cats! I wish there
wasn't such a thing as a cat ! They're such spiteful vermin, too, when
they happen to be put out; and there's one of them in a passion, I know by
her spitting ; the deuce take her ! "
While Mr. Beagle was indulging in these appropriate observations,
Valentine was labouring with great energy in the production of the various
bitter cries which are peculiarly characteristic of the feline race, and for a
man who possessed but a very slight knowledge of the language of that
race, it must in justice be said that he developed a remarkable degree ol
fluency. He purred, and mewed, and cried, and spit, until the perspiration oozed out from every pore.
"Well, this is a remarkably nice position for a man to be placed in,
certainly," observed Mr. Beagle. " Did you ever hear such wailing and
gnashing of teeth ? Are you never going to leave off, you devils ? " he
added, throwing the bolster with great violence under the bed, and therefore, as he fondly conceived, right amongst them. Instead, however, ol
striking the cats therewith, he unhappily upset something which rolled
with great velocity from one end of the room to the other, and made
during its progress so singular a clatter, that he began to " Tut ! tut ! " and
to scratch his head audibly.
" Who's there ?" demanded Plumplee in the passage below ; for he slept
in the room beneath, and the rolling of the article in question had alarmed
him : " Who's there ! d'ye hear ! Speak ! or I'll shoot you like a dog! "
and on the instant the report of a pistol was heard, which in all probability
had been fired with the view of convincing all whom it might concern that
he had such a thing as a pistol in the house. " Who's there ?" he again
demanded ; " You vagabonds, I'll be at you ! " an intimation that may be
held to have been extremely natural under the circumstances, not only
because he had not even the slightest intention of carrying so desperate a
design into execution, but because he—in consequence of having supped off
cucumbers and crabs, of which he was particularly fond—had singularly
enough been dreaming of being attacked by a party of burglars, and of
having succeeded in frightening them away by holding out a precisely
similar threat.
" Beagle ! " he shouted, after waiting in vain for the street-door to bang.
" H e r e ! " cried Beagle, "come u p ! It's nothing: I'll explain!
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Pray," he added, addressing Valentine, "open the d o o r ; " but Valentine was too much engaged to pay attention to any such request. At this
moment the footsteps of Plumplee were heard upon the stairs, and Mr.
Beagle, who then began to feel somewhat better, cried, " Come in ! my
good friend, come in ! "
" What on earth is the matter? " inquired Mr.
Plumplee, as he entered the room, pale as a ghost, in his night-shirt, with
a pistol in one hand and a lamp in the other. " I t ' s all right," said
Beagk ; "'twas I that made the noise. I've been besieged by a cohort of
cats. They have been at it here making most healthful music under my
bed for the last two hours, and in trying to make them hold their peace
with the bolster, I upset that noisy affair, that's all."
" C a t s ! " cried Mr. Plumplee, "cats!—you ate a little too much
cucumber, my friend! —that and the crabs were too heavy for your
stomach !—you have been dreaming !—you've had the night-mare ! We
haven't a cat in the house ; I can't bear them."
" Y o u are mistaken," rejoined Beagle, "they're about here in swarms.
If I've turned 07ie cat out this night, I'm sure that I've turned out twenty !
I've in fact done nothing else since I came up ! In and out, in and out !
Upon my life, I think I can't have opened that blessed door less than a
hundred and fifty times ; and that young fellow there has been all the
while fast as a church! "
" I tell you, my friend, you've been dreaming?
We have never had a cat about the premises."
"Meyow—meyow!" cried Valentine quietly. " N o w have I been
dreaming ?" exclaimed Mr. Beagle ; " now have I had the night-mare ?"
" God bless my life! " cried Mr. Plumplee, jumping upon Mr. Beagle's
bed, " they don't belong to me."
- " I don't know whom they belong
to," returned Mr. Beagle, "nor do I much care : I only know that there
they are! If you'll just hook those breeches up here, I'll get out and half
murder them ! I'll wring their precious necks off! "
" They're out of my reach," cried Plumplee. " Hish ! hish ! " Finding,
however, that harsh terms had no effect, he had recourse to the milder and
more persuasive cry of " Pussy, pussy, pussy ! tit, tit, tit ! "
" Hish ! you devils ! " cried Beagle, who began to be really enraged.
"Titty, titty, titty !—puss, puss, puss !" repeated Mr. Plumplee, in the
blandest tones, as he held the pistol by the muzzle to break the back or to
knock out the brains of the first cat that made her appearance : but all
this persuasion to come forth had no effect; they continued to be invisible,
while the mewing proceeded in the most melancholy strain.
"What on earth are we to do? " inquired Plumplee ; " I myself have a
horror of cats."
" Let's wake that young fellow; perhaps he don't mind them," said
Beagle.
" Hollo !" cried Plumplee.
" Hul-lo ! " shouted Beagle ; but as they could make no impressioa upon
Valentine, and as both were afraid to get off the bed, they proceeded to
roll up the blankets and sheets into balls, and to pelt him with infinite zeal.
"Who's there? What's the matter?" cried Valentine, in the coolest
tone imaginable, although his exertions had made him sweat like a
tinker.
" For Heaven's sake, my dear young friend," said Mr. Plumplee, " do
assist us in turning these cats out."
" Cats ! Where are they ? Hish ! " cried Valentine.
" Oh, that's of no use. I've tried the hishi7ig business myself. AH the
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hishing in the world won't do. They must be beaten out : you're not
afraid of them, are you ? "
" Afraid of them ! afraid of a few cats ! " exclaimed Valentine, with the
assumption of considerable magnanimity. " Where are they ?"
"Under my bed," replied Beagle, " There's a brave fellow ! Break theit
blessed necks ! " and Valentine leaped out of bed, and after striking at the
imaginary animals very furiously with the bolster, he hissed with great
violence, and scratched across the gram of the boards in humble imitation
of those domestic creatures scampering out of a room, when he rushed to
the door, and proceeded to make a very forlorn meyowing die gradually
away at the bottom of the stairs.
" Thank Heaven ! they are all gone at last ! " cried Mr. Beagle. " We
shall be able to get a little rest now, I suppose ; " and after very minutely
surveying every comer of the room in which it was possible for one of them
to have lingered, he lighted his candle, bade Plumplee good night, and
begged him to go immediately to Miss Madonna, who had been calling for
an explanation very anxiously below.
As soon as Plumplee had departed, Valentine assisted Beagle to remake
his bed ; and when they had accomplished this important business with
the skill and dexterity of a couple of chambermaids, the light was again
extinguished, and Mr. Beagle very naturally made up his mind to have a
six hours' sound and uninterrupted sleep. He had, however, scarcely
closed his eyes, when the mewing was renewed, and as he had not even
the smallest disposition to " listen to the sounds so familiar to his ear," he
started up at once and exclaimed, " I wish I may die if they're all out now!
Here's one of them left! " added he, addressing Valentine ; but the latter,
having taken a deep inspiration, answered only by respiring with a prolonged gargling sound. " He's off again, by Jove ! " continued Beagle.
" I never heard of any one sleeping so soundly. Hollo ! my good fellow '
ho !—Fast as a four-year-old ! Won't you be quiet, you witch ? Are you
determined not to let me have a wink of sleep to-night ? She must be in
the cupboard : I must have overlooked her ; and yet I don't see how I
could. Oh ! keep the thing up, dear ! Don't let me rest !" and he fumbled
about for his box, and having taken a hearty pinch of snuff, began to turn
the thing seriously over in his mind, and to make a second person of himself, by way of having, under the circumstances, a companion with whom
he could advise, and if necessary remonstrate.
"Well, what's to be done now ? " inquired he of the second person thus
established. "What's to be the next step^ Jonas? It's of no use at all,
you know ! we can't go to sleep ;—we may just as well try to get a kick
at the moon !—nor must we again disturb—Hish ! you
, Jonas! Jonas!
keep your temper, my boy !—keep your temper ! Don't let a contemptible
cat put you out! " and Mr. Beagle took another pinch of snuff, from which
he apparently derived a great degree of consolation. "What, at it again?"
he continued. " I wish I had the wringing of your neck off, madam !
You want to put me in a passion ; but you won't ! you can't do it ! therefore, dont lay that flattering unction to your soul !—Well, Jonas : how are
we to act ? Shall we take up our bed and walk, Jonas ?—eh ? "
Jonas was so struck with the expediency of the latter course, that he
apparently urged its immediate adoption; for Mr. Beagle, in the first
place, half-dressed himself in bed, and in the next, threw the counterpane,
a blanket, and a sheet over his shoulder ; when, tucking a pillow and a
bolster under his arm, said, " We'll leave you to your own conscience.
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fflaaam ! Good night ! " and left the room with the view of seeking
repose upon the sofa. Valentine was astonished at the coolness displayed
by Mr. Beagle throughout the entire transaction ; and after reproaching
the spirit of mischief that was within him, and striving, by way of a
punishment, to disturb his own repose, he proceeded to justify himself
upon the ground that his object was to learn the true characters of men,
and being perfectly satisfied with that justification, went soundly and
solemnly to sleep. In the morning, of course, nothing but tales of horror
went down. Mr. Plumplee told his with the air of a man conscious of
having been inspired with the spirit of valour, and Miss Madonna told
hers with great feeling and effect; but when Beagle began to explain to
them how he had been persecuted, they forgot their own troubles, anf'
laughed heartily at his; which was certainly extremely reprehensiblq
however natural philosophers may hold it to be for the risible faculties of
men to be provoked by the little vexations which others endure.
But where, during the whole of this time, was poor Goodman ? While
Valentine is on his way to town—for which he immediately after breakfast
prepared to start—the next chapter will briefly explain.

CHAPTER

XIV.

Goodtnait is conducted to his new Reside7ice. — The Liberty of the Subject
illustrated. — The commence7ne7it of an Expositio7i of a System which can7iot be ge7terally k7t0W7i.
W H E N Goodman, who had fainted on being thrust into the coach, had
been restored to consciousness, he found himself perfectly wet ; for the
ruffians, when they perceived all animation supended, became apprehensive
of having carried their violence too far, and, therefore, at once procured
a bottle of water, with which they continued to sprinkle him until he
awakened to a sense of his position, when, grasping the arm of the fellow
who sat beside him, and looking intently in his face, he cried, " Tell me,
my good man, tell me the meaning of this monstrous outrage !"
" Oh, you'll know the meaning on't soon enough ; don't be impatient."
" But why have I thus been seized like a felon ? Whom have I injured ?
I am unconscious of having offended a single soul."
" Don't ask us any questions," replied the fellow. " We know nothing
at all about it. We've got our orders, and that's enough."
" But tell me this, only this : to what place are you taking me now ? "
" Oh, you'll know fast enough !—All in good time !—wait a little, and
then an idea'll strike you."
" B u t surely you can have no serious objection to let me know that ?" observed Goodman.
" O ! tell the genelman," cried the ruffian who sat opposite. " H e
an't like some on 'em, you know. O ! tell him ! it can't make much odds
you know, now ! "
" It taint reg'lar," cried the other. " I haven't no partickler objection,
ony it taint the thing. Howsever, I don't dislike him, 'cause he is a genelman, so I don't mind."
" Tell me, then," said Goodman, impatiently.
" Don't be in such
is in sich a sweat."
" There yeu go again !
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you be cool ? I don't mind telling you ! we're going to take you wher6
you're going to be taken care on."
" To a lunatic asylum?—Is it not so ?" cried Goodman.
" You couldn't have guessed it much nearer if you'd tried every day for
a month. But it's a werry nice place; werry private and genteel. None
o' your public 'uns !—everything slap and respectable !"
Goodman had heard much of private lunatic asylums : he had heard of
the villanies practised therein—villanies, however, which he had conceived
to be mere fictions, coined in the diseased imaginations of those who had
been properly confined ; for he had hitherto repudiated the idea of its being
possible for such monstrous proceedings to be tolerated in a country like
this. Those acts of barbarity, however, which he had assumed to be
fictions, at this moment flashed across his mind in the shape of realities,
and prompted him to make a desperate effort to escape; for he felt quite
convinced, that if they once secured him unknown to his friends, they in
all probability would keep him there, lingering in tortures till the day of
his death. He, therefore, in order that no suspicion might be excited,
assumed an air of perfect calmness, and after having, as he imagined, sufficiently ingratiated himself with the ruffians by whom he had been seized,
placed five sovereigns in the hand of him who appeared to be the principal,
and explained to him that he would give him a cheque for a hundred more,
if, instead of driving him to the so-called asylum, he would permit him to
return.
" It's no go," said the fellow. " It can't be done. I wish it could.
It's impossible. We're watched. The two doctors is behind with your
" Here the fellow checked himself suddenly.
" With whom, my good friend, with whom ? " inquired Goodman.
"Why—with—with the genelman as sent for the doctors," replied the
fellow, with considerable hesitation.
" A n d who is t h a t ? " said Goodman, anxiously. " W h o is it? Tell
me but that !"
" W h y , that's against the law ! " cried the fellow,—
" It's a secret! Howsever, you'll know by-and-by, I des say."
" Are they behind us now? " inquired Goodman, attempting to look out
of the window.
" Yes, yes, they're a-coming ; sit down," said the fellow—and Goodman,
whose object was to allay all suspicion, at once resumed his seat.
" Have we far to go now ? " he inquired.
" Not far ; we're just at hand; we shall be there in about ten minutes."
Goodman now saw that no time was to be lost, for he had made -up his
mind to make one desperate effort. He knew that if he once got fairly
out of the coach it would require a very swift man to overtake him; and,
emboldened by that knowledge, he prepared for a spring.
"Another five minutes will do it,"said one of the men, thrusting his
head out of the window,—a movement of which Goodman took instant
advantage, and, making a desperate plunge, dashed clean through the
opposite door.
" H e ' s off! Stop! coachman, s t o p ! " shouted one of the fellows.
" We shall never be able to catch him, for he has no flesh to carry." Nor
would they have caught him, had it not unfortunately happened that, ia
plunging, he sprained one of his ankles, and fell.
The coach stopped on the instant, and the ruffians leaped out; and as
Goodman was unable to use both feet with firmness, they easily overtook
kka, when one of them struck him a sledge-hammer blow upon the back

VALENTINE VOX.

95

of the neck, and felled him at once to the ground. " Is this the way you
serve us for all our kindness ? " cried the fellow, as he kicked him cmelly
on the stomach. '' Is this your gratitude ? "
" Villains ! " shouted Goodman ; and the scoundrels kicked him. " Up
with y o u ! " cried one of them. " S a m ! here, where are the mffles?"
and the fellow addressed instantly produced a pair of handcuffs, and began
to unlock them. " I will not be manacled ! " cried Goodman, seizing the
handcuffs, and holding them up as a weapon of defence. " I t is for my
personal liberty I fight, and will peril my life to defend it. Although not
mad, I am desperate now, and the blood of him who attempts again to
seize me be on his own head ! " The fellows for the moment held back.
Accustomed as they had been to deal with desperation, they for an instant
appeared to be appalled. " Let me have justice ! " continued Goodman.
" I f I am mad, let it be proved before the world ! I will not be stolen
from society thus ! " At this moment a coach drew up to the spot, towards
which Goodman's eyes were directed with an expression of anxious hope,
which the raffians no sooner perceived, than they sprang at him, seized
him by the throat, and kicked his legs from under him violently.
" H e l p ! " shouted Goodman, as the coach stopped. "Help!—murder!"
" We'll help you ! " cried a person, alighting. " We 'II assist you, with
a vengeance ! " cried another, who followed. "We'll help you ! "
Goodman remembered those voices well, and on turning to the quarter
whence they came, every hope he had inspired was blasted by the sight of
Drs. Bowlemout and Dobb. " In with him ! " cried Dobb.
"Your young bully is not here now ! " shouted Bowlemout; and he and
Dobb seized Goodman's legs, while the two keepers lifted his body and
carried him towards the coach-door.
Goodman, however, still struggled with all the strength at his command,
and several times succeeded in thrusting the two doctors from him ; and
although they returned each time to the charge with renewed desperation,
every effort to throw him into the coach proved abortive, which so enraged
the two keepers, that after kicking him brutally in order to compel him to
bend his legs, they again seized him violently by the throat with the view
of making him insensible by partial strangulation. But all would not do.
His struggles were still desperate. They could not get him in. They
applied to the coachmen for aid ; but in vain : they would render no
assistance ; they would not interfere.
"Tell him," at length cried Dobb, " t h a t h e w«j;? come ! It's of no
use; we shall never get him in ; come he t?iust! " And as a man, who
had till then kept concealed in the second coach, was being dragged forth
by Bowlemout, Goodman shrieked, " Merciful God !—my brother !—Oh,
Walter ! dear Walter, save me—save me from these men ! "
Walter approached, and Goodman struggled more violently than before;
but instead of rescuing him from the hands of the ruffians, he assisted in
throwing him into the coach, like a dog ! The very moment he was in,
the keepers followed, and the doctors followed them ; when the former at
once seized him by the collar and stuck their knuckles furiously into his
throat, while the latter tied his legs and held them down.
" My brother ! " cried Goodman—"my brother against me !—Heaven !
—can it be ? " Tears of agony rolled down his cheeks, and he sobbed like
a child. "You need use no violence now," he continued. " M y brother
—my own brother, whom I have cherished, is my enemy 1 Do with me as
you please ; I shall now make no further resistance !"
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" No !" cried one of the ruffians, shaking him brutally; " we'll take
care you don't ! We've had enough of you for one bout, at all events.
We 'II take good care we don't have any more of it." And the villain
again thrust his knuckles into his throat, and continued to shake him.
The coach stopped. The outer gates of an attractive and well-built
house opened to admit them, and closed again the moment they were in,
when the fellow, relaxing his hold, cried, "Now, you old scoundrel, consider yourself booked here for life. You are safe enough now ! Give us as
much more of your nonsense as you dare !" As soon as the door of the
coach had been opened, the doctors alighted, and when the keepers had
unbound Goodman's legs, they left him for a moment alone, still sobbing.
"Now, an't you coming o u t ? " demanded one of them, at length; and
poor Goodman, who felt quite exhausted, made an effort to alight, but
before he had descended two steps the heartless ruffian pulled him violently
forward, and dashed him upon the rough gravel path. " Come ! up with
you !" shouted the ruffian, kicking him over as he would a dead dog ;
when, as Goodman was utterly unable to rise, he proceeded to drag him
along the ground, as the blood gushed in streams from his nose and ears.
" Act like men ! " cried the coachrnan, who sickened at the sight. " If
he is mad, damme don't treat him like a varmint ! "
" Mind yout own business," cried a black-looking fellow, who appeared
to be the proprietor of this den. " What's your fare ? "
" Seven shillings ! " indignantly shouted the coachman.
" Here it is. Now be off!—we want none of your insolence here."
" Lor send I may never have such another job as this ! " cried the coachman. " If I'd ha' knowed it, you should ha' pulled me up five hundred
times afore I'd ha' taken such a fare." And he lashed his horses violently
with a view of expressing his indignation, and gave the fellow who held
open the gates an apparently accidental cut across the cheek, as he drove
through. Poor Goodman, as well as he was able, now looked for his
unnatural brother, who, however, remained in the coach outside; but no
sooner had he turned his head round, than he was dragged into a room,
when, another flood of tears having somewhat relieved him, he said faintly
to the person to whom a paper in which Bowlemout and Dobb had certified
to his insanity, was delivered, " A r e you, sir, the proprietor of this
establishment ?"
" I am ! " said that person, with a scowl.
"Will you do me the favour then to show me your authority for my
detention ?"
" Hold your tongue, sir ! "
" I merely wish
"
" Silence ! " interrupted the scowling brute. " Strip him, and put him
to bed ! " added he, addressing his myrmidons. " If he dares to show any
of his devil's tricks here, why, you know how to serve him."
Goodman was accordingly dragged into a narrow, dark cell, stripped and
thrown upon a pallet ; when the ruffians, after swearing that they would
come and knock his brains out if he made the slightest noise, locked him
up for the night.
"Heaven's will be done ! " exclaimed Goodman, on being left alone.
'' But, oh God ! am I mad ?—I must be—I feel that I must; for I thought
and still' think I saw my brother !—that brother to whom I have never been
unkind—whom I have cherished through life, with the most affectionate
tenderness—whom I have sustained. Oh ! it cannot—impossible ! ^ I am,
I am mad! And yet—surely, this cannot be a dream? No—no ! I am
awake nozv 1 Heavens ! what can it be ? Not madness ? I can remember

VALENTINE VOX.

97

every circumstance—can connect and review. Those physicians ; they
spoke of my connection with an emperor ! / never imagined myself to be
thus connected ! It must be a mistake. Yet, who sent them ? Walter! —
his motive?—immediate possession ! It must have been! What man is
secure from being seized, confined, murdered ? If I am not mad, I soon
shall be ! " And thus he proceeded until mental and physical agony induced
absolute exhaustion.

CHAPTER

XV.

Valetifme visits the British Museum.—Bnparts Breath to Memnon, and
raises a Voice from the Toinb.
ON reaching the residence of Goodman, Valentine found the old servant in
tears, and, as he beca.me apprehensive of something of a very serious character having occurred, he walked immediately into the parlour, and desired
her to follow him. " Something has happened, Ann," said he, with much
earnestness ; "tell me, what is it ? "
Ann sobbed bitterly, but managed to observe, " I don't—know—what
—I've—done, sir—I thought—I—gave—good—satisfaction."
" W h a t on earth is the matter?" cried Valentine, impatiently.
"Master, sir's—give me—wa-arning."
" Oh—when did he return ? "
" I haven't set eyes on him since Saturday, when he left with you, sir."
" Then, how can he have given you warning ? "
" He sent it by his
brother," cried Ann. "Mr. Walter has been here, and read a letter he'd
just received from master, where he says he's going to be out of town for
a time, and that I must look out for another place."
" And where is he now ?"
"Mr. Walter says that mayn't be known."
" He read the letter to you ? "
" Yes, all but where it came from, and—dear me, I'd almost forgot; he
wished me to say, sir, that master's kind regards, and as he shouldn't p'rhaps
come back for some weeks, he thinks you'd better return to the country,
and he'll send you another invitation by-and-by."
"This is very extraordinary ! " thought Valentine ; " I ' d no idea of his
being, even in the slightest degree, involved.—When are you to leave ? "
"To-night, sir."
"To-night!"
"Yes, sir, this blessed night!
Mr. Walter has settled with me, and paid me my month, and I'm to leave
this night, sir ! "
" And who's to take charge of the house ?"
" Mrs. Horace is coming this evening, and she and her husband are going
to remain."
" Indeed ! I m.ust see Mr. Walter."
" Yes, do, sir. But won't you have nothing to take ?—You'll come home
to dinner, sir, won't you ? "
"No, I shall dine out," said Valentine, and he left the house at once
with the view of callin-:^ upon Walter. " Poor old gentleman !" he murmured, on his way, " he has been entering into some unsuccessful speculation. What an extraordinary passion is this love of wealth! An cJd man
like that, now, having plenty, to risk probably all that he possessed, with
a view of gaining more than he could possibly enjoy ! How is it that men
are never satisfied with that which they have ?" Before he had framed a
satisfactory answer to this que.stion he reached the door of Walter's
n
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1-esidence. " Mr. Goodman is not at home, sir," said the servant, in answer
to Valentine's inquiry.
" N o r Mrs. Goodman?"
" N o , sir; they went out with Mr. and
Mrs. Horace, and I don't expect them home before night."
Valentine perceived in a moment, by the unsteady eye and the hesitating speech of the girl, that what she had stated was not correct. He did
not, however, press the matter farther, but left his card, and bade her say
that he would call in the evening.
" Now, what shall I do with myself? " thought Valentine, as he walked
very leisurely from the house. " I wish that I knew a little more about
London. However, I must, I suppose, be content to take my chance."
And he continued to walk, without knowing or caring much where. He
had not, however, proceeded any very great distance before he came to an
old-fashioned red-brick building, on either side of the gates of which a
sentinel was walking, with a view to the uninterrupted circulation of his
blood.
" What place is this ? " he inquired, of one of these national guardians.
" Brish Museum," returned the sentinel, marvelling at his ignorance,
and walking away stiffly.
" T h e British Museum ! " said Valentine. " T h e very place I want to
see !" And be entered the courtyard at once, and, after looking with a
curious eye at a creature in a long wooden wig, and at a canoe of great
antiquity, which appeared to have been constructed by some ingenious
wild gentlemen out of the bark of a tree, he reached the hall, when, after
having purchased a catalogue of one individual, and delivered his stick to
another, he passed a well-stuffed rhinoceros that had evidently known what
it was to have a bullet or two in his body, and proceeded up-stairs, at the
top of which stood a few gigantic giraffes, with necks sufficiently long to
have enabled them to dine, without the slightest inconvenience, in an attic,
while standing outside the street door.
Having surveyed these lofty creatures, he passed through the rooms, in
which the specimens of various animals were so numerous that a student
in natural history might spend the full term of his natural life without
acquiring a perfect knowledge of their respective characteristics. These,
however, did not appear to the majority of the visitiors to be the most
attractive animals in this vast collection. The chief attraction seemed to
be centred in the visitors themselves, and from the number of nods of
recognition, and meetings by appointment which came under the immediate
cognizance of Valentine, he was naturally led to infer that this national
establishment was a national place of assignation ; and, after taking a good
look at a lobster that was pinned very closely to the wainscot, he proceeded
to the gallery of antiquities below.
This place he found very cool and pleasant. He there surveyed a legion
of little gods, which appeared to have been barbarously mutilated in their
infancy ; and then turned his attention to a number of young artists, who
had inspired the conviction that they were on the high road to immortal
fame. One was sketching a goddess without a nose; another was portraying a ram-headed lady ; a third was engaged upon a striking colossal fist;
a fourth was dra-wing the fragment of some hero, who appeared to have
lost the greater part of himself in some desperate battle ; a fifth, was
depicting an excellent woman, who had not only lost her head and one of
her shoulders, but out of whose arm a large piece appeared to have been
bitten, and who was represented kneeling behind a tablet well covered
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with exceedingly interesting hieroglyphics; while a sixth was engage^ upon
three bandy little deities, who looked as if they might have accomplished
great things in their time.
Valentine next passed on until he came to a figure of which a number of
persons appeared to be at that moment lost in admiration. This figure was
placed upon a huge block of stone, and although its face was by far the
most pleasing of them all, one side of its head had been chopped off
apparently with some heavy implement, while the left arm and shoulder,
with the whole of the body below the third rib, had been blown clean away.
On referring to his catalogue, Valentine found this to be the bust of
young Memnon ; and as certain elderly gentlemen who formed part of the
group were conversing on the subject of oracles in general, he listened with
considerable attention to their discourse, and found them to be exceedingly
communicative men.
" T h e r e is nothing," said one of the elderly persons, " t h a t can have so
great a tendency to prove the rapid progress of the human intellect as
an oracle. If any man of the present age were capable of even dreaming
that a mere mass of stone had the power to speak, he would be set down
at once as a natural fool ; yet to what an extent did the priests and false
prophets, the engastrimandi of the Greeks, ths magicians, the soothsayers,
and sorcerers of Rome, impose, in the remote ages, upon the superstitious
multitude!"
" S u r e l y , " thought Valentine, " t h o s e prophets and
priests knew nothing of ventriloquism ! "
" T h e y were artful cards, doubtless," observed a tall thin person, who
wore a very small pair of spectacles ; " but how did they manage it ? that
puzzles me. By what means were they able to carry on their games ? "
" It is utterly impossible to say," replied the elderly gentleman who had
started the subject. " I t is reported, you know, of the famous Kircher,
that, in order to undeceive the credulous people, and to account for certain
strange things relating to the celebrated Delphic Oracle, he fixed a tube in
his bedchamber, so that when persons came to his garden-gate, he could
hear them if they but whispered ; and by means of this tube he asked
questions and gave answers ; and that he afterwards removed it to his
museum and fixed it in a figure, so that it seemed to be animated, and
distinct sounds apparently issued from its m o u t h ; for he clearly supposed
that the pagan priests, by using such tubes, used to make the superstitious
believe that the idol itself returned answers to their questions. And there
can be no doubt that it was done by some trickery on the part of the
priests, who, when they found their power waning, sought to sustain it by
the performance of miracles of this kind."
" Was this Me77i7ion a vocal god ? " inquired the tall, thin gentleman.
" Of course he was, and one of the vei-y greatest."
" H e appears to have been a big one, but I can see no tube, nor any
place into which a tube could possibly have been inserted."
" It was not done with tubes ! " said Valentine to himself. " I n those
days I should have made an excellent miracle-monger ; I may as well try
the effect now; " when, placing himself in a favourable position, " Fools !"
he cried, in a deep sepulchral tone, making his voice proceed apparently
from the thick lips of Memnon, " T h i n k ye that Memnon was never
inspired?" T h e group at once shrank back appalled. Some felt quite
faint, as they stared at the statue and trembled, while the rest looked
amased at each other, but neither of them ventured to utter a word.
"AvaUHt I " shouted Valentine, through Memnon, " o r revere ! "
H 2

too

L I F E AND ADVENTURES OF

"Wonderful!" involuntarily exclaimed the old gentleman who had
been so severe upon the pious men of old.
" Wonderful ! " cried Valentine, sneeringly, "convince thyself! Test
my prophetic soul ! test i t ! Would'st thou know thy destiny ? Speak !"
" Y e - y e s ! " cried the old gentieman, who prided himself upon his
courage. " W h o ' s afraid?"
"Sacrifice t h e n ! " cried Memnon.
" Sacrifice ! " The astonished group again stared wildly at each other.
" Did you see his lips move ? " inquired one.
" I thought that I did ! "
replied another; " I fancied I saw them move."
" F o o l ! " exclaimed Memnon.
"Dost thou wish to insult me?
Think'st thou, idiot, the inspired Memnon would condescend to wag his
sacred lips like a grovelling mortal ? "
At this moment an individual who had a remarkably red face, and
whose breath told a tale about his having indulged recently in hot rumand-water, approached, and when the assumed fact of Memnon having
spoken had been communicated to him, he laughed very heartily as a
matter of course. "You will not believe it?—Speak to him and be
convinced," urged the stout, old gentleman, seriously. " Speak to him ?"
cried he with the florid face. " Speak to him?—Well, my old trump,
how's your mother?"
"Irreverent wretch!" exclaimed Memnon,
'indignantly ; ' " know thyself, and drink less rum ! "
" Hollo ! " cried the gentleman with the highly-coloured countenance.
"Hul-lo ! " and he closed one eye in order to have a good stare at the
statue with the other, while his mouth yawned wide open.
" A r e ye satisfied?" cried Memnon. "Learn to respect what ye cannot comprehend. I want repose. D'ye hear ? Avaunt ! and disturb me
no more ! " And Valentine was gratified to view the astonishment depicted
in the countenances of the group while engaged in conversing on the marvellous nature of that which they imagined they had witnessed.
Having heard these amazed individuals declare, that although they might
meet during their progress through life with many staunch unbelievers,
nothing on earth would ever be able to shake their faith in the assumed
fact that the oracle had absolutely spoken, Valentine proceeded to survey
the Elgin marbles, and derived much amusement from a couple of highlygifted connoisseurs, who were loudly and learnedly descanting on their
peculiar excellencies.
"Well, Jones," said one of these gentlemen,
"what do you think of them—eh?"——"Think of 'em!" cried Jones,
thrusting his hand into his ample coat pockets, " I wouldn't give twopence for the lot."
" You don't know the value of them, surely ?"
" I don't—if they're worth more money. Did you ever in all your born
days see such rubbish ? Why, I wouldn't pick 'em up in the street ! I
wouldn't own 'em ! If they belonged to me, I'd pitch the whole biling
into the Thames."
" But look, my dear fellow—^just look at the S3'mmetry "
"Symmetry! What's the good of that ? He ain't got no head, and
not above half a body. Where are his legs gone to ? Look at that arm
there, chopped all to smash at the elbow ! Symmetry ! come, that's
good. Why, I've got a lot of goddesses at home, that I gave fifteen-pence
for, that would, in point of symmetry, beat the whole biling into fits ! "
'' Bu/ their age, my dear fellow ! "
"Now, don't tell m e ! Just look at this woman here!—why there
ain't above a quarter of her left ! "
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" But you must look at the parts that are remaining ! "
" A n d so I just do ! There's nothing else to look a t ! It won't do, you
k n o w ; at least it won't do for me ! Hoiuever they can gammon the
people to believe that there's anything fine in such rubbish as this puts
me out altogether. There isn't one of 'em perfect, nor anything like it.
That fellow there's the best of the bunch, and they've smashed off the
biggest part of his corporation !—to have a post mortal examination I
s 'pose. Of all the rum trash that ever was scraped together, this bangs all !
—Come ! " he added, seizing the arm of his friend, and dragging him fro.m
the room ; " let's go and look at something a leetle worth while."
Valentine derived so much pleasure from the learned observations of
this individual, and the John-Bull-ish, solemn, self-satisfied air with which
those observations were made, that he left the Elgin marbles to follow him
and his friend, with the view of still further indulging his taste for the
sublime.
" T h i s is a pretty good-sized coffin," observed Mr. Jones, approaching
a ponderous granite sepulchre, the lid of which was held up by a strong
wooden frame, that the whole of the interior might be viewed.
" It
would hold a couple of dozen dead bodies well packed !
T h e water
couldn't get in very well here, I say, could it ? And as to the worms !
— they might try till they ground their teeth down to the level of their
gums before they'd be able to nibble their way through. This is just the
sort of coffin that I should like to have now—only it would cost so much
to carry it to the grave. It would take twenty men, and even then they'd
make a muddle of it.
Here's another of t h e m , " he added, as he crossed
to the opposite side ; " they appear to be fellows."
Now, as the lid of this happened to be down, and as it was perfectly
obvious that Mr. Jones had entered the Museum expressly in order to
be astonished, it recurred at once to Valentine that it would be a pity to
allow him to depart disappointed. H e , therefore, while apparently admiring an exceedingly broad Egyptian pedestal, introduced a quiet groan
into the sepulchre, as Jones was engaged in pointing out to his friend the
ridiculous character of certain hieroglyphics.
" H u s h ! h u s h ! " cried that gentleman, starting back suddenly, and
seizing the arm of his friend. " Hush ! " didn't you hear ? "
" I thought I heard something," observed his friend, whispering.
" H u s h ! hush-sh ! Listen ! " and Valentine sent in another groan.
" Send I may live !—'tis a man ! " exclaimed Jones.
" Impossible ! " cried his friend. " D o you know the age of this thing ? "
" I don't care a dump about the age ! If it is in its fifty millionth year,
it don't matter a button ; there's something alive in it now—listen again ! "
and the violence of his action drew several persons round,—of course,
anxious to ascertain what had caused so much excitement.
Now, Valentine happened to be by no means conversant with the
language of the Egyptians ; and, as he conceived that it might spoil the
whole thing if he ventured to speak, he confined himself simply to the
introduction of a long drowsy yawn, which he presumed to have been
-well understood in all ages and climes. Before he had finished yawning,
however, Jones again started up, and addressing an individual who was
sleeping in a chair, \\-ith a long white wand in his hand, cried, " H e r e !
he's been buried alive !—He's just awoke !—do you hear ? "
The individual with the wand opened his eyes, and scratched his head,
and approached, crying, " What's the matter ?—what's all this—eh ? "
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, / " Why, here's somebody been buried alive here," said Jones.
'' Pooh ! nonsense !—are you mad ? " cried the person with the wand,
assuming some considerable amount of official dignity.
" I don't care a straw what you say," returned Jones; " I know that
there's some one in there !—did you never hear of a man being buried in
a trance ?"
" Why, you must be insane !" cried the functionary. "That
tomb has been empty ever since before you and your grandmothers and
grandfathers before you were bom ! "
" I don't care a button how long it has been empty ! I'll bet fifty
pounds that there's some one in n o w ! "
" I certainly myself heard
something," observed a gentleman who had been attracted with others.
" O h , nonsense !" cried the official—"Why, it was only cleaned out
the other d a y ! "
" B u t satisfy yourself!" exclaimed Jones, really
wondering at the stubborn, cold-blooded incredulity of the man.
" I am—I am satisfied !" cried the official; but another yawn, which
Valentine dexterously introduced at the moment, caused him to start
back amazed. Down went his wand, and away he flew, in order to proclaim, as well as he could, the fact to his brother officers, who, inferring
from the highly-excited state of his nerves that something was the matter,
returned with him at once, with the view of rendering whatever assistance
the case might demand. The very moment, however, that the case was
explained, they treated the thing with an air of derision. They all laughed
as heartily as officials could laugh, and in a manner well calculated to be
extremely serviceable to them in a physical point of view—inasmuch as it
gave them great pain, as they had not had a really good laugh for an age.
"Why, Simpkins" cried one, "upon my soul, I didn't think you'd
been so soft ! " But Mr. Simpkins by no means regarded it as so excellent
a joke as they appeared to imagine. He took an altogether different view
of the matter; for although he felt perfectly sure that the tomb did not
contain an Egyptian, as he had seen it but a few days previously open and
empty, he was not quite so sure that the workmen, in closing the lid, had
not shut in some poor labourer, whom they had forgotten. He, therefore,
heeded not their derision ; but, being an extremely humane man, kept his
ear very close to the tomb, while they were laughing and joking with
glee by his side.
" F o r Heaven's s a k e ! " at length he exclaimed, " b e silent for a
moment! " But they would not be silent : they continued to laugh very
loudly, and very wantonly, until Jones and several others made an earnest
appeal to their humanities, begging them to hold their peace but for an
instant, in order that they themselves might be convinced that the sounds
were not the offspring of mere imagination.
"Well, let's give these very silly people a chance ! " cried one of the
men who had been so strongly moved to laughter. " L e t us listen to the
cries and groans of this mummy. Now hush !—^hush ! " And several of
those who had been thus enjoined to silence commenced groaning very
furiously—a feat which not only excited another peal of laughter, but
inspired Mr. Jones with much real indignation. " Inhuman wretches ! "
he exclaimed, '' assist me in raising the lid of this tomb. I t&ii you there's
some one inside; I know it; I'm sure of it; I'll bet any one of you fifty
pounds of it ! " And Mr. Jones produced a pocket-book containing a
mass of notes, which astonished the official eyes of the functionaries around
him, and caused them respectfully to open their ears. The effect was
electric. Their countenances dropped in a moment. A more powerful
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argument could not have been adduced, for they began to believe at once
that there must be something in it, and hence, to pay all due attention.
Finding that the general impression was that he whom they imagined to
be in the tomb was not an Egyptian, but a labourer, Valentine concluded
that as a labourer must of course mean an Irishman, he couldn't go very
far wrong if he gave them a spice of the brogue.
" Och !—what the blazes will I do, thin ? " he cried ; " be me sowl I'n?
clane didd althegidher entirely—murther ! "
" Now, what d'ye think of it ? " cried Simpkins, triumphantly.
" S o m e b o d y ' s there, sure e n o u g h ; " s a i d one of those who had previously treated the whole thing -with contempt. " B u t how could he get i n ? "
" N e v e r mind a d u m p , " cried Jones, " h o w he got in ; let's try to get
him out."
" D i r t h y wather to ye ! lit me thin have a brith of air—I'll
be shmudher'd complate wid th' want of it—och ! "
" But a moment, my good fellow—now—now give a lift ! " A n d
Mr. Jones and the whole of the officials put the palms of their hands to the
lid of the tomb, which, however, defied all their strength.
" Run,—run, for the workmen ! " cried Simpkins ; " bring them at once,
or the man will be a corpse ! " and two wand-bearers started off immediately for the men who were elsewhere engaged in the museum.
" W h a t a lucky thing it was that I happened to hear him ! " observed
Mr. Jones. " If I hadn't, the chances are that he'd never have come out
alive. I t was the merest miracle in nature, I heard him groan."
" W h y , " said Simpkins, " h e must have been in five days—the thing
hasn't been opened since Wednesday."
" Five d a y s ! " exclaimed
several of the visitors, in a breath, as a violent thrill of horror ran through
them. " Five days ! " and they made up their minds to see a skeleton.
" S h a l l nobody thrag me out o' t h i s ? " cried Valentine. " W i l l I be
shmudher'd at l a s t ? "
" W a i t a moment, my good fellow, wait but a
moment ! " cried Jones, putting his lips to the lid of the tomb.
" I n a moment I'm didd without d o u b t
I fale dhreadful. Arrah thin
you di-vils ! Is it thin at yer aise ye'd be afther shtanthiiig whin yer say
a boy murther'd to dith ! T a k e the top off complate, or be the sowl that's
inside o' m e — "
" Don't be impatient! " cried J o n e s — " You must not be impatient."
" It's i77ipatient yer mane ? Opin the top then, bad luck t'yer. Ain't it
just like a baste I've been thrated sure ? Opin the top ! "
At this moment the workmen arrived with their tools, and after some
slight delay—during which the imaginary Irishman was engaged in calling
out very fiercely—they succeeded in introducing a lever. This was no
sooner done than Valentine, perceiving that the game was nearly up, cried,
" It's all complately over wid me now. I'm quite murthered—I'm gone—
I'm at pace ! "—and turned round with a view to the full enjoyment of the,
scene.
T h e visitors were in a state of the most painful anxiety : the wandbearers felt scarcely able to breathe ; while the workmen perspired wiih
freedom, for the weight of the lid was immense. They did, howevei-,
eventually tuoceed in raising it sufficiently to enable them to examine the
interior, and this was no sooner accomplished than a dozen simultaneously
looked in, very naturally expecting to behold a fellow-creature l^mg
prostrate at the bottom.
^ .
" Where is he ? " cried one. " I can't see him ! " cried another.
" ^ot
here ! " cried a t h i r d — " t h e thing's empty ! "
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" O h , nonsense ! " shouted several of the visitors who were behind.
"Well, you'd better come and find him," said those who had looked,
giving way to the incredulous creatures who had not.
" Where can he be got to ? " inquired Mr. Jones.
" He was never there at all ! " cried the very official who had previously
laughed the very heartiest of the lot. " It's precisely what I said ! The
idea of a man being in ! How could he have got there ?"
" D o you mean to say," observed Jones, " that you don't think a man
was in this thing at all ? "
" I do," replied the official, very firmly.
" Then /"mean to say you know nothing about it. The go is a rum go
—a very rum go ; but isn't a man to believe his own ears ? I heard him
myself ! Didn't you, sir ?—and you ?" As several of the visitors bore
testimony to the fact of their having heard some voice proceed from the
tomb, Jones continued, " Of course, we all heard it ! One may be
deceived, or two, or even three may be deceived, but we can't all be
deceived ! "
" Well, where is he now?—where is he?"
" That's jist the very pint
that I can't make out : it's in fact the only pint to be considered." And
the point was Considered—very deeply considered ; but the consideration
yielded nothing bearing even the semblance of a conjecture ! They could
not conceive how a man could have escaped, nor could they believe that
no man had been there. They examined the tomb minutely again and
again, but failed to find even so much as a crack to give weight to any
opinion having reference to the exit of anything like a human being. They
still, however, tried very hard—very hard indeed—to reconcile the fact of
their having heard the voice of a man with the fact of no man being there;
and as Valentine's appetite began to be troublesome, he left them engaged
in unravelling that mystery which he perfectly well knew they were unable
to solve.

CHAPTER

XVI.

The Sale of Goodman's Property by Walter, and the extraordi7ia7y Stoppage
thereof by Vale7itine.
HAVING dined at the first decent tavern he came to, Valentine started for
poor Goodman's house ; but as he found it locked up and entirely deserted,
he proceeded at once to the residence of Walter, with the view of ascertaining, if possible, the cause of this unusually sudden change. On reaching
the house, he found the servant at the door, and in answer to his numerous
inquiries, the girl told an interesting tale about how Mr. Goodman, her
master, had been out all the day with her mistress; how Mr. and Mrs.
Horace had been out all day with them ; how they were all out together on
some pressing business then, and how she didn't expect they would be
home before midnight " I ' l l leave a note for your master," said Valentine ; " I suppose I shall find a pen and ink in the parlour ? "
" Oh," said the girl, placing herself before him, "missis has locked up
the parlour ; she always does when she goes out for any time."
" Has she locked up the drawing-room, too ? " inquired Valentine.
"Yes, sir. There's a tavern over the way—if you'll write a note there,
sir, if you please, I'll be sure to give it m.-ister, directly he comes honie,"

VALENTINE VOX.

I05

At this moment Walter, quite unconscious of the door being open, rushed
out of the parlour in his morning-gown and slippers, and •s\as about to go
up-stairs, when he caught a glance of Valentine in the passage.
" Oh ! how do you do ? " he cried, making an awkward attempt to conceal the confusion into which he h a d been thrown. " H a p p y to see you !
—most happy !—walk in ! " And he gave a most withering look at the
girl, although it was clearly by no means her fault.
On entering the parlour, Valentine found the whole family engaged in
the perusal of a mass of papers, with which the table had been strewed ;
and although they received him with much affected pleasure, he perceived
in a moment that he was an unwelcome guest.
" So the old buffer's bolted and left you in the lurch," observed Horace,
tiying to concea''. the iron safe which belonged to Goodman. " I t ' s just
like the old out-and-outer."
" I hope nothing serious has occurred,"
observed Valentine.
" O h , not a ha'p'orth of i t ! Serious! no chance of t h a t , " returned
Horace. " B u t you know he's such a jolly old rum un ; there's no such
thing as holding him any h o w . "
" I feared," said Valentine, " that he had entered into some unsuccessful
speculation, and had thus become involved."
" S p e c u l a t i o n ! " cried Horace. " C o m e , that's r i c h ! W h y , did you
ever suppose that a cove of his kidney had half enough pluck to
"
" M y dear Horace, how you do t a l k ! " interrupted Mrs. Goodman,
" w h e n you know that he has been speculating
"
" Oh ! ah ! exactly ! " said Horace, who had forgotten his part.
" T h e fact is," said Walter, " h e has been dabbling a littie, and that has
rendered it inexpedient for him to be seen for a week or two—you understand ? " Valentine nodded, for he did understand what they wished him
to understand ; but no more. There is something behind, thought he.
These speeches and secret looks mean somet/mig.
" A n d what do you think of doing, my trump.?" said Horace, as Valentine -was steadily watching their actions. " Do you mean to remain here
in this little village, or do you mean to cut back ? "
" Why, the thing is so sudden, I've not at present made up my mind.
Of course, I shall eventually return."
" M y brother," observed Waltei,
" in his letter to me, states that he should advise you to return at once, and
that when everything is settled he shall again be most happy to see you."
" H a d he written to 7ne to that effect," said Valentine, " I should
doubtless have acted at once upon his advice ; but as he has not—and I
cannot but think it most extraordinary that he has n o t — I feel justified in
looking to my own feelings for a guide."
" We ought, I'm sure, to make a thousand apologies," observed Mrs.
Goodman, as she pinned three pieces of parchment together, and marked
them ; " but I hope that the next time you favour us with a visit we shall
not be so deeply engaged."
"^ Where do you think of holding out now ? " inquired Horace.
" I hardly know, yet," replied Valentine.
" I ' m sorry," said Mrs.
Goodman, " t h a t we have not a bed to offer you ; but we shall be truly
happy to see you whenever you will favour us with a call."
" M y boxes," said Valentine; " I suppose that if I s^nd for them tomorrow, I can have t h e m ? "
" M o s t certainly, my dear sir," replied
Walter ; " I'll see that they are safely delivered myself."
" W e l l , ta, ta, my tuhp, if you will g o , " cried Horace : " t a k e care of
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yourself, and let's know where you are ! " Valentine promised to do so,
and after taking leave of the ladies, was attended to the door by Walter,
who displayed an extraordinary degree of politeness ; and left the house
fully convinced that something was exceedingly wrong. As he wandered
down the street, reviewing steadily all that he had seen, it occurred to him
that in a window immediately opposite the house in which he and poor
Goodman had resided he had noticed a card on which was printed
" APARTMENTS FOR A SINGLE GENTLEMAN; " and as he strongly suspected foul play, and felt that by engaging those apartments he should be
able to watch the movements of Walter and his family unseen, he went at
once to the house—came to terms with the widow by whom it was kept,
and after stating the fact of his having lived opposite—a fact which appeared
to be perfectly well known—^took immediate possession.
He had not been seated long at his window, which commanded, of
course, a full view of Goodman's house, when he saw Walter, Horace, his
wife, and her servant, with two workmen, enter. The moment they were
in, the door closed, and soon after the workmen were seen in the drawingroom, and then at the windows above, where they appeared to be receiving
instructions from Walter, with reference to the removal of certain fixtures,
and shortly afterwards quitted the house with him, leaving in charge of it
Horace and his wife. As the evening drew on, the shutters were closed,
and all seemed secured for the night, when Valentine, who had had but
little sleep the night previously, in consequence of having persecuted Beagle
with the cats, had a very early supper, and retired.
In the morning the whole family were at work long before he was up,
and throughout the entire day they were busily engaged with clerks,
carpenters, and porters, with green aprons, examining, tying up, and lotting the furniture. Valentine watched their actions narrowly, and towards
the evening slipped out, took a coach, and called himself for his boxes,
without apparently noticing the confusion that prevailed; and, after
driving right away, that they might not know where he resided, came back
to his lodgings unseen. That night, about ten, a cart came to the door,
and when a number of baskets, which evidently contained plate, china, and
glass, had been deposited therein with care, it drove off, when Valentine
watched it to the house of Walter, saw it emptied, and returned.
Nothing more was removed that night, but early the following morning
three large vans were loaded with great facility. Walter appeared to be
extremely anxious for them to start, and when they did start Valentine
followed, and saw their contents deposited at the rooms of an auctioneer.
He then knew, of course, that they were to be sold off, and as he saw
by the papers that a sale of household furniture was to take place the
following day at those rooms, he resolved to be there, in order to fathom
the thing, if possible, to the bottom. Accordingly, at twelve the next day
he started ; and, having arrived at the entrance, on either side of which
were exhibited a variety of catalogues and placards, he proceeded up a
long narrow passage, and then ascended a small flight of steps, which
led immediately into the sale-room. In the centre of this room stood
a circular table, round which certain children of Israel were seated, with a
view to securing all bargains to themselves, while behind them stood
small mobs of people of the same persuasion, conversing on the expediency
of giving certain sums for certain lots, and of out-bidding any Christian
person who might have a desire to purchase those lots " worth the
money."
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The moment Valentine entered he looked round for Walter and his
amiable family, whom, in a short time, he saw in a state of great consternation, which had evidently been induced by his unexpected presence.
He seemed, however, to take no notice of them ; but apparently directed
the whole of his attention to those who, by constantly attending these salerooms, raise fortunes upon Fortune's ruins. Before he had concluded this
minute survey, a tall, white-faced personage entered the room, and, having
jumped upon the circular table, shut himself quietly in a juvenile pulpit,
made a sort of speech touching the matter in hand, stuck an eye-glass very
dextrously between his cheek-bone and his brow, and brought forth his professional hammer. He was a remarkably short-sighted person, and had to
bring his head down within an inch of the catalogue, in order to ascertain the exact number of the first lot; and when this had been accomplished to his entire satisfaction, he very delicately scratched his head ;
when after having slightly rubbed his nose he coughed twice with spirit,
gave several a-hems ! and then boldly commenced operations.
The first lot was put up and knocked down without even the slightest
interruption from Valentine ; for, although he had made up his mind to
stop the sale, he had, of course, to wait until he ascertained precisely how
the thing was conducted ; but when the second lot came—which happened to be poor Goodman's writing-desk, worth about forty or fifty shillings
—he felt himself sufficiently aufait to begin. '' A pound," said a Jew-looking gentleman.
" One pound is bid," said the auctioneer.
"Thirty shillings," cried Valentine, in an assumed voice, of course.
"Thirty shillings; a splendid rose-wood writing-desk, secret drawers
complete, for thirty shillings."
" T w o pounds," cried Valentine, in a different voice.
" Two pounds bid—goi7ig for two pounds ! "
" Five," said an Israelite.
" Five—two five—for two pounds five "—when, as this was the highest
legitimate offer, Valentine's voices had it all their own way—"Goi7igiox
two five ! "
" Two pounds ten," cried Valentine.
'' Two ten—two pounds ten. Any advance on two ten ? "
"Three pounds."
" Three bid ; three pounds—"
"Ten."
" Thank you—three te>' \ This elegant writing-desk going
for three ten."
" Four pounds."" Four pounds bid. Any advance on io\xrpound."
" Four pounds ten."
" Four ten in two places ; four ten. This most
valuable writing-desk going for four ten."
"Fifteen ".
" Four fifteen—four fik&e.n—goi7ig for four fifteen."
" Five pounds."
" Five pounds bid : no advance on five pound ? "
" Five pounds ten."
" Five ten—for five ten-^going for five pounds ten. I'm sure the value
of it cannot be generally known. Any advance on five ten? "
" Six pounds."
" Six pounds—this is really a most valuable desk—
six pound—going for only six poiuid."
" Ten."Six ten—six pound—going for six ten."
" Seven bid—seven pounds—any advance on seven pounds—going for
seven !" and down went the hammer.
The Israelites marvelled exceedingly, and began to reproach themselves for not bidding higher ; feeling perfectly certain that in one of the drawers either "Otes, gold, or
diamonds were secreted, " What name for this writing-desk ? "
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"Goodman!" cried Valentine, assuming Goodman's voice, at which
Walter and his family started up, amazed and trembling, as they looked
round the room in the full expectation of seeing Goodman himself The clerk
went to the spot from which the voice appeared to proceed, but no
purchaser could be found. " W h o purchased this writing-desk?" demanded the auctioneer; but no answer was returned.
"Putsh te pargain up againsh," cried an Israelitish gentleman ; "tatsh
te fairesht vay my tear, tatsh te fairesht vay ! " and it was put up again,
and as the Jews bid higher, under the impression that it contained something
valuable, Valentine easily ran it up again to seven pounds, when the
auctioneer, whose sight was not sufficiently strong to enable him to see who
had bid, stopped to inquire the name of the bidder; " Who bids seven
pounds ? " said he.
" Goodman ! " cried Valentine.
" Cootmansh againsh ! " cried a Jew ; " arl for Cootmansh ! "
The clerk looked again for the purchaser, while the violence with which
Walter and his family trembled had the effect of confirming the suspicion
of foul play which Valentine had so deeply inspired. Had they murdered
poor Goodman, thought he, they could not be more alarmed at the sound
of his voice ; and" the idea of their having murdered him seemed to be,
under the circumstances, quite reasonable. "This is very extraordinary,"
observed the auctioneer, when he found that no purchaser came forward.
" If there be any persons here who have come with a viev/ of creating confusion, they had better leave before they are turned out !—our time cannot be wasted in this way. Put the desk aside," he added, addressing the
porter, "and let's have the next lot.
The next lot, gentlemen, is.an
elegant silver-gilt tea-service, milk-jug, and finely-chased basin, complete.
What shall we say for this elegant service ? " From thirty shillings the
Jews ran it up to four pounds, and from four pounds Valentine ran it up to
ten, when, of course, on its being knocked down no purchaser was discoverable.
" What's the meaning of this?" demanded the auctioneer, indignantly.
" Who is the purchaser of this lot ? "
" GOODMAN ! " cried Valentine ; and Mrs. Walter uttered a loud shriek,
and fainted.
" C o t plesh ma hart! Cootmansh?—veresh Goodmansh ? Nothing
put Cootmansh ! " and the whole of the Israelites looked round amazed as
Mrs. Walter was borne insensible from the room.
Under any other circumstances Valentine would have rushed to her assistance ; but the impression that she must have been a party to the execution of some dark design upon Goodman caused him to regard whatever
pain he might have inflicted a measure of retributive justice. Indeed,
so perfectly convinced did he feel that the absence of Goodman had been
induced with a view to the promotion of some villanous object, that he
absolutely saw with delight Walter straggling with those feelings which
his conscience had created.
" Very extraordinary," observed the
auctioneer. " I f this course be pursued it will be utterly impossible to go
on with the sale."
"Veresh Cootmansh!" cried the Jew. " V a t ish he? Letsh know
vat he ish !—tatsh te properish vay, ma tear, to shettle arl tish."
" Will Mr. Goodman step forward?" said the auctioneer ; and at that
moment Walter, being unable to stand, fell into the arms of Horace, who,
aided by a broker, carried him into an adjoining room.
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" Te shentilmansh fainted arl avay," cried an Israelite. " Vatsh to pe
tun wit tish lotsh ? "
" Put it aside," said the bewildered auctioneer. " T h e next is a pier
glass with richly-carved frame. What shall we say for it ? "
The Jews bid with their accustomed liberality, and then Valentine commenced, and when the thing had been knocked down for five times its
value, the name of the purchaser was called for again, and the reply was
again " Good}?ia7i."

" Shtill Cootmansh !—he'll puy ush arl upsh," cried a Jew, whose bright
sally was received with a loud burst of Israelitish merriment. " It's of no
use going on thus," said the auctioneer, warmly. " I must ascertain the
meaning of this," and he bounced out of his pulpit and proceeded to the
room into which the trembling, conscience-stricken Walter had been carried.
During the whole of the time he was there, the Jews were laughing and
joking with infinite glee. One of them, seizing the greasy hat of another,
called out, " Mishter Cootmansh, ma tear !—vill you pid for tish lotsh ? "
This produced another loud burst of laughter, which lasted till the
auctioneer returned. "Well, gentlemen, let us proceed," said he, on
remounting his pulpit, and the next lot was brought by the porter and put
up, and bid for with precisely the same result, when the auctioneer really
began to exhibit strong symptoms of pent-up rage. At length Valentine
cried in a loud commanding voice, which apparently proceeded from the
other end of the room, " Who authorized this sale ? "
"Mr. Goodman," replied the auctioneer.
" Cootmansh ! Veil, shtrike ma !" exclaimed all the tribe, in a breath.
" He has no authority," cried Valentine. " T h e goods are not his."
"Veil, vatsh tat mattersh, ma tear?" said several of the Israelites,
looking towards the s.pot from which the voice had apparently proceeded.
" Te shentelmansh reshponsible, ve shposh, if he shtole 'em ! "
"Will that gentleman accompany me into the other room?" said the
auctioneer, who was really a respectable man, and who had inferred from
the highly excited state of Walter's feelings that something was wrong.
"Will he be kind enough to follow m e ? " he added, going again towards
the room in which Walter was still trembling. No one followed, but in
he went, and the Jews became more and more lively. They still called
for Goodman to bid for the various articles which they held in their hands.
"Vill you puy ma stockingsh, Misther Cootmansh? " cried one of them.
"Vat vill you pid for ma shirtsh ? " cried another. " Heresh a coot pair of
beautiful pootsh," cried a third, as he forced the legs of his neighbour upon
the table, and displayed a much-worn pair of bluchers, while a fourth
cried, " Shelp ma ! I'll shell my own shelf to Mishter Cootmansh ! " The
auctioneer returned, and, having mounted his desk, said, " Gentlemen,
I'm sorry to inform you that this sale cannot proceed." This announce•ment was met with a burst of much Israelitish murmuring. " I am sorry,"
he continued, " as sorry as any of you can be, but I will not be a party to
anything wrong—(Cries of " Vy notsh ? You're intemnified, I shposh ? ")—
No indemnity, gentlemen, will do for me, unless I'm satisfied that all is
correct"—an observation which was treated with marked contempt by
the Israelites generally. " I will not detain you any longer, gentlemen,
and can only express my sorrow that I have taken up so much of your
valuable time."
The countenances of the tribe at this moment developed much daik
indignation, and by degrees their murmurings swelled into a loud Jewish
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yell, which seemed to threaten extensive destruction. The fact of its being
suspected that all was not right appeared to possess the sharpest sting,
for they looked at the loss of what they thereby might have gained. In
vain the auctioneer endeavoured to calm them. They would not be
pacified. " I'll preak arl te cootsh in de plash ! " cried one. "Vatsh you
mean by making foolsh of us ?" shouted another. " Vy don't you go on
mit de sale ? *' cried a third, and the auctioneer perceiving their rage likely
to increase, left the room, followed by the indignant sons of Israel, who
hooted, yelled, and pushed him about, until he had locked himself securely
in an office below; when Valentine, who had then no desire to see Walter,
or any part of his family, quitted the place with the Jewish stream.

CHAPTER

XVII

Valenti7ie visits Guildhall.—Becomes acquainted with those a7icient and
respectable Warrio/s, Gog and Magog, to whom he impa7-ts Speech pro
tem., and then proceeds to discuss Matters of Perso7ial Impo7ia7ice with the
eloquent Mmtibers of the Court of Comi/iozi Cottncil.
W H . \ T a thimble-rig is human life !—the thimbles being the emblems
of fate : the peas the types of its slippery chances. How mortals gamble
at this " rig," even from the cradle to the grave ! They fix intently on a
pea, and see it covered : they watch its windings, firmly convinced of its
whereabouts ; they back that firm conviction with a stake ; and when they
lose, they lavish curses on their adverse stars ; but should they win, how
pleasantly they swindle themselves into the belief of the fact being
attributable solely to their own acuteness !—they cannot tolerate the
slightest reference to the power by which the thimbles move—that power
which holds the pea at pleasure to place it where it will. A moment's
reflection will enable all well-disposed persons to perceive that this juggle,
which has been so vehemently denounced, really comprehends all human
actions, and that its invention—if an invention it may be called—may be
traced clearly back, without any mistake to " t h e good old days of Adam
and Eve." Now, in this most remarkable " r i g , " Valentine began to
take an extremely active part. He congratulated himself very naturally
upon,the skill with which he found out the furniture-pea ; but there yet was
a pea which he had to discover, and that pea was Goodman. His energies
were therefore directed to the task of ascertaining under what earthly
thimble poor Goodman could be found. Bent upon this object, he, on the
morning after the day of the intended sale by auction, started for the city
for the purpose of consulting with Mr. St. Ledger, the merchant upon
whom Goodman had called on his way to the steam-packet wharf. The
Royal Exchange clock, as he passed, struck twelve, and the chimes were
playing merrily the favourite tune of " .See the conquering hero comes ! "
as he entered the office of Mr. St. Ledger, and luckily found that gentleman disengaged.
" I have called," observed Valentine, after the usual brief ceremonies
had been performed, " t o solicit your advice in a matter which to me
appears very extraordinary."
-"Well, my young friend, what is i t ? "
inquired Mr. St. Ledger; "you may command my best judgment; but
-vrigr net solicit the advice of friend Goodman ? "
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" I t is precisely because I cannot find h i m , " returned Valentine.
" W h a t ! have you not seen him since you called upon me before ?—did
you not find him at home ? "
" H e has not been at home since; and I therefore wish to know by what
means I can ascertain where he is to be found."
" Upon my word, I can't guess. H a v e you been to his brother ? "
" I have ; and he says, that in consequence of some unsuccessful speculation, he is at present compelled to keep out of the way."
" Indeed ! " exclaimed Mr. St. Ledger, as he pulled down a thick heavy
book, and referred to a certain page with some apparent anxiety. " It's
very, very singular," he continued, having closed the book with an air of
satisfaction, " that / s h o u l d have known nothing about it. Speculation !—•
oh ! Spanish, of course. Very foolish ! I could have told him all about
i t ; but if men will act without advice in matters of this kind, they must, of
course, take the consequences. Don't, however, disturb yourself about it.
It will all come round right by-and-by, I dare say. Foolish man !—
foolish man ! "
" But is it not extraordinary that
"
" God bless my life, not at all ! I know fifty in the same predicament,
and in another week,—mark my words,—we shall hear of fifty more. I
know i t ; I'm sure of i t ; I'd stake my existence upon it. I saw how it was
going from the
first."
" But the whole of his furniture
"
" My dear young friend," interrupted Mr. St. Ledger, " w h e n you are
older you'll know more ; " and having made this remarkable observation,
he placed his hand firmly upon Valentine's shoulder, and in a lower tone
added, " Don't say a single syllable about it to any soul. You may injure
his credit materially. H e may be involved in other matters, you know ;
and if so, men will pounce upon him like tigers, as they ever do, when
there happens to be anything like a screw loose.
i
" But I fancied tliat he was a man of some considerable property."
f. " A n d so he is ; but men don't let their property sleep. F e w men are
able to pay all demands at an hour's notice.
You have heard of a run
upon the b a n k ? — S a m e thing—same thing.
Foolish man ! H e ' d no
business to do anything of the s o r t ; but make no stir, no noise, no inquiries:
not a word on the subject to any single soul, if you don't wish to injure his
credit."
Valentine had certainly no wish to do that, and as he found that he
could get nothing more from Mr. St. Ledger, who treated the whole thing
as a business-like matter of course, he left the office considerably relieved :
albeit, when he reflected upon the extraordinary conduct of Walter in the
sale-room, as he imitated Goodman's voice, he still felt that there was
something at the bottom of the affair which had not entered into Mr.
St. Ledger's purely commercial calculations. H e therefore resolved to
keep an eye upon the family, and just as he had made up his mind to be
silent for a time, he crossed a well-built, business-like street, at the bottom
of which stood an old-fashioned edifice, whose front was a d o m e d with a
couple of rampant s.nd highly-respectable-looking griffins, that seemed
to be grinning with remarkable energy at a huge cauliflower cap which
stood between them, and digging their claws into an innocent heart whieh
already contained a dagger, and which with the griffins, surmounted the
motto of " Domiiu Dirige Nos."
As the gates of this remarkable edifice stood open, and as persons were
walking in and out with freedom, he at once passed the portal, a n d entered
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a fair-sized hall with a flag-stone floor, two apologies for galleries, four
groups of sculpture upon rather lofty pedestals, and a queerly-stained
-window at each end. As Valentine entered, the place seemed to wear a
vacant hungry aspect; but on turning to the western extremity, he perceived an interesting couple of full-blown gentlemen on guard, and concluded, that if they had been trained in that hall, it was clearly no place
for the genius of starvation. As these two gigantic gentlemen seemed to
form the chief attraction, Valentine approach3d them with a view to a
more minute survey. The first that he examined sported a pair of white
trousers, which he had outgrown considerably, and he stood in his shirtsleeves quite ready for sction. His breast was adorned with a broad crimson scarf, and in his right hand he held a long pole, from the top of which
hung a ball studded with spikes, invented obviously to puzzle the brains of
all with whom they might come in immediate contact. This personage
looked down very mournfully, albeit his countenance was very much flushed,
and his brows were adorned with a painted wooden circlet, which conveyed
to the imaginative the idea of a wreath of laurels. The other was a bolderlooking fellow altogether, but even he looked as if he had not for some
time been quite comfortable in his mind. He wore a green tunic, held a
shield in one hand, and a spear in the other, while his sword-belt and
sandals were so painted as to impart a correct notion of sapphires, rubies,
and pearls.
Just as Valentine had concluded his survey of these warriors, two pale,
thin, diminutive individuals approached. They were Spitalfiekls weavers,
and had been conducted to that quarter of the world to receive a magisterial admonition for hunting an old cow, which, by some stretch of the
imagination, they had conceived to be a mad bull.
" My hi. Bill ! vot a vunner ! " exclaimed one of these young gentlemen.
"Jist on'y twig his shanks ! Vy, it'd taken seven yards and a arf o' thrums
on'y to make that 'ere cove a pair o' garters !"
" Vich is Gog and vich is Magog ? " inquired his companion, who was
an emblem of simplicity in his way.
" Vy him in the smalls ! " replied the other, " an they both on em cuts
avay to dinner ven they 'ears that 'ere clock strike vun."
'' Vorker ! " observed his companio.n, as with a knowing wink he
pointed to his left shoulder, " tell that to the moreens."
" Vel, on'y jist vait till they 'ears it, an' then you'll be conwinced," said
the other. " T h e m 'ere's the on'y two vich Jack the Giant-killer couldn't
vop,"—an observation which induced his companion to gaze upon the longbearded giant with mingled admiration and amazement.
" Well! exclaimed Valentine, imparting a deeply indignant tone to the
great Gog ; " what are you staring at—eh ? "
The greener individual gicasped the arm of his guide, and as he was at
ths moment in the act of shrinking back, the additional impetus knocked
him fairly down, and his friend fell heavily upon him.
"Away ! " cried Gog, through the immediate instrumentality of Valentine. " How dare you insult my friend ! " exclaimed Magog, through
precisely the same medium ; " Retreat ! " and the two little terror-stricken
weavers scrambled up with all imaginable alacrity, and rushed towards the
portal. The moment they had reached it, a personage, evidently high in
office, enveloped in a robe trimmed tastily with fur and embellished with
an immense gold chain, preceded by a military-looking individual, with a
marshal's hat in one hand and a staff in the other, and a graver-looking
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person, who carried a remarkably long sword, happened to be proceeding,
with unequivocal solemnity, into the hall, from the gaily emblazoned
carriage, from which he had just alighted. Against those who composed
this truly dignified procession the little weavers ran, most certainly without
premeditation, and almost unconsciously, but with so much force, that in
an instant the personage adorned with the chain was on the ground, with
the two little weavers struggling desperately upon him. The bearer of
the long sword, and the military-looking individual, at once dropped their
dignity and rushed to his assistance, while several minor officials tried to
secure the little weavers, who managed, however, to bob through their
hands like a couple of small silver-eels, and succeeded eventually in getting
right away.
The affectionate concern manifested by those around towards the personage who had been so unceremoniously laid low was excessive. Their
apprehensions for the safety of his person as a whole, and for the perfect
integrity of each particular limb, were unspeakable. They could not by
any process make up their minds to believe that he was unhurt : they were
perfectly certain that he had been in the receipt of some serious injury;
and it was not until he had earnestly reiterated his assurances that all was
quite right, that the procession moved slowly and solemnly across the hall,
and then up a flight of steps into a long narrow passage. " To what place
does that lead ? " inquired Valentine of a person who was standing very
thoughtfully with his thumbs stuck firmly in the arm-holes of his waistcoat.
"Which? That? Oh, to all sorts of offices, and rooms, and courts,
and places," replied that thoughtful person.
" Indeed ! " observed Valentine, gratefully acknowledging the extremely
explicit character of the information ; " i s there anything of importance
going forward?"
" W h y , I s'pose," said the communicative creature,
"they're agoing for to hold a Court of Aldermen, I shouldn't wonder, or
something of that sort, no doubt, but I don't exactly k n o w ; " and he
walked towards the statue of the great Lord Chatham.
In Valentine's mind the idea of an alderman was associated with all
that is fat. Steaming spectres of barons of beef, venison, turtle, ox-tail,
and mulligatawny flitted vividly across his imagination the very moment he
heard the sound of the name. He expected to see them all with glorious
countenances, adorned, of course, with rich purple pimples, and noses resembling fine bunches of grapes, with double chins, immense backs, and
bellies immeasurable, extending, in fact, so far forward as to render it impossible for any one of them to catch even a glimpse of his toes, which, as
a natural matter of course, he conceived must be gouty. He had, from his
earliest infancy, been led to believe, by every print which had even the
smallest pretensions to a faithful portrayal of aldermanic characteristics,
that all aldermen, and the Lord Mayor especially, must be beefy-faced,
broad individuals, whose capacious paunches imparted to them the power
of gorging and stowing away quantities of rich food. He, therefore, at
once made up his mind to proceed up the passage, placed a coin into the
open hand of a person in a blue stuff gown, and requested to be shown at
once into the Court.
" It ain't a Court of Aldermen to-day," said that person.
" Well, what is it then ? "
" It's a Court of Common Council."
"Indeed ! who presides ? "
" Vy, the Lord Mayor, in course ! "
" Oh, that will do," said Valentine, and into the Chamber he went;
but as he saw a small, thin-faced personage' in the chair—the \-ery perI
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sonage, in fact, whom he had seen knocked down by the little weavers—
he felt perfectly sure that there must be some mistake ! He, therefore,
came out at once, and addressing the individual in the gown, said, " I
wanted to go into the other court !"
" Vot other court ? "
" Why, the Court of Common Council."
" Veil ! that is the Court of Common Council! "
"Indeed," observed Valentine, with an expression of increduhty;
"when will the Lord Mayor arrive ? "
" T h e Lord Mayor has arrived ! That's him m the cheer."
Valentine looked as if he meant to pin the man to the wall. " Do you
mean to tell me," said he, "that that little man is the real Lord
Mayor ?"
" In course he's the real un, a7td nothink else," replied the man. " Don't
you see his goold chain, and the sword of jistice afore him ! "
" W e l l , " thought Valentine, "this is extraordinary. Has he been
ill?" he inquired.
" Hill ? no ; vot made you think of that ere ? "
" Simply because he seems to be wasted almost wholly away."
" O h , he never was bigger," replied the man. " H e was always the
same size since I Ttnow'd him, and a good size too."
Valentine again felt amazed.
" I s it possible," thought he, "that a
person so small can be the Lord Mayor of London ! Why, he is only
the ghost of a Lord Mayor !—the mere skeleton of one ! If the whole
of the aldermen at the present day are anything like the same size, what
a strangely degenerate race they must be !"
With such reflections as these he re-entered the court, which was really
an unique and a well-arranged place, not certainly quite so large, but far
more elegantly fitted up than the House of Commons was at that period.
At the extremity sat the president, who, in spite of the unjustifiable
incredulity of Valentine, was the real Lord Mayor, while on either side
of the chamber compact rows of civic senators were arranged on remarkably well-stuffed benches, and they all looked extremely nice and
comfortable, except when they ventured to rise. Valentine could not
help smiling at the change which the mere act of rising induced in the
countenances of the honourable members generally. When sitting they
appeared to be perfectly at ease, confidence glowed upon their cheeks,
and they looked as fierce as Bengal tigers whenever the development of
fierceness was deemed essential to the safe conveyance of an idea of opposition to any sentiment advanced ; but when they rose they became as pale
as spectres, and actually trembled.
There were, however, two or three
honourable exceptions, who laid about them, right and left, -with extraordinary force and effect, as men who are great among little ones will.
Valentine had no desire to interrupt business. He, therefore, waited
with patience until all the important questions of the day had been duly
considered, when he felt that he might as well enliven the honourable
members, of whom the majority—as was indeed under the circumstances
extremely natural—manifested a strong inclination to sleep.
Accordingly, as a prosy individual was proceeding to explain how
essential to the security of the city's health it was that a certain Augean
stable, which formed a short arm of the Thames, should be purified,
Valentine ventured to cry, " Enough ! " making his voice proceed apparently from the other end of the court.
" M y Lord Mayor," said the honourable member, who was then on
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his l e g s ; " i t may, my Lord Mayor, be ' e n o u g h ' for the honourable
members opposite. Everything in nature is, ' e n o u g h ' for them. T h e y
would have things remain as they are.
T h e y would have, my Lord
Mayor, they would have everything stagnant.
They would have, not
a huge heap of physical filth alone, but one chaotic mass of moral muck,
that nature might wallow in reeking corruption. T h e y would have, my
Lord Mayor, the city covered with intellectual chickweed, spreading its
contagious influence from Temple Bar to Aldgate P u m p ! '—a highly
poetical observation, which was loudly cheered by the honourable members
on the eloquent gentleman's side, of whom several cried, sotto voce,
" W a l k into him !—give it him home !—sarve him out ! "
" T h e y would
h a v e , " continued the speaker, " they would have, my Lord M a y o r " —
" Sit down ! " cried Valentine.
" O h ! of course ! doubtless," resumed the orator, in a highly sarcastic
tone. " They would like me, my Lord Mayor, to
"
" Stick to the question ! " cried Valentine, " T h e question," observed
the speaker, " i s the very thing to which I do stick ! It is solely in consequence of my sticking to the question that makes me
"
" A n idiot! " cried Valentine. " D o w n ! Don't expose yourself."
" Order ! order ! order ! " shouted several honourable members ; while
several others chuckled at the prospect of a somewhat lively scene.
" Will the honourable member who was pleased to m a k e that observation stand forth like a man ? " cried the eloquent speaker, very loudly, and
with no inconsiderable wrath.
Valentine inquired the name of an honourable member who happened
to be asleep in one corner of the court, and having ascertained his name
to be Snobson, proceeded, in various voices, to call upon Mr. Snobson
for a prompt and unconditional apology. T h e name was loudly reiterated
by honourable members, who felt sure that Snobson was the man, and
that he was then feigning asleep, for the sole purpose of avoiding detection.
At length the calls for Snobson became so loud, that that gentleman
awoke, and, after energetically rubbing his eyes, begged naturally enough
to know why he was called upon, seeing that he had no motion to bring
before the court. His innocence, however, was felt to be assumed, and
it was held that such an assumption ought not to protect him. They
therefore called still more energetically, " Snobson ! Snobson ! " accompan)dng that call with the demand for a most ample apology.
Mr. Snobson felt confused. ( l e was a stout, stumpy person, but still he
felt confused. H e looked pale and red alternately, when his complexion
settled down into a yellowish blue ; and, as the demand for an apology was
reiterated with increased zeal, he at length said, with all due solemnity :—
" My Lord Mayor, I can't say as I exactly understand the true natur of
this 'ere business ; but all I've got to say is, that all I can say is this 'ere,
wiz., that if I've done anybody anyhow wrong, I'm willing, in course, to
make it right ; for there's no indiwidual in this 'ere court more readier to
apologize for the same."
" A p o l o g y ! a p o l o g y ! " shouted several honourable members.
" V o t for? Vot have I done? Tell me t h a t ! " cried Mr. Snobson,
who really began to get warm upon the subject.
" If the honourable member," observed the Mayor, with much precision
and dignity, " m a d e use of the expressions attributed to the honoura'ole
member, I am sure that the honourable member will perceive the necessity
which exists for their imme.diate -withdrawal."
I 2
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H e r e the demands for an apology were loudly reiterated by those who
were anxious to fix upon some one, it mattered not whom a single straw,
so long as he happened to be a political o p p o n e n t ; for party feeling at that
period ran high, and, as every question brought before the court was made
a purely party question, that which had immediate reference to Mr. Snobson
was regarded as an exception by no means. " My Lord Mayor," said the
honourable accused, calmly, after a pause, during which he had been
looking about him as if he had lost some dear friend, " V e n I know the
percise natur of the acquisation, I'll perceed for to rebut the same, and not
afore."
" I t won't do. Master Snobson ! it won t do, my boy ! " cried Valentine,
in a sonorous, wobbling voice, whose tones, singularly enough, resembled
those of an honourable member who appeared to be deriving much amusement from the manifest confusion of the accused.
T h e Lord Mayor, as soon as he had recovered from the state of amazement into which he h a d been thrown by the anti-senatorial style of that
address to Mr. Snobson, rose steadily and solemnly, and looking with due
severity of aspect in the face of the honourable member whose voice had
been so unjustifiably assumed, said : — " I really am sorry to be compelled
to make any remark touching the conduct of any honourable member ; but
I have a great public duty to perform, which duty I certainly should not
perform were I not to say that honourable members should remember that
they are where they are ! " T h e tail of this rebuke was so pointed, that it
appeared to pierce the soul of the honourable member for whom the whole
of its poignancy was designed, for he instantly rose, and, placing his hand
with much solemnity upon his heart, said : — " M y Lord Mayor,—Hif it be
imagined it was me, it's a butter mishappiocension, 'cause it wasn't ! "
" W h y , you know that it was ! " shouted Valentine, throwing his voice
just behind the honourable member, who on the instant turned round with
the velocity of a whtpping-top, and scrutinized the countenance of every
member in his vicinity, with the view of ascertaining who had uttered these
words.
" R e a l l y , " said the Mayor, " t h e s e proceedings are most i r r e g u l a r ; "
and the justice of that observation was duly appreciated by all, save Valentine, who, with the most reprehensible temerity, exclaimed, " M i n d your
own business ! " and that to the Lord Mayor.
" M i n d my own business ! " cried his lordship, utterly shocked at the
rnonstrous character of that injunction.
" M i n d my own business ! " he
repeated, in a still more intensely solemn tone ; and he looked round
amazed, and held his breath to give his bosom an opportunity of swelling
with indignation, and then turned to the Recorder, and said, " D i d you
ever ? " T o which the Recorder replied, " N o , I never ! "
" S h a m e ! s h a m e ! " shouted several honourable members the very
moment they had recovered the power to shouts
" M i n d my own business ! " cried his lordship for the third time, and
Valentine, regardless of the dignity of the first magistrate of the first city in
the world, cried out again, " Y e s ! mind your own business ! "
A thrill of horror ran clean through the court. Every member appeared
to be paralyzed. However cold-blooded, however atrocious, however
unequivocally vile that observation might have struck them as being, it was
one to which they were unable to conceive a sufficient answer. Several of
them made desperate efforts to rise, with the view of protesting against and
denouncing its spirit; but every faculty, physical as well as moral, appeared
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to have forsaken them, and death-like silence for some time prevailed. A t
length his lordship, recollecting what was due to himself as a mayor and as
a man, broke the spell which had bound him, and said, " I demand an
explanation ! "
" An explanation ? " said Valentine.
" Ay : an explanation ! " cried his lordship, with great magnanimity.
" I have been told by some honourable member to mind my own business.
I am, I beg to say, I am minding my own business. I beg the honourable
member to understand that it is my own business; and I beg to inform
him farther, that so long as I have the honour to occupy this chair, the
respect which is due to the office I have the honour to hold shall be
eifo7'ced ! "
At this moment Valentine had the audacity to m a k e three distinct bursts
of laughter apparently proceed from three different quarters.
" I wish," continued his lordship, tugging desperately at his official
habiliments ; " I wish honourable members distinctly to understand that I
am not to be insulted. T h e digiiity
"
" D i g n i t y ! " said Valentine, in a tone of mockery which, under any
circumstance, would have been extremely culpable. " D i g n i t y ! "
" I repeat i t ! " cried his lordship, with considerable warmth.
"The
dig7iity of the office to which I ' h a v e been elected shall descend from me
untarnished ! "
Before the cheering which this majestic observation elicited had completely died away, an honourable member, whose portly person and crimson
face met Valentine's views of what an Alderman ought to be, rose for the
purpose of moving a direct vote of censure ; but no sooner had he explained
the object for which he had risen, than Valentine shouted, " Upon w h o m ? "
and in a moment there were loud cries of " N a m e ! name ! name ! " which
seemed to puzzle the honourable member exceedingly. " I am n o t , " said
he, after having held a conference with those around him, " i n possession
of the honourable member's name, but probably some other honourable
member will inform m e . " Valentine had unfortunately heard but one
honourable member's name mentioned, and therefore had no hesitation in
calling out " S n o b s o n ! "
" N o , no ! " cried that honourable member, starting up and appealing
energetically to many other honourable members, who bore instant testimony to the fact of his being innocent.
" A s far as I am personally concerned," observed his lordship, who had
been struggling to regain his apparent equanimity, " I should take n o
farther notice of the insulting expression, but I feel it to be my duty as
chief magistrate
"
" You a chief magistrate ! " cried Valentine, who had really a great contempt for the size of his lordship, albeit he held the office in very high
respect. " You are joking ! "
" Joking ! " cried his lordship, with an expression of horror.
" D o you think that you are fit, now, to be chief magistrate? " said
Valentine. " Why, you don't weigh above nine stone two ! "
An honourable member, knitting his brows and looking remarkably
fierce, rose to move that the offensive expressions be taken down ; and
" Mind your own business ! " — " You a chief magistrate ! " — " D o you think
that you are fit, now, to be a chief magistrate ? "—and " W h y , you don't
weigh above nine stone two,"—were taken down accordingly.
" N o w , " said that honourable gentleman, " I will not, my Lord Mayor,
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look for precedents -with the view of ascertaining how to act in this case,
for, as conduct like that which we have witnessed is altogether unprecedented, no precedent for such conduct can be found ; but I mean to say
this, my Lord Mayor, that nothing more utterly disgraceful, more desperately atrocious, more palpably irregular, or more altogether out of the
way, ever occurred in this or any other court, either in this or in any other
country, laying claim to the highest point in the scale of civilization; and
all I can say, my Lord Mayor, is this, that such conduct reflects the very
lowest and moat abominable pitch of shame upon the honourable member
—I care not who he is—for he has not the common manliness to avow
like a man the detestable utterance of language on the one hand so
monstrously vile, my Lord Mayor, and so rash and extremely leatherheaded on the other ! "
This burst of indignant eloquence was hailed with loud cheers, and, as
the general impression was that the offending party never could, in silence,
stand such a broadside as that, honourable members looked round -with
considerable anxiety for the rising of the ^delinquent. For several seconds
the suspense was profound, when, as the offender failed to come forth, dut
contempt was inspired for the character of such a man, and another member
rose, with the most perfect self-possession, for the purpose of expressing
his sentiments on the subject.
It was evident at a glance that this worthy indi-vidual was one of the
most brilliant of the sparkling -wits with which civic society is so abundantly
studded. He appeared to be perfectly at home, and after putting on a
most fascinating smile, observed,—"Really, this appears to be a very
queer business; but that branch of the business which seems the most
queer is that which refers to your lordship's weight. The honourable
member complains that your lordship don't weigh more than nine stone
two, and his estimate appears to be, as far as it goes, as nearly correct as
possible; but he contends that your lordship is not a fit and proper person
to be a chief magistrate, because you don't weigh more than nine stone two !
Why, what in the name of all that's rational would he have a chief magistrate weigh ? Would he like to have every lord mayor a huge mountain of
flesh—a human porpoise ? Would he have him elected by weight, with
the standard fixed at twenty or five-and-twenty stone ? "
'' He ought certainly to have a little flesh upon his bones," cried Valentine,
throwing his voice behind the speaker.
" Flesh ! " cried the worthy and eloquent member, wheeling sharply
round. " A little flesh ! Upon my word this is very extraordinary. An
error has been engendered in the minds of the ignorant — an error
which has deecended^ in fact, from generation to generation with the
most hereditary regularity, until it has partaken of the character of an heirloom—that aldermen possess all the external characteristics of gluttons, in
consequence of their assumed unconquerable inclination to feed to satiety,
when, in point of fact, aldermen, instead of being gorgers, and crammers,
and stowers away of immense masses of food, are decidedly the most
abstemious body of men in existence. I know—nay, we all know, that
aldermen, like bishops, are, to please the morbid taste of the vulgar,
represented as persons with red, bloated cheeks, mulberry noses, and immense corporations, although the great majority of them are extremely
narrow-bellied, with no peculiar propensity to obesity ; but when I hear an
honourable member of this court, who must know all the aldermen
personally, contend that a man is unfit to fill the office of chief magistrate
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because he don't weigh above nine stone two, I must say, that in the
annals oiqueer affairs, a queerer don't stand upon record."
This novel and eloquent speech did not appear to give general satisfaction. It is true the worthy aldermen present—of whom there were several
—held their savoury breath, and endea-voured—with a virtuous view,
doubtless—to swallow the belief that they really were very abstemious
men ; but the commoners, who had been in the habit of looking forward
with delight to the grand periodical feasts, keenly felt that if such an
inhospitable, hungry idea as that of abstemiousness being held to be one ol
the civic virtues were to obtain, the glowing members of the corporation
would be frozen into whole-hog teetotallers, and the Mansion-house itself
would be metamorphosed, eventually, into a shivering temperance den.
That so revolting a state of things ought by no means to be promoted,
they were perfectly and naturally convinced ; they therefore felt it incumbent upon them, as citizens, to repudiate the notion with sovereign
contempt, and, as Valentine perceived the expression of this feeling to be
almost universal, he raised a loud laugh at the conclusion of the worthy
member's oration, which was promptly responded to in tones of bitter
irony.
" I t ' s hall werry well for the court to be merry," said an honourable
member, when the laughter had subsided; " b u t touching the hinsult !
vot about that ?—the indignity showered upon the cheer ! that's vot I
mean for to contend should be noticed."
"Vot a hanimal ! " said Valentine, "exasperating the h, and contemning the correct pronounciation of the wo well."
" Such language," cried his lordship, " cannot be tolerated."
" W h y don't you, then, make him speak better?" cried Valentine,
which was certainly, under these circumstances, very reprehensible.
" Order ! " exclaimed the Lord Mayor ; " I will not sit here to be thus
insulted?"
"Shame ! shame !" shouted several honourable members
simultaneously, while his lordship conferred with the Recorder. " It's
perfectly disgraceful ! " cried several others, but the majority were smiling
as if they enjoyed it.
" I do not," said his lordship, having taken the opinion of his leral
adviser, " b y any means envy the feelings of those lor curable nicnbers
whose conduct this day has been so highly discreditable, but I do hope
and trust that they will reflect upon the course they have adopted, and as
I find it impossible to recall due attention to business, I have only to add
that this court is adjourned." His lordship then rose, and as the honourable members were forming themselves into groups, with the view of
expressing their private opinions on the subject, Valentine left them to
revel in conjecture, and quietly quitted Guildhall.

CHAPTER

XVIII

Shows what a Conscience Goodman's Brother had.
I T has been said that some men have no conscience; but if such men there
be, they must be without souls. Be this, however, as it may, it is certain
that Walter had a conscience ; and one, too, which belonged emphatically
to the working class of consciences—a conscience which dehghted in the
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cultivation of moral thorns, which pricked and stung him day and night.
His brother's form was perpetually in his " m i n d s e y e ;
his brothers
voice as perpetually rang in his imagination's ear : nature s sweet restorer
was conquered and kicked about by nature's grim disturber. Nor were
the minds of his amiable family much more at ease ; forasmuch as they
had no precise knowledge of the whereabouts of Goodman, they were
induced by the horrible state of Walter's nerves to apprehend that he had
either murdered him, or caused him to be murdered, but dreaded that only
in consequence of such an event being calculated to bring down upon him
the vengeance of the law.
" I t ' s of no u s e , " observed Mrs. Walter, a few evenings after the furniture had been sold by private c o n t r a c t ; " i t isn't of the slightest earthly
use attempting to go on in this way. I must have a separate bed. I
really cannot sleep with y o u — I cannot, indeed ; for you talk, and groan,
and sigh, and throw )'our arms about, and kick!—I'm sure my legs are
nothing but one mass of bruises. I can't endure it—I really cannot if you
go on in this way, and so it don't signify talking ! "
" I t ' s very unpleasant ! " observed Mrs. Horace, sympathetically.
" It's really dreadful, my dear ! I wonder that I don't catch my death.
T h e r e was only last night—you know how tired I was ?—well, I hadn't
been asleep Ave •minutes when he turned on his right side, and off all the
clothes went !—blankets, sheet, counterpane,—everything was off."
" That's just for all the world like my Horace, when he comes home a
little bit tipsy."
" O f course ! " cried Horace. " W h a t is it I don't do ? "
" Why, you know you do everything that's disagreeable, then ; you turn
about and snore, and
"
" N o w you have said it ! /"snore ?—come, that's good—you won't beat
that to-night! I never snore ; I'd scorn the action ! I detest it—I can't
snore."
" My goodness, Horace ! "
' ' D o you mean to make me believe that if I were to try to snore and
grunt like a jolly old hog, I shouldn't wake myself? "
" W e l l , " said Mrs. Walter, " I don't know, I'm sure, who it w a s ; but
when you slept in the next room to us, I know one of you used to make a
horrible noise."
" Why, of course !—that was P o l l ! " observed Horace, " she's a regular
out-and-out snorter."
" W h y , good gracious, H o r a c e ! "
" W e l l , your father never snores," said Mrs. Walter, I must say t h a t ;
but he does kick most cruelly."
" W e l l , some more grog ! " growled
Walter, whose obsequious manners had been changed into those of a bear,
and whose countenance developed a fixed and sullen gloom.
" D o n ' t drink a n y m o r e , there's a love ! " said MKS. Walter, " y o u ' v e
had five very strong glasses already. If you do, it must be a very litUe,
and that very w e a k . "
" Here, push it this way !—I'll mix for myself." A n d he did mix, and
having swallowed the greater part of the mixture, his muscles appeared to
be a'little relaxed, and he made a very lamentable effort to sing
^'Mynheer Van Dimk, who never got d7-u7tk.
Sipped brandy and water gaily ;
He quenched hi-: thirst with two quarts of the first.
To a pint of the latter, daily.
To a pi7tt of the latter, daily."
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" T h e govemor's getting mops and brooms," whispered Horace to his
amiable spouse. " I say," he continued, addressing his venerable father,
"won't you have a cheroot? Here's an out-and-outer here !" and he
picked out the blackest and strongest he could find, which Walter took,
and began to smoke desperately.
" Try him now," whispered the senior Mrs. Goodman.
" Well, how do you like it ? "
" Not at all : it's particularly nasty," replied Walter, " b u t anything to
drive the blue devils away.
' Begone, dull ca7-e ! Ipr'ythee begone fz-oni me !'
I say, old girl ! let's have a bowl of punch !
' If any pai7i or care remai7t.
Let's drown it z« a bo—o—owl.'
Who cares ? who cares, eh ? Give us a kiss, old girl! Why don't yov
sing ? Come, let's have a song all round !"
" The thing was well managed," said Horace, " wasn't it ? "
" No, not at all ! he saw me ;—it wasn't well managed."
" I wonder how he liked it."
- " Ask him ! " cried Walter, directing
his eyes to a vacant part of the room. " There ! ask him !—there he is !"
" Where? " shouted Horace, as he, his wife, an'-l mother turned to the
spot to which Walter still pointed.
" Why, there ! Are you blind? He has been standing up there for the
last hour I "
"Good gracious ! how you frighten me !" exclaimed Mrs. Goodman.
" You make my blood run cold. It's just the way you went on last night.
You would have it that he was standing at the foot of the bed."
" A n d so he was !—but who cares?" and he nodded to the space to
which he had pointed, and emptied the glass. "Well, why don't you
sing ? Here, mix some more grog."
" I say, where have you stowed him ?" inquired Horace.
"Don't I tell you he's there ! "
" Oh, nonsense ! but where did you take him to ? "
Walter pushed the candles aside, and having closed one eye to make the
other more powerffil and steady, looked earnestly at Horace, and said,
"Don't ask any questions. Now, where's this brandy-and-water?—The
treacherous crew ! They'd no right to let him out ! They promised they
wouldn't, so long as I kept up my payments ; yet there he is now !" And
he covered his eyes with his hand, and sank back in the chair, in which,
yielding to the combined influences of brandy and tobacco, he soon fell
asleep.
" H e has dropped off," said Horace; "don't wake him. I never
before saw him above half so far gone."
" But how strange ! " said Mrs. Goodman, " is it not ? There is, however, one consolation : I think he hasn't rushed into extremes."
" N o , that's pretty certain," said Horace. "But where can he have
stowed him ? That puzzles me above a bit. He couldn't have cocked
him into a workhouse ; nor could he well have fixed him in prison. It
certainly is about the rummest thing I ever heard of."
^^
" Probably," suggested Mrs. Goodman, " h e has sent him abroad.
" N o t a bit of it," cried Horace; "he's somewhere near at hand.
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Besides, you know, he isn't a fool; he wouldn't be kept there. Hush ! "
he added sharply, for Walter at the moment gave a convulsive start.
"That's the way he goes on throughout the night," gently whispered
Mrs. Goodman. " Hush, listen !—he's dreaming ! "
" There are a kind of7)ten so loose of soul.
That in their sleep will mutter their affairs,"
and one oftWs " kind " was Walter.
"Now, do your worst !" cried he, folding his arms with an air of
defiance. " D o your worst—I am safe!—The certificate—that was the
authority.—Well, I know it ! what of that? And so you were—you
were mad !—No, not at all !—Why, for your safety !—Look to those
who certified.—Not a word !—Do it !—I am ready to defend myself !—
Cool ! very cool !—-Never ! don't believe it." Having uttered these sentences, as if in answer to a series of interrogatories, he curled his lip
proudly ; but in tossing his head, he struck it against the back of the
chair with so much force, that he awoke on the instant, and started up,
exclaiming, " Oh, you shall pay dearly for that—that blow shall be your
last ! Now ! "
" Walter !" .exclaimed Mrs. Goodman, who, with the assistance of
Horace, sustained him. " Walter ! awake ! "
" Did you not see him strike me ? "
" No, no—he is not here."
" How can you tell me that ?—why there he stands now ! Am I not to
believe my own eyes ? Have you all turned against me ? Curse you all!
Why do you hold me?—I'll strangle him!—Why do you hold me?"
And he stared again wildly, and pointed to the imaginary form of him
whom he had injured. " L e t me g o ! " he continued, straggling with
additional violence. " Am I to be pinioned here, while he thus triumphs
over me ? "
"Come, come," said Horace, "fight it out another time. I'll bet ten
to one you can beat him ; but let's have a clear stage, you know, and no
favour."
" My dear Walter, wake up," said Mrs. Goodman ; " it is only a dream.
Indeed, he is not here, love—he is not, indeed ! "
" No, he isn't here now ; you have let him escape ! "
" Never mind, take it out of him to-morrow," said Horace. " He has
got no bottom, you know; he never had. Come, governor, come ; " and
as Walter had sunk into their arms in a state of exhaustion, they quietly
carried him up to bed.
" T h e murder's out now," said Horace, returning into the parlour.
" H e has put the old boy into some private mad-house: there can't be
two opinions about it. I see it all now."
" Good gracious me—impossible ! " exclaimed Mrs. Goodman ; "why,
he is not mad."
" Oh, that makes no sort of odds at all," rejoined Horace.
" But surely they wouldn't take him in unless he M'ere ? "
"Wouldn't they ! what does it matter to them whether a man's mad or
not, so long as he's paid for ? I could shove the old governor there tomorrow, if I chose ; and he could do the same for me. It doesn't matter
a straw who it is. They've only to send for a couple of mad-doctors, the
majority of whom are to be bought for half-a-sove«-eign, and they'll sign
away like rattlesnakes."
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" Whsit, without knowing whether a man's insane or not ?"
" Without knowing—what is it to them ? They are called in to certify ;
they are paid to do so ; so they do certify, and pocket the coin."
" You perfectly astonish me ! " exclaimed Mrs. Goodman.
"That's good !—Astonish you!—Why, one-half the world would he
astonished to leam how the thing is arranged by these medical snobs."
" But they examine them, of course ? "
" N o t a bit of it ! They will occasionally certify without even seeing
the 'patient'; and if they do take the trouble to visit him, they question
him, and harass him, and put him in a most uncomfortable state of excitement, in order that they may satisfy their beautiful consciences that he is in
reality insane."
" But isn't that very wrong ? "
"Why, it's very convenient. Of course, if we come to the rights of
the thing, it is clear that no man should be confined in any one of these
dens until his case had been fully and publicly investigated. But that
wouldn't answer. They would never be able to get a sane man out of the
way, however rich he might be, if that system were adopted."
'' But how do they manage it ?" inquired Mrs. Goodman.
" Suppose, now, I wanted to lock up the governor—well, I have only
to write to the proprietor of one of these private bastiles like this :—
" ' S I R , — I beg you will send me two blank forms of order and certificate
to-morrow moming, together with two stout keepers, for a very violent
patient, who is dangerous, and whom I desire to commit to your care, and
if you will send also two doctors to certify, it will save a deal of trouble,
and much oblige.'
"Well, at the time appointed, in walk the doctors, who bore the old
governor with a series of out-and-out questions, until they excite him to
such a pitch of glory, that he threatens, very naturally, to kick them out
of the house ; and he no sooner reaches this point of the compass, than
they call in a couple of coal-heaving keepers, who clap a strait jacket, or a
pair of handcuffs upon him without any further ceremony, and bundle him
off, with the certificate signed, to the bastile to which they belong."
" And would you be justified in doing this by law ? "
" L a w ! What should I care about law? Law has little to do with
private lunatic asylums. Once in, the poor devils are booked for the
whole distance : it must be, indeed, an extraordinary occurrence which
enables them ever to get out. There they are, and there they stick, so
long as the payments are kept up ; and when they die, why what does it
matter where or how they are buried ? If they are murdered, it's just the
same thing : no inquest is held upon the body. The coroner has no power
there,—not a bit of it,—nothing of the sort."
"This really appears to me," said Mrs. Goodman, " to be very dreadful;
but of course they are well treated ? "
" Oh ! of course ! " returned Horace, ironically ; " of course; they have
every comfort in life, and all its luxuries. The proprietor is paid for ea h
so much a year ; and of course he don't want to make anything out of
them ! He is generally a mild, out-and-out nice man—whose humanities
are conspicuously developed—and he spends all the money he receives, no
doubt, in administering to their several necessities, and becomes at once so
fond of them, that he never parts with one if he can possibly help it,
while the payments continue to be regular."
At this moment the cry of " Murder ! " was heard from above, and that
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cry was succeeded by a heavy crashing fall. Mrs. Goodman gave a shrill
scream and fainted; and Horace rushed into the bedroom of Walter, whom
he found lying prostrate upon the floor. On being raised he was perfectly
insensible, and it was some considerable time before animation could
be restored ; and when it was, his delirium continued wild and powerful.
Horace, therefore, consented to sit up all night ; and having sent his wife
and mother to bed, got a bottle of brandy and a box of cheroots, and then
dropped into a large easy chair with appropriate resignation.

CHAPTER

XIX.

The Widow's Victini.
As Valentine sat in his own room alone the evening on which the
conscience of Walter had developed itself to his amiable family, wondering what had become of the card which had been given to him by the
father of the lovely creature whom he had rescued from "Old Father
Thames," the servant of the widow with whom he lodged knocked gently
at the door, and having entered, said, " O, if you pie, sir, misseses compliments, and says she hopes you'll excuse the liberty, but she has a little
party to-night, and she will be so happy if you'll join 'em, as she's sure it
must be lonesome to be here alone."
"Your mistress is very polite," said Valentine; " I ' l l do myself the
pleasure,—Oh, have you seen a small glazed card about the room ?"
" N o , I haven't sir—leastways, not to my knowledge; but if I should
see—"
" I have it ! " said Valentine. " My compliments to your mistress ; I'll
be down in five minutes."
Although it may probably be inferred from Valentine's exclamation,
" I have it ! " that he had it, he had it not ; but simply recollected at the
moment that he had left it in the pocket of the steward's striped jacket,
which had been lent to him to go on shore at Gravesend. He knew not
the name of the steward, nor did he know the name of the vessel to which
he belonged, but then—which was certainly the next best thing—he knew
the name of the wharf from which she started. He, therefore, at once
made up his mind to go down to that particular wharf the next morning,
with a view to the recovery of the card, and proceeded to join his fair
landlady's party in the parlour.
Now of all the speculations tending to confer honour upon the learned,
there is probably no one so eminently calculated to send a man down
to posterity, as that which has reference to the origin of person<al names.
That there are so many .Smiths may be easily accounted for, seeing that
there are so many Smiths—namely, white Smiths, black Smiths, silver
Smiths, gold • Smiths, lock Smiths, coach Smiths, gun Smiths, and so on,
whose descendants have assumed the pure name ; although clearly the son
of th£ first Mr. Smith should have called himself Smithson ; the son of
Mr. Smithson, Smithsonson; and the son of Mr. Smithsonson, Smithsonsonson; or, for shortness, Smithsonsonsgrandson. This, however, might
have been very fairly objected to, on the ground that such a course,
however proper, would, in a few generations, have drawn the names of
the descendants of the original Smith to a somewhat inconvenient length.
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But how the thousands, nay, the millions of names which are to be met
with in civilized society were originally got hold of by our ancestors respectively, is a question which opens the widest field for antiquarian research.
They who should enter this glorious field might meet with a few proper
names of a very queer character : they might, indeed, be for a time, in
some slight degree, gloriously puzzled ; but there could be no doubt of
their eventual success, if they boldly and resolutely proceeded upon
the just and eternal principle that every effect must have a cause.
Now it happened that Valentine's landlady possessed the name of Smugilian. T h a t she got it from her late lamented husband is manifest, but how
did the origizial Smugman obtain it ? Well, it may at once be observed,
that Mrs. Smugman had been languishing in a weary state of widowhood
for nearly twelve months, and that, however ardently she might have loved
the name of Smugman at one time, she then had an equally ardent desire
to change it. H e r husband had been in the navy, and from the Admiralty
she received, in consequence, seventy pounds per annum, to which she was
entitled so long, but only so long, as she remained a widow—a practice
whose tendency is far more immoral than the wise men by whom it was
established conceived ; for, as the annuitants cannot legally marry without
sacrificing their respective annuities, the temptation to marry illegally is
sometimes too strong to be resisted by those who do not in reality prize
virtue as it ought to be prized, above all other sublunary blessings.
T h a t such considerations, however, entered not into the head of Mrs.
Smugman, all are bound to believe; for, independently of her being strictly
virtuous, she had her eye upon two most respectable bachelors—namely,
Mr. Foxglove, a quiet bank-clerk, and Mr. Crankey, a money-making
grocer, the latter of whom she did rather prefer, but in consequence solely
of his wealth being calculated to cause the match on her part to obtain the
direct sanction of prudence.
T h e gentleman upon whom this preference was bestowed was a sourlooking, porcupine-headed person, whose smiles were so forced, that they
gave pain to all who beheld them ; yet the widow was conversing with him
very affectionately when Valentine entered the room. A variety of greetings
and fussy introductions to the ladies and gentlemen, who were engaged in
the game of speculation, were immediately consequent on his ent7-ee; for the
fair widow really felt honoured by his presence, and scarcely knew how to
lionize him enough.
It soon became manifest, however, to Valentine, that Crankey by no
means approved of these attentions ; that he looked dark and dreadful, and
scowled very furiously, both at the widow and at him ; and as he subsequently made himself particularly disagreeable, indulging occasionally in
certain very pointed insinuations having reference to the impropriety ot
such attentions to young men in general, Valentine resolved on punishing
Mr. Crankey for his bear-like behaviour.
" W h a t a sour old crab, to be sure," said he, making his voice apparently
proceed from the speculation-table. ' ' I can't say I admire the taste of
Mrs. Smugman."
" I n d e e d ! " muttered Crankey, knitting his black bushy brows, and
looking round the table in question, in order to ascertain who it was that
had spoken. " M y presence," he added, addressing Mrs. Smugman,
"doesn't appear to be very agreeable to some of your friends ! "
" O h , nonsense ! " observed Mrs. Smugman.
" I t ' s nothing but a silly
remark. There's no meaning in it—nonsense ! "
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" Y o u should not in-vite persons to meet 7ne, Mrs. Smugman, who are
capable of making silly remarks with no meaning in them."
The widow bit her lips, but said nothing. Mr. Crankey, however, was
by no means disposed to be silent; for he enlarged rather eloquently upon
the fact of his not having come there that evening to be insulted.
" D i d you ever!" cried Valentine, throwing his voice in the same
direction. " The fellow's a bear ! "
" Gentlemen," said the widow, approaching the table as a burst of surprise had been induced by the fact of a lady having turned up the ace after
selling the king for five-pence-halfpenny, " I really must beg of you not to
'indulge in unpleasant observations."
The whole of the speculators stared at the widow, with an expression of
amazement. " You must remember," continued that lady, "that Mr.
Crankey is my friend, as you are all my friends, and I should not like to
hear an unpleasant observation applied to any one of you."
" Mr. Crankey, I'm sure, must be mistaken," observed one of the gentlemen at the table. " I have heard no such observation made."
" But I have ! " growled Crankey.
" Well, all I can say is, that / h a v e heard nothing of the sort," returned
the gentleman. •
" N o r have I," cried the whole of the speculators in a breath, which was
literally the faet, for they had all been too busy turning up prematurely and
estimating the value of the best card turned in proportion to the wealth of
the pool, to pay attention to anything else.
Mr. Crankey was not satisfied ; but the speculators were—that Mr.
Crankey had been mistaken, and the merry game proceeded.
Valentine had by this time understood the precise terms upon which Mr.
Crankey and the widow were, and very naturally felt that the sooner such
a match was completely broken off, the better it would be for the lady;
and although he clearly recognized the right of that lady to choose and to
judge for herself, he resolved that she should become that evening acquainted
with Mr. Crankey's disposition, of which she really appeared to be totally
ignorant.
"Come," said the widow, after a very awful pause, during whioh
Crankey looked as black as a thunder-cloud just on the point of bursting,
"what say you to a rubber ? "
" Anything you like, ma'am," said Crankey; " I amreadyforawyz'/j/;?^.'"
and he hurled at the speculation-table a dark look of defiance.
"Well, come, you'll cut in, will you not?" observed the widow, addressing Valentine, whom she honoured with one of her sweetest smiles,
which appeared to make Crankey's blood boil.
Valentine expressed his willingness to join them, and when they had cut,
he had Crankey for a partner, and their opponents were Wrightman and
Foxglove, who really were very quiet, gentlemanly men.
By the style of his play, it very soon became manifest that Crankey's
whole soul was in arms, and he devoted so much attention to the noise
from the speculation-table—applying almost every observation to himself—
that in playing the very first hand he revoked. The fact was duly noticed
by Mr. Foxglove, who at once enforced the penalty. "Then you mean
to play the strict game ?" said Crankey, with much earnestness.
" Of course, my dear sir, we play the game !"
"Very well. As you please. It makes no odds to me : not a bit,"
said Mr. Crankey, shuffling the cards with unequivocal desperation. "Now,
sir ! it's my deal."
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" O h , he can't play ! " whispered Valentine, throwing his voice behind
Mr. Crankey as he dealt.
Mr. Crankey looked round, and albeit he
simply said, " Can't h e ! " the consequence was a misdeal.
" W h o the devil can deal cards or play, or do anything, w.'th such interruptions as these ? " exclaimed Crankey.
" W h a t interruptions ? " inquired Mr. Foxglove.
" Why, these ungentlemanly observations, these whisperings a n d titterings while a man is dealing."
" I heard no observations," said Mr. Foxglove.
" But I did, sir !—I am not deaf, sir, if other people are ! "
" I told you he couldn't play," cried Valentine, throwing his voice among
the speculating people. Crankey rose and gnashed his teeth with considerable violence, and grasped the back of his chair with great energy
and firmness, and after ha-ving taken a comprehensive view of the speculating group, cried, " I n d e e d !
If he can't he'll play ;>/;;« any day in the
week for what you like. It makes no odds to me ; from a crown to ten
pound ! " and he jingled what money he had in his pocket, with the view
of imparting the conviction that he was a man of some considerable substance. T h e entire party looked at Mr. Crankey with an expression of
wonder, but as no one accepted the challenge, he hurled a look of contempt upon the speculators in the aggregate, and eventually resumed his
seat. T h e game was then continued, but Mr. Crankey was so excited
that he was unable to recollect a card that had been played.
His
opponents were making almost every trick, and the game looked particularly desperate, when as Wrightman was considering which card he
should next lead, Valentine made it appear that Mr. Foxglove softly whispered, " D i a m o n d s , " which happened to be trumps, and accordingly
Wrightman,^,conceiving that his partner had a hand which would carry all
before it, a diamond was led. " O h ! that's it, is i t ? " cried Crankey,
sarcastically, throwing up his cards.
" I knew it was something of that,
/ t h o u g h t we were playing the game ! "
" And so we a r e , " said Mr. Foxglove, " are we not ? "
" D o you call intimations, sir, playing the game ? "
" W h a t do you mean ? " said Mr. Foxglove.
" W h y , this is what I mean, sir,—that you had no right to tell youi
partner to lead tramps, sir ! That's what I mean ! "
" / t e l l my partner to lead trumps !—I deny it, sir, flatiy deny it," and
the denial was so palpably barefaced in the eyes of Mr. Crankey, that he
was at the moment too utterly astounded to reply.
" Y o u are making ycmrself very disagreeable," continued Mr. Foxglove.
' ' I will not descend to argue the point, but in order to prove that I did
7tot call for trumps, there are my cards, sir; I have not a si7igle trump in
my hand," and the cards were duly placed upon the table.
" / h a v e the t r a m p s , " said Valentine, exhibiting no less than seven,
which would of necessity have carried the g a m e ; but that game was of
course claimed by Mr. Foxglove, in consequence of Crankey having thrown
up his hand.
" Y o u are satisfied, I h o p e , " said Mr. Foxglove. "\ presume that
are satisfied. Come, if we are to play the game, for heaven's sake,
sir, let us play it pleasantly. I hate to have any dispute."
" And so do I, sir ; but if I didn't hear it—"
" Y o u must have been mistaken," interrupted the widow, who began
to be really ashamed of his conduct, and to recognize the justice of
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Mr. Fo.xglove's observations, very much to the satisfaction of that
gentleman.
" I tell you I heard diamonds called, Mrs. Smugman ! " cried Crankey,
with a look which seemed to chill the widow's blood. " Isn't a man to
believe his own ears ?"
" Then it must have been mentioned at the speculation-table.
" I don't know where it was mentioned ma'am, nor do I care ; I only
know it was mentioned, and that's enough for me."
" Well, said Valentine, " shall we have another game ? "
" Oh, with all my heart ! " said Mr. Foxglove.
" We'll see them once more, Mr. Crankey ? " said Valentine ; and as that
gentleman doggedly consented, the cards were again dealt. Mr. Crankey
made the first three tricks, but just as he was about to lead off for the fourth,
Valentine, throwing his voice immediately behind him, whispered,
" Hearts." " I ' m obliged to you ; but I play my own game. I want no
advice, no instruction," said Crankey, turning round with a most unamiable
scowl, of course expecting to find some gentleman at his elbow, but as
he could see no one standing on the right, he twirled round to the left,
and as he couldn't find any one near him at all, he led spades in the
spirit of opposition. His hand happened to be a good one ; and as it
enabled him \o score seven points, he took a deep sip of brandy-andwater, with a huge pinch of snuff as an obbligato accompaniment, and
began in reality to feel a little better.
" I wish to goodness he would go," said Valentine, assuming the voice
of a female.
" Do you ? " said Crankey, inspiring at that moment a fresh
stock of indignation.
" If you do madam, why I shall stop all the
longer !" and he honoured the speculators indiscriminately with a purely
sardonic smile, and waved his hand very gracefully, and bowed with great
politeness, and th^n, with a look of supreme contempt, turned round to
examine his cards. " What a comical wretch ! " said Valentine, assuming
a totally different voice.
" A wretch, sir ! a comical wretch ! " cried Crankey, starting upon his
legs. '' What do you mean by a wretch ?"
" For goodness' sake, what is the matter ?" cried the widow.
" T h e matter ma'am?—this is the matter ! I did not come here to be
insulted, ma'am, grossly insulted ! "
" Who has insulted you,—who,—who is i t ? "
" W h o is it, ma'am ? Why it's one of your/'r/fwa'j-,'that's who it is! "
" But which of them ?"
" What do I care ? " cried Crankey ; and he
turned from the widow and dropped upon his chair, -with a force which
most powerfully tested the stability of its bottom.
Had young Love been lingering in the heart of the widow, in order to
advocate Crankey's cause at that moment, his retreat would have been
perfectly certain ; but—as the widow preferred Mr. Crankey to Mr. Foxglove, only because of his being more wealthy, she simply acknowledged
his politeness by a bow, and took no further notice of the matter.
" What's tramps ? " cried Crankey. " I f people think that / ' ; » to be
insulted, they're mistaken,—I can tell 'em—as mistaken as ever they
were in their lives."
" Oh, indeed ! " said Valentine.
" Yes, indeed ! " cried the victim, turning again to the speculationtable ; " why, I could buy up the whole kit, if that's what you mean ! "
" There's the knave to beat," said Valentine, in his natural voice.
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" I see there's the knave to b e a t , " cried Crankey, dashing down the
queen with extraordinary force.
" Well, well," said Valentine, calmly; " don't be angry with m e . "
' ' W h o the devil, sir, can help being angry ? Curse me, if it ain't
enough to turn the very sweetest disposition into verjuice. But I won't
stand i t ! They've got the wrong m a n — I can tell 'em ! "
At this moment a burst of merriment proceeded from the speculationtable, and Mr. Crankey immediately started up again and commenced an
active scratiny ; but as he found all, save one, laughing heartily at the fact
of that one having given seven-pence-halfpenny for the queen, when he h a d
both the ace and the king in his own hand, Mr. Crankey again resumed
his seat, muttering something which sounded not much like a blessing.
" Your play, sir," observed Mr. Foxglove.
" I know it ! " cried Crankey, who could not then bear to be spoken to.
" H e a r t s , " whispered Valentine, assuming the voice of Mr. F o x g l o v e ;
and the ace of hearts was led by Mr. Foxglove's p a r t n e r ; which Crankey
no sooner perceived, than he started up again, dashed the cards upon the
table, and, having hurled upon those around him a withering look of scom,
placed one of his arms majestically beneath his coat tails, and bounced
out of the room.
His departure was hailed with satisfaction by all, and the remainder
of the evening was spent most agreeably. T h e speculators played until
twelve, then had supper, and then sang some good songs; and Mr. Foxglove, who was really a very decent fellow, had that night the high satisfaction of hearing the amiable widow acknowledge that he was the absolute
master of her heart.

C H A P T E R
Co/itains a Bird's-eye

XX.

View of Goodman's latenviable

Position.

iVLTHOUGH it may be very profoundly contended that use is second
nature, and that afflictions, however poignant, lose their virtue in time ;—
although theorists, in illustration, may bring forth the fact of a man having
been sentenced to sleep upon spikes so long that, when compulsion had
ceased, he still stuck to his spikes when he wanted to sleep, as a matter of
comfort—it seems to be abundantly clear that there are certain states of
existence which, however much used to them men may become, shut out
all prospect of reconciliation.
Goodman was an universal-happiness man. H e delighted in contending
that happiness was equally diffused ; but from the moment of his incarceration in Dr. Holdcm's den, his views on that subject had changed. It
may appear at first sight extraordinary that a man of fixed principles like
Goodman should have been so inconsistent ; but lest his inconsistency
.should be deemed reprehensible, it will be perfectly proper to describe the
exact process by which the change in his opinions on this matter had been
wrought.
It was about eight o'clock on the morning after the seizure, that a
fellow, unlocking the door of the cell in which Goodman had spent a most
horisble night, shouted, " Now then ! up with you ! d'ye hear ? "
Goodman, at the moment, involuntarily shrank from the scowl of this
ruffian. H e however soon recovered his self-possession, and attempted to
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rise, but found every limb so stiff and sore, that he sank back groaning
'Vith agony.
" Now, then ! Come, none of that rubbish ! It won't do here ! " ,
" M y good man," said Goodman, "pray, pray, don't be harsh. l a m
too ill,—I really am too ill to rise."
" W e ' l l see about that," cried the mffian, catching hold of the edge of
the mattress, and with a sudden jerk flinging poor Goodman upon the
floor. " Tumble up with you ! I'm not going to stay here all day !"
Goodman made another desperate effort to rise ; but the pain which
accompanied that effort at once caused him to sink back.
" Oh ! I'm not going to stand all this here, you know !" shouted the
fellow, as he seized him by the throat and dragged him up.
" If I am to be murdered," cried Goodman, " b e merciful; kill me at
once ;—don't ! pray don't torture me thus !"
" Do what ?" cried the ruffian, clenching his fist, and grinding his huge
teeth desperately. " Give me any more of it—say another word, and I'll
show you what's what in about half a minute."
Goodman, finding that he was completely in the ruffian's power, was
silent; and, having managed, in a state more dead than alive, to draw on
his clothes, was dragged into a room in which a number of persons were
sitting at breakfast. As he entered, a chorus of sighs burst at once from
the group, anS they gazed upon his countenance with an expression of
sorrow. A person of gentlemanly exterior rose, placed a chair for him at
the table, and then sat beside him ; and having pressed him with much
delicacy to partake of the refreshn ent provided, which consisted of lumps
of bread and butter, and weak tea, he endeavoured to cheer him, and did
at length succeed in making him feel that he shcijd have at least one consolation—namely, that of his society.
" N o w , then !—come into the garden ! " shouted a fellow, when the
lumps of bread and butter had vanished ; and the patients—as they were
called, but the prisoners as they were—rose, and walked away mournfully:
Goodman alone lingered.
" Now, then ! are you going ? " cried the ruffian.
" I'm really too ill," said Goodman, faintly, " t o walk."
" Oh, rubbish !—Be off!—Now then, start !"
" I wish to write a letter ! "
" B e off into the garden, I tell you ! Do you hear what I say?"
" Yes, yes !—-but^can I see the proprietor ? "
" Don't bother me !—Come, start !—there, that's all about it ? "
On his way to the garden, he met Dr. Holdem, whom he ventured to
address. " I know nothing," said he, " of your regulations ; but pray do
not suffer your servants to treat me so brutally ! "
'' Bratally !" cried the doctor ; '' my servants treat you brutally !—
pooh, pooh ! it's all your delusion ! "
" N o , s i r ! " said Goodman, emphatically; " i t is not a delusion. I
am, sir,
•"
" Hullo ! hullo ! none of your insolence ! " interrupted Dr. Holdem ;
— " B e off!"—and one of his myrmidons seized him by the collar and
dragged him away.
On reaching the place which was dignified with the appellation of a
garden, in which there were about a dozen withering plants, poor Goodman was joined by Mr. Whitely, the gentleman who at breakfast had so
kindly addressed, him. From him he learned the rules of this dreadful
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place ; and received advice with reference to the mode in which he might
avoid much ill-treatment. ^ H e advised him to m a k e no complaint—to
bear whatever indignities might be heaped upon him, in silence, and to
hope for the means of eventually escaping."
" E s c a p i n g ! " cried Goodman ; " w h y , can I not write to my friends ? "
" N o , that is not allowed."
" N o t allowed ?—you have visiting magistrates? "
" T h e commissioners visit us occasionally.
T h e y are compelled to
come four times a y e a r ; but that is frequently at intervals of five or six
months."
" W e l l , when they do come, and I appeal to them, they
will of course see that I am not mad ? "
" A h ! that was my impression. T h e r e was my h o p e ; but the first
time they came, the keeper gave me a certain drug, and then goaded m e
into a state of excitement, which, when I was examined, made me appear
to be insane, and that impression has never been removed."
" God bless me ! " said Goodman ; but there are so77ie insane persons in
this wretched place ? "
" T h e r e are s o m e ; but very, very few," replied Mr. Whitely.
" T h a t is one, I p r e s u m e ? " said Goodman, pointing to a melancholy
creature, who was handcuffed, and chained to a log.
" H e is no more insane, sir, than I a m , " said W h i t e l y ; " b u t having,
about twelve months ago, made an effort to escape, he has been handcuffed
and chained, day and night, ever since."
A t this moment one of the
keepers approached, and, with a single blow, knocked down a man for
throwing a stone over the wall. T h e poor fellow took no notice of this
outrage, but rose, to avoid being kicked, and walked away. " W h a t a
monstrous proceeding ! " cried Goodman, indignantly.
" N o t h i n g , " said Whitely, " i s too monstrous to be perpetrated here.
But silence !—he's coming this way."
' ' S o you'll go and tell the doctor you're ill-used, will you ? " cried the ruffian
—with whom the doctor had expostulated, fearing that, as Goodman was
exceedingly weak, too much craelty would deprive him of life, and thereby
deprive the establishment of a certain sum per annum. " You'll tell him
I hurt you again—eh'?—will you ? " he continued, grasping Goodman by
the throat, and shaking him with violence. ' ' I treat you brutally, do I ?
—Brutally !—brutally !—brut.ally ! "
At each repetition of the word " b r u t a l l y , " he kicked him with all the
force at his command, and then left him to fall upon the ground in a state
of exhaustion. While this atrocious outrage was being committed, many
of the inmates came to the spot. Whitely's blood boiled, but he dared not
interfere ; and several of the other sane victims felt equally indignant, but
equally powerless.
A religious enthusiast looked up to heaven as he
pointed to the ruffian's brutal exercise of his power ; -^-i-hile two poor idiots
dangled their hands, and appeared to be utterly lost in amazement.
T h e moment the fellow had left the spot, shouting, " T h e r e ! now tell
t h e doctor again ! " Mr. Whitely lifted Goodman from the ground, and
•endeavoured to console him. H e begged of him not to mention the
occurrence to Dr. Holdem, as the ruffian would be certain to have his
revenge, and laboured to impress upon his mind the inutility as well as the
•danger of complaining. Goodman sobbed bitterly, and big scalding tears
chased each other down his cheeks as he acknowledged the kindness of his
friend.
A t onp o'clock they were all ordered in to partake of a miserable dinner,
«. 2
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and immediately afterwards turned again into the yard. At five, being
tea-time, the same degrading ceremonies were performed ; and at eight
they were all locked up for the night. There was the same round of
wretchedness, day after day, without the slightest employment or amusement of any description. Not a letter could be written ; not a book could
be procured; nothing calculated to mitigate their misery for a single
moment was permitted, from the time they rose in the moming till they
Were driven, like cattle, into their cells, there to linger for twelve weary
hours in darkness, torturing their minds by reflecting on the monstrous
inhumanity of those to whom nature had prompted them to look for
affection.

CHAPTER

XXI.

7^1? Equal-rightites' mighty Denionstration.
W H Y are not all men socially equal ? Are they not born with equal
rights ? Have they not sprung from one common parent, and have they
not, therefore, -a right to share equally every comfort the world can afford ?
If nature herself be perfection, does it not follow that that which is not in
accordance with nature must be in proportion imperfect ? Of course!
And hence, as a state of civilization is diametrically opposed to a state
of nature, civilization is palpably the most imperfect scheme that ever
afflicted the world. Nature prescribes no social inequality !—yet some men
are wealthy, while others are poor ; and those who toil zealously, day by
day, are absolutely, in a social point of view, worse off than those who
are not forced to labour at all!
With a view to the correction of this sad state of things, an appropriately organized body of patriots had a mighty demonstration on Clerkenwell-green, the very day on which Valentine learnt, with much pain, that,
by some young gentleman—acting upon the same eternal principle of equal
right—the steward's striped jacket had been stolen.
As he strolled towards the place which had once been an actual Green,
doubtless, but which was a Green only nominally then, he was not in the
happiest spirits ; for, although he had previously thought little of the
carci, or of the lady whose name that card bore, he now began to be
unspeakably anxious about the one, and feel himself desperately in love with
the other. On perceiving, however, the mighty masses assembled, he
forgot for the moment both, and pushed through the crowd towards a
waggon which had been drawn to the spot by an animal, looking about the
ribs really wretched; but still, as he then had his nose-bag on, he kept
nodding his perfect approbation of the arrangements, as far as they went.
In the waggon—or to write with more propriety—upon the hustings, stood
a mass of patriots, sweating with indignation, and panting to inspire the
mighty masses with a perfect apjircciation of the blessings which would, cf
necessity, flow from a system of social equality; nay, so intense was the
anxiety of the patriots present to advocate boldly their dear country's cause,
that when the waggon was full of them, literally crammed, many patriotically hung on behind, which clearly proved to the sovereign people that
there was absolutely nothing which those patriots would not endure to
carry out that glorious principle, of which they professed to be so ardently
enamoured.
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•^'hen the time had arrived for the commencement of the highly important proceedings of the day, it was most inconsistently felt by some of
the leaders that they ought to have a chairman ; but an eminent patriot
no sooner stepped forvi-ard for the purpose of nominating a highly distinguished Flamer, than certain whole-hog-equal-rightites contended that all
of them possessed an equal right to be in the chair ; and that no one had a
right to be placed above another. This was clearly very appropriate, and
very consistent with the etemal equal-rightite principle ; but as it was
suggested that they might, without compromising that principle, so fat
yield to the grossly corrupt prescriptions of civilization, the mighty masses
at once recognized the Flamer as their president, and hailed him, as he
pulled off his hat to address them, with three very vehement cheers.
" M y fellow-countrymen ! " said he, conceiving doubtless that to address
them as " Gentlemen " would be rather too much of a joke to tell well—
" t h i s , indeed, is a glorious sight ! W h e n I behold the sovereign people
pouring down like a mighty torrent which sweeps all before it, and which
nothing can stem—when I behold the glorious masses with agony groaning
beneath the iron hoof of oligarchical tyranny and crushed to the very earth
by a monstrous accumulation of bitter wrongs—when I behold you, my
countrymen, rushing here to burst your degrading chains asunder, and to
shout with one universal voice—' W E W I L L B E F R E E !'—my heart throbs
with delight, my eyes sparkle with gladness, my soul seems inspired, and
my bosom swells with joy. (Immense cheering.)—What are you, my
countrymen—what are you?—Slaves! base, abject, spiritless S L A V E S ! —
Slaves, in the eyes of the world, of the vilest description : slaves, with the
power to be free ! Arise !—Shake off that apathy \\'hich acts upon your
energies like an incubus. Down with the tjrants by whom you are
oppressed. Arm !—ami to the very teeth ! (Vehement applause.) Follow
the glorious example of your brave fellow-countrymen in the North ! Join
them in the Holy Month. Strike !—and run for gold ! Convert all your
notes into specie !—let that be the first grand step towards the universal
paralyzation ! Be resolute ! Be firm ! Act like men who know their
rights and will maintain them ! T h e hour is at hand ! Hurl the base
tyrants into universal chaos ! "
" W e will! W e will ! " cried the mighty masses, holding up and
brandishing a forest of knives, M-hich glittered picturesquely in the sun.
Valentine no sooner saw this display, than he drew out his knife, the
blade of which was full an inch and a half long, with a view to his own
safety, by making it appear to those around that he was ready to go the
whole hog ; and feeling that he was bound as a loyal subject to put an end
to these proceedings if possible at once, shouted " Soldiers ! soldiers ! "
throwing his voice just behind the chairman—and the mighty masses buried
their knives in their breeches' pockets, and looked round eagerly for the
appearance of the troops.
" T h e soldiers ! " cried the chairman, having satisfied himself that none
were n e a r — " t h e soldiers are our friends! And if even they were not,
why—why need we care for the soldiers ? But I know that they are ready
to join us to a man ! Let but the Holy Month
"
" T h e Holy what ? " cried Valentine.
T h e chairman contemptuously turned to the quarter from which the voice
appeared to come, but, scorning the character of the question, disdained to
make any reply. " I say, let but the Holy M o n t h , " he continued, " b e
commenced, and you will see the soldiers——''

134

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" Mowing you down like grass !" cried Valentine.
" N o ! n o ! Let them try it o n ! " shouted the mighty masses, again
brandishing their clasp-knives, and yelling like furies.
" W e have, my fellow-countrymen, traitors in the camp!" cried the
chairman. " We are surrounded by spies from the Treasury ; but let the
degraded hirelings go back to the tyrants whom they serve, and tell them
from us, that we not only bid them defiance, but hold them in sovereign
contempt ! " This burst of courageous indignation was followed by three
dreadful groans for the spies ; and when the Treasury tyrants by whom
they were employed had been similarly honoured, the chairman introduced
a Mr. Coweel for the purpose of proposing the first resolution.
" Feller-kuntrymen ! I'm a hopperative ! " shouted Mr. Coweel, who
was a powerful man, but very dirty ; " I ' m for down with all taxes, all
pensions, all sinnycures, and all other speeches off rotten corruption. I'm
hallso for down with the church ! Why should we have a hoUy-garkle
harmy of fat bishops ? Why should we pay 'em a matter o' nineteen
million o' money a year to support their kids and konkybines^eh ? What
is the good on 'em ? Why, I'd
"
" Down ! down !" cried Valentine, assuming the chairman's voice.
" What d'yar mean by down? " said Mr. Coweel to the chairman. The
chairman bowed to Mr. Coweel, and assured him that he had not spoken.
" Well, I thought," said Mr. Coweel, "the hobserwation was rayther too
hunconstitutional for you ; but as I was a sayin, the hollygarkle bishops—•—"
" Get down, you fool ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice behind the
speaker.
" What d'yar mean? " cried Mr. Coweel; " I'll down with you in just
about no time, my cove, if yer any ways nasty. What ! d'yar think I care
for you? P'r'aps you'd like to take it out on me, 'cos if yer would, yer
know, why ony say so, that's hall! " and Mr. Coweel looked daggers at
every patriot whom he at that moment caught in the act of smiling, and
having signified his ability to " lick seventy dozen on 'em, jist like a sack,
one down the tother come on," he returned, at the suggestion of the patriotic
chairman, to the Episcopal business he wished to explain. "Well! " said
he, again addressing the mighty masses, " I'm for down with all hunconstitutional
•"
"Silence, you idiot! I'll kick you out of the waggon!" shouted
Valentine, with all the power of which he was capable.
" What ! " cried Mr. Coweel, turning round with due promptitude—
" What'll yer do ?—kick me out o' the waggon ? How many on yer, eh ?
I should werry much like to give you a quilting, any how!—kick me out!
—try it on !—kick me out o' the waggon !" At this interesting moment a
patriot, who was panting to address the sovereign people, and who was
standing about six feet from Mr. Coweel, had the temerity, in the plenitude
of his impatience, to cry, " Either go on, or cut it ! "
" Oh, ho ! " exclaimed Mr. Coweel, " I've found you out, have I, my
tulip ? It's you that'll kick me out o' the waggon then, is it ?" and Mr.
Coweel aimed a blow at the tulip, but missed him by about two feet and a
half. This miss did not, by any means, impart satisfaction to Mr. Coweel.
He was anxious to hit conviction into the mind of the tulip that he was not
the sort of man to be kicked out of a waggon. He, therefore, struck out
again very forcibly and freely, but every blow aimed fell more or less short.
This seemed to enrage him. He looked very fierce. His elbows were
sharp, and he used them : he dug them with so much decision and point,
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and, moreover, to such an extraordinary depth, into the backs and the
stomachs of those who stood ntzr him, that really his struggles to get at
the tulip became so particularly unpleasant to the patriots who were
standing in his immediate vicinity, that, feeling it to be a duty incumbent
upon them—a duty which they owed, not only to themselves as individuals,
but to society at large—they pinioned his arms, caught hold of his legs,
and pitched him among the mighty masses below.
A loud shout burst from the sovereign people !—a shout which was
echoed by Hicks's Hall, and reverberated clean through the House of
Correction. T h e masses, albeit they clearly perceived that the principle
upon which Coweel had been pitched from the waggon was that of purely
physical force, could not at the moment precisely comprehend the great
fundamental principle upon which that physical force had been developed.
They fancied at first that he was one of the spies ; but when he mounted
the nave of the near hind-wheel, and—^after having dealt out his blows with
really desperate energ)', and that with the most absolute indiscrimination—
addressed the mighty masses as Britons and as men, denouncing thi.'-.
unconstitutional .act of tyranny, and calling upon them, as they valued
their liberties, to aid him in turning the waggon upside down—they held
him to be a man who simply sought the redress of wrongs, and hence felt
themselves bound, by every just and eternal principle by which their souls
were guided, to assist him in pitching the vehicle over.
Just, however, as those who \vere nearest to the hustings were proceeding
with due promptitude to carry this design into actual execution, a loud and
warlike shout of " T H E P E E L E R S ! T H E P E E L E R S ! " burst upon their
patriotic ears, and induced them to defer their labour of love ; while
mighty sections of the sovereign people rushed with due magnanimity from
the scene, rolling over those masses v,-ho had fallen before them, and
forming themselves, in turn, stumblingblocks to those of whom they had
courageously taken the precedence.
" T h e Peelers ! " thought V a l e n t i n e — " t h e P e e l e r s ! what manner of
men are the Peelers, that their presence should generate so much alarm in
the minds of the sovereign people ? "
His conjectures, however, which referred to the probability of their
being hideous monsters of some kind, were speedily put an end to by the
approach of six policemen, who marched with due solemnity of step
towards the hustings ; and as they approached, those sections of the
mighty masses who still kept their ground were as quiet as lambs.
It at once became manifest that those six peelers had arrived with some
object in v i e w ; and before the sovereign people had time even to guess
what that object might be, one of the Peelers very coolly deprived the
horse of his nose-bag; another just as coolly returned the bit to his mouth ;
and a third, with equal coolness, got hold of the reins, when a fourth, who
was certainly not quite so cool, did, by virtue of the application of a short
round truncheon, persuade the poor animal to move on. At starting, the
horse had so tremendous a load, that, in order to draw it all, he was compelled to put out all the physical force he had in h i m ; but the patriots
displayed so much alacrity in leaping out among the sovereign people, then
roaring with laughter, that long before it had reached Mutton Hill, the
mighty masses beheld the vehicle empty. Valentine was lost in admiration
of the tact and tranquillity of spirit displayed by the Peelers. It is true
they met with no opposition ; it is true that they had only to lead the
horse off to compel the patriots either to leap out of the waggon, or to
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have a ride gratis to the greenyard; but the cool, the dispassionate, the
business-like manner in which they conducted the whole thing, struck
Valentine as quite admirable.
The vehicle, on reaching Mutton Hill, was lost to view ; and as Valentine turned to ascertain what the mighty masses contemplated next, he
met the full gaze of a person who looked like a decent master-blacksmith,
and who, addressing him, said, " Axe you an Equal-rightite?"
" I certainly profess to have at least an equal right," replied Valentine,
" to ask you that question."
" Y o u have a knife about your person, have you not ? "
" I have," said Valentine ; " what then ? "
" You had it open in the crowd near the hustings."
" Well! and what is that to you ? " The individual, who was a Peeler
incog., at once beckoned to his undisguised comrades, who came to the
spot, collared Valentine firmly, and proceeded to drag him away. The
mighty masses had their eyes upon those Peelers, whom they viewed as
their natural enemies. They had previously suspected that they were
anxious to capture some one, and as there were but two of them then, they
fell, of course, bound by every principle they professed, to oppose with
firmness whatever tyrannical movement they might make. When, therefore, they saw in the seizure of Valentine the liberty of the subject contemned, they raised a shout of indignation, and rushed boldly to the
rescue. The Peelers saw in a moment—and it really is astonishing how
quickly those fellows do see—that the sovereign people meant something.
They, therefore, pulled out their trunch3ons, and grasped the collar of
Valentine with more firmness still; but in spite of these palpable signs of
determination, the mighty masses rushed like a torrent upon them, and
tried to persuade them, by knocking them down, to relinquish their
tyrannous hold. The Peelers were firm. Although down, they held on.
They were resolute men, and would not be defeated. They applied their
short truncheons, with consummate force, to the ankles and shins of the
sovereign people, and that, too, with so much effect, that they again rose
up like giants refreshed, with Valentine still in their grasp. The mighty
masses once more rushed upon them, and the Peelers once more shook
them off by the prompt application of their truncheons to the sacred hats
of the sovereign people, and to the sacred heads of those whose hats were
not on. It was in vain that Valentine begged of them to desist. They
wouldn't hear of i t ! No !—they returned to the charge, caught hold of
his legs, and felt victory sure !
" L e t go!"—shouted Valentine, indignantly. " Y o u asses, let g o ! "
which, however ungrateful, was perfectly natural under the circumstances,
seeing that between the sovereign people and the Peelers he ran the risk of
being torn limb from limb.
The mighty masses were, however, too near the consummation of their
hopes to attend to this burst of ingratitude. They wanted him away, and
would have him !—if it were only to defeat their natural enemies. They,
therefore, gave another loud " Hurrah ! " and in the twinkling of an eye,
—when Valentine thought that his arms and legs were all off together—
they got him away from the Peelers !
A loud shout of triumph rent the air as they held up their trophy aloft;
and having given three cheers for the sovereign people, and three Gorgonian
groans for the Peelers, they converted their high and mighty shoulders into
a species of triumphal par, upon which they paraded him round the sceng
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of action until they were ready to drop; when he broke away from them,
jumped into a coach, and happily made his escape.

CHAPTER

XXII.

In which Horace sets to with the Ghost of Good7nan, aitd Walter bur7is
the Spect7-e out.
" C O M E , come! I say, governor! come ! " exclaimed Horace, about t h
middle of the third night of his sitting up with his venerable father, whose
delirium continued to be active and strong ; " this wo7i't do, you know—
flesh and blood can't stand it."
" H u s h ! " cried Walter, raising his hand as he fixed his glazed eyes on
vacancy. " T h e r e ! " he continued, in a thrilling whisper—"there!—
there again ! Turn him out! turn him out ! "
There are times at which even the most thoughtless, the most reckless,
are struck with a feeling of awe ; when the blood seems to chill, and the
heart seems to faint, and all physical power appears to be gone—when the
soul is startled, and the cheeks are blanched, and each function appears to
be under the influence of some indescribable paralysis. It is, questionless,
one of the most frightful feelings of which human nature is susceptible ;
and this feeling crawled over Horace as he exclaimed, "Pooh ! xiivon't
fit, you know ! it's all out-and-out stuff."
Unconscious of having inspired this amiable sentiment, unconscious of
the character of his affectionate son's reply, Walter grasped his arm firmly,
and, pointing to the spectre, cried, " Now ! get behind him ! there ! seize
him by the throat! "
"T say, I say, governor!" exclaimed Horace, shaking his parent with
more force than feeling, " can't I any how drive into your stupid head that
there's nobody here but ourselves ? Just listen to reason ; do you mean to
tell me that you'll make me believe that you think that if he were really
here I couldn't see him ? Is it likely ? Pooh ! rubbish, I tell you ! Shut
your eyes, there's a trump, and go to sleep."
" I will have him out ! " cried Walter, fiercely, " out ! out ! "
"Well, well, then I'll turn him out; come, if that's all." And Horace
opened the door, and addressing the apparition, said, "Now, old boy,
just toddle off, will you? You are not wanted here; come, cut it ! " and
he walked round the room, and lavished upon the apparition a series
of kicks, which, in a spectral sense, were extremely severe, and after
grasping him firmly in imagination by the incorporeal collar, he gave him
a spiritual impetus behind, and closed the door with an air of the most
absolute triumph.
His venerable father was not to be deceived, however, thus.
The
pantomime of Horace was really very excellent—he managed the thing
with consummate abilitv, nay, with " artistical " skill; but the phantom w.as
still in the mind's eye of Walter; to him it appeared to have been untouched !
and, therefore, when Horace returned to the bedside, to receive that applause
which the display of genius ought ever to ensure, he was utterly astonished
to find, not only that his exertions had not been appreciated, but that
Walter still glared at the spectre as before.
" Come, I say, he's off now ! " exclaimed Horace. " I've given him a
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little dose, at all events, if I haven't broken his jolly old neck. He won't
come back here in a hurry. I say, didn't you see how he bolted? I
should think he's had enough of it for one night, any how, eh ? "
Walter took no notice of these appropriate observations. He made no
reply. He knew not a word that had been uttered. His spiritual enemy
was there, and his eyes were still wildly fixed upon him. " I will have him
out ! " he exclaimed after a pause, " he shall not be here ! "
" He is not here," cried Horace, seizing the arms of his father; I wish I
could drive a little sense into your head. I say, governor, why, don't you
know me ?" Walter turned his eyes for an instant, and then again glared
at the spectre ; " I'll not have him here," he cried, " out he shall go ! If
you will not do it, I will! " and he made another effort to rise, but Horace
held him down ; he struggled, and Horace struggled with him, until he was
Struck with an idea that the self-same power which caused him to imagine
some one there, might cause him also to imagine that he had driven
him away ; when, in order to give him every possible chance, he very
qiiietly relinquished his hold. Walter was no sooner free, than he darted
towards the space to which he had pointed, and made a really desperate
effort to clutch the phantom, which, however, appeared to retreat; for he
chased it round and round with great swiftness and zeal, until he became so
exhausted that Horace lifted him again into bed, exclaiming, "Come,
come, it's of no sort of use ; you can't grab him."
" But I will! " cried Walter, again struggling to rise.
" N o , no ! I'll tackle him ! stay where you are. I must," he continued
in an under-tone, "swindle the old boy somehow," and he pulled off his
coat, and threw himself at once into a pugilistic attitude, and, after having
very scientifically squared at the apparition for some considerable time, he
struck out with great force and precision, and continued to strike right and
left until he found that he had struck his arms pretty well out of th.eir
sockets, when, precisely as if the enemy had been regularly vanquished, he
put it to him whether he had had quite enough, and then, without further
ceremony, threw up the sash, and "made believe " to pitch him out of the
window.
All this was, however, good energy thrown away; for while he was
labouring to inspire the belief that he was breaking the neck of the spectre,
that spectre, in Walter's imagination, was still in the self-same position as
before. Horace was amazed when, on closing the window, he found
his father staring as wildly as ever. " It's of 710 use," said he to himself,
in despair, as he mixed another glass of brandy-and-water, and pulled out
another cheroot; " I may just as well drop it—he's not to be done. Come,
I say," he continued, addressing his father, " it's all stuff, you know ! Shut
your eyes, and then he'll start; he won't move a peg till you do."
Walter now lay perfectly motionless. His last effort seemed to have
exhausted him completely ; and as he continued to he without uttering
a word, Horace fondly conceived that he should have an hour's peace, and
therefore threw himself back in the easy chair, and very soon became
extremely interested in the report of a fight between " Simon the Toughun " and " Konky Brown."
Now, those who have had the satisfaction of sitting up with a delirious
person all night will recollect that, between three and four in the morning,
the mind reverts with peculiar pleasure to a cup of strong coffee and a
muffin. If the patient then under your especial protection be at that hour
silent, the silence which reigns over the chamber is awful, and nothing in
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nature, save coffee with a muffin, seems calculated either to occupy the
mind or to arouse the dormant energies of the body. This hour—this
dreary, solemn hour had arrived, when Horace, perceiving that his father's
eyes were closed, stole softly from the chamber, and proceeded to the
kitchen, where the coffee was on the hob, and the muffins on the table,
with everything essential to a snug breakfast.
The very moment, however, Horace had cnitted the room, his father,
who had cunningly watched every movement, and had only pretended to be
asleep, left the bed with the full determination to turn out the phantom by
which he was still haunted. He first tried to clutch it—then tost it for a
time—then stared about wildly—then saw it again, and then chased it
round the room, until he fancied that he had driven it beneath the bed,
when he caught up the candle, set fire to the clothes, and in an instant the
bed was in a blaze.
" N o w ! " he cried, " Now will you go? Ha ! ha I' ha ! ha ! I can't
get you out! Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! "
Horace heard the loud hysterical laugh, and darted upstairs in a moment.
Dense volumes of smoke issued forth as he burst in the door. He could
not advance—the whole room was in flames !
" F a t h e r ! " he cried, "father! fly to the door! save yourself! save
yourself ! father !"
The laughter was heard still; but it almost immediately ceased, and
Walter fell.
" F i r e ! fire! fire!" cried Horace; and his cries were answered by
screams from above. Pie rushed into the street, and there raised the alarm,
and the neighbourhood resounded with cries of " Fire ! fire ! "
The police were immediately on the spot ; and several labourers who
were going to work came at once to their assistance.
" My father—my father's in the room ! " shouted Horace. " For God's
sake, save him—save my father !" and he darted upstairs with the view of
rescuing his mother and his wife. His wife had fainted, and his mother
was too terror-stricken even to move. " H e l p ! h e l p ! " he shouted,
" H e r e ! " and a labourer rushed in a moment to his aid and seized the
mother, as Horace caught his fainting wife in his arms, when both were in
safety borne into the street.
The fire was now raging fiercely. The flames were bursting forth in all
directions. The rafters had caught, and the crackling was awful.
" Who's in the house now ? " shouted one of the labourers.
" M y father ! my father ! " cried Horace, returning.
" Where's the girl—where's the servant ? " demanded a policeman.
" Upstairs ! " replied Horace, by whom she had been forgotten ; and
away went the policeman ; but the girl could not be found.
" F a t h e r ! father!" he again shouted; and at the moment a deep
thrilling groan reached his ear. '' To the door—to the door ! "
Crash went the windows, and a stream of water poured into the room in
which Walter was writhing in agony. No one could enter. That room
was one sheet of vivid fire^ and the flames, as the water rushed in at the
window, were driven with violence hissing towards the door.
Another groan was heard. It appeared to proceed from a spot near the
wainscot. Horace instantly tore down the banister, with part of which he
dashed in the panel. An angry stream of fire burst like lightning through
the orifice, and there lay Walter ! " He is here ! " cried Horace, seizing
him eagerly and dragging him into the passage. " He is not dead ! Help I
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Assistance was at hand, and Walter was borne at once into the street, but
presented so frightful a spectacle, that a shutter was procured, upon which
he was placed, and carried to the house of a surgeon. The engines novr
arrived from all quarters, and began to play gallantly upon the flames,
which were bursting through the bricks, and streaming in liquid curls from
every window. Horace, notwithstanding, rushed again into the house.
His object was to secure his father's papers. He reached the room which
contained them, and burst in the door !—another step would have precipitated him at once into a gulf of hissing fire. The floor of the room had
fallen in, and the flames were ascending in forked streams from below.
The spectacle struck him with horror. He stood for a moment paralyzed.
A crash was heard behind him ! The stairs—the stairs up which he came,
had given way. All retreat was cut off. The flames were gathering round,
and, like hideous monsters, ready to devour him. What was to be done ?
One hope—one poor, forlorn hope, urged him forward ! He dashed
through the crackling, blazing passage, reached the stairs, and darted up,
with the fire following fiercely at his heels. By a miracle he gained the
attic. The window was open. He leaped upon the parapet, and there,
turning his eyes to the opening heavens, which reflected the flames, he
clasped his hand«, and with fervour thanked God !
A falling beam beneath him warned him from the spot; and he crept on
his hands and knees along the roof, until his blood chilled on touching a
human face ! It was that of the servant, who, having escaped through the
window, had fainted. He shrank back for the moment, appalled ; but on
recovering himself, he placed the poor girl upon his back, and proceeded
over the roofs of the adjoining houses until he reached a stack of chimneys,
which impeded his further progress. Here he put his burden down, and
turned to the ruins from which he had escaped, and for the first time felt
the dreadful effects of the fiery ordeal through which he had passed. He
was frightfully scorched. His hair had been singed completely off his
head, and the clothes that remained on him were reduced to mere tinder.
He cried aloud for help, but he could not be heard; he could see the mob
below—but he could not be seen. The engines were playing, and the
shouts of those who worked them would have drowned the most dreadful
clap of thunder. " L O O K OUT ! " shouted fifty of the firemen in a breath ;
and a rush was made to the opposite side. The next moment a tremendous
crash was heard. The roof had fallen in ; and the clouds of smoke and
dust which ascended with a roar were succeeded by a shower of blazing
laths and sparks which threatened destruction to all around. The effect
was terrific. The sky itself seemed to be one sheet of fire descending to
mantle the earth.
Another shout burst forth : Horace was perceived !—every object being
now distinctly visible. An escape-ladder was raised, and a fireman ascended.
" Here!" he cried, addressing the startled Horace, who had just caught a
glimpse of his head, " G e t into this canvas! Now, don't be afraid."
Horace carried the poor fainting girl to the parapet, and wished her to be
taken down first. " Give me the girl," continued the fireman. "There!
Now you get in, but mind don't go fast." And Horace got into the canvas
tube, and gradually slipped to the bottom. On coming out of this tube he
was literally naked; for during the descent, his clothes, which were but
tinder, had been rubbed completely off. A blanket, however, was immediately thrown around him, and he was carried at once with the girl to the
surgeon's. By this time the house was completely gutted, and the engines
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Were playing only on the hot party-walls that the fire might not reach the
houses adjoining. This effect was produced : those houses were saved;
and in a short time, although the engines still kept playing, nothing but
smoke could be seen.

CHAPTER

XXII L

Valentitte attends a Phrenological Lectui'e, a7id i7ispii-es a Murderer's Skull
with Indig7iatio7i.
W H A T a beautiful science is that of Phrenology ! In the whole range of
sciences, where is there one which is either so useful or so ornamental ?
Fortune-telling is a fool to it. It stands with consummate boldness upon
the very pinnacle of fatality. To the predestinarian it is a source of great
comfort : to all who desire to take themselves entirely out of their own
hands—to get rid of that sort of responsibility which is sometimes extremely inconvenient—it is really a positive blessing. When this delightful science shall have made its way home to the hearts of mankind
universally, as it must, what a lovely scheme of life will be opened before
us !—what a charming state of society will be based upon the ruins of
our present _ dreadful system of civilization ! Then, and not till then,
will mankind be happy ! Then will perfect liberty obtain. Then will
men see the sand-blindness of their ancestors, and sweep away like chaff
the dreadful injustice which forms the very essence of punishment.
Then will it be seen that law and liberty are inimical—a thing which
has but to be seen, for our st.atute-books to be converted into one monstrous cinder and placed upon a pedestal as an everlasting relic of excruciating tyranny. It will then be acknowledged that men are but men—
that they are by no means accountable for their actions—that they do
thus or thus simply because they have been predestined to do thus or thus
—and that therefore they cannot be censured or punished with justice.
It will then seem amazing that punishments should have been countenanced—amazing that men should have been made by their fellow-men
to suffer for actions over which they clearly had no control—nay, actions
which they were, in fact, bound to perform ! For, why, it will be
argued, do men commit murders ? Why do they perpetrate rapes and
pick pockets ? Why—clearly because they can't help it ! And what line
of argument can be shorter ? And as for its soundness !—why that will
of course be perceived at a glance.
It is lamentable—absolutely lamentable—to think that this extremely
blessed state of society stands no sort of chance of being established before
the next generation ; and we, who endure the atrocities of the present
cramped-up scheme, may with infinite reason envy the sweet feelings, the
delightful sensations, the charming state of mind, which the establishment
of a plirenologically-social system must of necessity induce. There are of
course some unhappy individuals in existence sufficiently ill-conditioned to
contend that phrenology 7in'er ca7i bring about this unspeakably glorious
state of things : and really none can wonder at it!—none can wonder that
the cool contemplation of such a delightful state of society should confirm
the incredulity of the naturally incredulous—but that it will, when carried
out to its legitimate length, be productive of all those extraordinary bless-
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ings, reflection—disinterested reflection—will render abundantly clear. It
is all very well and very natural for lawyers, physicians, and such kinds of
people to uphold the present system, inasmuch as it is by that system they
thrive. They perfectly well know that if a system were established upon
these two bold and eternal principles—first, that "Whatever is, is right,"
and secondly, that " T h e y who are born to be hanged can never be
drowned," their respective occupations would be gone ! seeing that
Nature would then be allowed to take the entire thing into her own
ample hands.
But there are also "phrenologists" sufficiently weak to maintain that
their own immortal science is by no means designed to accomplish the
great objects to which reference has been had.
These, however, are
not pure phrenologists. They take an extremely narrow view of the thing,
and are much to be pitied. The professors of a science ought never to
underrate the advantages of the science of which they are professors.
It
isn't right ; such a course has a direct and natural tendency to bring the
thing eventually into contempt. If Nature has implanted in our skulls
certain organs containing the germs of certain passions, whose internal
workings not only produce an external development, but force us to act as
they direct, or in obedience to their will, we have clearly no right to the
reputation of beiijg responsible creatures, and we have but to believe that
we possess no such right, to recognize the injustice involved in all punishments, and thus to lay the foundation of that sweet social system which
cannot be thought of without pure delight. Now with the view of inspiring a due appreciation of the blessings to be derived from this science,
a distinguished professor was about to deliver an interesting lecture as
Valentine passed an institution to which his attention had been directed
by a crowd pouring in.
Valentine happened to be dull that evening; for while he could obtain no tidings of Goodman, he saw no probability of finding out the
residence of her of whom he felt more than ever enamoured. He therefore, with an hour's amusement for his object, applied for a ticket, and
having obtained one, entered a well-constructed room, in which there
were seats raised one above the other, and capable of accommodating
about four hundred persons ; while on the rostrum stood a table, upon
which were placed several peculiarly-formed skulls, the nominal relics
of some of the greatest scoundrels, fools, philanthropists, and statesmen
that ever had existence.
The place was crowded, and when the appointed time had passed without the appearance of the professor, the
audience began to manifest that respectable sort of impatience which
develops itself in a gentle timid tapping of sticks and umbrellas. The
amount of intelligence displayed by the audience was truly striking;
and as Valentine was able at a glance to perceive who were really
phrenologists, and who really were not, by the mode in which their hair
was arranged—for the phrenologists wore theirs entirely off their foreheads, in order that every bump which could be seen might be seen,
while the anti-individuals suffered theirs to hang roughly, or if it would
curl, to curl accordingly upon their latent brows—he became extremely
interested in speculating upon the extent to which the advocates of the
science would be, at once, prepared to go. He had not, however, speculated long when a movement was made upon the rostrum—a movement
which was palpably indicative of something. Every eye was of course
lirected most anxiously towards the door; and when the professor,

VALENTINE VOX.

I43

who formed part of a solemn procession, entered, the applause was
exceedingly liberal and loud.
The members of the committee then
seated themselves at a most respectful distance on either side, and when
the professor had recovered his self-possession, he coughed slightly, gave
several peculiar ahems ! and then, in sweet silvery tones said :—" Ladies
and Gentlemen: In speaking of the science of phrenology the first consideration which suggests itself is, whether the external development
of man's propensities and passions be the cause, or the effect, of those propensities and passions. Now, in order that I may illustrate clearly that
such development is the effect, not the cause, I propose to direct your
attention to the peculiar organization of the heads of Certain well-known
characters whose skulls I have here.—Now," continued the learned
professor, taking up a very singularly-formed skull in both hands and
looking at it very intently—" this is the head of ' Tim Thomhill, the
murderer."
" T h e what?" cried Valentine, pitching his voice into the scull. The
startled professor dropped it on the instant ; and as it rolled with peculiar
indignation upon the rostrum, the audience simultaneously burst into a
convulsive roar of laughter. The professor at first did not laugh. By no
means ; he looked amazed, turned pale, and slightly trembled, as he stared
at the rolling scull. But when he had sufficiently recovered himself to
know that all were laughing around him, he certainly made a lame effort to
join them. And this gave him courage, for he proceeded to pick up the
object of his amazement; but no sooner had he got his hand upon it again
than Valentine cried " A murderer ? " in a tone of great solemnity. The
professor again started back; but the laughter of the audience was neither
so loud nor so general as before, seeing that many had been struck with the
idea that there was something supernatural about it. "This is strange,
very strange,—extraordinary ! " said the professor, with great intensity of
feeling—" very, very extraordinary ! "
" A murderer !" repeated Valentine, in a deeply reproachful tone, which
of course seemed to proceed from the relic of Tim Thornhill.
The audience laughed no more. They did not even smile. They looked
at each other with an expression of wonder, and felt that the scull was
under some ghostly influence, while the learned professor, albeit by no
means prone to superstition, was utterly lost in amazement.
" I s it
possible," thought he, "that this scull can be inhabited by the spirit of
Tim Thomhill ? Is it possible that that spirit can have spoken ? " He
was not prepared to say that it was impossible, and the assumption of its
not being impossible generated the consideration of its probability, which,
added to the evidence of his o-wn ears, at length reduced the thing to a
certainty, or something very like it. And this seemed to be the conclusion
at which the members of the committee had arrived, for they looked
extremely grave, and altogether at a loss to give expression to their feelings
on the subject. "Ladies and gentlemen," said the professor, after a very
awful pause, during which it happened to strike him that he ought to say
something, " I scarcely know how to address you. This occurrence is of
so extraordinary a character that I really don't know what to think. With
a view to the promotion of science——"
" H a ! — h a !—ha!" cried Valentine, in ghostly tones, and at melodramatic intervals, like those of that grim actor O'Smith, throwing his
voice behind the professor, who started, but dared not look round, — " H a !
—ha !—ha ! " he repeated, making the voice appear to proceed from a
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much greater distance ; and while the chairman, the professor, and the
gentlemen of the committee had scarcely the power to breathe, the skulls
on the table seemed to enjoy the thing exceedingly ; for they really, in the
imagination of all present, appeared to be grinning more decidedly than
ever.
There is nothing in nature which startles men more than a noise for
which they cannot account. However strongly strung may be their nerves,
however slight may be the sound which they hear, if they cannot account
for that sound, it at once chills their blood, and, in spite of them, sets their
imagination on the rack. If the voice which apparently proceeded from
that skull had reached the ear of a man when alone, the effect would have
been infinitely more striking ; inasmuch as he would have looked for that
protection for which we all think of looking when no other aid is near; but
as in this case there were nearly four hundred intellectual persons present,
they stuck to each other for protection ; and during the awful silence which
for some time prevailed, the more reflecting began to reason themselves
over the shock thus :—" Why, what have we to fear? We never injured
Tim Thomhill. He might have been a very ill-used man ; but we never
ill-used him ; he might have been innocent of the crime for which he
suffered, but we did not cause him to suffer. His spirit, therefore, cannot
be angry with us. What, then, have we to fear ? " By virtue of this profound course of reasoning, many recovered their self-possession, and, as
Valentine remained silent to enjoy the effect he had produced, he had
time to reflect upon that moral weakness of which we are peculiarly the
victims. " I t is probable," thought he, "that there are in this assembly
many strong-minded men—men whom nothing on earth tangible could
appal—who would fight like lions undismayed, and who have courage to
endure the most intense physical torture without a groan ; yet see how the
slightest sound alarms them ! They can stand unmoved while the thunder
roars ; yet let them hear but a whisper for which they cannot account, and
their blood runs cold, and their hearts sink within them." There are,
however, some individuals in the world who, as' soon as the shock has
subsided, begin to ridicule that which alarmed them, and one of these
happened to be the chairman of the committee. He had been startled by
the sounds perhaps more than any other man present; but when he could
hear it no longer, he no longer fe?.red it; and therefore commenced laughing at and pinching those gentlemen who sat near him, and tried to
b'ring the whole affair into contempt. This course of proceeding was not,
however, relished by those gentlemen much; for, although they very
naturally shrank back when he pinched them, they preserved a solemnity
of aspect, which was, under the circumstances, highly correct. He then
approached the professor, and laboured to convince him that it was, " after
ail, nothing," and did certainly succeed in relaxing the rigidity of that
gentleman's features.
" Pick up the skull ! " cried Valentine, who was anxious to see what
he would do with it; and the chairman adjusted his cravat, looked majestic,
and picked up the skull ! Valentine was silent, the professor was silent,
and the audience were silent, while the chairman held the skull in his hand,
and examined it minutely. He felt that his courage had excited admiration, and was by this feeling prompted to show off a little more. He,
therefore, turned the skull over again and again, and after placing its grinning jaws to his ear very boldly, he tossed it up as if it had been a mere
ball, and caught it again with considerable skill.
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This had the effect of restoring the audience to something bearing the
semblance of good humour. A smile seemed to be anxious to develop
itself upon their features, and although it was more than half suppressed,
the valiant chairman grew bolder and bolder ; and being determined to
throw contempt upon their fears, he rolled the skull from one point to
another, put his fingers between its huge teeth, and really treated it altogether with unparalleled indignity. " What is the matter with you, eh ? "
said he, playfully patting the skull ; " what ails you ? Are you not well,
Mr. Thornhill ? Dear me, I'm exceedingly sorry you've been so disturbed."
The audience now began to laugh heartily again, and to believe what
they had -wished all along to believe—that they had been very grossly mistaken. But just as they were about to feel ashamed of themselves for
having suffered the sounds which they had heard to alarm them, the chairman rattled the skull of Tim Thornhill against that of an eminent philanthropist so violently, that Valentine, in a deep hollow tone, which
appeared to proceed from behind the committee, who were joking with
great freedom and spirit, cried " Forbear ! "
The effect was electric. The members of the committee were on their
legs in an instant; the chairman dropped the skull, and stood trembling
with due energy; the professor turned pale, opened his mouth, and held
his breath, while the audience were, if possible, more amazed than before.
" Bless me ! " cried one, " what on earth ca7i it mean ?" "Good heavens ! "
cried another, " i t must be a spirit." " T h e place is haunted," cried a
third. "Let's g o ! " said a fourth; and "Let's go," had at once about
fifty female echoes. There was a rush towards the door. The whole of
the ladies departed, and none remained behind but really strong-minded
men, who had been induced to do so in consequence of Valentine having
shouted, " Surely, two hundred of us are a match for one ghost !" This,
however, was an excessively wicked observation. It was felt to be so
generally, although it had the effect of inducing them to stop ; for, however impious might be the notion that a ghost, if it felt disposed to tackle
them, could not beat them all into fits, they felt that it was probable that
one might appear, and that in the society of two hundred men, they should
rather like to see it. They therefore looked for its appearance with considerable anxiety, while the members of the committee were expressing
their amazement in decidedly cabalistic terms.
" What's to be done, gentlemen ? " at length said the professor; " what
is to be done ?" Those gentlemen raised their eyes to the ceiling, and
shook their heads solemnly. The chairman looked very mysterious. He
shuffled and fidgeted, and pursed his thick lips, and scratched his head
violently ; in fact, his appearance altogether was nothing at all like what it
was when he playfully patted the skull of Tim Thornhill. At length, one
of his colleagues—a scraggy individual, whose nose was quite blue and as
round as a ball—rose to observe that he had always maintained, through
thick and thin, right and left, that every effect must have a regular legitimate cause; that although it would sometimes occur that when the cause
was absent the effect would be present, it might not be so in that particular
instance; and that he would therefore suggest that, if the sounds which
they had heard did proceed from that skull, it was perfectly probable that
if the skull were removed the sounds would go quietly with it.
This was hailed as an excellent suggestion. They all marvelled how
they could have been so stupid as not to have thought of it before. They
felt that, of course, it was likely—that nothing, in fact, could be in reahty
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more likely, than that the removal of the skull would have precisely that
result : they were certain that it would; they were never more certain ol
anything in their lives ; but the question was, who would remove it ? The
professor did not appear anxious to do so ; the chairman did not seem to
like the job at all; the gentleman by whom the suggestion had been made
thought, naturally enough, that he had" done his share towards it, and his
colleagues as naturally imagined that, by urging the expediency of acting
ilpon that suggestion, they had done quite as much as they could, under
the circumstances, be reasonably expected to do.
At length the chairman was struck very forcibly -with a bright and novel
thought. The porter was in the hall ! He might have heard something
about the extraordinary occurrence from those who had departed, but it
was held to be very unlikely, seeing that he was not only an Irishman,
but a very sound sleeper. The porter was therefore sent for at once, and
he came. He seemed rather confused as he bowed most respectfully, first
to the professor, and secondly to the chairman, thirdly to the gentlemen of
the committee, and fourthly to the audience ; for as it was clearly his first
appearance on any stage, he felt very awkward, and looked very droll.
"Murphy," said the chairman, "pick up that skull, and take it into the
halL"
" I t ' s the skull yer mane, sorr ? Yes, sorr," said Murphy; and he
opened his shoulders precisely as if he had been about to remove some
remarkably heavy weight; but he had no sooner got it fairly up, than
Valentine, sending his voice very cleverly into it, cried, " Beware ! "
'•'•Murther !" cried Murphy, dropping the skull, and raising his hands,
with his fingers stretched widely apart. He appeared not to have sufficient
breath to give utterance to another word, but standing in that attitude,
with his mouth wide open, he stared at the skull with an expression ol
horror.
"Well, sir—well?" said the chairman, after a pause. "What's the
matter? Take it up, sir, this moment."
Murphy stared at the chairman, then at the professor, then at the
audience, and then at the skull. He had no wish to be disobedient,
although he feared to obey. He therefore slightly kicked the skull; then
shrank from it; then re-examined it a little; and then kicked it again.
" Do you hear, sir ? " shouted the chairman.
<<Ye-£f, sorr" cried Murphy, who trembled with great freedom.—"It's
alive, sorr !—taint didd! "
" Nonsense ! " cried the chairman ; " away with it at once ! "
" W h a t the divil will I d o ? " said Murphy, whining in a most melancholy tone.
" Do you hear me, sir ? Take it below, instantly."
Murphy again approached i t ; then rubbed himself all over; then tucked
up his sleeves, and then touched it again with his foot, while he shook his
head doubtfully, and eyed it with great fierceness. " Now, then !" cried
the chairman ; and Murphy again stooped, and then put out his hand
within a yard of the skull, and drew near to it gradually, inch by inch,
but the moment he was about to place his hand again upon it, Valentine
again cried, " Beware ! "
" Och ! " cried Murphy, in an attitude of terror, in which, with his eyes
fixed firmly upon the skull, he shrank to the very back of the rostrum.
The chairman and the professor here held a consultation, of which the
result was an announcement that the lecture must be of necessity postponed.
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" W h a t we have this night heard," said the professor, " i s so mysterious—
so strange, that I really cannot trust myself to speak on the subject.
It is, however, a mystery which I trust we shall be able to solve by
"
" Bury m e , " interrupted Valentine ; " l e t me rest in peace, and seek to
know no m o r e . " T h e professor did not finish the speech he had commenced ; but, bowing to the audience, he left the stage, followed by the
chairman and the gentlemen of the committee.
Murphy could not, of
course, take the precedence of any one of them ; he therefore, with his
eyes still fixed upon the skull, backed out as closely to the last man as
possible ; but before he had made his exit an idea seemed to strike him—•
and that, too, with horror—that, when all had departed, he was the man
who would have to extinguish the lights !

CHAPTER

XXIV.

Brings the Reader back to Goodman, who boldly C07iceives a particular
the Executio7i of which is tuiavoidably Postponed.

Plan,

A L T H O U G H Goodman strongly felt that the parties to the conspiracy of which
he was the victim would not escape eventual punishment, little did he think
that retribution had already descended upon the head of his unnatural
brother. Walter, he thought, might be living in luxury. Having obtained
possession of all, he might be squandering it away, or existing apparently
at ease ; but he envied him not—he, on the contrary, pitied him sincerely.
H e felt that his outraged conscience would afflict him ; but he, of course,
had no conception that he was at that time writhing in the most intense
physical agony.
T h e r e is a spirit—let us disguise its effects, or labour to repudiate its
power as we may—which prompts us to cherish a feeling of gratification
when they who have deeply injured us suffer those pangs which, sooner or
later, bad actions ensure. T h e entertainment of this feeling may, indeed,
be ascribed to want of charity; but, as it forms one of the chief characteristics of the human heart, it must be, at the same time, deemed perfectly
natural ; and, as we are not divine, it may with safety be asserted that no
mere man ever existed on earth, to whom retributive justice upon those
who had deeply injured him failed to impart secret pleasure.
Goodman was never vindictive; few, indeed, could boast of being
actuated so slightly by the spirit of revenge. H e laboured to forgive his
enemies ; he would have forgiven Walter—freely, heartily, would he have
forgiven him ; still, when he reflected upon the misery which springs from
the wounded conscience—when he reflected that his brother must
absolutely hate himself for doing that which he had done—the reflection
imparted that amount of gratification which made him feel that, after all,
he was the happier man. This feeling enabled him to bear up with firmness against all those indignities and bratalities to which he was then subjected ; in fact, he became in a short time co77iparatively reconciled, and he
and his friend Whitely, who was his constant associate, resolved to make
the best of their position, by amusing themselves as much, as the bitter
circumstances would allow.
Goodman very often thought of Valentine,
whom he had introduced by name to his friend Whitely, and they frequently
occupied their minds all day in conceiving the various scenes he had the
L 2
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lower to produce. This was indeed to them a source of gi-eat enjoyment,
rhey bound each other down to imagine and to describe scenes alternately,
and for hours and hours they forgot their cares, and laughed as heartily as
if they had been free.
Their laughter, however, struck them very often as sounding strangely,
mingling as it did with the screams of a female, who was shut up alone
•within four brick walls at the bottom of the garden. Goodman had
frequently expressed a desire to see this poor, lost creature ; and Whitely,
who was in fevour with o/ie of the keepers, succeeded, after much solicitation, in persuading the man to take him and Goodman into one of the
upper rooms, which directly overlooked the den in which she was confined.
From the harsh screams and bitter imprecations which proceeded from
this den, Goodman was led to imagine that its inmate was an old, withered,
wretched-looking creature, whose intemperance had reduced her to a
raving maniac, and whose former life had been spent among the vilest and
most degraded. Conceive, then, his astonishment when, instead of a
miserable, wasted, haggard being, he beheld a fair girl, whose skin was as
pure as alabaster, and whose hair hung luxuriantly down her back in flaxen
ringlets, running reund, shouting, screaming, and uttering the most dreadful imprecations that ever proceeded from the lips of the most vicious of
her sex.
" O h , heaven ! " exclaimed Goodman ; "what a sight this is ! "
" Horrible ! " said his friend, "most horrible !"
" Poor, dear girl ! my heart bleeds for her. Has she no friends ? "
" Relatives she has," replied Whitely, " or she would not be here."
1 " B u t she is insane? "
" Doubtless ; but is that the way to cure insanity ? Is it fit that a young
creature like that—not yet arrived at womanhood—scarcely eighteen—
should be buried within four walls, and not suffered to see a single soul,
save the wretch who casts her food into her den during the day, and chains
her down to her pallet at night ? Is that the way, I ask, to effect a cure ?
Is it not, on the contrary, directly calculated to increase the disease ? But
she has not been sent here to be cured, poor girl ! Eternal shame on her
unnatural relatives !—their only object is to keep her confined."
"But suppose," suggested Goodman, "that, having done all in their
power, they found her incurable ? "
" H e r age," replied Whitely, "forbids the supposition. The malady
with which she is afflicted could not have developed itself until she had
arrived at the age of fifteen or sixteen, and she is not eighteen yet. The
idea of their having done all in their power to cure her is, therefore, absurd.
If they had wished to have her cured, they would not have sent her here.
It is monstrous that the lovely young creature, in the bloom of youth and
beauty, should be subjected, under any conceivable circumstances, to such
horrible treatment as this."
" Hear how wildly she calls upon the skies," said Goodman, " a s if she
expected aid from there."
" F r o m there, and from there only, poor
girl! will aid ever come to her."
" Well, you two ; have you seen enough on her ? " cried the keeper, on
re-entering the room, in which he had left them for a moment, as a special
mark of favour. " T h a n k you, Johnson," said Whitely, who knew how
to manage the ruffian. " How long has this poor girl been with you ? "
" Oh, a matter of two year. That there place was built for her. Nice
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place for a small party, ain't it ?—Capital patient, though—pays more than
any on 'em—mopusses come in reg'lar as clock-work."
" And has she been always as violent as she is now ?"
" N o , she wasn't at first; but she soon found her voice. I say, ain't she
got a throat ?—Can't she come it when she likes ?—and that's in course,
always : for she never sleeps, she don't—that's the rummest go. I don't
suppose she's had above a dozen winks the last twelvemonth. She's night
and day, night and day, eternally howling."
" That is her bedroom, I suppose," said Whitely, pointing to the upper
part of the den ; for the place was constructed like a pigsty, one part being
roofed, and the other quite open. "Yes, that's where she—sleeps I was
goin' to say,—but it's where she don't sleep—ony where she's chained
down." At this moment the poor girl saw them at the window, and her
shrieks were truly awful. She raved, and spat at them, and flew round
the den, and endeavoured to clutch them, and folded her arms as if she had
one of them in her embrace, and then shrieked again horribly.
" Come," cried the keeper, " come, come along down ; you've seen quite
enough on her now," and he led the way back into the garden.
During the whole of that day the two friends spoke of nothing but
the appalling spectacle they had witnessed, and when the time for being
driven into their cells had arrived, they retired with hearts full of sorrow.
In the morning, however, Goodman was a different man. His spirits
were buoyant, if not, indeed, gay; and as he shook the hand of his friend
with more than usual ardour, he smiled with intense satisfaction. Whitely
was delighted with his altered appearance. He felt that he must have
heard some good news, and being well assured that his liberation would be
the prelude to his own, he manifested the utmost anxiety during the whole
of the time they were at breakfast.
On reaching the garden, Goodman again smiled ; when Whitely grasped
his hand, and looking intently at him, said " My dear friend ! you have
heard—something ? "
" No," said Goodman, still however smiling, " No."
"Heard nothing?" cried Whitely, whose hopes at once vanished.
" Then why do you smile ?"
" Because I have thought of something,"
replied Goodman, '' which may perhaps answer our purpose as well."
"Indeed ! " cried Whitely, whose hopes again revived. " What is it ?"
" I can of course confide in you, and will therefore explain. I have
arranged it all in my own mind. I have been nearly the whole of the
night bringing the plan to bear. We cannot fail. We are perfectly
certain to be successful."
" Well, what is it ? what is it ?" cried Whitely, with great impatience.
" I conceived a scheme last night," said Goodman, " which has but to
be carried into execution for our freeedom to be at once secured."
" I see—I see," said Whitely, shaking his head ; " an escape. Ah, my
friend, don't believe it to be possible."
" But I do," said Goodman ; " I cannot but believe it to be possible.
First of all, how many of these fellows—these keepers, are there here ? "
" Six," replied Whitely, " with the man at the gate."
" S i x ; very well. How many patients or prisoners are there who are
perfectly sane?"
"Thirty, perhaps; but say twenty-five."
" Well, say that there are but twenty. I am an old man, still I havf
some strength : you are much younger, and. have more strength than I, and
many whom I eould point out have much more than you. Now, is it not
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disgraceful that twenty or five-and-twenty strong hearty fellows should
suffer themselves to be kept in so dreadful a place as this by half a dozen
tyrannous scoundrels, whom, if it were necessary, they could strangle
in five minutes ? Is it not, I ask, monstrous, that we, who have health
and strength, and justice on our side, should permit half a dozen degraded
myrmidons, hired to sustain one of the most frightful systems with
which men were ever yet cursed, to tyrannize over and trample upon
us, to chain us down like felons, and to kick us like brutes, when by
simply displaying the strength which we possess, we might at once obtain
our liberty ? "
Mri Whitely shook his head, and slightly smiled, and then sighed; but
he made no reply.
" I admit," continued Goodman, "that, man to man, they would be
more than a match for us—that we could not compete with them at all :
but twenty-five to six—that is more than four to one ! Upon my life, I do
think that the fact of our being here reflects disgrace upon us as men.
There would not be the slightest necessity for hurting those persons.
God forbid that I should injure any man, however cruelly he may have
injured me ; but what, my friend,—what if we were to go in a body to the
gates, and to tell them firmly and resolutely to refuse us egress at their peril?
Is it to be supposed that they would make more than the mere show
of resistance, or that if they even were to resist us, we could not at once
overcome them ? Does it not, I ask, strike you as being dreadful, that
five-and-twenty men, who have been stolen from society as we have been
stolen, should continue to suffer these brutal indignities—should be kept
here like convicts by a handful of wretches whom we have the power to
crush ?"
" It does," said Whitely, " i t does seem dreadful."
" Then why do we continue to endure it ?"
" Because—simply because we cannot help ourselves, my friend."
" But why can we not ? What is there to prevent our escape in a body,
and that too at once?"
" D o you think," observed Whitely, withgreat
calmness, "that you and I now could thrash the six keepers, were we to
work manfully, and put out our strength ? "
' ' Alone ? certainly not. I have already said that, man to man, they
would be more than a match for us ; but twenty-five to six ! consider that."
- " I have, my friend, considered it—calmly considered it, and have
arrived at this conclusion : that if we cannot thrash the six keepers ourselves, your scheme is, under the circumstances, utterly impracticable ?"
" But why is it impracticable ? "
"Because," replied Whitely, " w e should have to depend solely upon
ourselves ; we could not calculate upon having the slightest assistance.
Our poor fellow-prisoners have been here so long, that their minds have
become enervated ; they have not the strength—the moral courage to join
us. I readily grant, that if all, or even a third of them were staunch, we
might, by taking these myrmidons by surprise, effect our object; but their
spirits are broken; they have lost all energy ; they could not be depended
upon for a moment; they have no heart, no resolution. Were we to propose the thing to them, no matter with what eloquence and force, they
would shrink from the attempt; they would not dare to join us ; they
would at once agree with you, that our imprisonment, under the circumstances, reflects disgrace upon us as men, and that, if an attempt were
made, success would be almost certain; but they would look at the con-
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sequences of a failure, and that would be sufficient to deter them from
icting. For they know by sad experience, that albeit they are assumed to
tie unconscious of their actions, they are punished for those actions in spite
of that assumption, and that the punishment which would inevitably follow
the failure of an attempt like that which you have suggested would be
dreadful. I myself thought cf the same plan the day I came here, and felt
as certain as you now feel, that it might w ith ease be carried into immediate
execution ; but when I had sounded several of those whom I had fancied
were likely to join me, I found their minds so enfeebled, their spirits so
low, that if even I had succeeded in goading them on to the attempt, they
would in all probability have deserted me at the very moment when energy
and resolution were most essential to success. They have not the courage,
my friend—depend upon it they have not the courage. Every man of
them, in an enterprise of that kind, would act like a child. They have
been so long trained io fear the keepers, that a look would awe them all."
Goodman was silent, but by no means convinced of the impracticability
of his scheme. He still felt sure that it might be carried into effect; for
" what," thought he, " i f the minds of these persons are enervated, is it
impossible for their energies to be aroused ?" As, however, precipitation
was in a matter of this kind to be condemned, the subject was for that time
dropped ; but he still resolved to make every effort in his power to inspire
Ills companions with spirit sufficient to join him and Whitely in effecting
their escape.

CHAPTER

XXV

Vale7itine visits the Victualler^ Fancy Fair.
I N the coffee-room of the tavern at which Valentine occasionally dined, he
saw, a few days after his display among the phrenologists, a placard, which
was headed " T H E LICENSED VICTUALLERS' ASYLUM," and which announced that a FANCY F A I R and F E T E CHAMPETRE were about to take

place under most distinguished patronage.
" The Licensed VictuaUers' Asylum ! " thought Valentine, who had
been taught to associate licensed victuallers with all that is selfish and
grasping ; " is it possible that they can have erected an asylum—that they
can have been prevailed upon to sustain the unfortunate, the aged, and the
infirm ! And yet why should they not ? "
He stuck at this question. He couldn't answer it. He couldn't tell why
they should not be benevolent; and being anxious to study the character of
every class of men with whom he came in contact, he invited a remarkably
corpulent, good-natured looking old fellow, whom he felt could be nothing
but the landlord, to have a glass of wine.
" What is the nature of this asylum ?" said Valentine, when the old boy
had squatted himself down, which he did without a second invitation, and
began to pant fiercely, blowing out his cheeks at every pant, as if, conscious
of the remarkably precious nature of breath, he wished to retain it in his
mouth as long as possible. " W h y , sir," said the landlord, whose name
was Broadsides, "that, sir, 's the Witlers' 'Sylum, 'stablished by witlers,
and a capital 'sylum it is, sir, too."
" No doubt," observed Valentine ; " b u t what are its objects ?"
" Why, of course, sir, to perwide a good home for old broken-down
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witlers, and a werry good home it perwides. We take care of their
children, too, poor things ! We've a school for 'em, fit for any nobleman
in the land. You should see 'em, God bless 'em ! how happy they are.
It's a blessing to look at 'em, that it is, a blessing."
" You are going to have a Fancy Fair, I perceive ? "
'' Of course, sir ! We always do, annually ; and an out-and-out thing it
is, too. You'd be pleased, if you never was there. If you've nothing
better to do, I'd adwise you to go. It's a treat, sir. I love it, the object
is so good." Valentine was delighted with the feeling tones in which the
old gentleman spoke, more especially when he alluded to the children ; for
tears stood in his eyes, as he said, " P o o r things! God bless 'em!"
which, without the slightest effort to conceal them, he mopped up mechanically with his thick belcher handkerchief, and seemed to blow away with
considerably more freedom. "There is much of the pure spirit of benevolence in this man's composition," thought Valentine, " rough as he is ;
and if he be in reality a fair sample of the lot, they are, indeed, a very good
set of fellows."
" Say you'll go ? " cried Broadsides, slapping the thigh of Valentine, as
if he had known him for years.
"Well, I will J" cried Valentine, rubbing his thigh, and smiling.
" T h e n I'll tell you what it is. I rayther like you; I think you're a
good sort, and I'm not often out of my reckoning; if you'll go, I'll drive
you down, and give you as good a glass of wine as can be got when we get
there."
" You must leave the wine to me in that case," said Valentine ; " but I
hope that I shall not be depriving any part of your family of a seat ?"
" B y no means in life ! My missus and the girls goes the second day,
'cause you know, business must be attended t o ; so, of course, I shall be
glad to have your company down."
It was settled. The morning came, and Valentine went to the house of
Mr. Broadsides, who shook him by the hand with the warmth of a friend ;
introduced him to his wife and two daughters, and after having what he
termed a " leetle snack " in the bar, the gig .was brought to the door, and
they started. The very moment they were off, the old boy began to talk.
He, in the first place, gave the pedigree of his horse, explained how many
miles an hour he had done, how many miles an hour he was able to do
then, and how, about twenty years ago, when he was younger, he trotted
from London to Brighton within six hours, and that, without sweating a
hair. He then spoke of the peculiarly good qualities of Mrs. Broadsides,
as a woman of business; he explained that she was " a n extrornary
good wife, and an excellent mother," but that she had a "particular
temper," and that that was all he had to complain of. He then touched
upon the virtues of his daughters, whom he described as "the best giris
anywhere—none could be better, let them come from where they might;"
he showed very clearly what treasures they would be to those who might
have the good fortune to marry them ; and after having dwelt upon their
peculiar characteristics for some considerable time with great eloquence
and pride, they reached a road-side inn, at which he put up his horse, and
then waddled by the side of Valentine down a lane, which led at once to
the asylum.
A scene of gaiety presented itself the moment they reached the gate;
and after passing the marquee, in which toys of every description were set
out for sale, they entered the building, which was really very extensive,
and reflected great credit upon the Victuallers as a body.
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Broadsides was recognized at once by a number of jolly-looking persons,
who wore their hats on one side, and their hands in their pockets, and
never took them out, except indeed for the purpose of greeting their friends.
After an infinite deal of nodding, and slapping, and squeezing through the
passage, Valentine and Broadsides proceeded up-stairs to the board-room,
round which the names of the donors and the amounts of the donations
were emblazoned in letters of gold.
" That," said Broadsides, pointing to a well-executed portrait which
hung at one end of the room, "that, of course, is the founder of the
institution." Valentine could not resist the temptation ; he therefore
threw his voice into the picture, and said, " How are you? how d o ? "
Broadsides started; and the expression of his countenance was singularly
droll. "Didn't you hear? " h e cried, seizing the arm of Valentine, who
replied that he heard something. " Something ! " he continued. " It's
the pictur ! " and he began to blow away with great energy.
"Don't be alarmed ! don't be alarmed !" said Valentine, again throwing his voice towards the portrait, and the founder seemed to smile as
Broadsides nodded, but in the way that seemed to indicate that he didn't
understand it at all. " I say, Bowles ! Bowles !" cried Mr. Broadsides,
seizing the arm of a friend who had just entered. ' ' I say, here ; look at
that pictur !—I just heered it speak ! "
" Heered it what! " cried Mr. Bowles, with a smile of incredulity.
" Speak ! " returned Broadsides, and Mr. Bowles laughed heartily.
" As true as I'm here, it's a fact; I heered him, as plain as I ever did
when he was alive ! "
" W h y , what are you talking about, you old fool?" said Mr. Bowles.
" Have you been having a drain this morning ? What have you got into
your stupid head ?"-——" I don't care a farden about what you say. I tell
you I heered the pictur speak as plain as flesh and blood ! "
" B u t how could i t ? "
- " I don't know how it could; I only know
that it did, and that's enough for me."
Bowles slapped Mr. Broadsides on the back, and told him, in friendly
terms, that he was an out-and-out old ass; and moreover observed, that
he should see him again, he supposed, by-and-by.
" Well, this is sartnj about the rummest go," said Mr. Broadsides,
when Bowles had left the room, " that mortal man ever heered tell on."
" By no means," said Valentine, through the medium of the founder ;
"did you never hear of a spirited portrait?" The idea of a spirited
portrait appeared to strike a light into the soul of Mr. Broadsides. He
had heard of a spirited portrait, and felt that he never knew, till then, to
what species the term legitimately applied. He fancied, however, that he
saw it then clearly; and, although he did not exactly tremble, he felt very
queer. " D i d you know h i m ? " inquired Valentine, who feigned great
amazement.
" Know him !" rephed Broadsides. "What, Hodgson! him and mf
were bosom friends ! Many's the bottle of wine we've had together ! "
" Well, then, you've no reason to fear him."
"Fear h i m ! " cried Broadsides, he wouldn't hurt a hair of my head.
It isn't that—it's only the mmness of the thing, you see, that gets over
me." And Mr. Broadsides sat down, and gazed upon the portrait, until
he fancied that he could see the benevolent founder's lips curl and his eyes
sparkle, as they were wont, when the original received an unusually large
order.
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" Well, shall we see what they are doing below?" said Valentine.
"Yes—yes !" replied Mr. Broadsides, whose eyes were still fixed on the
portrait. "Yes : the only thing, you see, that puzzles me is, that it isn't
his voice ; " a fact which was certainly by no means extraordinary, seeing
that Valentine had never, of course, heard the founder speak. "But I
suppose," continued Broadsides, " that spirits don't speak in the same tones
as regular flesh and blood."
"Good day," observed Valentine, throwing his voice again towards the
portrait. " G o d bless you ! good day," said Mr. Broadsides, who, after
taking another long gaze, caught hold of the arm of Valentine, and waddled
from the room. Now, when Broadsides had got about half way down
stairs, it struck him again as being very extraordinary. He therefore
Stopped short, and after blowing out his cheeks to the fullest extent, and
looking with considerable earnestness at Valentine, said, "Well, this is
out of all doubt the most singularest thing I ever met with in all my born
days ; " and having delivered himself of this remarkable sentiment, he and
Valentine slowly descended. On reaching the end of the passage which
led through the building, Valentine found that, although the Fancy Fair
was confined to the front of the Asylum, the chief attraction was behind ;
for a spacious laMai opened before them, which was literally crowded with
gaily-dressed persons, promenading with great propriety, and looking very
happy, while at the bottom of the lawn there were several well-constiructed
marquees, which were uniformly pitched, and had a striking effect.
"Well, now, this exceeds my expectations," said Valentine, waving his
hand towards the scene which so brilliantly opened before him.
" Y e s , " observed Broadsides, " very pretty, very pretty ; but that pictur
•—I can't get that out of my head ; that gets over me above a bit."
" Oh, never mind the picture," said Valentine. " What are they doing
here ? " and he dragged Mr. Broadsides, who looked very solemn, towards
one of the marquees, before which a crowd of persons was standing.
In this place there was a very great variety of toys; but the attraction was
an affair which was termed " t h e wheel of fortune," out of which, by
paying the small charge of one shilling, any lady or gentleman was entitled
to draw a slip of paper, the number emblazoned upon which referred to
some valuable little article in stock. An interesting child, about seven
years old, turned the wheel, and when a bluff individual—who kept continually recommending the ladies and gentlemen present to " try their luck,
for as they was all prizes and no blanks at all, they couldn't do nothing
but win"—had looked at the papers drawn, he called the numbers, and
another individual with a list in his hand named the articles to which the
numbers respectively applied, which articles were delivered to the individuals who had had the extraordinary good fortune to gain them.
When Valentine had ascertained how this business was managed, he
could not be silent; he felt himself bound to play some of his highly
reprehensible tricks. He therefore imitated the voice of the bluff individual
to such perfection, and called so continually certain numbers which had
never been drawn, that at length the individual became extremely angry
with the other individual, who kept as continually naming little articles
which had not been won.
" Now, then," said the former, "twenty-two."
" No, twenty-seven," said Valentine, assuming his voice.
"Twenty-seven," said the person who held the paper. "Twentyseven
"
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" Twenty-two! " cried the bluff individual. " Mind what you're about."
" But you said twenty-seven," said his assistant, who didn't at all like to
Be spoken to thus before company.
" I say that I said twenty-TWO, sir," shouted the bluff individual, looking particularly black.
" Twenty-two," said his assistant, " is a shaving-brush ; " which article
was at once handed over to the lady by whom it h a d been won.
Valentine perceived that if he went on in this way h e should probably
destroy that good understanding which h a d previously existed between
these two persons; and as h e had no desire to do that, especially as one of
them clearly felt compelled to put up with the blustering insolence of the
other, he took the arm of Mr. Broadsides, w h o still kept harping upon
the " pictur," and walked to the principal marquee.
" Oh, ho ! " cried Valentine, on entering, " all w h o drink here will not
go home sober to-night ! " which, although it was unheeded by Mr. Broadsides, was certainly a very natural exclamation, inasmuch as the marquee
in question was lined with flaming pink-and-white festooned glazed cambric,
which had so exceedingly dazzling an effect, that a single pint of wine
drank there would have excited a man as much as a bottle would drank in
a quiet-coloured room.
" C o m e , " said Mr. Broadsides, " n o w let's have a little bit of stimmut
to eat here.—Here, waiter ! Now, what have you got ? " A n d an ugly
little rascal, who was the counterpart of Fieschi, and w h o personated the
character of a waiter for that particular occasion, replied, " F o w l s , sir,
ham, sir, fowls and ham, roast beef, h a m and beef, sir, tongue and roast
duck." Fowl and h a m were ordered for two, and a leg and a wing were
eventually placed upon the table. " W h a t d'ye mean by bringing us these
two mites ? " cried Mr. Broadsides, indignantly digging his fork into one of
them, with the view of inspecting its dimensions more closely.
" Fowl and ham for two, sir, you ordered," said the waiter.
" D'ye call this fowl and ham for two ? Bring us a whole un, and plenty
of ham, not two tiny dabs like them ! "
Fieschi looked if possible more ugly than before, as h e took away the
dish, the contents of which looked, after having been disturbed, by no
means calculated to impart satisfaction to any man's stomach. H e soon,
however, retumed with what was by courtesy termed a whole fowl, particularly small and very skinny. But such as it was. Broadsides pushed it
towards Valentine for the purpose of dissection, and Valentine, not being
a family man, thought the shortest way of carving up the animal would be
to cut at OHce right across the breast bone, and thus to divide the thing
equally ; but he had no sooner made the first cut, which effectually severed
the body in twain, than Broadsides cried, " W h a t are you at ? H e r e , give
us hold"—and called upon Fieschi to bring him a skewer. Fieschi accordingly produced a skewer, which he said h e h a d ' ' drawed from a buttick
o' beef," with which Mr. Broadsides stuck the fowl again together, and
then proceeded to cut it up very scientifically into a number of pieces-—
which Valentine fancied unnecessarily small, as it would b e all the same in
the long run, which was about to take place in the course of five minutes-rMr. Broadsides observing, as he cut it up, that he had been " head cook in
the principalist tavern in London, and never, in all his experience, seed a
chicken attempted to be carved in sich a fashion as that." H e contended
that half the beauty of it was in the carving, while Valentine thought it all
consisted in the eating ; but, as the experience of Broadsides enabled him
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to get the better of the argument, he felt satisfied, and called for a bottle
of wine.
" Have you got a bottle now," said he, " at all fit to drink ? "
" Capital wine, sir ! " replied Fieschi.
"Well, bring us some of the decentest you have, d'ye hear?"—and a
bottle of sherry was accordingly brought, which Broadsides no sooner
tasted, than he began at once to spit, and to blow, and to make up such
a very extraordinary face, that Fieschi imagined that he had by mistake
brought forward a bottie of vinegar. " D o you call this wine?" cried
Broadsides, spitting and blowing still, with remarkable energy. " Beg
pardon," replied Fieschi, putting the cork to his nose, " i t smells like
wine, sir."
"Smells like wine?" echoed Broadsides, contemptuously. " It has
nayther the smell nor the taste of wine. It's enough to give an elephant
the deliberate tremens. Give my compliments to your master, and tell
him that my name's Broadsides, and if he can't send me a little better
bottle of wine than that, he'd better set to work at once, and drink it himself. Here, leave this now, as it's opened, and go and fetch something a
little better fit to go into a Christian's stomach. Did you ever taste such
wine ? " he continued, addressing Valentine, who thought it very fair wine,
and said so; but Broadsides declared, that "if he ever brought up such a
bottle of wine as that to any customer of his, he would be ashamed of
himself."
The name of Broadsides appeared to have a great effect upon the master
of Fieschi, for he not only sent a bottle of wine of which Broadsides approved, but ordered Fieschi to bring the other bottle away. This act of
liberality had, in return, a great effect upon Broadsides, who praised the
last bottle before he had tasted it, and told Fieschi to let the other remain.
Fieschi, however, respectfully insisted upon obeying his master's order, and
Broadsides, in return, insisted upon Fieschi's master coming to take a glass
with him as soon as he had a moment to spare.
"Now, this is very decent, considering," said he ; "but lor ! it ain't no
more like what's in my cellar—but then, lor, how can you expect it ? "
By this time Valentine had demolished his share of the chicken, and had
even commenced the process of flaying the back bone, when another was
produced, which Mr. Broadsides instructed him how to carve properly, and
he eventually did it to the entire satisfaction of that gentleman, who
'declared that, after that, he " would be fit to cut up anything in the world,
at any table in life."
Now, when Valentine and Broadsides had finished their meal, Mr.
Bowles came into the marquee with three remarkably red-faced friends,
to whom Broadsides—although he knew them well—was introduced, as
" t h e man wot heard the pictur speak."
" I just did," said Broadsides, "and no mistake!" Upon which, Mr.
Bowles and his red-faced friends began to laugh very heartily and very
loudly.
" I don't care a dump," he continued, "about what yi:)U
think, or what you say. If I didn't hear it speak, why, I never heered
nothing."
"You always was a mm 'un," observed Mr. Bowles.
" I don't care for that," returned Broadsides. "Come, I'll tell you
what I'll do now; I'll bet you a rump and dozen I heard it, now, come ! "
This favourite and highly-approved method of settling an argument
seemed for a moment to stagger Mr. Bowles, for he felt that he could not
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prove that Mr. Broadsides didn't hear it, and that if the onus of proof even
rested with Broadsides, he had the evidence of his own ears, at least,
to bring forward, while he himself could produce no evidence at a l l ;
thinking, however, subsequently that the affirmative could not be proved,
he said, " D o n e ; " and Valentine, throwing his voice behind Mr. Bowles,
cried, " Y o u ' v e lost."
" H o w l o s t ? " shouted Mr. Bowles, turning
sharply round.
" W h o says I have l o s t ? " His red-faced friends stared
at each other, but neither of them spoke. " W h o says I have lost ? " he
again inquired.
" W h o ' s to prove i t ? "
" I , " cried Valentine, sending his voice above.
" I ! — t h e spirit of
Hodgson ! "
" N o w , will you believe m e ? " cried Broadsides, triumphantly. " N o w ,
am I a stupid old ass ? " Mr. Bowles looked amazed, and so did the redfaced friends of Mr. Bowles. They stared, first at each other, and then
round the m a r q u e e ; and after Mr. Bowles bad expressed his decided conviction that the thing was "onaccountably r u m , " he and his friends sat
down, and, having thrust their hands to the very bottom of their breeches
pockets, began to look particularly solemn.
" I s n ' t it q u e e r ? " said Mr. Broadsides, who was the first to speak.
" Q u e e r ! " replied Bowles. " Here, give us some wine, and don't say
a word more about it." And Mr. Bowles helped himself, and then pushed
the bottie round ; and when his friends had filled their glasses, they said,
with due solemnity, " H e r e ' s luck," and the wine was out of sight in an
instant. Another bottle was ordered ; and when Fieschi h a d produced
it Mr. Broadsides begged leave to propose, as a toast, " T h e immortal
memory of the F o u n d e r , " which, of course, was duly honoured in silence.
A pause ensued. They were all in deep t h o u g h t ; they were turning
the circumstance over in their minds, and were, apparently, just about
coming to the conclusion that the sounds were imaginary after all, when
Valentine, throwing his voice into the folds of the pink-and-white cambric, said, in tones of appropriate solemnity, " G e n t l e m e n , I rise to
thank you for the honour you have conferred upon me, and beg, in return,
to drink all your good healths."
Mr. Broadsides, Mr. Bowles, and his red-faced friends, held their breath.
They stared at the cambric with an expression of astonishment, but for
some moments neither of them uttered a word. A t length Mr. Bowles
broke silence. " W e l l , " said he, " t h i s beats all my acquaintance. I ' m
not going to stop here, and that's all about it." T h e friends of Mr.
Bowles seemed to like the idea of going ; and, as Broadsides did not
appear to be by any means opposed to such a proceeding, the bottle was
emptied, and when the amount of what was termed the " d a m a g e " had
been paid, the whole party left the marquee. On reaching the lawn again,
where they began to breathe with infinitely more freedom, the firing of
cannon was heard, and several persons in the crowd exclaimed, " T h e
children ! the children ! " Again and again the cannon were fired, and the
visitors mshed to the sides of the lawn, round which the poor children
were to pass. T h e band by which they were preceded drew nearer and
nearer, and all hearts seemed gay, although the eyes of the old people glistened
with tears. At length a policeman marched out of the passage which led
through the asylum. H e was followed by tiie band ; then came a double
row of octogenarian pensioners, whose appearance was calculated at once
to upset all the teetotal doctrines in the world, at least, as far as those
doctrines have reference to longevity; then came the gentlemen ot the
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board, with their blue rosettes and smiling faces ; then came the children,
and then the schoolmaster ! whose head, albeit remarkably large, and
attached to a body weighing at least sixteen stone, seemed inclined to
repudiate the idea of its being impossible to find out perpetual motion.
Thus formed, the procession marched round the ample lawn, and the
children appeared to impart great delight to the bosoms of their benevolent
patrons. " I don't know how it is," said Mr. Broadsides, when they had
passed, " b u t them children there always makes me feel, I don't know
how ; " and a couple of big tears, as he spoke, dropped into his white waistcoat-pockets.
" I say. Broadsides," said Bowles, who at the moment approached with
his friends, "what fools we all a r e ! "
" W h a t about?" said Mr.
Broadsides.
" W h y , about that there voice there," replied Mr. Bowles. " I see it
all now. Why, mightn't it have come from some vagabone at the top ?"
and Mr. Bowles gave Mr. Broadsides a dig in the ribs, and laughed again
loudly, and his red-faced friends joined in full chorus.
Mr. Broadsides dropped his head on his left shoulder, thoughtfully;
but after a time an idea seemed to strike him, and he exclaimed, " S o it
might ! some wagabone might have been atop o' the tent; but how could
he get in the pictur ? "
This, in return, seemed to puzzle Mr. Bowles ; but after scratching his
head for some considerable time, he cried, " W e l l ! I don't care;—I won't
believe in any of your supernatural nonsense. I say there must have been
some blaggard outside. Will you make me believe that a ghost could
return thanks in that there way? Ain't it out of all reason? Come, let's
go and see where the vagabone could have stood." And he dragged Mr.
Broadsides to the back of the marquee, when Valentine, fancying that if he
remained with them the wine would go round perhaps a little too fast, left
the spot, and proceeded to another marquee, in which the whole of the
provisions were dispensed.
The person who presided over this large estabhshment was a man
whom nothing seemed to please. He cut about among the bottles in
such a dreadful state of mind, freely sweating, and loudly swearing that
everybody robbed him, and labouring apparently under the horrible
apprehension that he was working very hard to make himself a ruined
man. The good which he did himself was, indeed, very trifling ; but
he jumped from one end of the tent to the other -with the velocity
of a grasshopper, pushing aside all who happened to come in his way—•
scolding some for putting too much spirit in the grog, and others, for
not putting in enough—declared that one hadn't paid him for a bottle
of stout, and that another wished to swindle him out of a plate of boiled
beef,—in short, he seemed to be, on the whole, a most unhappy individual,
although a decidedly good-looking man. " Well, old boy," said Valentine, throwing his voice behind this remarkable person; "and how do you
get o n ? "
" O n ! " cried that person, "good luck to you, don't say
a word to me now, whoever you are. I shall go raving mad;—everybody's
robbing m e ; everybody's at it. I don't believe I've got a single honest
man about me."
" D o you see," cried Valentine, "how your wine's going under the
tent there?"
"Under the t e n t ! " cried the busy person; "where?
Here, Tomkins ! Smith ! Lucas ! run behind and knock • down those
vagabonds, dy'e hear! Behind there ! behind !" and away went three
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waiters. "1 thought," he continued, " t h a t the wine went somewhere.
I've lost a couple of dozen, at l e a s t ; and nobody '11 look out, nobody 'II
assist me, although I ' m surrounded by plundering thieves ; nobody '11
move hand or f o o t ; I must do all myself."
" There's nobody behind ! " cried Lucas, returning ; and Tomkins and
Smith bore testimony to the fact.
" I tell you they've been forking out the w i n e ! but you're all in a
gang. I expect to see you all, by-and-by, as drunk as devils. If I've
lost one bottle, I've lost five dozen.
But let 'em come again,—only let
'em try it on ! / ' / / keep my eye upon 'em—I'll sarve them out, the
w a r m i n t ! " and he placed an empty bottle near a hole in the canvass,
and a carving-knife upon a hamper beside it, with the view of having a
cut at the very next hand that happened to be clandestinely introduced.
Valentine, feeling, that it would be cruel to tease this unhappy man
under the circumstances any longer, left the spot, and proceeded across the
lawn with the view of inspecting the female visitors, of whom all were
well dressed, and some were very beautiful, but none, in his judgment,
half so beautiful as the fair unknown whom he had saved, to lose, he
feared, for ever. There was in the crowd one who, with soft, sleepy
eyes, which when opened were brilliant and full, bore some slight resemblance to his idol ; but even she was not equal to her of whom he felt so
much enamoured ; for while her features wexe irregular, and her figure
inelegant, her voice, which he heard as he passed, contrasted harshly
with those sweet tones v.'hich he so well remembered.
His ear was, however, at this moment assailed by a different species
of music, for the band commenced the overture to Der Frieschutz, with
the wild, unearthly phrases of which he had before felt enchanted.
He
had scarcely, however, reached the lawn in front of the Asylum, on
which the band was stationed, when he •v\'as startled by a remarkably
heavy slap on the shoulder, which, on turning round, he found to proceed
from Mr. Broadsides, who had evidently been taking more wine, and
who exclaimed, " W e l l , old fellow, why where have you been hiding?
We've been running all over the place to find you. Come, let's see what's
agoing forrard here ; " and taking the arm of Valentine, he at once led
the way into the booth termed the " L a d i e s ' Bazaar," in which all sorts
of toys were exposed for sale, and the avenue was crowded, but they
nevertheless stopped to inspect every stall. " Will you buy me a workbox,
please, Mr. Broadsides ? " said Valentine, assuming a female voice, which
appeared to proceed from a very gaily-dressed little lady who stood beside
him. Mr. Broadsides chucked the little lady under the chin, and s a i d , " Certainly, my little dear, which would you l i k e ? "
" Sir .>•" cried the httle
lady, tossing her head proudly, and turning away with a look of indignation.
Broadsides blew out his cheeks with an energy which threatened to
crack them, and after giving a puff which nearly amounted to a whistle,
he tossed his head in humble imitation of the little lady, and tumed
round to Bowles. ' ' Hullo ! " said that gentleman, ' ' can't let the girls
alone? still up to your old tricks? I shall tull Mrs. Broadsides."^ N o w ,
although Mr. Bowles had no intention whatever of carrying this threat
into actual execution, the bare mention of that lady's name caused
Broadsides to blow with more energy than before.
" W h y , " said he,
" didn't you hear the cretur ask me to buy her a workbox? "
" It's all
very fine," replied Bowles ; " but it won't do old boy."
" Well, if she
didn't I'm b l e s s e d ! " rejoined Broadsides; " a n d that's all about it.
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Mr. Bowles, however, still very stoutly maintained that if she had, she
would never have bounced off in that way ; and as that was an argument
over which Mr. Broadsides could not very comfortably get, he seized
Valentine's arm, and pressed back through the crowd.
" Well," said he,
on returning to the lawn, " how do you find yourself now ? "
" W h y , " rephed Valentine, " very thirsty ; can't we have some tea ? "
" T e a is a thing I never do drink," said Broadsides; " b u t if you'd
like to have some, I'll tell you what we'll do ; we'll give one of the old
women a tum, you know, instead of going down to that tent." Valentine,
of course, was quite willing to do so ; and as the charitable suggestion was
applauded by Mr. Bowles and the only red-faced friend he had with him,
they went into one of the little rooms in the Asylum, and after Broadsides
had warmly kissed its occupant, who was remarkably old, but remarkably
clean, he at once ordered tea for half a dozen. " There are but four of
us," observed Mr. Bowles, as the delighted old lady left the room to make
the necessary preparations.
" O h , never mind," said Broadsides ; "it'll be all the better, you know,
for the old woman. She don't have a turn every day.
You wouldn't
believe it," he continued, " b u t that old cretur, there, when I first knew
her, kept one o/ the best houses of business in London ! "
" Is she a widder ? " inquired Mr. Bowles.
" Now she is, but she wasn't then ; old Sam was alive at that time."
" And when he died, I suppose things went to rack and ruin ? "
" O h , that occurred before he went home. He was the steadiest man
anywhere, the first seven years he was in business, and made a mint
o' money ; but when he lost his daughter,—a beautiful girl, just for
all the world like my Betsy,—he ?ll at once tumed out a lushington,
and everything of course went sixes and sevens.
He always made a
pint of getting drunk before breakfast; and ruination in one way, of
course, brought on ruination in another, until he was obliged for to go
all to smash. Poor Sam died very soon after that, you see, because
he couldn't eat. It don't matter what a man drinks, so long as he can
eat; but when he can't eat, he ought to leave off drinking till he can.
That's my sentiments."
" There's a good deal in that," said Mr. Bowles ; " a good deal."
"Well, dame," said Broadsides, as the widow re-entered the room;
" why, you are looking younger and younger every day. It's many years
now since you and me first met."
" Ah ! " said the poor old lady, with a sigh, " I ' v e gone through a world
of trouble sin' th§n; but, God be praised for all his goodness, I'm as happy
now as the days are long."
" That's right, my old girl," said Mr. Broadsides, " that's right! I say,
now, can't you get us a bottle of decent port anywhere about here ? "
" I dares to say I can," replied the old lady; and she put on her bonnet,
and having received a sovereign, trotted out.
Mr. Bowles now began to roast Mr. Broadsides about the indignant little
lady and the workbox; but that gentleman turned the tables on Mr.
Bowles, by reminding him that, when he lived at Brixton, and was at a
party at Kennington, he insisted upon seeing a young lady home, not
knowing where she lived ; and when the favour was granted, he had to
walk with her, at twelve o'clock at night, to Red Cow-lane, near
Stepney-green.
" Is that a fact? " inquired the red-faced friend of Mr. Bowles,
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" O h , that's true enough," replied Bowles; " a n d all I could do, X
couldn't get her to ride."
Hereupon Mr. Broadsides and Valentine and the red-faced gentleman
indulged in loud laughter, and Mr. Bowles very heartily joined them, and
when the old lady entered with the wine, she laughed too ; but the sight of
the bottle soon subdued Mr. Broadsides, who in an instant began to uncork
it. " Keep the change, old girl, till I call for it," said he, and the old lady
said that he was a very good man, and hoped that God would bless him,
and that his family might prosper.
Valentine had to make tea; and Mr. Broadsides sat at another little
table over his wine, which he drank very fast and very mechanically, for
his thoughts were on the mysterious occurrences of the day. Valentine,
however, would not let him rest, for, taking advantage of an unusually
silent moment, he introduced under the table at which he was sitting, an
exact imitation of the squeaking of a rat.
" H a l l o ! " cried Broadsides, starting up in a moment, and seizing the
poker, and in doing so, knocking down the shovel and tongs : " only let
me come across you."
"What's the matter with you 7iow?" exclaimed Mr. Bowles.
" Shet the door, shet the door!" cried Broadsides to the -widow, who
had entered, on hearing the rattling of the irons. " Here's a rat—a rat !"
and the old lady dropped upon a chair and wound her clothes in an instant
round her legs as tightly as possible, while Broadsides was anxiously
removing every article of furniture in the room, and searching in every
corner with a poker in his hand.
" Lor' bless us ! " cried the widow, " I didn't know there was a rat in
the place," and another squeak was heard, upon which Mr. Broadsides
jumped upon a chair with all the alacrity at his command, which was not
very considerable, and looked very fierce. The laughter of Mr. Bowles
and his red-faced friend at that moment was particularly hearty, for they
were not afraid of rats ! but Mr. Broadsides was, and so was the old lady,
who continued to sit in an interesting heap. " Only let me come across
him ! " cried Broadsides again, and doubtless had a rat at that moment
appeared, it would have stood a very fair chance of giving up the ghost,
for Mr. Broadsides shook the poker with great desperation, and looked
altogether extremely ferocious.
" Come down from that chair, do, you jolly old fool," cried Mr. Bowles;
" a s trae as life I shall b u s t ! " and another roar of laughter proceeded
from him and his friend, in which Valentine tould not help joining.
Indeed he laughed so heartily, that all alarm subsided, for as he couldn t
squeak for laughing. Broadsides eventually descended from the chair.
"They're nasty things, are rats," said he, " particular nasty things. I
can't abear 'em," and he began to give an account of the ferocious characteristics of those little animals, describing the different species and the
different parts at which each of those different species took it into their
heads to fly; and while he was drawing the line between the grey rat and
the black rat, the old lady, still holding her clothes down tightly, rushed,
with great presence of mind, from the room.
Mr. Bowles and his friend, however, continued to laugh, and as the
squeaking had ceased, Mr. Broadsides laughed too, while Valentine, who
then had a stitch in his side, slipped away in a dreadful state of muscular
excitement. The very moment he got out of the place, he met one of the
red-faced friends of Mr. Bowles, walking between two gaudily-dressed
M

l62

L I F E AND ADVENTURES OF

ladies, one of whom was remarkably short and fat, while the other was
remarkable only for her decided skeletonian characteristics. To these
ladies Valentine was formally introduced ; the short fat lady, as the wife of
the red-faced gentleman, and the tall thin lady, as Miss Amelia Spinks.
" W e are going to have a dance," said the red-faced gentleman ; "will
you join us ?"
" W i t h pleasure," replied Valentine, looking into the little laughing eyes
of the short fat lady, who mechanically drew her arm from that of her
husband, and Valentine as mechanically offered her his. Thus paired,
though by no means matched, they proceeded across the lawn, and having
reached the dancing-booth, they paid the admission fee, and entered. The
place was dreadfully hot, as were, indeed, all who were in it, for they not
only danced with all their souls, and with all their strength, but, in consequence of the place being so crowded, they bumped up against each other
at every turn, while the professional gentlemen in a sort of a box were
scraping and blowing away, like mad. Valentine solicited the hand of the
short fat lady for the next set. " Oh dear," said that lady, " I'm so werry
horkard ; but is it to be a country dance ?"
Valentine hoped not, from his soul, under the circumstances, and was
gratified to lefirn that country dances were there repudiated, as vulgar. He,
however, ascertained that they were going to have a Spanish dance, which
certainly was the next best thing ; and, having communicated that interesting
fact to the lady in question, he prevailed upon her eventually to stand up.
The gentlemen now clapped their hands with due energy, with the view of
intimating to the musicians, who were sweating like bullocks, that they
were perfectly prepared to start oft", and after a time those gentlemen did
consent to sound the note of preparation. Now in order that all might be
in motion together, every third couple were expected to lead off, and as
Valentine and his partner happened to form a third couple, they of course
changed sides and the dance commenced. " I do hope," said she, when
they had got to the bottom, " that we shall have to go all the way down
again, it is so beautiful." But unfortunately for her the music ceased the
next moment, and the dance was at an end. And then, oh ! how she did
run on ! Nothing was ever half so lovely, one quarter so nice, or one
hundred and fiftieth part so delightful as that Spanish dance ! She was
sure there never was such an elegant dancer in this world as Valentine, and
she did sincerely hope to have the pleasure of seeing him often at '' the
Mountain and Mutton Chops."
And Valentine was very happy; and the red-faced gentleman was very
happy; and they were all very happy, and laughed very merrily, and
perspired very freely.
"Come," said the red-faced gentleman, holding forth a glass of hot
brandy-and-water. " Drink, sir : I'm happy to know you as the friend of
Mr. Broadsides, and you're worthy of being the friend, sir, of any man—
drink ! " Valentine sipped. He fancied that hot brandy-and-water would
not be exactly the thing after the work he had had to perform, and therefore went for some ices and sundry bottles of lemonade for himself and the
ladies, who, during his absence, were lost in admiration of his pleasing,
companionable qualities, which certainly were very conspicuous.
The next dance was called—the Caledonians!
" N o w , " thought
Valentine, " I am in for it beautifully."
" I shall have you again for a partner," said he, " o f course ? "
" O h dear me, yes, I shall be so happy," cried the little fat lady,
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starting up ; " but you must teach me, you know, and then I don't mind."
Nor did she. Had it been a minuet, or even a hornpipe, it would not
have been of the slightest possible importance to her then, so long indeed
as Valentine consented to instruct her.
The music commenced. " H a n d s across, back again to places," cried
a person who officiated as master of the ceremonies, in a voice so peculiar,
thit Valentine fancied that he might as well imitate it as not. The first
figure was accomplished ; and the little fat lady, who would not stir an inch
without being led by Valentine,, went through it very well; but just as they
•were commencing the second, Valentine, assuming the voice of the M. C ,
cried, "L'ete!" and those who happened to hear him, began to do L'ete
in defiance of the master of the ceremonies, who shouted, " No, no !
Caledonians !—not the first set !"
The error, after some slight confusion, was rectified, and they went on
advancing and retiring very properly; but when they arrived at the
" promenade," Valentine cried, " Chassez-croisez ! " and those who obeyed,
met those who were promenading with great energy of mind, well knowing
that they were right, and so violent was the contact, that in a moment a
dozen couples were on the ground ! The promenaders had the worst of it
decidedly, for they galloped round at such a rapid rate that when one
couple fell in a set, the others rolled over them, as a purely natural matter
of course. The confusion for a time was unparalleled, and the laughter
which succeeded amounted to a roar, but Valentine gallantly saved his
little partner; for, suspecting what was about to occur, he seized her by
the waist, and drew her at once into the centre, where he stood viewing the
tumult he had thus reprehensibly induced with feelings of intense satisfaction. Of course, the fallen parties were not long before they scrambled
up again, and when they had risen, the brushing on the part of the
gentlemen, and the blushing on the part of the ladies, were altogether
unexampled, while the musicians, whose eyes were firmly fixed upon the
notes, worked away as if nothing had happened, until they had completed
the tune. " W h y did you call chassez-croisez?" shouted several of the
gentiemen, in tones of reproach.
" We were'all right enough until you
interfered."
The master of the ceremonies assured those gentlemen,
individually and collectively, that he did not call out "chassez-croisez" at
all, and that somebody else did.
Valentine now thought that it would be a pity to' disturb the clear
current of their enjoyment again. He, therefore, permitted them, without
interruption, to go through the various figures prescribed, and made the fat
little lady perform so much to her own satisfaction, and that of her
husband—who appeared to be exceedingly fond of his little wife—that at
the conclusion, their pleasure knew no bounds.
Every dance after that, she stood up for, and she and her husband
appeared to be so grateful to Valentine, and made him feel so conscious
that the highest possible pleasure is involved in the act of imparting
pleasure to others, that he really felt happy in giving her instructions,
although she did work him most cruelly. Indeed, so much did he enjoy
himself, that he continued in the booth until the band struck up the
national anthem, when, finding that it was past ten o'clock, he took his
leave, and went to look after Broadsides.
That gentleman, he ascertained, after having searched for him in all
directions but the right one, had started ten minutes before with Mr.
Bowles. He therefore immediately left the gay scene, and having found
M 2
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that every vehicle about the place had been engaged, he set off on
foot towards town.
He had not proceeded far, however, before he
arrived at a spot, on one side of which was an open field, and on the other
a row of houses, which stood back some distance from the road. All was
silent, and dark : it appeared so especially to him, having just left the
glitter and noise of the fair.
He, however, walked on pretty briskly;
but just as he had reached the termination of this field, two fellows stood
immediately before him. He could see them but indistinctly, but he heard
them with remarkable distinctness cry, " Stand ! your money, or your hfe ! "
" O h , oh ! " muttered Valentine, " that's the game is it ? " and he drew
himself back with the view of striking out with freedom, but the fellows, as
if conscious of his object, seized him in an instant, and one of them,
holding to his head something, he couldn't tell whether it was the muzzle
of a pistol, or the end of a bludgeon, nor did he much care, cried, " Out
with it ! quick !—and your watch! "
Valentine did 7iot like to part with his watch ; nor was he very anxious
to part with his money : he, therefore, finding the rascals particularly
impatient, and by no means disposed to wait until he had consulted a
friend,—shouted,- throwing his voice behind him—" Here they are !—here
are the scoundrels !—secure them ! "
The fellows, on the instant, relinquished their hold, and turned round
with unspeakable velocity; and just as the last man was darting away,
Valentine presented him with a souvenir, in the perfect similitude of a kick,
and proceeded towards home without farther molestation.

CHAPTER

XXVI.

/ « which Valefttine visits the London Docks, a7td reprehensibly induces a
wicked waste ofwi7ie.
As a matter of Christian courtesy, Valentine called upon Broadsides the
following moming, and found that gentleman undergoing the connubial
operation of having his ears pierced painfully by the amiable Mrs. Broadsides, in consequence of his having returned from the Fancy Fair, in her
judgment, a little too affectionate and merry. The very moment, however,
Valentine passed the bar-window. Broadsides felt somewhat relieved, seeing that, strange as it may appear, he had been waiting all the morning for
the entrance of some friend, whose presence might cause his lady's tongue
to sound somewhat less harshly. He, therefore, on the instant, started up,
and, having grasped the hand of Valentine, observed that he really was a
very pretty fellow for running away the previous evening; and, having
made this truly remarkable observation, he caused him at once to sit down
in the bar, and slapped his thigh with all the force of which he was capable,
and wished, very particularly, to know how he felt himself then.
" Why, he's not like somebody I know," observed the highly sarcastic
Mrs. Broadsides, volunteering an answer to the question proposed. " He
can go out and have a day's pleasure without making a beast of himself,
and that's more than some people can do." And she looked very spitefully at Mr. Broadsides, and bottled some bitters, and, having driven the
coric against the edge of the bar very violently, began to darn up an extraordinary hole in Mr. Broadsides' speckled \yorsted stockings.
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" W h y , " said Valentine, addressing Mr. Broadsides, "you were all
right when you came home, were you not ? "
"Right, s i r ! " cried the lady, " h e never is right. Go where he may,
and when he may, he always comes home like a beast. It's wonderful to
me—it really is wonderful, that men can't go out without drinking, and
swilling, and guttling to such an extent as to make themselves stupid.
What pleasure,—what comfort,—what enjoyment can there be in it ?
That's what I want to know ! We can go out and be pleasant and happy,
and come home without getting tipsy; but you !—there ! if I wouldn't
have every man who gets in that state kept on brown bread and water for a
month, I'm not here ! What, if I were to go out, and come home like
you, reeling!"
" Oh, that would be a werry different thing," observed Broadsides.
" N o t at all! Don't tell me ! We have just as much right to get tipsy
as you have. It's just as bad for one as for the other, and no worse. If a
woman gets tipsy she's evei'ything that's dreadful. Oh ! nothing's too bad
for her ; it's then the forerunner of all sorts of wickedness. But a man !—
he has only to get sober again, and nothing more is said or thought about
the matter. I say that, like many other things, it's as bad for the man as
for the woman, only the mischief of it is, it isn't thought so, that's all."
During the rapid delivery of these interesting observations Mr. Broadsides
was scratching his whiskers, and fidgetting, and winking, and nodding
towards the door, with the view of inspiring Valentine with the conviction,
that by leaving the bar their mutual comfort would, in all probability, be
very materially enhanced. It was some time, however, before he was able
to make these peculiarly cabalistic signs understood ; but he was at length
successful, and Valentine, acting upon the natural suggestion, directed a
pint of wine to be sent into the coffee-room, and invited Mr. Broadsides to
join him.
"You had belter stay here," said the lady, addressing Valentine; " I
don't allow eveqr one to be in the bar, but I don't mind you ; and it shall
be more comfortable here than in that cold room ; it has just been scoured
out and is still very damp." Valentine apparently felt flattered. He'h'iA
not the smallest objection to remain ; but Broadsides most certainly had,
and this was no sooner perceived by his lady, than she inquired, with bitter
eamestness, whether he had any particular wish to have another fit of the
gout ? This affectionate interrogatory settled the business. They remained
in the bar; and Valentine, with appropriate solemnity, inquired if Broadsides were really very bad when he returned. " As sober as a judge, sir ! "
replied that gentleman.
"Good gracious ! " exclaimed the lady, as Broadsides left the bar to
look after a boiled chicken. " How can you say that, when you know
that you were tipsy as tipsy could be ? "
"Well, cried Valentine, throwing his voice immediately behind Mrs.
Broadsides, "that's a good one." The lady, on the instant, wheeled
round, expecting, of course, to see some person there ; but, as this expectation was by no means realized, she felt, in some slight degree, alarmed,
and looked very mysterious, and then turned to Valentine, of whom she
inquired if he had heard that extraordinary remark. Valentine, who seemed
to be reading most intently, took no apparent notice of this natural question,
but added, with his eyes still fixed upon the paper—" I intended it for you.
It could reach no farther. Why, I ask, are you a scold ?"
The tones in which this observation was made bore, in the judgment of
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Mrs. Broadsides, some resemblance to those of the voice of the waiter, who
happened to be standing a short distance from the bar, counting his money
again and again, scratching his head with great violence, and endeavouring
to recollect whether two very hungry individuals, who had consumed
nine chops and six kidneys the previous night, had, in reality, paid him
or not.
" What's that you say, s i r ? " inquired the lady, with a sharpness which
quite confused all his calculations.
" Me, mum ! " cried the waiter, turning round with great velocity; " /
didn't speak, mum."
" You did speak ! I heard you, sir! Let me have no more of your
impertinence, I beg." The waiter felt confused. He couldn't understand
it ! He twisted his napkin and swung it under his arm with great energy;
but he could not unravel the mystery at all. He did, however, eventually
venture to observe that, upon his soul, he had never opened his lips. " How
dare you," cried the lady, " tell me that wicked falsehood, when I heard
you as plain as
"
" N o ! you heard me, mum ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice with
reprehensible dexterity into the mouth of the waiter.
" Don't I say so ? " continued the lady. " I knew it was you, and yet
you have the irnpudence to tell me to my face that upon your soul you didn't
open your lips ! "
" No more I did ! 'twasn't me ! " cried the waiter, whose blood really
began to bubble up.
" If it wasn't you, who was it then, sir ? That is what / want to know!"
cried the lady ; but the waiter couldn't tell her. He looked extremely
puzzled, and so did his mistress, who, at length, began to believe that
it couldn't have been him, and while, with their moutlis \- i'Ja open, they
were giving each other a lingering look, which plainly signified that it
must have been some one, Valentine, who seemed to be still intent upon
the paper, cried in a deep hollow voice, which appeared to recede gradually
— " Farewell; treat him better. He's kind to you : be kind to him ! "
Now, whether the tender conscience of the lady was pierced by these
pointed remarks : whether she felt it impossible to treat Broadsides bettery
or was anxious to keep him in a blissful state of ignorance of better treatment having thus been enjoined, a liberal and enlightened public will in
all probability be able to guess, on b»ing informed that not a syllable
having reference to the mystery was breathed when Mr. Broadsides returned to the bar. It was, however, easy to perceive that an impression
had been made upon the mind of the lady, for albeit she appeared to be
thoughtful and gloomy, her tone was considerably changed, when in reply
to Mr. Broadsides' inquiry, as to whether she intended to go with the girls
to the fair, she said— " Well, dear, I don't much care if I do."
"That's right, my good girl! " exclaimed Broadsides, absolutely electrified. " I love the old woman when she's pleasant and happy ! " and he
rewarded her at once with a smacking kiss, which might have been heard
in the midst of a storm.
"But," said the lady, "how long shall you be gone ?"
" Oh, not above a couple of hours : " but don't wait for me ; run away
now and make yourself tidy, and go off at once. I'll make it all right
before I leave. I'm going down to the docks," he continued, addressing
Valentine. " Y o u never were there, I suppose? What say you? you
may just as well run down with me."
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Valentine consented; Mrs. Broadsides left the bar ; and the waiter, who
had evidently not got quite over it, brought in the tray.
"That's the best wife in the world," observed Broadsides, " t h a t of
mine. It is true, there ain't none on us perfect, but if she could but gef
over that temper, she'd be perfection, and not a ha'porth less."
" But you were of course tipsy last evening ? " said Valentine.
"Why, as to the matter of that, perhaps I was, you see, a little bit
sprung,—I don't deny it : I might have been a small matter so, but lor!
that makes no odds in the least. I've been married now two-and-twenty
year, and I don't suppose that during that period of time I ever came home
drank, or sober, without being, according to the old woman's reckoning,
a beast. But lor ! practice makes perfect, and use is second natur. She
has done it so long, that she has brought the thing at last to such perfection,
that I railly shouldn't feel myself quite at home without it. But she's a
werry good sort ; and you know there's always something ; and the best
thing a man can do, is not to look at either the dark or the bright side
alone, but to mix em' up together, and see then what sort of a colour they
produce. They say that white is the union of all colours, and depend
upon it, woman is the same. They're, in the lump, a union of all that's
good and bad ; yet the mixtur you see is so particular pretty, that we can't
get on at all without loving 'em, no how."
Valentine agreed with this practical philosophy, and in due course of
time Mrs. Broadsides descended full-dressed—in a really legitimate sense
full-dressed, swelled out to an enormous extent at every point; and as she
was an extremely stout lady, and rather tall for her age, which fluctuated
between forty-five and sixty, her tout e7ise7nble was particularly fascinating
—a fact of which she appeared to be by no means unconscious. She
sported, on the occasion, a lilac satin dress, with four full twelve-inch
flounces, delicately edged with crimson fringe, a yellow velvet shawl,
striped with crimson, to match the fringe of the flounces, and trimmed
with bright emerald bullion ; a pink-and-blue bonnet of large dimensions,
with a bouquet on one side, and a white ostrich plume tipped with scarlet
on the other; and a long white veil, sweetly flowered all over, and so
arranged as to form a sort of festooned curtain, which hung about six
inches over the front. Nor will it be improper to speak of the jewellery,
with which certain points of her person were adorned, for she had on a
pair of really Brobdignagian ear-drops studded with Lilliputian spangles,
an elegant mother-o'-pearl necklace with a cross attached in front ; a
massive gold chain, which hung completely over her shoulders, and which
communicated with an immense gold chronometer on one side of her waist,
and on the other with a large bunch of seals of all sorts and sizes ; an eyeglass attached to a chain made of hair, which enabled it to hang down low
in front ; rings on each particular finger, and, by way of finish, a scent
bottle adomed with a chased gold top. Thus equipped, she had a small
glass of brandy-and-water warm, and when the two young ladies had pronounced themselves ready, Valentine' submitted a glass of wine to each,
and then handed them into a decent hackney coach, the driver of which
had engaged to take them there and bring them back for twelve shillings,
and two drops of something to drink.
" Now," said Broadsides, the moment they had started, " we'll be off,"
and after having given certain instructions to his servants, he and Valentine
walked to the stand, and got into a low sort of a cab, which might ha.ve
been kicked into little bits if the horse had felt disposed to be handy with
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his hind legs. They sat, however, in perfect safety, for they happened to
be behind one of those poor animals which have not more than half a kick
in them, albeit in the space of half an hour he brought them to the entrance
of the London Docks.
" Well, here we are," said Broadsides, as they passed through the gates,
it which certain official individuals were looking with peculiar suspicion
jit every person who passed out. '' Them are the men which sarch all
the labourers afore they go home, which I don't like the principle of, 'cause
it is treating them all just as if they was thieves."
' ' And I suppose by that means they are kept honest ?" observed
Valentine.
" W h y , I des-say it keeps a good many from stealing, but that's a
different thing, you know, from keeping 'em honest. Honesty's honesty
all over the world. If a man has the inclination to steal he ain't a ha'porth
the honester 'cause he can't do it. That's my sentiments."
" I suppose that, notwithstanding, there is a great deal of smuggling
.going forward ! "
' ' I believe you I The men does a pretty goodish bit in that way; but
the women are_ by far the most reglarest devils, 'cause, you see, them at
the gate can't so easily detect 'em. They wind long bladders, filled with
spirits, round their bodies to such an extent you'd be surprised. But they
can't smug quite so much away at a time now, since the alteration of the
fashion. But when the balloon sleeves and werry large bustles were in
wogue, they could manage to walk away gallons at a time. For, you see,
independent of the bladders which they wound werry comfortably round
'em, they could stow away nearly half a gallon in each sleeve, for them sort
of sleeves required something to make 'em stand out, so all they had to do
was to strap their little waterproofs carefully round their arms, and their
sleeves looked as fashionable as life; and then, as for their bustles, why
that you know, of course, was werry easily managed.
Valentine smiled; but Broadsides laughed so loudly at the idea, that his
progress was for a very considerable time impeded. "There," said he,
stopping at the window of one of the little shops which are let to certain
merchants who deal in ship's stores, and directing the attention of Valentine
to a row of little canisters, labelled " Roast Beef," " Beef and Vegetables,"
&c., " That there's the stuff to make your hair curl! That's the sort of
tackle to take out on a long woyage ! There's a pound on it smashed into
about a square inch. Of course, the merest mite on it will fill a man's
belly. But come, we must keep on moving, you know, or we shan't get
half over the business to-day."
" A r e those empty?" inquired Valentine, pointing to several hundred
casks which were lying to the left of the entrance.
" E m p t y ! Full of wine, sir—full, sir, every man jack on 'em. But lor!
that's nothing to what you'll see below. Why they've got in the wault
about a hundred thousand pipes ; and the rent, if we awerage 'em at five
and twenty shillings a-year a-piece, will be something like a hundred and
twenty-five thousand pounds, while the walue, if we take 'em all round at
five and forty pound a pipe, will be nearly five million of money !—five
million, sir ! What do you think of that ? "
Valentine thought it enormous, and said so ; and Broadsides expressed
his opinion, that England could never be conquered, so long as "she possessed such an immense stock of wine. " What," said he, " has made the
British nation so glorious ? What has made our generals and admirals so
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wictorious ? Wine, sir, wine, and nothing but wine ! Wine, sir !—as
sound as a nut. That's my sentiments."
" Lights ! " shouted a man, as they eventually descended; and two oily
individuals fired the wicks of two circular lamps, which were stuck upon
sticks about two feet long ; one of which it was the custom to give to each
person to carry in his hand round the vault. Broadsides then drew forth
some papers, and having arranged them to his own satisfaction and that of
the clerk in attendance, a cooper was called, who conducted them at once
into the far-famed place which contained, according to Broadsides, a hundred thousand pipes of wine.
Valentine was for some time unable to see anything distinctly but the
lamps, which were stationed in various parts of the vault, and which burned
very dull and very red; but Broadsides, who had long been accustomed to
the place, was not nearly so much affected by the gloom. " I say," said
he, holding up the lamp he had in his hand, "only look at the fungus ! "
and Valentine saw, suspended from the arches, huge masses of cobweb,
which had the appearance of fine black wool. Some of these cobwebs
were hanging in festoons from point to point, about as thick as a man's leg,
while others hung in bunches about the size of a man's body, forming
altogether an extraordinary mass of matter, which certain learned members
of the British Association would do well to examine.
How much of this rail is there down in the wault ? " inquired Broadsides,
of the cooper, as he pointed to the iron plates which were planted along
the middle of each avenue, for the purpose of rolling the casks with facility.
" Nine-and-twenty mile, sir ; and I'll be bound to say there ain't a foot
over or under. Here we shall find them," he continued, on reaching the
arch under which were some of the wines that Mr. Broadsides wished to
taste ; and while the cooper was looking for the particular casks, Broadsides called the attention of Valentine to one of the ventilators. " There's
a glorious battle ! " said he ; "did you ever behold such a shindy ? It's
the foul air fighting with the fresh. One you see wants to come in, and
the other one wants to get out: neither on 'em seems inclined to wait for
the other, and thus they go on continually at it in that state of mind, you
see, world without end."
" This is No. I," said the cooper, bringing a glass full of wine.
Broadsides took the glass by its foot, and held it up to the light, and
then shook it a little, and spilt about half, and then smelt it, and turned up
his nose, and then tasted it, and spurted it out again, and having made up
an extraordinary face, he proceeded to blow out his cheeks to an unusual
extent. " T h a t won't do at no price," said he, after a time; "just walk
into six," and a glass of No. 6 was accordingly drawn ; and when he had
shaken it and smelt it, and tasted it as before, he pronounced the whole lot
to be "pison."
" I suppose," observed Valentine, while Broadsides was bringing his
mouth into shape, " that you often make persons tipsy down here ?"
"They frequently make theirselves tipsy," replied the cooper, "when
they come down to look and not to buy. Yesterday, for instance, three
young bloods came in with an order to taste five-and-twenty quarter casks,
and sure enough they did taste 'em. They made me tap every cask, and
swallowed every glass that I drawed, and when I'd gone right clean through
'em, they tried to overpersuade me to begin the lot again at the beginning.
Now, there ain't above four of these 'ere to a pint, so they couldn't have
taken in less than three bottles a-piece. I warned them of the consequence.
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for I saw they knew nothing about it ; but the fact was, they came for a
swill, and a swill they most certainly had. They didn't, however, feel it
any great deal down here, but pre-haps they didn't when they got out ! I
knew how it'd be, so I went up the steps just to watch them, and lor !
directly they smelt the fresh air, and saw the light of the blessed heaven,
they all began to reel just like so many devils."
" Then persons don't feel it much while they are down here ?" observed
Valentine.
" N o , " replied the cooper, "very seldom unless they happen to have
had a glass of ale before they come down, and then they just do if they
drink at all any ways freely. The other day, now, a man of this kind
came in with two others, and I attended 'era ; and when they had tasted,
and tasted, until I thought they'd all drop down dead drunk together, this
gent slipped away, and his friends fancied that, finding his stomach a little
•out of order, he'd started off home; and as I couldn't see him nowhere
about, why, I natterly fancied so too ; but the next morning, just as I
went into No. 5. north, for a sample, who should I see, but this identical
indiwidual sitting in the sawdust with his head upon a pipe as comfortable
as a biddy, and snoring away like a trooper. I woke him, of course, and
he got up as fresh as a daisy; but in order to avoid all row, you see,
I made him keep«behind till a party came in, and he slipped out with them
without anybody knowing a bit about the matter."
" I presume you don't drink much ? " observed Valentine.
" W h y that, you see, depends upon circumstances. The old hands
don't : the smell's enough for them ; but the new and werry green uns are
contmily sucking like infants. It's a long time before sich as them can be
weaned. It was only the Saturday night before last that one of this sort
got locked down. We didn't know a word about the matter, and the
vault wasn't, of course, going to be opened again before Monday ; but he
got pretty sober in the course of Sunday morning, and after having spent a
few happy hours at the grating, he gave a view holler to one of the outside
watchmen, who sent for the key, and got him out very quietly, quite cured."
" W e l l , come," said Broadsides, "now I am here, let's see how my
extra-particular gets on."
This happened to be under the opposite arch, and while the cooper was
in it with Broadsides, Valentine, who was looking very intently at some
cobwebs, perceived a tall dark figure march past him in a manner which
struck him as being extremely mysterious. He was very angry, with himself for being startled, although he couldn't help i t ; and after having
reproached himself severely in consequence, he walked to the opposite
arch. " Who was that tall person who passed just now ? " said he to the
cooper.
" One of the watchmen. They walk in and out in the dark to see that
no indiwidual pays twice. You'll see him again by'n bye."
" Very well," thought Valentine ; " if I do, I'll startie him," and while
the cooper was broaching the extra-particular, he looked round the vault
with an anxious eye. " Now then," said Broadsides, handing him a glass,
"just tell me now what you think of that." Valentine tasted, and found
it so splendid, that he almost unconsciously finished the glass. "That's
something like, ain't it ? That's what I call wine ! it's as sound as a nut.
Let's have another glass," and another glass was drawn, and while Broadsides was smelling it, and shaking it, and making it go through all sorts of
manoeuvres, the watchman passed again.
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'•^'Hush!" cried Valentine, throwing his voice among the casks which
were near him. " He's here ! "
The watchman stood perfectly still. He would scarcely allow himself
to breathe. He was an extremely cautious man, and his name was Job
Scroggins. Instead of rushing like a fool to the spot, he, with admirable
^ct, held up his hand to enjoin silence, and tried with great optical energy
J) pierce the extremely dense gloom of the vault. This he found to be
impracticable. All was dark, pitch-dark, in the direction from which the
voice appeared to proceed. Nothing could be distinguished. Twenty men
might have been drinking there unperceived. Scroggins, therefore, having
formed his plan of attack, said in a dehcate whisper to tiie cooper, " If
you stand here we shall nab 'em," and crept very stealthily round to the
opposite side of the arch.
Now this was precisely what Valentine wanted. He wished but to
excite the siispicion of the watchman that persons were having a clandestine
treat, to enable him to keep up the game. Scroggins had therefore no
sooner got round, than Valentine sent a faint whisper very near him, the
purport of which was that Plarry was a fool not to get behind the casks.
" Ilallo ! " shouted Scroggins, in a voice of thunder, on hearing the faint
expression of that affectionate sentiment.
" Get behind ! get behind ! " cried Valentine, " w e shall be caught."
" H a l l o ! " again shouted Job Scroggins with all the energy at his
command. " What are you about there ? D'ye hear ! "
" H u s h ! " said Valentine ; " h u s h ! not a word."
" I hear you, my rum 'uns ! Come out of that ! Here, Jones ! "
" Ilallo ! " shouted Jones ; " what d'ye want ! "
" Come here ! " cried Scroggins. " Here, quick !—No. 9 !—We'll nab
you, my lushingtons !—we'll find you out ! " and he tore away a stout
piece of scantling, while Broadsides handed the glass of wine to Valentine,
and tucked up his sleeves to assist in the caption.
"Now, then," cried Jones, who had been engaged in x\\.e jortificatio7t
of two pipes of port, and whose nose glowed with ineffectual fire, " what's
the row ? "
"Here's a lot of fellows here," replied Scroggins, "swilling away at
the wine like devils."
" Where? " cried the fiery-nosed cooper, with extraordinai-y fierceness.
" Plere ! " shouted Scroggins. " Lights ! lights !"
" What's the matter ? Hallo ! " cried two voices in the distance.
" Here ! Nine i Lights ! lights ! " reiterated Scroggins, who appeared
to be in a dreadful state of excitement just then.
" All safe now. Lie
still " said Valentine, throwing his voice behind a lot of quarter-casks which
stood to the left of Job Scroggins.
"Ah, you're safe enough!" exclaimed Job, in a tone of bitter irony.
" Pray, don't alarm your blessed selves ! you're quite safe to be nabbed in
less than no time. Now then, there, look alive—now, quick ! " he continued, as two additional coopers approached the spot with lights.
" If
you get away now, my fine fellows, why, may I be blowed. There, you
go behind there, and you stand here, and you keep a sharp look-out there.
Now then, if they escape, we'll forgive 'em ! "
Having stationed the coopers with lamps in their hands at various parts
of the arch. Job Scroggins stole gently between two distinct rows of pipes,
and Valentine, wishing to render all the assistance in his power, precede
him, .just, however, as he had reached the darkest part of the arch, n
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cried, in an assumed voice of course, " Let's drown him," and threw the
glass of wine he held in his hand over his head so dexterously, that the
whole of it went into the face of Mr. Scroggins, who was looking about in
a state of anxiety the most intense.
" Here they are ! Here are the thieves!" shouted Scroggins, wiping
his wine-washed face with the sleeve of his coat. " Look out there !—•
look out ! " and he rushed past Valentine with great indignation, and
peered with considerable fierceness of aspect into every cavity sufficiently
large to admit the tail of a rat.
" Hush ! " cried Valentine, sending his voice right a-head; and away
went Scroggins to the spot from which the whisper appeared to proceed,
while the coopers were looking about with great eagerness, expecting
every moment to see the thieves rise.
" Quiet, Harry ! quiet! They'll catch us," whispered Valentine.
" Catch you ! " cried Scroggins, " to be sure we shall! " And he poked
his stick with infinite violence between the casks, and rattled it about
with consummate desperation, and looked! — as the lamp was beneath
his wine-stained face it imparted so ghastly a hue to his features, that
really he looked like a fiend. " H a ! h a ! ha! h a ! " cried Valentine
merrily, sending his voice right under the arch adjoining.
Away went
Job Scroggins, backed up by the coopers, who struck their shins cleverly
against the comer casks, and stumbled over the scantling, one after the
other, with infinite presence of mind. Away, away ! " shouted Valentine,
throwing his voice towards the spot they had just left ; and Job Scroggins
rushed back with the coopers at his tail, of whom the whole were inspired
with the spirit of vengeance. " Stand there !'' shouted Scroggins ; " they
must pass that way ! " and he poked his thick stick between the casks
again desperately, and flourished it about with unparalleled zeal.
" It's all up with us, Harry: we're blocked right in," whispered
Valentine desparingly.
" Forgive us ! " he added in a different voice, as
if Harry had really become very much alarmed—" Forgive us ! we'll do so
no more : have mercy ! " Mercy ! If there be in the English language one
word which tends more than another to soften a truly British heart, that
word is beyond question, mercy. There is magic in the sound of that soft
soothing word. A true Englishman's sympathies swell when it is breathed,
and his anger is strangled by that string of benevolence, which he winds
with pride round his compassionate heart. Tears of blood, flow they never
so freely, are not more effectual in drowning vengeance, than the magical
sound of this beautiful word, for the moment it strikes on the drum of the
ear, the spirit of Ate is kicked from the soul, and benevolence rises great,
glorious, and free, in loveliness even surpassing itself. About this it is
clear there can't be two opinions ; and hence none can marvel, that when
the word reached the soft sensitive ear of the true-hearted Scroggins, he
should have exclaimed with all the fervour of which he was capable.—•
" Mercy ! "—You don't have a squeak ! "
"Come o u t ! " he continued; "you guzzling vagabones !—mercy indeed !—with a hook ! "
" W e have not drank a great deal," said Valentine imploringly.
" We
haven't indeed. You shall have it all back if you will but forgive us."
Scroggins smiled a sardonic smile.
"This is how the wine goes," observed Mr. Broadsides.
" And then we get's blowed up sky-high for the 'ficiency," added the
fiery-nosed cooper.
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"Now, then ! are you coming out or not ? " shouted Scroggins.
Valentine sent forth a laugh of defiance, which caused the heaving
bosom of Scroggins to swell with wrath.
He might have been somewhat
subdued by humility, although that was not extremely probable ; but when
he reflected on the monstrous idea of being defied ! he couldn't stand it I
He flew to the spot from which the laugh had apparently proceeded,
and struck the surrounding casks with peculiar indignation. "Will you
come out or not," he exclaimed, "before I do you a mischief?"
" No," shouted Valentine.
" T h e n take the consequence," cried Scroggins, who looked at that moment remarkably fierce. " N o w then," he
continued, addressing the coopers, we'll give 'em no quarter : we'll have
no more parley : we'll drag them out now, neck and 'eels ! " Previously,
however, to the effectual accomplishment of this laudable object, it was
obviously necessary to find them—a remarkable fact, which struck Scroggins and the coopers with such force, that they set to work at once, with
the view of effecting this highly important preliminary, and displayed an
amount of zeal which really did them great credit. " They're somewhere
about here, I know," observed the cooper.
" O h , we shall find 'em! we'll have ' e m ! " cried Scroggins; "and
when we do catch 'em, they'll know it ! " The highly sarcastic tone in
which these words were uttered was clearly indicative of something very
desperate ; and as the coopers, who were beginning to get very impatient,
were energetically running round the arch, Valentine, unperceived, threw
the glass he had in his hand upon a pile of pipes under the gloomy arch
opposite, and immediately cried; "there's a fool!" now we can't get
another drop.
" H e r e they a r e ! " shouted Scroggins, on hearing the
crash. " Now, then, boys ! hurrah ! we shall nail 'em! "
This soul-stirring speech put the coopers on their mettle, and they
rushed towards the arch with renewed spirit; but before they reached the
spot in which the broken glass was lying, Valentine cried, "Now, let us
start; we can get no more wine !"
" Stop there, you vagabones ! " cried Scroggins, vehemently, thinking
to frighten them out of their wits. " We are cocksure to catch you, you
know ! You may just as well give up at once ! " He had now
reached the spot in which the glass lay smashed into a number of little
pieces, crying out, " Here's where the vagabones was."
"Stoop down," whispered Valentine.
" Come out!" cried Scroggins. " It's o'no use, you know ; we see you ! "
An observation which, how laudable soever its object might have been,
involved a highly reprehensible falsehood.
" Now, then !—crawl gently," whispered Valentine. "Come on ! "
Scroggins leaped over the pipes in an instant, and looked round and
round with an expression of surprise.
"Have you got 'em?" inquired the fiery-nosed cooper.
"Got 'em ! " echoed Scroggins, " I only just wish I had, for their sakes.
I'd 'stablish a trifle or two in their mem'rics to sarve 'em for life. I'll
warrant they wouldn't forget it a one while."
Valentine now sent a slight laugh so very near the legs of Mr. Scroggins,
that that gentleman spun round with the velocity of a cockchafer, and felt
very angry indeed with himself when he reflected that the "lushingtons
still were at large. "Where can they be crept to ?" he cried in
amazement.
" They're not a yard from me, and yet—why where
the
"

174

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" T h e r e ' s no room for two men to hide their bodies h e r e , " observed
the fiery-nosed cooper.
" T h e y must be particular active," said Scroggins; and Valentine sent
another laugh very near him.
Job Scroggins looked savage—undoubtedly savage ! H e shook his red
head with extreme desperation, and ground his great teeth with maniacal
zeal. " W h e r e can they be h i d ? " he exclaimed, with great emphasis.
" Blister 'em ! Where can the scoundrels be got to ? "
H e fixed his eyes upon his companions, and his companions fixed their
eyes upon him, while Broadsides scratched his head with his right hand,
and rubbed his chin very mysteriously with his left.
At this moment an intelligent cooper, who had theretofore searched
without uttering a syllable, ventured to offer a rational suggestion, the
purport of which was that they certainly were somewhere.
" Somewhere ! " cried Scroggins, very angrily : " w e know they must be
somewhere ; but where is that somewhere ? That's the pint ! "
T h e intelligent cooper, who offered this suggestion, was silent, for he
saw that Mr. Scroggins looked ready to eat him. Silence was, therefore,
a species of wisdom, which the little intelligent cooper displayed, and the
search was resumecT with increased perseverance.
But Valentine himself now became somewhat puzzled.
H e scarcely
knew how to proceed.
H e was anxious to send the invisible " l u s h ingtons " off with hlat, but the question was, how could he get them away ?"
While, therefore, the watchmen and the coopers were hunting about in all
directions, poking their sticks into every kind of cavity, he was quietly conceiving a design to carry into immediate execution, with the view of thickening the mystery in which they were involved. H e had not, however, to
puzzle himself long, for, being blessed with an exceedingly vivid imagination, he had but to give it full swing for a time, and a host of ideas
would dart across his brain with the velocity of lightning ; and, although
it occasionally happened that they rushed in wildly, and upset each other
wantonly, and caused so much confusion, that he was really compelled, in
self-defence, to kick them all out together; in this particular instance they
entered in the most orderly manner possible, and the most powerful
remained; and that Valentine seized by the collar at once, with the view of
making it perform that particular office for which it had been, of course,
created. This was, however, a desperate idea, it being no other than that
of introducing his voice into one of the pipes of wine, in order to see how
J o b Scroggins and his companions would act ; but Valentine, resolved not
to repudiate it in consequence of its desperate character, held it firmly, and
just as the energetic Job, after fiercely running round and round, had
paused to regain a little breath, and to wipe the perspiration from his
face, with the cuff of his bob-tailed coat, he pitched his voice dexterously
into an extremely old cask, and cried, " Wasn't it lucky we found this one
empty, eh? "
J o b Scroggins stared ; and so did Mr. Broadsides, and so did the cooper j
and they drew near the cask from which the sound had apparently proceeded, and listened again with an expression of amazement.
" Keep in the head," whispered Valentine, very audibly.
" T h e y ' r e h e r e ! " shouted Scroggins, snatching an adze from the fierynosed cooper. " Look out!—now they're nailed ! " and, without a single
moment's reflection, without considering whether the cask were full or
empty, without even giving the slightest notice to those who were with
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him, he smashed in the head of the pipe, and the wine, of course, rushed
out in torrents.
" Y o u f o o l ! " cried the fiery-nosed cooper, as the stream dashed the
lamps from their hands, and extinguished the lights.
" Help ! help ! " shouted Scroggins.
" S i l e n c e , you ass! hold your t o n g u e ! " cried the enraged cooper.
" Hoist the cask up on end ! N o w ! N o w ! All together ! H u r r a h ! "
In an instant the thing was accomplished, for Valentine, who M-as
really very sorry for what had happened, put forth M-ith the rest all the
strength at his command.
" N o w , don't make a noise," said the fiery-nosed c o o p e r ; " g e t a
light from the lamp, there,—quick ! " A n d Scroggins, who was then in a
dreadful state of mind, groped his way at once out of the arch, while the
rest were, of course, in total darkness, and up to their ankles in wine. I t
was not, however, long before Scroggins returned, and when he did the
very first question asked w a s , — " W h a t cask is it ? "
" A l l right!—all r i g h t ! " said the fiery-nosed cooper, after having
examined it minutely. " It's one of them, old uns that's been here so long."
" W h a t , one of them three ! " cried his comrade. " Vv'ell, that's wery
lucky as far as it goes.
It'll never be cleared.
It w.as only t'other day I
was saying that I'd bet any money the warrants was lost."
" C o m e , that's most fortunate," thought Valentine.
" But what are we to do ? " cried the greatly alarmed Scroggins. " H o w
are we to hide it? There's such a rare lot on it spilt."
" N o w don't make no noise," said his fiery-nosed friend : " I'll cooper
it up, and you get all the sawdust you can,—now be handy ! It's an
awful puddle, surely ; but the sawdust '11 soon suck it u p . " A n d he began
to repair the cask, while the rest were engaged in scraping sawdust together and mixing it up with the wine, and then throwing it, when it
became perfectly saturated, under the scantling to dry.
By dint of great labour,—for all, including Broadsides, who puffed away
frightfully, assisted,—in the space of twenty minutes the pool became
pretty well absorbed ; and as tlie fiery-nosed cooper had by that time
completed his job, the pipe was carefully placed upon the scantling again ;
and when more fresh sawdust had been strewn over the spot, the place
looked so much as if nothing had happened, that it might even then have
been passed unnoticed.
" W e l l , " cried Scroggins, " i t ' s well it isn't
no worse ; but if I'd ony ha' caught them 'ere warmint, whoever they are,
if I. wouldn't have served 'em out, blister 'em, blow me ! "
" But did
you ever hear of such a fool," observed the fiei-y-nosed cooper, " to smash
in the head of a pipe, when he knew we hadn't got an empty cask in the
place ? "
" W h y , you see," said Mr. Scroggins, in extenuation, " I didn't then
give it a thought. I t was a mad go ; I know it,—a werry mad go ; but,
you see, I was so savage, that I didn't know rayly what I did ; and I
fancied I heered the two wagabones inside."
" A n d so did I , " said his fiery-nosed friend; " but then I knowed it
couldn't b e . "
- " T h e y must ha' been behind that 'ere p i p e , " continued
Scroggins ; " I'm sartin they must ; and I ony just wish I'd ha' caught
'em, that's a l l ; if I wouldn't ha' given 'em pepper !—may I never set eyes
on my babbies again ! "
During this extremely interesting colloquy. Broadsides and Valentine
were industriously occupied in wiping their sticky hands and faces, and
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making themselves sufficiently decent to pass without exciting special
notice. They found this, however, a difficult job, for the wine had spurted
over them freely ; but when they had carefully turned down their collars,
and buttoned their coats so closely up to their chins that scarcely a particle
of their deeeply-stained shirts could be perceived, it was unanimously
decided that they might venture.
" But you want to taste the other pipe of port, sir, don't you ?" observed
the cooper.
" The stink of them lamps," replied Broadsides, " has spylt my taste for
a fortnit: besides, I don't care a bit about i t ; I only came to taste, what I
wouldn't have at no price, them six pipes of pison."
The business being therefore at an end, the fiery-nosed cooper polished
Valentine's boots with his apron, when Broadsides gave the men half-acrown to drink his health, and he and Valentine,—who gave them half-asovereign,—were ushered very respectfully out of the vault, and after
passing the gates without exciting more than ordinary attention, got into a
cab, and rode home.

CHAPTER

XXVII.

Valenii7ie beco77ies acquainted with a frightful Cala7nity, a/td has a
heartre7iding i7iterview 07i the subject with Horace.
T H E R E is a remarkable bit of sublimity—a powerful, pale, universal
reflector, which is sometimes above us, and sometimes below us, and
sometimes on a line precisely parallel with us—a reflector of which the
composition is unknown, but which is ycleped by our sublunary philosophers—a moon. That this moon will ever be cut up into stars, may
rationally, notwithstanding that the idea originated with our own
Shakspeare, be doubted; but there can be no doubt, that as it derives
its pale lustre from the sun, so mankind in the aggregate derive theirs from
money; and albeit the connection between the moon and money may not
at a glance be perceived, except, indeed, by superficia men of genius, and
philosophers steeped in learned mud, that there is a connection between
them will be acknowledged by all, when they reflect upon the fact of the
moon being silver by prescription.
Now, money is said to be the devil; and if it be, it is beyond all dispute
an extremely pleasant devil, and one of which men are so ardently
enamoured, that they absolutely worship it as if it were a god. No matter
of what material this money may be composed—no matter whether it
consists of precious metals, precious stones, or precious little bits of paper,
for every convertible representative of money is equally precious—its
accumulation and distribution in reality constitute the principal business of
men's lives. Some despise it for a time ; they never despise it long ; they
soon suffer for the indulgence, in that bad passion. Others will do anything, however dishonourable, to obtain it. If a man has money, he is all
right; if he has none, he is all wrong. It matters not what hermits and
monks may say ; if an honest man be poor, his fellow-men despise him;
while a wealthy villain, in the world's estimation, is a highly respectable
member of society ; and hence the penalty on poverty is greater than that
which is attached to any absolute crime. Nor is this all. It's astonishing
the spirit of independence the possession of money inspires, and equally

VALENTINE VOX.

177

astoKisliing are the dejection and humility which the non-possession of it
induces. If a man has no money, his mind is ill at ease; he cannot feel comfortable anyhow ; it amounts to an absolute physical impossibility for him to
hold up his head like a man who has lots. He can't do it ! It's of no use to
physic him with philosophy. All the philosophy in the world is insufficient
to cure his pecuniary disease. He can't understand your philosophy then,
and he won't understand. He knows better. He knows that he has got
no m07tey !—a species of knowledge which affects alike body and soul.
And yet, notwithstanding money is so valuable, so precious, that its
absence teems with misery and humiliation, notwithstanding it is so dear,
so highly prized when it is wanted, that we will risk even our lives te
obtain it, how thoughtlessly we waste it ! How freely we squander it away,
when it is gained, as if its possession inspired the belief that we should
never want another five-pound note so long as we had the ability to
breathe ! Beyond all dispute, for two opinions cannot exist on the subject,
in this matter a man is an ass.
Now, all this is very profound, but Valentine really knew nothing about
it. He only knew this, that in a pecuniary sense he was getting remarkably
short, and that it became absolutely necessary to write to Uncle John for a
fresh supply. A blessed position for a man to be placed in is that, in
which he has but to say, " I want so much," and so much is sent, as a
matter of course. This was precisely the position of Valentine ; but before
he wrote home, he was anxious to see the Goodmans, in order to ascertain
if they could, or would, give him any farther information with respect to
his benevolent old friend.
Accordingly, on the morning of the day on which he intended to write to
Uncle John, he set off for the residence of Walter, and was certainly somewhat startled on being unable to discover the house in which he had lived.
On arriving at the spot where the house had stood, he could see but the
foundation, and a few bui-nt beams ; but on making inquiries at a shop in
the vicinity, he not only ascertained what had happened from a person who
gave him a heart-rending account of the occurrence, but was informed that
Walter and his family were at that time lodging in a house directly opposite.
Thither, of course, he immediately went, and having sent up his card,
anxiously paced the parlour into which he had been shown ; for, possessing
a kindly heart, he deeply sympathised with those of whose dreadful
sufferings so frightful a picture had been drawn. He had not, however,
dwelt upon the calamity long, when a person dashed into the room, and
exclaimed, "Hallo, my young trump! don't you know m e ? " Valentine
in a moment knew the voice to be that of Horace ; but his person he certainly would not have known. " Good God ! " said he, grasping his hand,
" is it possible ?"
" It just is," cried Horace, " a n d no mistake about it. Do7i't I look a
beauty, eh : Did you ever see such a guy ? But thank Heaven for all
things," he continued, pulling off a large wig, and displaying his hedd, the
black skin of which had just began to peel. " I t ' s a comfort, no doubt, if
you can but just look at the thing in the right light."
"And how is your father?" inquired Valentine.
" Why," replied Horace, solemnly, " he's as much like a jolly old cinder
as possible. He's frizzled all up into one lump of coke. I'7n rummy
enough, but he's out and out, and no mistake."
" But he's out of all danger, I hope ?"
" O h ! yes; he's getting on like a brick. I thought he was booked
N
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though at one time, for of all the unhappy looking bits of black crackling!
—did you ever happen to see a smoked pig ? Because if you ever did, you
have seen something like him. You wouldn't believe him to be flesh and
blood. You wouldn't know him in fact from a piece of burnt cork. He
stood it, however, throughout, like a trump. '
" A n d the ladies, how are t h e y ? "
"Why, they re only tollohsh.
You know what women are. They don't like the look of the governor at
all, and certainly he don't look particulariy fresh."
" W e l l , " said Valentine, rising, " I ' m really very sorry for what has
occurred, and if you think that I can be of service to you in any way, I
hope you will command me. I'll not detain you now."
" I wish you would, old boy," said Horace, with much earnestness.
" You'd be doing me a very great favour. The fact is, our old fool of a
doctor won't let me have more than one glass of wine a day, which, of
course, is monstrous, especially now I'm getting all right again. But the
old fool won't listen to reason ; nor will the two women, who are of course
on his side, and who keep the blessed wine locked up, just as if body and
soul could be kept on decent terms with each other by that nasty lush
which he expects me to swallow by the pailful. That little wretch of a
boy, to whom he gives about twopence a month to carry out all his poison,
is everlastingly at the door with his basket full of some infernal tincture.
I've kicked him right bang into the road three times ; but he still comes
and comes. I'll half kill him some day."
" But of course it does you good ? "
" Is it rational to suppose that such hog-wash as that can do any fellow
good ? Do you happen to know what assafoetida is ? Because, if you do,
you know what sort of physic I swill, for they shove a lot of that into every
blessed bottle. I'm certain it's that: there can be no mistake, I should
know it a mile off; that, and the stuff they sell to poison the bugs, constitute 'the mixture as before,' and an extremely pleasant mixture it is, if
you can but get it down. Now, I want you, therefore, to do me this
kindness ; if you'll stop—if it be only for a quarter of an hour, I shall take
it as an especial mark of friendship, for I can gammon them out of some
wine for you, a;iJ that's the only way in which I can see iny way clear to^
get a glass for myself; for of course I can't stir out of the house with this,
jolly old smoke-dried countenance, tattooed and scored like the nob of a
Chocktaw chief. It's worse, ten to one worse, than having the small-pox.
The measles are a fool to it ; and as for the itch !—there, you may beUeve me or not, but if all the infernal tribes of wasps, bugs, mosquitoes, fleas,
and every other kind of vermin were marching about me in legions, they
couldn't produce an itch like it. I'll defy them to do it ! and yet that old'
donkey that scours me out, has the face to tell me that I ought not to •
scratch it ! I'm regularly drowned about seven times a day, in what^^christens lotion—•the nastiest muck that ever made a cat sick. It does me110 good ; it only makes me itch the more, as I tell the old fool, who,,
however, takes no sort of notice at all of what /say, as if I didn't knowabout my own feelings best! If I seriously expostulate with him, he only
laughs, and directs them to ' rub it in ; rub it in !' And they do rub it in,
like devils. But don't go just yet, there's a tramp," he added, and rushed'
from the room, quite delighted with the idea of having an additional glass
of wine.
" W h a t an extraordinary creature ! " thought Valentine, on being left
alone. " How dreadfully he must suffer ; and yet, how his spirits sustain
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him. Most men, if in his present state, would be lying in bed, increasing
their agony, and groaning, as if that could effect a cure."
" A l l right! all right!" cried Horace, bouncing into the room, " I ' v e
done the trick. I've gammoned them both you've been walking a very
long distance, and feel particularly faint. So it's to come down directly.
They wouldn't trust me with it, though; I suppose they fancied that I
should walk into the decanter on the stairs. But no matter. Now, I look
upon this as very friendly."
The servant, at this moment, entered with the wine; and Horace
observed that there was no mistake about her.
" If you please, sir," said the girl, addressing Valentine, "Missises compliments, and she'd take it as a particular favour if you wouldn't allow
Mr. Horace to have more than half a glass."
"Why, you know-nothing wretch ! what d'ye mean?" cried Horace.
'' Is this your gratitude ? Didn't I carry you over the tiles ? Be off! I
hate the sight of you ! " and he pulled off his wig, and threw it at her with
great energy, as she darted like lightning from the room. " You see ! " he
continued, as he picked up his wig, " this is just the way they serve me day
after day. If I hadn't the temper of an angel they'd drive me into fits.
But come !—may we never want nothing."
Having earnestly delivered this beautiful sentiment, and emptied his glass,
he smacked his lips with infinite gusto, and replenished.
" Bri7ig me a bottle of wine, there's a trump ! " said he. "Do, if you
have any charity in you. You haven't an idea what a favour I should
esteem it It's the handsomest present you could possibly make me. You
could call to-morrow, you know, and bring it snugly in your pocket. But
don't let them see it ; if you do I'm done. It would be to me the highest
treat in nature. Success to you, old boy !" he continued, again emptying
his glass. " You don't k7iow how glad I am to see you ! "
" Well," said Valentine, " how did this sad calamity occur ? "
"Why, you see," replied Horace, " t h e old governor was a little bit
thick in the clear, and they fancied that somebody ought to sit up with
him. Of course, I saw in a twinkling who that somebody must be ; I
knew, that being a pleasant job, I was to have it ; and I wasn't at all out
of my reckoning. I did have it, naturally ; I had it for three blessed
nights, and as I went to bed immediately after breakfast, I snoozed very
soundly till supper time came. Well, you see, on the third night the
governor was unbearable, for what must he do but take it into his jolly old
sconce that Uncle Grim was in the room ! It's a positive fact. He would
have it that he was standing at the foot of the bed, and nothing could drive
it out of him. I tried all I k7iew to swindle him into the belief that I had
pitched him out of the window : but no ; he wouldn't have it. He fancied
he saw him there still; and, after cutting away like an old lunatic for two
or three hours, he dropped off, as I thought, to sleep. Well ! as soon as
I saw his eyes closed right and tight I left the room to get a cup of hot
coffee, which I knew was in the kitchen, and, I suppose, that as soon as my
back was turned the old ass jumped out and set fire to the bed-clothes, for,
on rushing up again, I found the room in flames, and him laughing at it
like a fool. I called to him again and again, but he took no notice, he
made no reply. I couldn't drag him out. I couldn't get at him. I
couldn't even get into the room ; and it was not until the whole house was
one flake of fire, and he was as black as an old tin pot, that I was able,
by smashing in the panel of the wainscot, to lug him into the passage, and
N 2
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thence out of the house. I ran up again after that to lay my fist upon a
little lot of documents ; but lor ! the room was full of blazes, and, to add to
ie comfort of my position, I wish I may die if the old stairs didn't fall
tlie very moment I wished to descend.
Well, up to the attic I flew,
and out upon the tiles I bounced like a ball. It was there that I met
with that girl whom you saw—who certainly did startle me a little—and
there we were forced to remain till one of the firemen—who was a tramp,
every inch of him—came to our assistance. Well ! having caught hold of
the girl, with about the same coolness as if there had been nothing the
matter, he cocked me into a sort of a long cotton stocking, and down I
slipped gradually from the parapet to the ground. But the friction !—oh !
—don't mention it ! My skin was like the crackling of a roast leg of pork,
over-done; and as for my poor old toggery!—the fire had made it so
particularly rotten, that I came out as naked as a new-born devil. I didn't,
however, feel much more then ; but in the morning, when the excitement
had gone a little off, perhaps I didn't! Talk of Fox's Book of Martyrs !
I'll bet ten to one there wasn't a martyr among them that suffered a tithe of
what I did. It made me so savage ! But don't let us talk a7iy more about
it. It's all over now, and that is an absolute blessing."
Valentine listened to all this with the utmost attention; but that
which struck him with greater force than all the rest, was the fact of
Walter having endeavoured to burn the apparition of his brother out of
the room. " W h a t could possibly have induced him," thought he, " t o
have recourse to such an expedient! One would suppose that the notion
of his brother being present, instead of exciting angry feelings, would have
been calculated to comfort and console him. i5ut everything tends to confirm my belief of his being the victim of some foul play." There was a
pause ; but not for long, for Horace again replenished his glass, and gave,
as a toast, " The knock-kneed Quaker."
" Have you seen or heard anything of your uncle ?" inquired Valentine,
with considerable earnestness.
Horace looked at him intently, as if he wished to read the motive which
prompted the question, and then answered, " N o , I can't say that I have ;
I believe that he is all right somewhere, but where I don't know, nor does
any one else but the governor."
" T h e n , " thought Valentine, "when the governor is convalescent, since
he is so susceptible of apparently supernatural influences, I'll wring the
secret from him by apparently supernatural means."
"What, are you off?" cried Horace, as Valentine rose.
" I have letters to write, which will take me some time."
" Well, if you must go, you must ; but mind, don't forget me, there's a
charitable soul. You have no idea what a relief this glass or two of wine
has been to me to-day. If you can't bring a bottle, you know, bring a pint.
That thief of a doctor wants to rattle my life out; therefore, don't forget to
bring me some, there's a good fellow."
Valentine promised that he would not, and, after wishing him well over
it, and requesting to be remembered up-stairs, he left the house, with the
view cf writing forthwith to Uncle John.
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Vauxhall.

M O R A L I S T S declaim against masquerades; they contend that they are
things which ought not to be countenanced. T h e y will not hear a syllable
in their favour, although it is manifest that they who denounce them are
extremely inconsistent if they fail to denounce the whole world, inasmuch
as the world is one grand masquerade, and nil \\\\o live in it are maskers ;
from the king to the mendicant, all are masked, and their actions form
neither more nor less than one grand social system of mummery. Deception
is the primary object of all, and there is nothing they seek to disguise more
than that. W h a t man can tell what another man is ? H e may guess ; he
may make up his mind that he is this or that ; but he is able to discover
Ws true character no more than he is able to discover the seat of the soul ;
for while each assumes a character he wishes to sustain, all strive to appear
to be that which they are not. Masquerades are therefore the types of the
world, and are, with the world, to be a]5plauded or censured equally. E a c h
is a miniature world of itself, in which goodness, vice, folly, and knavery
mix with absolute indiscrimination, and, whether our view be comprehensive
or limited, we see that the object of all is disgui.se.
Independently, however, of this consideration, masquerades are an
exceedingly pleasant species of entertainment, and the only wonder is, that
in private life they are not to a greater extent upheld. W h e n men say,
that vice invariably attends them, they say but that which is applicable to
all entertainments; but if they be properly conducted, a more delightful
kind of amusement can scarcely be conceived.
N o w Valentine had heard much about masquerades, but of course, as
they are confined to the metropolis, he had never been at one. Having
an anxious desire,, however, to witness the scene, he embraced an opportunity which a " c a r n i v a l " at Vauxhall afforded, and having provided
himself with a ticket, and a very extraordinary nose (which he placed in
his hat, that it might not be spoiled), started off to the scene in high
spirits.
It was a beautiful evening, and as the moon shone brightly, he made u p
his mind to walk at least half the distance ; but he had not proceeded far,
before his attention was attracted towards a magnificent-looking creature,
in a splendid Grecian dress, who was holding a conversation with a dirtylooking cabman. Valentine thought the association odd, but as he heard
—in reply to the cabman's remark, " It's a hateenpenny fare"—the Grecian
beauty say, " I have but a shilling," the mystery was solved in a moment.
Valentine, almost without a thought, placed another shilling in her hand
and walked on until he came to the coach-stand at Kennington Cross, when
fancying he had walked far enough, he jumped into a cab, and was whirled
to Vauxhall in the space of ten minutes. T h e r e was a crowd round the
entrance, --assembled for the purpose of catching a glance of the maskers :
and as Valentine had seen at the bottom of the bills, an announcement to
the effect, that no person would be admitted without a mask, he fancied it
proper to put on his nose before he alighted from the cab. " Oh ! oh !
there's a conk ! there's a smeller ! Oh ! oh ! " exclaimed about fifty voices
in chorus, as Valentine entered.
Now when their Royal Highnesses Rieza Koolee Meerza, Najaf Koolee
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Meerza, and Saymoor Meerza, of Persia, were in London, they went to
Vauxhall on an ordinary night, and this is their description of the place
and its glories :—" In the evening we visited a large garden, beautifully
lighted up, and the fireworks we saw here made us forget all others that
we^ have already seen. A garden, a heaven ; large, adorned with roses of
different colours in every direction, the water was running in the beautiful
green, pictures were drawn on every wall. Here and there were young
moonly-faces selling refreshments. There were burning in this place about
two millions of lights, each giving a different colour; the lanterns and
lights are so arranged as to make poetry, in such a manner that they have
no end. On every side there appeared the moon and the sun, with the
planets, each moving in its orbit; and in every walk there were about 10,000
Frank moons, walking and gazing about, where the roses and their tribes
were admiring their beautiful cheeks. Each was taken by the hand ; such
a company in such a place says to the soul, ' Behold thy paradise !' "
Now, however absurd this description may seem—it portrays in some
degree the feelings with which Valentine was inspired, when the brilliant
scene opened before him. He felt enchanted, and gazed upon the spectacle
in a perfect state *of amazement. He beheld the apparently interminable
festoons of variegated lamps, and heard the merry shouts, and the martial
music in the distance. His whole soul was inspired. He pulled off his
nose, but that made no difference : he was still completely lost in admiration ; and when he did at length manage to find himself again, he saw
around him groups of gaily-dressed creatures, who appeared to have come
from all quarters of the globe, with the view of imparting life and spirit to
the scene. Greeks, Germans, Chinese, Russians, Dutchmen, Turks,
Persians, Italians,, apes, bears, sylphs, wild Indians, and devils, were the
most distinguished foreigners present; while the most distinguished natives
were beadles, clowns, pantaloons, soldiers, sailors, sweeps, jugglers, barristers, knights, jockeys, beef-eaters, firemen, nuns, footmen, widows,
harlequins, ballad-singers, romps, and old maids. The Persian princes
saw the "full-moons" in petticoats only; but Valentine beheld a great
variety of them in trowsers, and after having reviewed them for some considerable time, his astonishment somewhat subsided ; he began to feel himself again, and replaced his nose, and having got into the middle of a
stream of mortals and immortals, who were following the sound of a bell,
he soon found himself within a really elegant little theatre, in which a poor
man was mouthing "imitations" of some of the most popular actors of
the day.
Valentine listened to the commencement of this business with an expression of contempt. He felt it to be a dreadful waste of time which ought not,
on such occasion, to be tolerated ; and, therefore, throwing his voice just
behind the poor creature, said solemnly in the notorious jumping wobble of
the particular actor whom the man was pretending to imitate, " Sir-r-r, do
you-er expect me to endure-er this insult ? " The fellow turned round very
sharply, in the full expectation of seeing his prototype behind him ; and
although he was in this little particular disappointed, the confusion into
which the idea of his being there had thrown him, made him look so
exceedingly droll, that the audience began to laugh very naturally and very
merrily. " Enough ! enough ! " shouted Valentine, and the shout had at
least a hundred echoes, which had the effect of confusing the poor man
still more; and although he tried desperately hard to recover his self-possession, every faithful imitatio;u.he attempted drew forth such ludicrous
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expressions of ridicule, that he eventually shuffled off the stage with a look
of scom, highly theatrical, appropriate, and telling.
Valentine rushed from the theatre with the laudable view of hunting
u p the individual who had the management of the bell, and having happily found him with the instrument under his arm, he made up his mind to
get hold of it somehow.
"Well,
old fellow," said he, sitting down in one of the boxes, " d o
you ever drink brandy-and-water ? "
" Always, sir, when I can get it," replied the witty bellman.
" Well, said Valentine, throwing down a shilling, " then run and get a
glass, and bring it h o t . "
T h e unsuspecting individual placed his bell upon the table, and trotted
off at once with an expression of real pleasure, which was just what
Valentine wanted ; for he immediately laid hold of the noisy instrument in
question, and taking it with him into one of the dark walks near the
back of the theatre, commenced ringing away with unparalleled fury.
T h e effect was instantaneous : all were in motion—a living stream issued
from the theatre—in fact, from all quarters the rush towards the spot
in which he rang the bell so furiously, was sufficiently tremendous to
realize his fondest anticipations. H e beheld with delight the mighty torrent
coming towards him in the full expectation of seeing something very grand ;
but as they approached, he slipped away through the shrubbery which led
to another walk equally dark, where, holding the bell in both hands, he
began to ring again with due energy.
Back went the crowd, thinking
naturally enough that they had taken the wrong direction, and as Valentine kept ringing as if he wished to raise the dead, their curiosity was
excited to an extraordinary pitch, and they increased their speed in
proportion. T h e stream tumed the corner ; and down the walk it rushed,
when Valentine perceiving a somewhat short cut into the middle of
the gardens, walked very deliberately in that direction, deriving at the
same time considerable amusement from the fact of the people still
rushing down the walk, of course wondering what on earth was to be
seen.
By the time this particular walk became full, he had reached
the open space in the centre of the gardens, and having jumped upon
one of the tables which stood just behind the grand orchestra, he recommenced ringing as furiously as before.
T h e crowd for a moment
hesitated, as if they really doubted the evidence of their own ears ; but
having satisfied themselves as to the quarter from which the sound of
the bell proceeded, they rushed back at once, and there Valentine stood,
still ringing n v a y with all the force at his command.
H e did not
attempt to move an inch from the spot, nor did he mean to move until
he had drawn them all round him, -\\-hich he had no sooner accomplished,
than perceiving the hoax, they simultaneously burst into one roar of
laughter.
Determined to keep up the spirit of the thing, he now began to
issue a formal proclamation ; but the crowd were so convulsed, and made
so deafening a noise, that his own voice was drowned in the general
clamour.
" H u r r a h ! now my l a d s ! " shouted the leader of a press-gang,—
" N o w , t h e n ! bear a hand ! " and a dozen stout fellows, whom he led,
raised the table upon which the Herald Valentine was standing, with
the praiseworthy intention of bearing him in triumph round the gardens.
Anything but that would have met his views precisely; but it did so
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happen that he had been borne in triumph before—the equal-rightites
had borne him in triumph round Clerkenwell Green—a fact of which
he had so lively a recollection, that he seized the very earliest opportunity of leaping from the table, when, pulling off his nose, that he
might not be recognized, he mixed \\itli the crowd, who seemed to enjoy
the thing exceedingly.
His first object was now to restore the bell to the individual who had
the legitimate management thereof; and having accomplished this, to
the entire satisfaction of that individual, he proceeded very leisurely
towards the spot in which Neptune was represented sitting majestically
in his shell, drawn by fiery-looking steeds, out of whose extended nostrils
issued streams of "real water." This group looked extremely picturesque,
and while it was being admired by Valentine, a little fellow dressed as a
school-boy, with a hoop in his hand, approached with a child who had a
skipping-rope tied round her waist.
"That, my little dear, said the school-boy, " i s Neptune, the god
of the s e a ; " and the tones in which this information was conveyed
had the effect of even startling Valentine, who thought it a most extraordinary voice to proceed from a boy ; and yet he was dressed in every
particular like a Jioy, and had on an exceedingly juvenile mask.
" It's very pretty ! " observed the little girl. " But what does it mean ?"
The school-boy began to explain to her Neptune's transformations, and
their object; but Valentine no sooner perceived his design, than, throwing
his voice towards Neptune, he exclaimed, " Wretch ! forbear ! " The
boy trembled, and dropped his hoop, and then fumbled about his pockets,
and eventually drew out a pair of gold spectacles ; but the moment he
lifted up his juvenile mask to put them on, the child shrieked and ran
away, for he displayed the shrivelled face of a decrepit old man, who really
appeared to be an octogenarian. Valentine felt disgusted, and drew a
little aside ; when, as he took no apparent notice of what had occurred,
the boy pulled off his cap, and exhibited a little head, perfectly bald ; and
having lifted his juvenile mask up higher, in order to see through his
spectacles with greater distinctness, he examined the group with an expression of amazement.
" Shame ! " cried Valentine, sending his voice in the same direction;
" you wretched old man ! Are my actions fit to be explained to a child ?"
The ' ' boy" trembled again violently, and while shuffling about in a
state of great alarm, he placed his foot upon the edge of the hoop that
had fallen, and as it rose, as soon as it came in contact with his shin with
much force, he groaned with the pain it occasioned.
"Away !" cried Valentine, through Neptune ; "reform, ere it be too
late !" and the "boy" hobbled away as fast as his feeble legs could carry
him, towards a spot in which the lights were most brilliant.
Here he 'got
into one of the boxes to look at his old shin ; and while he was rubbing
away with energy, ^ d profoundly cursing both Neptune and the hoop,
Valentine entered the same box, and sat down unperceived.
" Have you hurt yourself much, my little fellow?" said he, at length.
" O h , never mind, my man, it will soon be well! Don't cry ! Let me
rub it with a little cold brandy-and-water. Here, waiter ! some brandyand-water, cold—quick ! "
The very moment, however, the " boy " became conscious of Valentine's
presence, he left off both rubbing and cursing, and limped with considerable dexterity into the next box.
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" That poor little boy has hurt his leg," said Valentine, on the brandyand-water being produced. " J u s t see what you can do for him, will
you ? " A n d he and the waiter proceeded at once to the box in which
the little boy was rubbing his shin, still in great apparent agony. " H e r e ,
my little m a n , " he continued, " let the waiter rub some of this in for you,
there's a good boy. I'm sure you must have injured yourself very m u c h . "
Th« good little boy left off rubbing again, and limped across the gardens
with his dear little hoop.
" Y o u ' l l excuse me, sir," said the waiter, w h o had been labouring very
laudably to suppress a fit of laughter, " but how werry green you are, sir !
Why, that little boy 's a hold man ! "
" I know i t , " said Valentine ; " I
was anxious to make him ashamed of himself, that was all."
" A h !" exclaimed the waiter, shaking his head very piously, " y o u ' d
never do that, sir ; he's too far gone. He's a lord, sir, and nothing can
shame him."
Valentine continued in the box until the fireworks were announced,
when he proceeded at once to the gallery, in order to have an uninterrupted
view.
Valentine really thought the v/hole exhibition magnificent; he had never
witnessed anything at all comparable in point of grandeur, and hence the
only thing which failed to delight him was the fact of the last device
shooting itself away. T h e very moment the fireworks were over, there
was a fresh importation of noise.
A mob of s\\'eeps and a legion of
recruits were introduced, and the clamour they raised was terrific. T h e
sweeps had apparently been boiled for the occasion, and then very
delicately tinted with soot ; while the recruits were preceded by the
" m e r r y fife and d r u m , " which had an effect so enlivening, that Valentine
almost unconsciously marched with them, until he came in front of
a place called the Grand Pavilion, and which commanded a view of the
greater portion of the gardens. " T h a t ' s a delightful place to sit i n , "
thought Valentine, " I may as well go up at o n c e ; " and accordingly
into the pavilion he went, and found it thronged with very droll-looking
creatures, apparently full of life and spirit.
Having seated himself in one of the boxes in front, so as to have a full
view of the scene, he again took off his extraordinary nose to look round
him with more perfect freedom.
Immediately beneath him, some remarkable characters were having a quadrille, and this had a very curious effect,
inasmuch as all distinctions appeared to be levelled. A dustman was
dancing with a Persian princess ; a wild Red Indian with a n u n ; a learned
judge with a nut-brown gipsy ; and a sweep in his May-day habiliments
with a sylph; while the style in which each of them moved was so strikingly
characteristic, that they appeared to have studied to make the scene as
grotesquely ludicrous as possible.
" Mo.st potent, grave, and reverend signors," said a scraggy creature,
stalking into the pavilion, in the character of Othello, with a remarkably
short pipe in his mouth, " that I have ta'en away this old cock's
daughter—" H e was about to proceed, but as he had placed his hea\y
hand upon the head of a very fiery old gentleman, he received in an instant
a glass of champagne in his sooty countenance—an insult which the
" v a l i a n t M o o r " put in his pipe, and stalked out with appropriate
solemnity to smoke it.
" W h a t did you order, sir ? " inquired one of the waiters, of Valentine.
" N o t h i n g : what have you to e a t ? "
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" H a m and chicken, sir, roast—"
" T h a t will d o : let me have it as soon as possible," said Valentine,
whose stomach now began to hint at the fact of its being empty.
The dishes were in a moment placed before him, and having ordered
some wine, he commenced a very pleasing operation, to which the gay
scene imparted an additional zest.
As the place in which he sat was so conspicuous that those who passed
below could scarcely fail to see him, it -\\'as not long before he was
recognized by the identical Grecian Beauty whom he had seen in conversation with the cabman, and who entered the pavilion at once. " I have
to thank you, said she, on rem.jving her mask, " for your kindness to me
this evening. It is more th^n I could have expected from a perfect
stranger."
" O h , the cab !" said Valentine, recollecting the circumstance, "don't
name it. You have been here of course ever since."
" I have," she replied; " I have been looking in vain for a person
whom I fully expected to see."
" You must feel very faint ? " observed
Valentine ; "sit down and have some sapper."
" I'm extremely obliged, but—I fear I shall be intruding."
" N o t at all! not in the least ! sit down. And she did so, but with
evident timidity. "There is," thought Valentine, " i n the midst of this
scene at least one heavy heart—a heart probably susceptible of all the
most amiable feelings of our nature, yet blasted by the consciousness of
guilt." And gazing with a feeling of pity upon the beautiful creature
before him, he perceived the tears trickling down her cheeks, which she
appeared to be most anxious to conceal.
Fancying that his steady look had somewhat embarrassed her, he
assumed an air of gaiety, and began to direct her attention to the most
grotesque creatures that came within view. He could not, however,
extort from her a smile. .She appeared to feel exceedingly grateful for all
the attentions shown, but her features were as rigid as marble. She ate
but little, and was silent, except indeed when it became necessary for her
to answer the direct questions of Valentine. " You are not in good spirits
this evening?" he observed, after having for some considerable time tried
to divert her.
" I never am, "she replied, faintly; " I have not been for many, very many
dreadful months." There was something irresistibly touching in the heartbroken tones in which these words were uttered ; but as Valentine was
anxious not to increase the pain she evidently endured, he at once waived
the subject, and tried again to cheer her.
" Is that the earl ? " inquired a person who sat behind Valentine, pointing
to a small, sallow, consumptive-looking creature, who was leaning against
the side of the pavilion, as if he had not the power to stand without
support. The Grecian Beauty started, and appeared much confused.
" Why do you tremble ? " inquired Valentine.
" 'Tis he," she replied ; " he who has been the cause of all my affliction."
And the tears again sprang into her eyes, and she sobbed while endeavouring
to conceal them. Valentine turned towards the earl, and looked at him
with an expression of contempt. "But for him," continued the miserable
girl, " I should still have been virtuous—still pure."
" I s it possible," said Valentine, "that a wretched-looking creature like
that could have robbed j/«< of virtue ? "
" It was his title," she replied j
" it was that by which I was fascinated—not by his person."
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" B u t how came you first to know him ? " inquired Valentine. " Come,
come, tell me all," and having at length succeeded in somewhat subduing
her emotion, he prevailed upon her to explain to him, briefly, the circumstances out of which her affliction arose.
" My poor father," said she, " i s a clergyman, residing nearly a hundred
miles from London, and the disgrace which I have brought upon him
afflicts me more, far more, than all besides. By him, about six months
since, I was taken to our election ball. T h e eari was there ; I danced
with him. H e paid me marked attention throughout the evening, and
called the following day, and, on becoming acquainted with the circumstances of my father, who had then an exceedingly limited income, he
exerted his influence, and the result was my father's preferment. I was
grateful—we were all, of course, exceedingly grateful to him for this act of
kindness, and he became a constant visitor ; but his object—although, alas !
it was not then perceived—was my min, and that he eventually accomplished. I eloped and came with him to London, where he engaged a
house for me, and was for a few short weeks most attentive and kind, b u t
after that his visits gradually became less and less frequent, until at length
he deserted me entirely."
" A n d is your father aware of your present position ? "
" H e is n o t ; I have not dared to write to him."
" D o you think that he would not receive you again if you were to explain to him how you are situated, and that you are anxious to return ? "
" I fear not ; I much fear that he would n o t ; but, having heard that the
earl would be here to-night, I borrowed this dress, which is like one he
gave me, and came expressly in order to prevail upon him, if possible, to
give me a sum sufficient to enable me to return to my poor disgraced father,
that I may throw myself in penitence at his feet, and on my knees implore
forgiveness."
" H o w much do you require for that purpose? " said Valentine, whom
the relation of these circumstances had touched most acutely.
" I could manage it with even thirty shillings," she replied ; " even that
would enable me to return."
Valentine instantly drew out his purse.
Having paid for the supper and wine, he had but two sovereigns and some
silver. H e gave her the two sovereigns, and urged her not to speak to the
earl, but to go home at once and prepare for her journey.
T h e poor girl seemed overwhelmed with gratitude. She a thousand
times thanked him with eloquence and warmth, and, having blessed him and
kissed his hand, left the pavilion unseen by the earl. Valentine now tried
to shake off the feeling which the tale of this beautiful girl had inspired.
H e replaced his nose, walked again round the gardens, went to look at the
hermit, and astonished the persons who were standing around, by sending
his voice into the moon-lit cell, and making the old anchorite apparently
repeat certain passages in Byron's Corsair.
Still he felt somewhat dull,
and returned towards the theatre, and as he found that several maskers
were dancing there, he joined them at once, and having engaged an active
partner, in the similitude of a little female midshipman, he became again
one of the gayest of the gay.
Having enjoyed himself exceedingly for
about an hour here, his ears were suddenly assailed by a series of extraordinary shrieks, which apparently proceeded from the pavilion, and as several
of the females rushed in to inform their friends that " S l a s h i n g Soph
was having a glorious set-to with a broom-girl, he ran with the stream,
which at once issued forth towards the spot.
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In front of the pavilion a crowd had assembled ; a ring was formed, and
the spectators stood a dozen deep. H e could still hear the shrieks, mixed
with loud exclamations of " Cut away, Soph ! Pitch into her, Broomy ! "
and so on, but could not obtain even a glimpse of the belligerent powers.
" I luill see who she is ! " cried a female in the centre.
" T h a t voice ! " thought Valentine, " that voice ! " H e instantly elbowed
his way through the crowd, and beheld in " Slashing S o p h " the Grecian
Beauty. H e rushed to her at once and drew her back ; but she desperately
resisted every effort to hold her. " L e t me a l o n e ! " she exclaimed, " I
can lick her. I'll murder her ! Let me alone ! "
" F o o l i s h g i r l ! I will n o t ! " cried Valentine, firmly; but he had no
sooner uttered the \\-ords, than she turned round and struck him in the face
with considerable violence. H e indignantly relinquished his hold, and the
no sooner found herself free than she sprang at the broom-girl, who was
backed by a dustman, and tore her cap and mask in an instant to tatters.
T h e broom-girl, although a much more formidable-looking person, stood
no chance whatever with her, for she stood up firmly, and struck fairly out
right and left, like a man ; and while she did so indulged in the most
horrible language that ever proceeded from human lips. Valentine was
so utterly disgustecj that he pressed at once out of the ring, and on approaching a female in the character of a nun he inquired if she knew the
Grecian Beauty.
" K n o w h e r ! " exclaimed the n u n : " w h a t . Slashing S o p h ! — w h o
don't ? W h y , I've known her ever since she wasn't higher than your knee.
W e were brought up together—only she happened to have a better education than me, and that has made her the most artful card that ever
walked."
" But her parents are respectable, are they not ? " said Valentine.
" H e r father was, no doubt," replied the nun, " f o r her mother made
him pay pretty handsomely for her. Why, she's the daughter .of old
Mother Maxwell, don't you know ? "
Most certainly, Valentine knew nothing of the sort ; he knew—well
knew—that he had been duped, and tha*- was all he did know about the
matter. " But what was the cause of this battle ? " he inquired.
" Why, you see," replied the nun, " about an hour ago. Soph got
together a few of the girls, and stood champagne all round, and then
brandy-and-water. She had just been playing modest, she said, to a
sensitive young fool, whom she wheedled out of a couple of sovereigns, to
enable her to return to her father; and she laughed so heartily as she
explained to them how she did it, and drank so freely, that when she had
spent all she had, she became so quarrelsome—as she always is when she
has been drinking—that she pitched into the first girl she could lay hold of,
who happened to be this poor Broomy."
" But he who gave her the money must have been a fool indeed ! " observed Valentine, by no means expecting a reply very flattering to himself.
" W h y , I don't know so much about that," said the n u n ; " w h e n she
makes a dead set at a man, she never leaves him until she has accomplished
her object."
At this moment another fight commenced. T h e dustman who had
backed the broom-girl, becoming excessively indignant at what he considered an unwarrantable interference on the part of an ape, thought proper
to strike that gentleman, who at once retumed the blow, with full interest
thereon, and at it they went, with appropriate desperation. T h e ape,
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being by far the more active of the two, had decidedly the best of the
battle, a fact which so enraged a very singular-looking Scotchman, that,
determined to take his revenge out of some one, he began to hammer away
at a tall, thin, military individual, who was conversing with a lady in a
Turkish dress, and this a sailor regarded as so strikingly unfair, that he
rushed upon the Scotchman, and beat him most cruelly. This, in return,
had the effect of arousing the pugnacity of many others, and in a short time
the battle became general. Nor was it confined to this particular spot, for
as a gentieman in the character of Punch, while leaning over the front of
the pavilion, had amused himself by pouring a quantity of wine into the
mouth of a mask, which its owner had raised expressly for the purpose of
kissing a flower-girl, the individual thus operated upon was so indignant at
the outrage that he rushed up at once, with the laudable view of deliberately
pummelling Punch in the pavilion, which he did so unmercifully that, as
some cried " S h a m e ! " and others cried " B r a v o ! " two parties were
immediately formed, and the fight became general there.
From the pavihon, the battle gradually spread over the gardens, and a
series of running fights were kept up with great spirit. The peaceablydisposed shrieked with fear, and ran about in all directions with desperaie
energy. Some sought refuge in the theatre, but even that soon became a
gladiatorial arena, while others rushed into the bar, near the entrance, and
the rattling of punch-bowls and glasses became awful. Boxes were broken
down, and benches were pulled up, trees were shorn of their branches, and
tables were smashed—in short, everything which could be made available
as a weapon was, with the utmost avidity, seized by the more desperate,
while, at the extreme end of the gardens, the more tranquil were engaged
in the interesting occupation of pulling down the variegated lamps, and
pitching them dexterously at each other, which had a very good effect,
inasmuch as each lamp contained a quantity of oil, with which those whom
they struck were profusely anointed, and contrasted very amusingly with
ihe furious onslaught made by those who appeared to feel that they were
bound by some just and eternal principle to do all the serious mischief in
their power.
Valentine wisely kept aloof from all this. He saw the combatants
dealing out desperate blows with the most perfect indiscrimination, and had
no disposition whatever to join them, for their weapons were employed, in
some instances, with frightful effect. The men were shouting and swearing,
while the women were screaming ; some were struggling on the ground,
while others were trampling over them; some were climbing into the
pavilion, while others were leaping from it upon the heads of those below;
in fact, they fought so fiercely, and yelled with so much fury, that, had a
corresponding number of maniacs been let loose, they could neither have
made more noi :e, nor have battled with more desperation.
The police diJ all in their power to quell the riot, but were incapable of
accomplishing much; their authority was utterly contemned, for their
numerical strength was but small. They did, however, eventually, by dint
of great exertions, succeed in getting hold of the Grecian Beauty, whom
they dragged out of the gardens, with the view of locking her up ; when
Valentine—who by no means regretted this proceeding, and who had seen
quite enough of the madmen who were insanely battling, left them, while
they were still desperately at it, with just sufficient money in his purse to
carry him home, and no more.
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CHAPTER

XXIX.

In which Valentine has the pleasure of 77ieeting Two Persons in whom he takes
great i7ita-e.':t, a7id whom he acco7npa7iies to a Wax-work
Exhibition.
" I T is ! " exclaimed Valentine, one delightful evening, as he turned into
Grosvenor-square—"it must be the dear, sweet girl whom I rescued ! "
A n d this was unquestionably, under the circumstances, an exceedingly
natural exclamation ; for he at that moment met a most elegant creature,
whose glance, as she passed him, appeared to pierce his soul. H e stopped
on the instant, and breathed extremely hard. His blood thrilled through
his veins : his heart beat violently, and felt altogether particularly odd.
" I am sure," he continued, " quite sure !—and—why what an idiot I
am ! V A L ! V A L ! " he exclaimed, addressing himself in the second person
singular, " what are you about ? Do you mean to remain standing here
like a statue ? " H e had no sooner said this than he instantly commenced
an irregular rush towards the object of his adoration.
With what graceful dignity she moved !—with what elegant ease did she
hang on the arm of him who, as a natural matter of course, was her father !
H e r air was, in the bright imagination of Valentine, that of a sylph, or of
an angel!—there was poetry even in the folds of her train as it swept the
ground at each fairy-like step. H e approached her ! and experienced that
peculiar heart-sinking sensation in a greater degree than before. H e passed !
—and felt that he had never in the whole course of his life walked so
awkwardly. H e could scarcely walk at all; and as for keeping on the
same row of flags, that became at once impracticable. And then, where
were his hands ? H e could not tell exactly how it was, but he had never
found his hands at all in his way before. H e drew off his gloves, and then
drew them on. Well, then, that wouldn't do : he pulled them off again, and
carried them in his hand ; and after fidgeting forward in this most undignified
fashion for a very considerable distance, until the beautiful creature should
come up—she was a long time coming !—a very long time—he must
have shot ahead very fast !—he became quite impatient—he ventured to
look back, and found to his horror that she had vanished ! Which house
could they have entered ? I t must have been one of them ! Did they
reside there ? It was, then, too late for them to be making flying calls !
W h a t was to be done ? W a s he to remain there till midnight, or, to give
a look up in the morning ? H e stood still, and turned the thing over in his
mind, and eventually arrived at the conclusion, that it would be, under the
circumstances, best for him to walk up and down for an hour or so, when,
if they did nut come out, the probability would be, that they did reside
there ; in which case he would simply have to come every morning until he
saw her, which he argued must, in the natural course of things, be very
soon. T h e instant, however, he had arrived at this remarkable conclusion,
a most extraordinary idea struck him ! They might have turned down the
street he had just passed over ! They might ! H e flew to the corner of
that particular street, and there they were walking very leisurely in the
distance.
" W e l l , of all the stupid i d i o t s ! " thought he, " — b u t no matier. I
pass them no more until I see them safely housed." A n d he followed
them s t r a i g h t ; and walked much more steadilv, -"id felt himself very con-
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siderably better. " And have I discovered you at last ? " he exclaimed, as
he viewed the graceful creature before him with a feeling which amounted
to ecstasy. His heart told him that he had ; and he began to consider
how he should act when he had succeeded in tracing them home, and continued to be occupied with this important consideration until he saw them
step into a house, near which stood a long line of public and private carriages. He hurried forward and reached the spot. It was not a private
house. "Some concert," thought he, " a n d I am not dressed. Well,
have I not time to run home ? " He looked round for a cab ; but before
he called one, he inquired of a person who was standing at the entrance,
what place it was.
" The Wax-work Exhibition, sir," replied that person.
"Excellent!" thought Valentine; "nothing could have been better;
and he passed through the hall and ascended the stairs, and having given
some money, he scarcely knew what, to a little old lady who sat on the
left, he proceeded at once into a fine lofty room, in which a variety of lifelike figures were arranged in strikingly picturesque groups ; while from the
ceiling were suspended innumerable lamps.
Without, however, giving more than a cursory glance at these figures,
he walked round the room, and, of course, soon found himself immediately
opposite the fair one, for a sight of whose beautiful features he had so long
and so ardently panted. Her veil was down ; and as she held it in her
hand, it was fluted, of course, treble, and it was, moreover, one of those
tiresome thick veils which ought not, in any Christian country, to be tolerated. He could not see her face. Her eyes he could perceive, and they
appeared to sparkle brilliantly, but that was not enough : he wished to see
her entire face, and that he could not do. Well! how was he to act ? He
looked at her father again and again, and he certainly appeared to be .t
different man ; but then, men will look different under different circumstances, and he had to consider that when he saw him before, he had just
been rescued from the muddy Thames. His altered appearance was therefore held to be no proof at all of his not being the same individual. But
that was of very little moment. The object of Valentine was to see the
fine features of her—and his panting heart told him emphatically that it
was her—of whom he was so deeply enamoured; yet those features continued to be concealed by this villanous veil.
He whispered to himself, " She may presently raise it; " but as he perceived no symptoms of the fond hope involved in that act being realized,
he felt himself bound by every principle of love and manhood to have
recourse to some quiet manoeuvre. But what could he do ? He considered
for a moment. An idea flashed across his brain. They were examining
every figure minutely : they would not suffer one to escape notice. Well,
could he not himself represent a wax figure, and thereby attract their
especial attention ? It was then the only thing he could think of: he determined to do it, and being thus determined, he placed hi-mself firmly by
the side of a life-like representation of some diabolical person, at which he
appeared to be looking most intently.
He had scarcely been standing in this position a moment when a
company of ladies drew near, and gazed upon him with an expression of
wonder. "Bless me," said one, " d i d you ever see anything so perfectiy
natural ? " " Why, it seems absolutely to breathe," said another. " Welt
I declare," said a third, in a somewhat merry mood, " I don't know what
they will bring things to next, but I suppose they will be brought by-and-
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by to such perfection that we shall be having for husbands wax men, by
mistake."
Valentine felt that it would do, and therefore kept his position, while
the ladies were first looking about him to see if he were ticketed, and
then referring to their catalogues respectively, in order to ascertain what
distinguished individual he could be ; but as he soon became anxious for
the/n to depart, he turned his eyes full upon them, when they shrank back
almost as much alarmed as if he had absolutely risen from the tomb. He
could not avoid smiling at the astonishment displayed, and as the smile
had the effect of destroying the illusion, the amazed ones, after indulging
in a few highly appropriate exclamations of surprise, sotto voce, passed on.
The very moment they had left him he perceived the approach of her
whose attention he was anxious to att'.'act, and therefore stood as before
like a statue.
" That's very good !—excellent indeed ! Is it not ? " observed the father
of the lady, waving his hand towards Valentine. " Who is it? "
The lady referred to her book, and Valentine stood with a firmness which
really, under the circumstances, did him great credit. Being unable to find
anything like a description of him in the catalogue, she again raised her
eyes, and looked earnestly at him, and as she found it impossible to see
him with sufficient distinctness, she lifted her veil. In an instant Valentine
turned his eyes upon her, and beheld—not her in whom all his hopes were
concentred ! no, nothing at all like her ! It was a lady with dark, piercing
eyes, it is true, but with a face thickly studded with scarlet carbuncles.
"You did it exceedingly well, sir," observed the old gentleman, smiling,
and tapping him playfully on the shoulder. " Upon my life, I imagined
you to be a real figure."
Valentine of course felt flattered—highly flattered : but was really so
enraged that he could scarcely be civil. He did, however, manage to
force up half a smile, and walked at once to the other end of the room.
He had never before met with so serious a disappointment, and he felt so
exceedingly vexed, that he could with pleasure have quarrelled with any
man breathing. He threw himself carelessly upon one of the seats, and
looked upon all around him as if they had been really his natural enemies.
He several times called himself a fool most emphatically, and twisted, and
fidgeted, and knocked himself about certainly with most unwarrantable
.violence. He felt that he wanted something, either to do or to drink—he
neither knew nor cared which. Wine, however, could not be had there;
but, as he saw a very decent old fellow in spectacles sitting beside him,
and looking about very quietly with a little black box in his hand, he felt
that perhaps a pinch of snuff, if it gave him no comfort, might somewhat
revive him ; and, therefore, addressing this spectacled person, said, "Will
you oblige me ?"
The old boy appeared not to hear him. He continued to move his head
right and left, and to tum his eyes about in all directions, but neither
uttered a syllable nor offered the box. Valentine, therefore, fancying that
he must be either deaf or lost in a maze of admiration, said, raising his
voice, " May I trouble you ? "
The old fellow still looked about him, but positively took no more
notice of the request than if it had never been made. Of course, Valentine
thought this extraordinary conduct, and began to be very angry with the
cross old bear ; but just as he was about to expostulate with him—to a.sk
him what it was he really meant—for he was just in the humour to consider
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himself i n s u l t e d ^ h e heard a half-suppressed tittering, which he found to
proceed from two merry little ladies behind him, when in an instant his
eyes were opened, and he saw at once that wax was the material with
which the old boy had been built.
" W e l l , this is extraordinary," thought Valentine, whom the incident
restored to good h u m o u r ; and he smiled at the deception—indeed he as
nearly as possible laughed,—and on looking round, saw many very pleasant
people who were laughing both at him and with him.
" Thart's a dead tak in, zir, thart there b e , " observed a ruddy-fac=d
farmer-like p e r s o n ; " I thowt mysel it wor flash and blud, darng me if I
d i d n ' t ; " and he grinned very desperately, and crammed a great portion
of his handkerchief in his mouth, feeling, probably, that, although he had
a very good laugh when it had its full natural swing, it might not be altogether decent to allow it to break loose there.
" I t is very amusing," said Valentine, addressing this p e r s o n ; and he
absolutely felt it to be so, and that feeling prompted him to walk round
the room with the view of examining the rest of the figures, \^ hich he did
\vith that species of pleasure which is at once very natural and very remarkable ; for although curiosity may be generally acknowledged to be a
feeling of which the indulgence is essential to the pleasurable existence
of us all, there is probably nothing in which that feeling is so strikingly
manifested as in the peculiar gratification which we derive from a sight of
the most famous, and most infamous men of the age. Whether they who
step out of the ordinary track be philanthropists, murderers, \^-arriors, or
villains, we are anxious to see what sort of men they are, and if that be
impossible—if we cannot see them itt proprid perso7id—why the next best
thing, in public estimation, is to see their portraits—being public lions, or
objects of public curiosity—and as wax models are a species of portraiture
which is by far the most striking, and which approaches the nearest to
nature, the gratification they impart, if they be perfect, is greater than that
which is derived from representations on canvas. Nothing can give so
correct an idea of the features and figures of men as wax models : every
shade, every line, every little peculiarity, may be so portrayed as to make
it appear that the originals are living and breathing before you. It is
impossible to take a portrait on canvas for life ; but a perfect wax model
may be taken for a living man ; and hence, if the most exact imitation of
nature be the perfection of art, the art of wax-modelling, as far as portraiture is concerned, may be held to be by far the most perfect.
This is, however, by no means established ; nor is it absolutely essential
to the progress of this history that it should be ; for if all the legitimate
orthodox artists in the universe were to form themselves into one grand
corporation, with the view of upsetting it in toto, it would not interfere
with the indisputable fact that Valentine was pleased with the whole
exhibition, and fancied that as he had taken one of the figures for life, he
ought, in justice to himself, to extend the deception, in order to witness its
effect upon others.
Now this singular fancy had no sooner been conceived than he observed
at the upper part of the room a little ancient individual, ^\ ho was obviously,
in his own estimation, a decided Narcissus. His hair was powdered, and
his coat w.as powdered too : a white cravat sustained a very highly glazed
collar, which appeared to entertain the design of sawing off his ears ; and
while his waistcoat was white, and his hat was white, he sported white
cords, and white tops to his boots, and carried in one hand a pair of white
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jrloveg, and a scented white handkerchief gracefully in the other. Valentine, of course, became highly amused with the bearing and dress of this
respectable individual, whose politeness was so excessive, that when
persons approached in an opposite direction, he would bow, and slip
asJde, to allow them to pass—an operation which he had to perform about
ten times per minute. He nevertheless looked at every figure most intently, and as Valentine almost unconsciously drew near, it struck him
that he might, perhaps, for a moment inspire the belief that there were
fewer inanimate objects in the room than there really were. Accordingly,
just as the ancient Narcissus was about to examine the representation of
an elderly gentleman standing alone, Valentine, throwing his voice towards
that elderly gentleman, exclaimed, " A h ! glad to see you !—how do ?"
Narcissus gazed very curiously, and bowed very profoundly, and then
v/ith a sweet smile, observed, " Upon my honour, you have the advantage
of me,—really,—I beg pardon—but positively I
"
" What ! have you forgotten me quite ? " said Valentine.
" W h y where have I had the pleasure of meeting?—tut !—bless my life
and heart, how stupid to be sure !—I know those features; and yet, for the
life of me, I caruiot call to mind
"
" Do you mean to say," said Valentine, " you don't remember me ? "
Narcissus dropped his head upon his shoulder, and tried, with all the
energy of mind he possessed, to recollect where he had met that gentleman
before. " Why, I know you," said he, " as well as possible ; and yet do
you think that I can call you to my recollection ?—bless my life and soul
what a memory I have! Now this is really very extraordinary. But
-wait—wait a bit," he continued, raising his hand to enjoin silence. " A t
Brighton ?—Why, to be sure !—Mr. Pringle. My dear friend, how are
you ? I hope I have the pleasure
"
Narcissus paused—and very properly ; for albeit he held out his hand
with the view of grasping that of Pringle with affectionate warmth, Mr.
Pringle by no means displayed a corresponding amount of affection.
Narcissus looked utterly amazed ! He was perfectly unconscious of having
offended Mr. Pringle ; and therefore felt quite at a loss to account for that
gentleman's coldness. He could not at all understand it. He felt that an
immediate explanation was due, and was just on the point of dema7iding
such explanation with appropriate firmness and force, when a remarkable
idea flashed at once across his mind, of which the substance was, that
Pringle was not the man he took him for,—that he was, in a word, a man
of wax ! He therefore pulled up his fiery indignation, and examined the
figure before him more minutely; and having eventually satisfied himself
on the particular point at issue, he took off his hat and exclaimed, " Well!
I never !" And the fact of his having indulged in this extraordinary
exclamation was, under the circumstances of the case, an extremely
natural fact; and here the matter would have ended, but for the mystery !—
he had distinctly heard a voice ! His eyes might have been, and evidenlly
had been, decjived : he was fully prepared to admit that : but he certainly
was not prepared to admit that his ears had been deceived at the same
time. And yet, whence could the voice have proceeded ? The thing -was
inanimate ! It could not have proceeded from that : it was impossible '.
and yet he had heard it ! He examined it again from head to foot very
.minutely, and drew his hand across his chin very lightly and very
thoughtfully ; but he could not get over it, and Valentine, leaving him
lost in conjecture, adjourned to a seat in the centre of the room.
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Now, on the left of this seat there was a figure which he had not seen
before, but which was nominally an exact representation of the beautiful
Madame St. Amaranthe, of whom the wretch Robespierre became
enamoured, and whom he eventually destroyed for being sufficiently
virtuous to reject his addresses. This figure was lying at full length on a
couch; and it certainly did look as much as possible like a lovely little
creature asleep. It was perfectly evident that the sympathies of those who
stood around were very strongly excited, and as they were descanting very
freely upon the character of the sanguinary monster of whom Madame St.
Amaranthe was the victim, Valentine threw a series of well-directed sobs
beneath the veil with which the figure was covered, when in an ins tan*-,
the persons who were standing around simultaneously shrank back appalled,
" My goodness ! " cried a remarkably stout matron, " if it isn't alivC ' "
"Gracious, ma !" exclaimed one of her interesting daughters, " h o w
excessively ridiculous! "
" Don't tell me, child," rejoined the affectionate
matron, " when I heard the poor dear sobbing fit to break her heart."
Valentine here introduced a short cough, and after that a long yawn,
which, seeing that the arm of the figure was placed above the head, had a
strikingly natural effect.
"There, there ! I knew it was alive ! I said so ! " continued the old
lady, who being disposed to render all the assistance in her power was
about to remove the veil.
"You reely mustn't touch, ma'am, if you please," said a girl who was
stationed near the couch, and who began to explain to an individual in her
immediate vicinity how extraordinary a thing it was, that notwithstanding
there was an announcement on almost every figure to the effect that
visitors were not to touch, touch they would, and nothing in nature could
keep them from touching. " Depend upon it, dear," said the matron, in
a whisper, "it's all an imposition; it's ahve, dear, and that's the reason
why we mustn't touch, to see whether it is or is not." This acute observation on the part of the old lady induced her exemplary daughter, who
was gaily dressed, to toss her head proudly, to curl her lip contemptuously,
and to exclaim very pointedly, " D e a r me, m a ! how excessively vulgar,
to be sure ! "
"You may say what you please," rejoined the matron, " b u t I know
what I know; " and having made this very appropriate observation, she
looked at Madame St. Amaranthe earnestly again.
"Where are you pushing?" cried Valentine, assuming the shrill voice
of a scolding woman, and throwing it toward the figure of a little old lady
in a black silk cloak, which stood at the foot of the couch.
" You are very polite, I must say," observed a rough individual, turning
very sharply round; "where did you go to school? You'd better have
the whole room to yourself, marm ! Well, I'm sure !—what next ! " and
he; looked very fiercely, and felt very indignant, until he discovered his
mistake, when he laughed very heartily, and the people around, of course,
joined him very freely. At this moment, however, the two persons who had
been the immediate cause of Valentine's visit to the Exhibition walked
past, and the .sight of them plunged him into misery again. He felt
wretched, particularly wretched. His dearest hopes had been dashed from
the eminence to which they had been raised, and that eminence was so
high that they appeared to have reached the very depths of despair. Am
I never to see her again," thought he, " n e v e r ? " He rose and left the
toom ; and as he proceeded towards home, two lines of a song which
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he had heard in infancy suggested themselves, and whicli ran somehow
thus :—
" Shall I never again hear her voice.
Nor see her loved form any more? "
And the interesting interrogatory involved was so appropriate, that he involuntarily hummed the poetic reply, namely,—
"No!

no! no! I shall never see her more ! "

CHAPTER

XXX.

Good/nan matures his Pla7t of Escape. The Co77imissio7iers arrive. He
prepares to convince the7n of his absolute Sanity, and is goaded on to
Mad7iess. He recovers; cmd havi7tg reorga7tized his Forces, resolutely
makes the Attack.
NoTWiTHSTA>ft)iNG Whitely laboured to inspire his friend with the conviction that the design he had conceived would be impracticable, Goodman, who saw no other prospect before him than that of perpetual imprisonment if that design were not carried into actual execution, had
been busily occupied maturing his scheme every day since that on
which the important subject was broached. He sounded all in whom
he felt that confidence might be placed, and with pleasure found all whom
he sounded willing to join him. Still Whitely felt doubtful of success.
He saw twenty men, of whom the majority were young and muscular,
prepared to make a simultaneous effort to regain that liberty of which
they had been with really cruel injustice deprived; yet, although there
were but five or six keepers to be conquered, he believed that the minds
of the twenty had become so enfeebled that their spirits had been, by
brutal treatment, so broken, and their native resolution so completely
subverted, that, however delighted with the project they might be, however
anxious they might seem to carry it into effect, when the moment for action
arrived, they would shrink back dismayed, and thus secure to the six
ruffians a signal triumph.
The process of organization, notwithstanding, went on,—the day was
fixed ; but in proportion as Goodman became more resolute and sanguine
of success, his friend Whitely became more feverish and fearful.
The day arrived ; and on the morning of that day they ascertained
that two of the keepers out of the six were to be absent, in all probability with the view of seizing another victim.
" N o w , " exclaimed Goodman, on hearing this news, " w e are safe!
Nothing could have been more fortunate. Everything, my friend, is in our
favour. There will be now but four of these men to overcome, and, if
taken by surprise, there may be but one. What, therefore, think you now ?
Why, if even the hearts of two-thirds of our companions were to sink,
success would be certain."
Whitely shook his head mournfully and sighed, and slightly trembled.
" M y dear, dear friend," continued Goodman, " b e firm. Upon my
life, I doubt your resolution more than that of any man to whom I
have spoken on the subject. Consider the monstrous character of our
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position. Consider how we have been kidnapped—stolen from society ;
consider also that, unless we do make our escape thus, imprisonment for
life is inevitable."
" I do," returned Whitely, " I do consider all; but I cannot avoid
looking at the consequences of a failure."
" A failure!" exclaimed Goodman; " i t is madness to think of it.
Think of success, my dear friend, not of failure. Suppose we admit the
possibility, or even the probability, of failure, what then ? Is not the
chance of regaining our liberty worth all the risk ? Are we, or are we
not, to make the attempt ? If we are, why then, perish the thought of a
failure ! Why should we think of it ? What was ever achieved by
entertaining the thought ? What would have been our national character
if the consequences of failure had preyed upon our minds ? We have
been, as a nation, invariably successful, because we have invariably felt
sure of success, even under the most adverse circumstances. Had it not
been for that, we should have been, in the world's estimation, a nation of
cowards. Why speak of a failure, then, now ? In a case like this, which
entirely depends upon individual firmness and resolution, we must succeed,
if we believe we shall succeed ; but we cannot succeed if we fear that we
shall fail. Come ! come ! be a man. Think of twenty opposed to four ;
and the cause of that twenty indisputably just; think of this, and feel
ashamed to dream even of a failure. If we be but firm our freedom will
be achieved ; I feel perfectly certain of that. All depends upon us. We
are to lead, and have therefore the power within ourselves to inspire our
companions with the courage of licms, or to cause them to cringe like
spaniels again. Shall we not make the attempt ? "
" We will! " cried Whitely, with unusual firmness, grasping the hand of
Goodman as he spoke. " W e will !—come what may, the attempt shall
be made."
Goodman was delighted.
He felt far more sanguine than ever. He
went round to his companions, spoke to them cautiously one by one,
lest suspicion should be excited, and found them all impatient to commence
the attack. Twilight, however, was considered the fittest period for the
commencement of operations. Goodman -was then to give the signal by
drawing forth a sheet which he had cut into strips, with which the principal
keeper was to be bound ; when having obtained the keys they were to rusk.
to the door which led to the residence of the proprietor of the asylum, and
which they had but to pass to be free. This was well understood by them
all, and all were anxious for the day to wear away ; but just as they were
about to be summoned to what, by an extraordinary stretch of the imagination, was conceived to be a dinner, it was announced that the commissioners
had unexpectedly arrived, when, of course, a general rush was made by the
servants of the establishment, with the view of getting things in order for
that mockery of an inspection which was about to take place.
" Now," said Whitely, the moment he heard of their arrival, " a s far as
you are concerned, this attempt need not be made. The commissioners
were not expected ; the keepers have therefore no time to excite you ; and
as you are the only ' patient' whom they have not yet seen, you are
perfectly sure to be called before them. Be firm ; be composed. For
Heaven's sake, my friend, say nothing which may develop the smallest
degree of excitement. Appeal to their judgment. Be calm—quite calm.
The keepers may wish you to take a glass of wine before you enter the
drawing-room; if they should, be sure that it is drugged ; be quite sure !—
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on no account touch it. Remember, my friend, the way in which they
excited me, and thus made it appear that I was really insane, -vvhich the
commissioners believe to this day. Therefore do not touch anything before
you see them, as you value your liberty."
This caution was received with gratitude by Goodman, who felt sure that
he should be able to convince the commissioners that he was a perfectly
sane man, and therefore at once began to think of the best mode of commencing his appeal; but while he was thus engaged, in the full conviction of
success, the proprietor was occupied in giving instructions to his headkeeper, for he also felt certain that Goodman—whose mildness and perfect
self-possession he had had ample opportunities of witnessing—would, if fair
play were allowed, succeed in establishing his perfect sanity ; and he did
not forget that, in such an event, he should, of course, lose one of the most
profitable patients he had.
Accordingly, Goodman had scarcely time to decide on the commencement of his address before the head-keeper entered the garden, and shouted,
" Now then,—here,—you !—you're wanted ! "
"Success! success!" exclaimed Whitely.
" B e calm! My dear
friend, God bless you ! " And as the friends shook hands, the tear which
stood in Whitely's eye portrayed the feelings of his heart with far more
eloquence thah words.
" Now then ! " shouted the keeper, "how much longer are you going
for to make me keep waiting here, hay ? "
Goodman joined him at once with the utmost firmness. He felt that
all depended upon liis tranquil bearing then, and hence determined not to
notice any indignity that might be offered. Instead, however, of being
introduced to the commissioners, who were taking wine in the drawingroom, the keeper led him to the cell in which he slept, and in which he
found another keeper loaded with an armful of chains.
"Now, then," cried the principal ruffian, "strip ! and look alive."
" Am I not to see the commissioners ? " inquired Goodman, calmly.
" And no mistake, you are. They're a-coming here directly. So you'd
better look sharp ! "
" Pray," said Goodman, humbly, yet earnestly, " allow me to see them
as I am."
"Strip, I say, and be quick! d'ye hear me ? Come! I'm
not going to stand all this 'ere dilly dallying. Sam ! here, just lug off
his coat." And the fellow threw the chains upon the ground, and tore the
coat off accordingly.
'' My good men, pray tell me your object in
"
" Silence ! " roared the ruffian. " Hold yer mouth, or I'll make yer ! "
The very moment the coat was off, they slipped on a strait waistcoat,
and then threw him down upon the bed ; and while one of them was
fastening an iron collar round his neck, and locking the chain attached to
a stanchion, the other was engaged in pulling off his shoes and stockings,
and chaining his legs firmly to the bottom of the bed.
Goodman remained silent. " Let them do what they please," thought
he ; " I shall still have the power to speak to the commissioners. Let
them load me with chains, I must not be excited."
The sleeves of the strait waistcoat were now tied to the bedstead, on
either side; his bare feet were chained securely ; he was unable to move
hand or foot, he had not even the power to raise his head.
" N o w , " said the principal ruffian, addressing his assistant, " d o you
go down, and let me luiow when they're a-coming." The fellow obeyed,
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and the moment he had done so, the keeper deliberately drew a feather
from his breast, and ha-ving straightened it, and looked at it with an air of
the most intense satisfaction, knelt down at the foot of the bed. " What,
in Heaven's name," thought Goodman, " i s about to take place? My
good man," he exclaimed, in a state of great alarm, " what, what are you
going to do with me ?" Scarcely had the last word been uttered when the
miscreant began to tickle the soles of his victim's feet!
" O h ! oh!" exclaimed Goodman; " O h ! Do not! Pray do not!
Oh !—God ! I cannot endure it ! Mercy ! Murder ! Murder !" and he
struggled and shrieked, and the more he shrieked and struggled the more
quickly was the feather appUed. The blood rushed to his head. He
strained horribly. The torture was exquisite. His cries were heart-rending,
yet that -wretch still kept up the dreadful process. " My God ! My God ! "
exclaimed Goodman, "what agony!"
These were the last words he consciously uttered, for his veins began to
swell, and his face became black, and his eyes appeared to be in the act of
starting from their sockets. The room shook with his convulsions. He
raved with fury ! In a word, he had been goaded to madness.
" They are here !" cried the assistant, rushing into the room.
" A l l right; I've done the trick," said the miscreant, concealing the
feather, and throwing a blanket over the feet of his victim.
The commissioners entered ! Goodman was a maniac !—laughing and
raving, alternately—torturing his features into shapes the most hideous—
writhing with frightful energy to get loose, and screaming horribly.
"Plere is the poor man," observed the humane proprietor, with an
expression of the purest sympathy. "Poor gentleman! Really, it is
enough to make one's heart bleed to see him."
" Dreadful !" cried one of the commissioners.
" Dreadful, indeed ! " exclaimed another.
" Poor fellow ! Is he often thus ? " inquired a third.
" N o t very often so out-and-out bad, sir," replied the brutal keeper |
"only about twice a week ; and he's much to be pitied: there ain't a
patient I pities more than him." And he winked at the proprietor, and
the proprietor winked at him, as the commissioners drew near to the
bedside, while poor Goodman was shouting, "Villains! Murderers!
Fiends ! " He was mad!—raving mad ! The commissioners were satisfied.
Accustomed as they had been to such scenes, this struck them with horror,
and they prepared to leave the room.
"It's shocking when they are so," observed the Christian proprietor,
"truly shocking. Take care of him ; treat him tenderly, poor man ! "
" I will, sir, depend on't," replied the keeper; and the commissioners
quitted the scene, much affected. The very moment they had left, the
miscreant burst into a loud roar of laughter, and congratulated himself on
the success of his brutal experiment. He had tried it before frequently;
and although one of his victims had died under the dreadful operation,
while another had been struck with paralysis, and a third had been reduced to a state of idiotcy in which he continued till death, it had occasionally so far failed as to induce almost immediate exhaustion, which had
been found not to answer the proposed end so well. In this case, however, he had been perfectly successful ; and so, after having remained i&
the room until the commissioners had quitted the asylum, he left his ravii^g
victim with a fiend-like smile to receive the applause of his infaEioil5
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Poor Goodman's dreadful paroxysm lasted without a moment's intermission for more than six hours ; and when consciousness returned, his
exhaustion was so absolute that he instantly sank into a deep, heavy sleep
—a sleep, indeed, so profound, that although the two keepers divested
him of the chains, the strait waistcoat, and the iron collar, and even completely undressed him, he did not awake.
About twelve o'clock, however, that night, he was aroused by a series
of desperate pinches, and, on opening his eyes, he perceived the proprietor
.—who had become apprehensive of losing a patient for whom he was so
liberally paid—standing over him. " Wa-ater ! " he gasped, after a violent
effort to uncleave his tongue from the roof of his mouth ; and the proprietor gave him a cordial, which considerably revived him.
" How horribly !—oh ! how horribly have I been used ! " said Goodman, faintly, as soon as he had recovered the power to speak. " I hope
.vou did not authorise this dreadful treatment ?" he continued, as the
feverish tears rolled upon the pillow on either side as he lay.
" Dreadful treatment ! " exclaimed the proprietor, with an expression of
utter amazement. " J-F/^a/dreadful treatment ?"
Goodman briefly, but warmly explained.
" Pooh ! It's all delusion," exclaimed the proprietor—" mere delusio7i!"
" Delusion ! " echoed Goodman, in a mournful tone. " That man, that
desperately wicked man well knows that it is no delusion. May God in
His mercy forgive him !" he continued ; and again the tears gushed from
his eyes ; his heart was full, and he sobbed bitterly.
"Johnson ! " said the proprietor, in an angry tone, " have you been illusing this patient ? "
" Me, sir ! Me ill-use patients ! I never ill-uses 'em : on the contrary,
I always treats 'em in the kindestest manner. However patients can get
up sich 'bom'nable lies, puts me out altogether : but then they know
nothink, you know, when they're that way. The commissioners seed that
there warn't no mistake."
" T h e commissioners!" cried Goodman; "then ttiey have been here.
They have seen me, in all probability, raving. They are satisfied that I
am mad ! Oh, villany ! Monstrous villany !"
"Come, come ! none of that! none of t h a t ! " cried the proprietor;
" compose yourself, and don't run away with such fancies. I tell you, it's
all your delusion, and nothing but delusion : go to sleep : go to sleep."
And thus he left him.
" Now," said the ruffian, when his master had left, " d o you want any
o'cher little thing afore I go ; cos if you do, you don't have it. I ill-uses
you, do I ? Never mind. I'll sarve you out for that, one of these here odd
days, mark my words ; now, you mind if I don't ! " And he slammed the
door of the cell, and having locked it securely, poor Goodman was left to
his reflections for the night.
For one entire week he never quitted his cell; which, independently of
the acute physical pain he endured, was, of itself, a dreadful species of
torture, for neither a book nor a paper of any description was he allowed ;
not a soul was he permitted either to speak to or to see, with the single
exception of that savage ruffian, the very sight of whom induced an involuntary shudder. Meanwhile, his companions in misfortune were marvelling what had become of him. The keepers would give them no information. They could not hear of his being still in the asylum, nor could
they hear of his having obtained his liberty; but when four or five days
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had elapsed, the impression became general that, having succeeded in convincing the commissioners of his sanity, he had been quietly suffered to
depart. At the expiration of the week, however, he again appeared
amongst them, and the feelings which were excited by his reappearance
were those of mingled pleasure and regret. As far as they were concerned,
they were delighted to see h i m ; for the goodness of his heart, which was
at all times conspicuous, had won their affections ; but as far as regarded
himself, they beheld him with sorrow.
Their gladness was, however, soon permitted to p r e p o n d e r a t e ; for
although he was feverish and physically weak, his strength of mind had
been unimpaired by the monstrous outrage to which he had been subjected,
and being, if possible, more firmly determined than before to effect an
escape, they viewed him as their liberator, and placed implicit confidence
in his judgment. H e aroused their enthusiasm by an explanation of what
had occurred, and they looked upon success as a matter of course. There
was, however, one whose enthusiasm he could not excite, and that was
Whitely—the horrible consequences of a failure having again taken possession of his soul.
" M y friend," said that gentleman, when Goodman had laboured to
warm him again, " l e t us now trust entirely to P r o v i d e n c e : H e never
deserts those who put their whole trust in H i m . "
" I believe it," said Goodman, " I religiously believe it ; I do trust in
Providence ; hence I believe that our enterprise will be successful, being,
as it is, indisputably based upon justice; but be assured that it never was
intended that a man should trust in Providence and be inactive—that he
should suffer those faculties with which he has been endowed to lie dormant,
looking to Providence for the accomplishment of that which Providence
has given him the power to achieve."
" I f we believe," rejoined Whitely, " t h a t H e who works the universe
guides even the worm ; that H e permits the varied ills of human life, and
forms the varied moulds in which the minds of men are cast, and that in all
His judgments H e is merciful and just—how can we believe that H e will
ever desert those who put their whole trust and confidence in H i m ? W e
have suffered ; we suffer still ; but did suffering increase in power with its
age, we must have been goaded to death or to madness ; but even in our
position we see that pain and pleasure cannot be divorced, for there is no
wound which can be inflicted at which we do not feel the God of Nature
administering at least the balm of hope. Man never despairs. H e cannot
do so wholly. H e looks to H i m with confidence even in the last extremity.
In Him, therefore, let us confide. Let us look to H i m for aid. Let us
still hope !—and be resigned."
" My friend," said Goodman, solemnly, " the presence of resignation in
such a case as this of necessity supposes the absence of hope. W h e n
liberty is wounded, men will hope ; they mourn, and mourn, and call her
virtues up, and pant and pray for her recovery—the slightest change
reanimates their souls while they believe that she yet may be restored ; it
IS when she becomes to us dead, when we are sure that she is gone, never,
never to return, that hope gives place to resignation. I feci, with you, that
they who firmly confide in H i m will not do so in vain : but that feeling by
no means prompts the conviction that all human exertion is therefore
unnecessary, or that all such exertion amounts to opposition to His will.
W e look to Him for aid ; but is it, therefore, our duty to lie dormant ?
That, indeed, would be illustrating the apathetic faith of the fabled
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waggoner who called for the aid of Jupiter. We must put our own
shoulders to the wheel, my friend."
It by no means required all this to convince Mr. Whitely of the fact that
trust in Providence did not involve the duty of man to remain inactive ; but
being anxious to induce Goodman to forego his design, he had recourse to
everything bearing even the semblance of an argument which might tend to
subvert his resolution. Finding, however, that this was impossible, he
again declared his readiness to join him, and promised to think no more of
a failure, but to act with the resolute firmness of a man feeling perfectly
sure of success.
Accordingly, the next day was fixed upon as the one on which the attempt
should be made, about twilight; and Goodman, by calling into action all
his eloquence, succeeded in inspiring his companions with so much courage,
that they were as determined as himself.
The morning came ; and, on being turned into the garden, they all seemed
to have the impression that it was for the last time. Th^y breathed more
freely, and stepped more lightly, and smiled at each other with an air of
satisfaction the most absolute. The day appeared to wear away but slowly,
for they held but little communication with each other, lest the keepers
should have their suspicions aroused. Twilight approached ; and all, save
Goodman and Whitely, who remained firm as rocks, were in a state of the
most feverish excitement. Their lips were pale, and their hearts beat
violently. They walked round and round, and to and fro, with hurried
steps, tugging at the sleeves of their coats, trying the firmness of the muscles
of their arms, and grinding their teeth with apparent desperation. They
could not control the development of their feelings. " Be firm! " whispered
Goodman to each as they passed him ; " b e firm ! " and each replied with
a look of resolution.
"Now," said Goodman, addressing Whitely, as the ruffian who had
tortured him entered the garden. " T h e time is come ! Every eye is upon
us. See ! all are prepared. They will rush to our aid in an instant.
Not a man will keep back ; not one of them—I know it! Now, all is
understood. The very moment we have him down we bind him ; when,
having obtained possession of his keys, we rush to that door which leads
into the house, and we are free, my friend—free ! Once commence, we
must, of course, break through all opposition."
The friends shook hands. " l a m ready," said Whitely. The keeper
approached, with his hands in his pockets, whistling snatches of tunes.
Every eye was fixed on Goodman. • The keeper passed ; and Goodman, in
an instant, drew the cord from his breast, and, having thrown it over the
head of the ruffian, brought him heavily to the ground.
" N o w ! " cried Whitely. "No7u!" and his companions rushed like
lightning to the spot. " Help ! Murder ! " shouted the keeper, struggling
desperately, and dragging down several of his assailants.
"Stop his mouth," cried Goodman. "Bind his legs ! Now his arms !
The keys ! the keys !" he shouted, holding them up, and his companions
gave a deafening cheer. Such a cheer had never before been heard within
those walls. The poor insane people appeared perfectly electrified, and
began to laugh and shout, and to perform the most extraordinary antics,
dancing, capering, and rolling about the garden in a state of ecstatic
delight. Two keepers rushed out. The insane people ran into a corner ;
but Goodman's companions were firm. " Down with them ! " cried
Whitely, and the keepers were da.shcd to the ground on the insta.ic.
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Another appeared ! " Offer no opposition ! " shouted Goodman ; " s t a n d
aside ! " But the fellow at once sprang at him, and seized him by the
throat, which Whitely no sooner perceived, than with one well-aimed blow
he struck the ruffian to the earth ; and another shout, louder than the first,
reinspired them.
" T o the d o o r ! " cried Goodman ; " t o the door ! Follow me ! " — a n d
they darted through the asylum to the door which communicated with the
residence of the proprietor.
At that door, a gigantic keeper, armed with a bludgeon, stood waiting to
receive them. " Stand back ! " he cried. "Stand!
I'll dash the brains
out of the first man that dares to come near me ! " Goodman sprang at
him on the instant, and the uplifted bludgeon descended upon the head
of Whitely with so much force that it brought him to the ground.
" Villain ! " cried Goodman, seizing the instrument, which he eventually
wrenched from the i-uffian's grasp.
" Go on ! " cried Whitely. " I'm not hurt ! N o w !—the keys ! "
They were l o s t ! " N o matter ! " cried Goodman, and he dashed in the
door at one blow with the bludgeon.
" H u r r a h ! " again shouted tlie prisoners. Another door had to be
passed. T h e proprietor, on hearing the shouts, had darted to that door,
which he opened the very moment it was about to be dashed down.
" S t a n d a s i d e ! " cried G o o d m a n ; " s t o p us at your p e r i l ! " and he
and Whitely sprang through the house, and were free !
None followed.
" L e t us go back," cried Goodman, " t o their
assistance."——" Not for your life!" exclaimed Whitely. " Come on ! "
On they went. Still none followed !—not one ! T h e very instant they
had passed, the proprietor, with desperate energy, closed the door, and
locked the spring ! In vain the prisoners dashed up against it. It defied
all their efforts. They could not make it yield. They effectually succeeded in kicking in the weakest portion of the lower panel ; but at the
moment three of the keepers, armed with pitchforks, came round, and
by striking at the legs of the j^atients through the aperture, lamed all
who stood within their reach.
" B a c k ! b a c k ! " they shouted, " b a c k ! — i f you value your souls ! "
and having stuck their forks into the flesh of the patients until they retreated
in despair, they threw open the door, rushed upon them with savage
desperation, and in less than ten minutes they were in a state of the most
absolute insensibility, handcuffed and chained.
" W h e r e ' s J o h n s o n ? " cried the proprietor, when this had been accomplished. " Where's Johnson ? " H e was still in the garden, where he lay,
bound, and bellowing with rage, while half a dozen idiots were dangling
their hands and dancing round and round him with infinite glee. His
brother-ruffians now heard him. H e was instantly released ; and on being
informed of the escape of Goodman and Whitely, he and the giant rushed
into the stable, twisted the halters into the mouths of two horses, and,
taking a rope with them, gallopped off at once, without either saddle or
bridle, towards town.
T h e two friends had got some considerable distance, when, being
exhausted, they crept behind a hedge. They heard the horses tearing
along the road, and saw the keepers urging them forward with looks of
desperation. They approached ; and the two friends would scarcely allow
themselves to breathe. They passed !—at full gallop. " B r a v o ! " said
W h i t e l y ; " now, now we are secure. Now, let us be off."
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" N o , no ! " cried Goodman, " not yet; they are not out of sight."
" B e guided by me," rejoined Whitely ; " I know every inch of the road.
Let us once get across the field, and we shall be far more safe than we are
here. Come, come ! there's not a moment to be lost."
"Goodman yielded : they started off, and the keepers saw them in an
instant. "Quick, quick ! we are perceived !" cried Whitely.
The keepers turned, leaped their horses over the hedge, and were in the
field before Goodman had got half across it.
" Come on ! " shouted Whitely; " come on ! "
" They must catch us," cried Goodman ; let us stop to take breath, and
meet them firmly, man to man."
" Come on ! come on ! " reiterated Whitely.
" Turn ! " shouted Goodman ; " w e shall be exhausted : we shall not be
able to cope with them. T u r n ! " Whitely did turn. " Be resolute," he
cried; "give me the stick : I am stronger than you." The next moment
the keepers were on the spot. " As you value your lives," exchdmed
Whitely, " k e e p off!" The keepers alighted, with an expression of contempt, and at once rushed upon them. Whitely aimed a desperate blow
at the head of Johnson, and strack him to the ground, and at the same
instant Goodman was felled by the giant. " Fly, and save yourself ! F'ly ! "
shouted Goodman, as the giant knelt upon him. " Never ! " cried Whitely,
"until you are free." And he rushed upon the gigantic ruffian, who
caught him as he rushed, and held them both down together.
" Now, now ! " cried the giant, " bring the ropes !—bring the ropes ! "
Johnson rose and shook his head. Whitely's blow had confused him.
He did, however, manage to stagger up to the spot; and the giant, while
kneeling upon Goodman's neck, bound Whitely hand and foot.
" Now for the horses ! Bring the horses !—here ! " shouted the giant.
Johnson staggered towards them, and fell.
Goodman could not be bound. They had no more rope left. To secure
him, the giant, therefore, gave him a blow upon the head, which stunned
him, and ran for the horses himself He soon brought them to the spot,
and threw Whitely across the back of one of them, just as he would have
thrown a sack of oats, and having placed Johnson behind, he threw Goodman, in the same way, across the back of the other, and mounted himself ;
and thus the two friends were carried back to the asylum, as nearly as
possible dead.

CHAPTER

XXXI

U7icle Joh7t announces his Intention of running up to Town, and Vale7iti7ie
visits a ivealthy Individual, to whom he fails to i/npart much Pleasure.
ON the morning of the day on which the occurrences recorded in the preceding chapter took place, Valentine received a long-expected letter from
Uncle John, which ran as follows :—
" MY DEAR BOY,—I wish to know what it is you mean, sir, by wanting
more money ? Have you any idea how much you have had ? Does it
happen to strike you that you are living at a ruinous rate ? I dare say that
you have been at some expense in endeavouring to discover friend Goodman ; and you are a good boy, no doubt, for your pains. Poor fellow ! But
do you think that I am made of money, eh ? I shall send you no more.
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sir !—not another shilling. It puzzles me how ever you get rid of so much.
^^'hen I was your age, a hundred a year would have enabled me to live
like a prince; and here you have been living away at the rate of four !
What do you mean, sir ? Do you think that I pick up money in the street ?
An extravagant dog ! Why, you'd beggar the Bank of England, and so
your mother says, and I perfectly agree with her; and she insists upon
your keeping an account of every shilling you spend, and how you spend
it, that we may know that you spend it properly. No doubt, you get
sadly imposed upon, and living in London is very expensive, I dare say ;
but these extravagances must be checked, and they ought to be checked :
your mother says that they ought to be checked ; and I am exactly of her
way of thinking. Mark my words, sir, extravagance is the root of all evil;
and I therefore don't feel myself justified in encouraging you in anything
of the sort, by supplying you with the means of being extravagant. But
don't return. I'll not allow you to come back till you have found Goodman.
I am quite of your opinion that there has been some foul play. I'll be
bound to say that it is ro : but I'm not at all satisfied with your exertions
in the matter. Do you suppose that if I were in London I should not
have discovered him long before this ? You don't go the right way to
work about the business. I'm sure you don't. You can't. And now I
come to think of it, I'll run up to London myself I'll soon find him out.
It is all very well to look, and look ; but it is always my plan to go to the
fountain head at once. You will see me some day, about the week after
next. I don't exactly know which day ; but as you have nothing much to
do, you can be at the inn where the coach arrives every evening till you
see me.
"Your poor mother has not been so well the last two or three days.
She caught cold the other evening coming from the Beeches. I knew she
would, because she always does ; and I said so, but she wouldn't believe
me, and now she finds out her mistake. She sends her dearest love, which
is more than you deserve ; and accept the same from,
" My dear boy, your most affectionate L^ncle,
"JOHN

LONG,

" P.S.—I have said, that I'll not send you up another shilling, and I'll
not break my word ! but, if you should—mark ! if you should—want any
money, before you see me, you can go to Mr. Fledger ; you know his
address, and as there is a balance between us of sixty pounds or so in my
favour, you may get him to give you five pounds, if you like ; but on no
account draw more than twenty—mind tliat.
" Expect to see me about next Wednesday se'nnight. Be sure, my dear
boy, that you meet me at the coach. God bless you.—J. L."
The portion of this affectionate epistle which gave the greatest pleasure
to Valentine was the announcement of Uncle John's intention to visit
London. He knew that, whatever might be said about extravagance in
the body of the letter, there would be something in a pecuniary point of
view rather pleasing in the postscript ; but he did not expect that the old
gentleman could ever have been prevailed upon to come up to town. It
was precisely what Valentine wanted him to do, and he was therefore delighted ; and having ascertained from the widow Smugman that she would,
with pleasure, and moreover could, with great convenience and comfort,
provide the accommodation required, he began to think of Fledger, who
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resided at Bermondsey, and of whom he was to receive not more than
twenty pounds. Valentine had frequently heard of Mr. Fledger. He had
heard of his bei-ng the owner of an immense number of houses, and consequently a man of considerable wealth. He knew that Uncle John became
acquainted with that individual through a friend to whom he had sold some
property in Essex, of which Fledger became subsequently possessed, in
consideration of his paying to Uncle John the balance of the purchasemoney due, and this was all that he knew of Mr. Fledger. He had however heard, in addition to this, that there was no chance of catching that
gentleman at home until the evening, and having accordingly waited until
the evening drew near, he started off, with his heart and purse equally
light.
It struck him, however, as he passed down Regent-street, that the
distance to Bermondsey was rather too great for him to walk, and so he
decided upon patronizing an omnibus as far as the Elephant and Castle.
He hailed the very first that came up, and jumped in ; but, before he could
reach a vacant seat the conductor, who perceived at that moment an
opposition omnibus approaching, slammed the door, when, as the horses,
knowing the signal, at once started off, he was forcibly thrown backwards
upon the knees of the passengers, who permitted him to slip very quietly
upon the straw. This was pleasant—very pleasant; especially as the
people at that moment began to laugh loudly and merrily. He scrambled
up, however, by no means disconcerted, and having at length reached a
seat he waited patiently until the burst of merriment had subsided,
when, being determined to take his revenge out of the conductor, he
shouted, " Ho ! " throwing his voice towards that person, who was perched
upon a board by the side of the door, where, with one of his arms hooked
in a strap, and the other raised high in the air, he perpetually bawled,
"Cas-all!
El'phant Cas-«//.' Cas-a//.'"
" Ho ! " shouted Valentine, louder than before.
" Hold hard ! " cried the conductor, and the vehicle stopped. Of course,
no one attempted to move. "Look alive, sir, please," he continued, as
the opposition omnibus passed him. " Any lady or gentleman want to
get out ? "—•—-"The Circus," cried Valentine, in an assumed voice.
"TheCirkiss! Why couldn't yer say s o ? " observed the conductor,
and he slammed the door to with additional violence. It thus became
clear that this course of proceeding was one of which he did not exactly
approve. He, notwithstanding, cried, "Hold hard," on reaching the
Circus, and descended from his perch to reopen the door.
"Now then,
sir ! The Cirkiss ! " he continued ; " what genelman wants to get down
at the Cirkiss ? " To this natural question no answer was returned, a fact
which struck the conductor as being most extraordinary. He didn't know
exactly what to make of it—he couldn't understand it at all.
"You will not forget to put me down at the Athenaeum Club," observed
an elderly gentleman, who sat near the door.
" T h e Athneem !—you said the Cirkiss just now ! I wish the people
could know their own minds ! " cried the conductor, who had possibly
been prompted to make that observation by the fact that just then a/tother
opposition omnibus passed him.
" It was not I," observed the elderly gentieman. " It was not I who
said the Circus ; it was the gentleman whom you previously addressed.''
Long before this appropriate speech had been brought to a conclusion,
the conductor had closed the door, and the horses had started off again ;
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v.'hile the passengers were looking very earnestly at each other, with the
laudable view of ascertaining who it was that had signified a wish to alight
at the Circus.
They were utterly unable, however, to get at the fact
which at that period of time interested them so deeply. They had their
suspicions; and the object of those suspicions was a cadaverous-looking
person, with black, wiry whiskers, who appeared to be fast asleep at the
farther end of the vehicle ; but that, of course, was held to be a feint.
" N o w , " said the conductor, as lie opened the door on arriving at the
corner of Waterloo-place, " p ' r a p s this ere'11 suit y e r ? " " I t is here
that I ^^•ished to alight," replied the Athenaeum gentleman, emphatically.
" W e l l , come, that's a blessing, any h o w , " rejoined the conductor,
who was by no means an ill-tempered man, but occasionally very
sarcastic.
" What is that you say, s i r ? " cried the Athenseura gentleman, whom
the conductor's ironical observation had failed to propitiate.
" Why, ony that it's a comfort you're suited at last."
" I b e g , " said the gentleman of the Athenasum, handing over his sixpence,
" that you will not be impertinent, or I shall be under the disagreeable
necessity of taking your number."
This roused the indignation of the conductor, who very promptly and very
loudly cried, " Take it ! D'yer want to stop the buss a million o' times,
while all the other busses is cuttin along past us ? "
T h e gentleman of the Athenaeum looked perfectly amazed, and was
about to give expression to his sentiments on the subject; but before he
had time to commence, the conductor having intimated that that wouldn't
agree with his complaint, banged the door, hopped with infinite alacrity
upon his perch, and continued to shout " Cas-all! E l ' p h a n t ! " until they
stopped at Charing Cross.
I n front of the house before ^vhich the " buss " stopped stood a person
enveloped in a peculiarly-constructed great coat, a small pocket on one side
of which had been made for the reception of a watch, upon the face of
which he gazed, on the average, about twenty times per minute. H e held
a paper in his hand, and a pen in his mouth, and appeared to have been
established in that particular spot for the express purpose of proving, to all
-whom it might concern, that time would fly away, despite his efforts to
keep it. " You're behind Bill again. Bob—and Joe, too, this t i m e , " observed
that individual, addressing the conductor.
" Behind Bill and Joe ! " cried the conductor, " and no wonder nayther.
An old file has been a-havr-n' a game with me a-comin' along, makin' me pull
up at one place to tell me he wanted for to stop at another. I should ony
just like to 've had a fair kick at him ; that's all the harm I wish him.
I'll
warrant he wouldn't be able to sit in my buss a one while with any degree
of comfort."
After remaining in this spot about three minutes—during which time the
passengers had been engaged in the expression of the most conflicting
opinions in reference to the subject which had so much confused them—
the individual with the watch cried, " A l l r i g h t ! " and the conductor
resumed his professional position.
" Downing-street, please," said Valentine, using the voice of a female.
" Y e s , marm," said the conductor, -\\-ho appeared to have got over it a
little ; but the passengers looked round and round with great curiosity.
They had not perceived the lips of either of the ladies move ; but that was
attributed to the fact of its being dusk. At all events, the suspicion which
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attached to the individual who sported the wiry whiskers was not, in this
particular instance, strengthened, and the omnibus went on until it arrived
at the corner of that street the offices in which are considered so extremely
eligible.
The door was opened. The conductor stood holding it in his hand.
' ' Now, marm !" said he, when he found that no one offered to alight.
"Downing-street, marm, if you please ! Is this 'ere another game? "
" Please bring a lamp to find a purse in the straw," said Valentine.
" Well, this is pleasant ! " observed the conductor ; " w e shall get the
buss along by-and-by, p'raps, no doubt ! I wish people ud just keep their
pusses in their pockets. I ain't got no lamps "—which was a fact; although
one of which Valentine had no previous knowledge.
" I don't care ! " said he ; " I'll not get out without my money."
" Then you must go a little furder till we gets to the shops," cried the
conductor ; who, after having shouted " All right! " began to mutter away
desperately, and to give indications of something being, in his view,
decidedly "wrong."
Having turned the corner of Bridge-street, he procured a lantern, and,
on opening the door, cried, " Now, then, where's this puss ?"
" H e r e , " said Valentine, throwing his voice to the extreme end of the
vehicle, and the conductor thence proceeded, treading, of course accidentally, but not very lightly, upon the toes of the passengers during his
progress, when having at length arrived at the spot, he knelt down and
searched with great perseverance among the straw.
" I can't see it nowhere about. It isn't here, marm ! " said he, raising
his eyes to the lady at whose feet he had been so diligently prosecuting the
search. " Are you sartin you dropped it ? "
" It does not belong to me," replied the lady addressed.
" Then it's yours ? " inquired he of the lady who sat opposite.
" Oh ! dear me, no, it's not mine ! "
"Well, there's no other lady in the buss !" cried the conductor; " i t
must belong to one on yer, anyhow ! Who does it belong to, ony say ?
Who told me to pull up at Downing-street ? "
" Not I," said one of the ladies. " Nor did I," said the other.
" Well, then, what d'yer mean ! " cried the conductor. " This here's a
nice game, and no ?/iistake!" And he looked very fierce, and trembled
very naturally ; and as another opposition buss passed as he retired, he gave
it as his opinion, that it was enough to drive a man to make a hole in the
water.
" What's in the wind now. Bob ? " shouted the driver.
"What's in the wind ! " echoed Bob. " I've a nice load this journey,
and no mistake about it. They're only havin' a lark."
" A l a r k ! " exclaimed the driver. " W e can't stop for larks!" and
with great impartiality he lashed both his horses, apparently that one
might not laugh at the other, and they almost flew over the bridge.
" Marsh-gate ! " cried Valentine ; " stop at the Marsh-gate ! "
The conductor descended from his eminence to the steps beneath the
door, and having introduced his head into the omnibus, in which he saw
his "nice load" in a convulsion of laughter, said, with a drollery of
expression which way of itself irresistible, " Now, is this another game, or
ain't it ? Does anybody want to get out at the Marsh-gate ? "
" D i d I not say the Marsh-gate?" replied Valentine, assuming a tone
which seemed to be indicative of some slight degree of anger.
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" Oh ! very well, sir, very well ! I ony asked ! There ain't much harm
in that, I suppose ! " They reached the gate in question, and the omnibus
stopped. " M a s h - g a t e ! " cried the conductor. " N o w then, sir. Mashgate ! What, another dodge ? " he continued, on perceiving that no one
attempted to move. " Oh ! it's all very fine, but I don't stop no more,
you know, for nobody : that's all about it ! All right! "
T h e conductor kept his word. H e would 7iot stop. Valentine tried
him in vain. An individual was anxious to get out at the Obelisk ; but
although this was perfectly legitimate, he could make no impression at all
upon the conductor, who amused himself by quietly informing that individual
that he would take him right on to the Elephant and Castle, without any
extra charge ; and having reached his destination, he inquired very deliberately if they were perfectly satisfied with their evening's entertainment,
and, moreover, wished particularly to know if they were going to return
that same night, because, as he explained, if they were, he would 7-atIier—
if it made no difference at all to them—that they patronized some other
"buss."
This sally had the effect of inducing him to believe that he really had
the best of it, after all, and as Valentine was by no means anxious to diminish
the pleasure with which this belief very evidently teemed, he passed through
the merry group of passengers, who continued to laugh with extraordinary
zeal, and proceeded along the N e w Kent-road, until he arrived at an inn
ycleped the Bricklayer's Arms.
Not being well acquainted with the locality of the place, he entered a
shop to make the necessary inquiries ; and on being informed that he ^^'as
to take the first turning to the left, and the second to the right, and then to
keep straight on till he got to the top, he went down a street which led to
the bottom of the Grange-road, and which appeared to be a spot to which
the whole of the labouring poor of the metropolis had sent all their children
to play. H e had never before beheld such a dense mob of infants. T h e y
were running about in legions, shouting, laughing, crying, fighting, pelting
each other with mud, tumbling into the gutter, and scraping the filth off
their habiliments with oyster-shells and sticks. Some of the young gentlemen, larger than the rest, had, with bits of ragged packthread, harnessed
others, whom they were driving in the imaginary similitude of teams of
prancing horses : some were valiantly tucking up their sleeves, and giving
expression to their anxiety that certain other young gentlemen, by whom
they had been assaulted, would only just hit them again ; some were
squatting iieir the base of a highly popular piece of architecture, while
others, whom they had chosen as the most eloquent members of their body,
were importuning every passenger, begging of him earnestly to ' ' remember
the grotto." By far the most pleasurable species of amusement, however,
was the perpetual shaking of two bits of slate or broken crockery, which by
being placed ingeniously between the fingers did, by dint of zealous exertion,
produce a rattling which t.iight in the dark ages have been taken for t h e
music of the Spanish castanets. Valentine had never in the course of his
life seen so many little children together. H e could scarcely get along for
them. H e eventually reached a certain point, which appeared to be their
bourid;.'.-:' • he had nothing to do but to walk on and sniff, for the air
ap-^earea to nave a seen'; different from that of any air he had ever before
inhaled, wn'icn was in reality attribubaoie to tne tan.
On arrivijig at the top of the Grange-road, ne inquired for the residence
of i'i'.'. Pledger, and was directed to a dirty, oia, dilapidated house, whiclt
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Stood fifty feet from the road, and which appeared to have oeen erected
in a hole. The gate was split in divers directions, and the rails which
once adorned it were crumbling away. Nearly the whole of the windows
were broken—the apertures being filled up with old rags—while the tiles
that had not already fallen off appeared to threaten to split the heads of
all who had the boldness to venture beneath them.
As everything, therefore, indicated penury and want, it was but natural
for Valentine to suppose that this could not be the residence of the wealthy
Mr. Fledger, and hence, on perceiving a little shop almost immediately
opposite, he crossed the road at once to inquire again.
"Can you tell me," said he, addressing a person behind the counter,
" where Mr. Fledger lives ? "
"Fledger ! over the way, sir," replied that person.
" I mean the Mr. Fledger," said Valentine, emphatically, " t h e rich
Mr. Fledger."
"Well, that's i t ; you can't make a mistake," replied
the man. "There is only one Fledger in Bermondsey."
" O h , indeed !—ah, thank you," said Valentine, who began to be extremely apprehensive about the sum of twenty pounds, which he thought
it most unreasonable to expect that he should ever get there ; and it must
be conceded, that appearances were decidedly in favour of the irrational
character of such expectation. Across the road, however, he went, and
having opened the gate, of which the timber was particularly rotten, while
the hinges were very rusty, he walked over the space in front of the house
very firmly, and boldly knocked at the door.
" Who's there ? " demanded the cracked voice of a female.
" I s Mr. Fledger within?" inquired Valentine.
" Yes ; what do you you want ? " cried the female.
" I want," replied Valentine, " to see Mr. Fledger."
The mild tones in which this information was conveyed seemea to allay
the suspicions of the female inside; for, after drawing a few bolts, and
removing a few bars, and turning a few keys with apparent difficulty, she
opened the door as far as the chain would allc«w it to be opened ; and
having taken a survey through the aperture, she made certain inquiries
which had immediate reference to the business in hand. " I wish to see
Mr. Fledger," repeated Valentine; " m y business is with him."
•
"Well, so I suppose," retumed the female, somewhat piqued, and having
.again examined him minutely, and being eventually satisfied that there
was nothing very desperate in his appearance, she closed the door, for the
purpose of unhooking the chain, and Valentine was admitted into a most
filthy passage, where he remained in the dark until the woman had taken
in his name and that of his uncle.
" W e l l , " thought he, "this is rather a black beginning, but there 7nay
be something a little more lively inside."
"You may come in !" shouted the miserable-looking woman, as she
retumed with her rushlight; and Valentine was accordingly ushered, with
small ceremony, into a truly wretched den, which appeared to be the
kitchen, parlour, bedchamber, scullery, and all.
" Sit down," said Mr. Fledger, whose features bore some slight resemblance to those of a respectable fiend. "Well, what is your business ?"
" I have received," replied Valentine, " a letter, in which my uncle
states, that on applying to you I shall receive twenty pounds."
" Ah," said Fledger, pursing his lips, " I have no authority for paying
you that sum. I can't do it without an order."
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" W i l l not this be a sufficient a u t h o r i t y ? " said Valentine, producing the
letter, and pointing to the postscript.
Fledger coolly drew his spectacles from his forehead, and cocked them
upon his nose.
' ' Five pounds," said he, having read the important
postscript.
" O r not more than twenty," added Valentine. " Twenty is the sum
that I want."
" A h ; but this you know isn't an order. I t should.
have been an order to me to pay the bearer, and so o n . "
" But will not my acknowledgment do as well ? "
" N o . H o w do I know that you are the person to whom this letter ia
addressed ? "
" D o you take me for a swindler ? " exclaimed Valentine,
fiercely.
" D o you think that I should make application for this money,
if I were not the person to whom this letter is addressed ? "
" I cannot tell ; " was the laconic reply.
" Y o u cannot tell! " echoed
Valentine, whose blood began to boil. " D o I look like a s w i n d l e r ? "
Fledger opened the drawer of the table at which he sat, and after searching for some considerable time, produced a coin, which he breathed upon,
and rubbed very deliberately; he then drew forth another from his pocket,
and having placed them before Valentine, said, " D i d you ever see two
coins look more like each other ? "
" T h a t has nothing to do with me ! " cried Valentine, very angrily; " I
came to you on business."
" I see that you are too hot to answer this question. I will answer it
for you. They seem to have been struck from the self-same die—to be
equally valuable. T o all appearance they are precisely a l i k e ; and yet one
is a counterfeit! Sir, I took that for an honest shilling : I was deceived.
W h a t follows ? Why, that if I take you for an honest man, I may be
equally deceived. As nothing looks so much like a bad coin as a good
one, so no man looks so much like an honourable man as an accomplished
villain. Were it not for the resemblance they bear to each other, villany
could never, to any great extent, succeed."
Valentine felt that he was correct in this particular, and therefore became
more subdued.
" H o w am I to k n o w , " continued Fledger, " t h a t you are an honect
man—that you are really the person you represent yourself to be ? "
" T h e possession of this letter, I should think, would be sufficient."
" N o t at all ! not at a l l ! You may have stolen that letter—mark me
well ! " he continued, on perceiving that Valentine was again getting up in
his stirrups, " I say you ]}iay have stolen it ! H o w am I to tell that you
have n o t ? "
Valentine indignantly crushed the letter into his pocket, and rose.
" D o n ' t be rash, young man !—don't be rash ! I'm much older than
you. I have lived long enough to know that no one can thrive in this
V,orld vlio does not look upon and deal with every man as a rogue until
he has proved him to be an honest man. I don't mean to say that I
believe you are one ; but I do mean to say, I can't tell that you are not."
" T h e n , of course, you refuse," said Valentine, with impatience, " t o let
me have this money? "
" I did not say tliat. I am aisposed to believe, in this instance, that alv
is straightforward and correct. It is a risk, it is true ; but I am inclined,
n.jiwithstanding, to run that risk—at least I should have been inclined, but
tliat it happens that I have no money by me just n o w . "
" Had you told luc that at first," said Valentine, " y o u might have sa',fO>
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yourself all this trouble ; " and he again rose, and looked very angrily at
Jfr. Fledger.
" Do you particulariy want the money? " inquired that gentleman.
" Of course I do, or I should not have come here."
" Well, if you want it particularly now, you can drcmv upon me if you
like for three months."
"Di-aw upon you?" said Valentine, who was ignorant of the meaning,
in this case, of that popular term—"Draw upon you?"
" Aye ; I've no objection to give you my bill for the amount."
" A n d of what use would that be to me ?"
"Of what use? Why, certainly, of no other use than this—that you
could get it cashed immediately."
" Where ? " inquired Valentine. " Who would do it ? "
" I don't know whether you are aware of it, young gentleman, but my
bill is as good as a bank-note, sir ! Any man in the habit of doing bills will
do mine."
" But I know of no man who is in the habit oidoing \:Xds."
"Well, in that case I tell you what I'll do : I have got, I think, as
nearly as possible, twenty pounds in the house, which I must of necessity
pay away to-morrow ; but as I am anxious to do the utmost in my power
to oblige your uncle—and I suppose that by obliging you I shall be also
oiiliging him—draw the bill for twenty pounds, deduct the discount, and I
will give you the money now. It strikes me very forcibly that a friend of
mine will be able to get it done for me in the morning."
" Well," thought Valentine, " this is certainly better," and, according to
dictation, he drew the bill. " Now, what am I to deduct for discount ?"
"Oh, the usual business : fifteen per cent.," replied Fledger.
Valentine knew nothing about the "usual business," but he deducted
fifteen per cent., which reduced the amount to nineteen pounds five.
" But that is only fifteen per cent, per a7i7ium," said Fledger.
" I know it. Is not that correct ?"
" No ; fifteen per cent, upon the
amount ; that is to say, a shilling in the pound per month."
"Why, that's sixty per cent !" returned Valentine ; " I have then to
receive, instead of twenty pounds, only seventeen ? "
" E x a c t l y ! " replied Fledger, " with a villanous grin, " deducting twoand'sixpence for the stamp, and a penny which they always charge for
profit. I see you understand it."
" But I don't understand. I think it most exorbitant."
" And so it is," rejoined Fledger, " s o it is most exorbitant ; but these
people always are most exorbitant. The question simply is this : will it be
worth your while to pay them for the accommodation ? "
" I had no idea that I should have all this difficulty about the matter,
and I am sure that my uncle had not. I fancied the money was due."
" I know it's due," replied Fledger ; " I don't dispute that. But then,
what's to be done ? You want the money, and I have not got it ; and a
man without money can't pay ! The question therefore is, will it ansv.'sr
your purpose better to give a shilling in the pound, per month, for it no'v"/,
or to wait until I can pay, which will be in the course of three months, I've
no doubt"
Valentine could not wait three months, that was clear : he therefore
consented to tai^ce off tiie sixty per cent. ; when Fledger, delighted at having
made so good a bargain, proceeded to a cupboard, and brought forth ail
iron-bound nox, which ne placed very carefully upon the table.
01" course Valentine knevv not that this man b ' d been a notorious money-
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lender himself—that he had ruined mof 2 persons by discounting bills than
any other man alive—that he had ol 'ained the whole of his houses by
insisting upon holding the titles as collateral security for dishonoured
acceptances, and by goading the acceptors, by renewals, extortion, and legal
expenses, either to commit suicide, or to surrender all claim to those titles
—and that he had then become an abject, miserable miser, and had given
up the recognized game of extortion, in consequence solely of his having
become so distrastful that he had not sufficient courage left to risk even a
shilling. Of all this Valentine was utterly ignorant; but there was something in the creature's countenance when he brought out the box which
inspired him at once with the conviction that he was, in reality, an usurious
wretch ; and therefore richly deserved to be frightened at least.
Well, he opened the box, and placed the back of it towards Valentine,
who could tell in an instant by the sound, as the sovereigns were carefully
extracted one by one, that the box was as nearly as possible full, and that,
therefore, in stating that he had but twenty pounds in the house, the wretch
had told him an abominable falsehood, with the view of swindling him cut
of the sixty per cent. He, therefore, felt that, as a matter of justice, he
ought to be punished ; and, having imbibed this feeling, which was not,
under the circumstances, highly reprehensible, he cried, throwing his voice
into the passage, just as ten of the sovereigns had been counted, " In this
room !—now the door ! "
The effect upon the miser was electric. He instantly leaped up, as if he
had received a pistol-shot in his heart, and, in doing so, upset the ricketty
table. Down went the box, and away flew the sovereigns !—five hundred,
at least, were rolling in all directions upon the floor. This was somewhat
more than was anticipated by Valentine, who smiled ; but the miser stood
aghast!—trembling with the utmost violence, and rolling his eyes from the
door to the gold, and from the gold to the door, while his sister, who was
not quite so utterly lost, seized the broom, as the miserable girl whom they
nominally kept, and who displayed far more courage than any of them,
peeped through the keyhole of the door.
In this position they remained some considerable time, as if utterly
unable to move hand or foot. Valentine, however, at length broke silence,
by inquiring if he should assist in gathering up the gold.
" No, no, no ! " cried the paralyzed wretch, whom the question at once
restored to a state of consciousness ; and he placed his skinny hand upon
the shoulder of Valentine, as if in order to compel him to remain in his seat.
He then flew to the cupboard, and, bringing forth a brace of pistols, thrust
them hurriedly into the hands of Valentine, and implored him to shoot
through the heart of the very first man that entered, when, sinking upon
the ground, he commenced at once picking up the gold with unparalleled
zeal and dexterity.
His sister still kept near the door, her fears prompting her to fancy that
she heard strange breathings, divers delicate whisperings, and an infinite
variety of footsteps outside; while Valentine quietly amused himself with
watching the grasping exertions of the wretch upon the ground, who still
trembled as energetically as if he had been seized with a violent fit of the
ague. At length he completed his task. The whole of the sovereigns—
at least, all he could find—were restored to the box, which he locked, and
placed securely in a hole up the chimney ; when, dropping into a chair by
the side of Valentine, apparently half-dead, he inquired what was best to
be done ?
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" Be silent !" said Valentine ; " let us first see what they mean to do. I
am perfectly prepared to receive them."
" I thank you! I thank you! I know that you are brave!—very
brave! " cried the miser; "you'll be a match for them,—I know you'll be
a match for them. Hark!—didn't you hear ? "
" N o , n o ! " replied Valentine, very firmly, and looking very valiant;
" I think the noise alarmed them. It strikes me they are gone. If not,
why, let them come !—they will meet with a warm reception." The firmness exhibited by Valentine gradually inspired the wretched trio with
courage. The females withdrew from the door, the table was raised, the
miser resumed his old position, and Valentine began, in an ironical' strain,
to congratulate him on the sudden acquisition of so much wealth.
It is astonishing how much easier men find it to do evil than to bear
to be told of the evil they have done ; and it is equally astonishing that
men who can utter a series of straightforward falsehoods without a
blush, find it difficult to endure the painful process of conviction. Even
this wretched miser, dead as he was to every feeling which actuates the
human heart, save that of avarice, shrank from the gaze of Valentine—
whom he could browbeat before—when he found that that gaze was
intended to convey to his sordid soul the impression that the falsehood
of which he had been guilty was now too apparent to deceive.
" W e l l ! " said Valentine, when the limbs of the wretch had in some
degree resumed their accustomed tranquillity, " since it seems that you have
a little more money in the house than you expected, you will be able to
give me the twenty pounds in full ? "
" N o , no," said the miser; " a t least, not now, not now—we'll talk
about i t ; give a look up in the moming."
" Why, that," said Valentine, "will be very inconvenient."
" I cannot help it. I'm sorry for it, but cannot help it. I would
not touch that box again now for the world."
" W h y , you have nothing to fear," rejoined Valentine, who now felt
dete7'mi7ied to have the money ; " I will still keep strict guard."
" I don't care," said the miser. " It's safe where it is. It shall not
come out of that place to-night, if I know it."
"Indeed," thought Valentine, "we'll very soon see about that."
And he rose from his seat, saying, "Well, then, I suppose that I
m.ust call upon you in the moming."
" If you please," said the miser;
"yes, do."
" H a v e you got i t ? " inquired Valentine, throwing his voice very
d ^ « w u s l y into the chimney.
. " I ' m ruined ! I'm rained ! " cried the miser. " I'm ruined ! " And
he darted like lightning across the room ; and, having found the box,
of course, where he had placed it, he drew it forth, and hugged it
fondly to his heart, shouting, "Thieves! Fire! Murder! Thieves!
Thieves ! "
His sister at this moment followed, crying, "Thieves ! thieves ! " and,
opening the window, which overlooked a field; but, as the room was
at the back of the house, and they dared not go in front, the wind
carried their voices from the road, and they gradually died away,
unheard.
"Where are the pistols?" shouted Valentine. They were lying upon
the table. He seized one in an instant, and, having cocked it, with an air
of invincible valour, let fly up the chi-mney.
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Of course, nothing but soot descended ; but it did the chimney good,
for it was previously choked as nearly as possible up to the p o t ; it
therefore cured that completely, and this was all the good it could do ;
but the bravery involved in the act so excited the admiration of the
miser that he almost relinquished the box to embrace him.
" D o you think that there could have been any one there ? " inquired
Valentine, very mysteriously.
" I heard a voice ! " cried the miser, " I'm sure I heard a voice ! Didn't
you ? " he continued, addressing his sister.
" O f course I d i d ! " replied that respectable female, with infinite
promptitude and spirit; " d o you think that I'm deaf? It's my belief
there's a man in there n o w . "
" I f there be, he's a dead m a n , " said
Valentine, " if the pistol I discharged contained a b a l l . "
" Oh yes ! oh yes ! " cried the miser ; " o h yes ! and a capital ball it
was, too. It's a pity it was fired off for nothing."
" It is a pity, when you come to think of it," said Valentine.
' ' T h a t powder, t o o ; powder costs a deal of m o n e y ; it's very expensive."
" W e l l , " said Valentine, apparently in the act of departing—which he
had no intention to perform without having the twenty pounds in his
p o c k e t — " I suppose that I can be of no more service now ? "
" S t a y , stay ! " cried the miser. " Pray, do not go yet. Stay a quarter
of an hour longer ; but a quarter of an hour! "
" I really cannot," said Valentine, " i f I'm to come up here again in the
morning."
" Well—stay !—I'll give it you now—I'll give it you now. Only s t o p . "
Of course, Valentine stopped ! H e had not the least intention of going
until he had gained possession of that which he came for. H e therefore
sat down again, without a second invitation, and displayed a very laudable
anxiety to come to the point at once. " You mean, of course," said h e , " to
pay me now in full."
" Well, w e l l ; but you must take me off discount."
" W h a t , sixty per cent ! " exclaimed Valentine.
" N o , no ! " said the miser, " I'll be satisfied with ten. You must take
me off ten ? "
" As the money is (/z/^, I don't feel justified in consenting e\ en to that.
But," he added, rising again, " I had better look up in the morning."
" N o , n o , " said the miser, still dreadfully a l a r m e d ; " I ' l l not trouble
y o u ; no, I'll not trouble you. But really you must take me off five ! It's
a regular thing, you know, quite—quite a regular thing."
" Well, you'd better settle that with my uncle, when you see him.
He
understands more about the business than I d o . "
" W e l l , M'ell; I suppose I must. H u s h ! " he exclaimed, and having
listened most attentively for several seconds, he opened the box.
All was silent.
H e would not suffer one of the sovereigns to click
against another.
H e drew them out one by one, very carefully, and very
reluctantly ; and having counted them over again and again, locked his
box, and said, " T h e r e , there, are twenty."
Valentine had been in the habit of counting money only when he
paid it away : but in this particular instance he felt that, as a matter of
common justice to himself, he ought to adopt the same plan when he
received it. H e therefore did count it : he counted it twice as the sovereigns were lying on the table, and the result was a natural result, under
the circumstances, seeing that there were but nineteen.
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"There's one short," said he, eyeing the miserable dog, "only one."
"Dear me, I thought I counted twenty, I'm sure!" cried the wretch,
and he counted them again, and again, for the show of the thing, and
then added, why there are but nineteen ! How singular ! "
" Very ! " said Valentine, sarcastically, " Very ! " and he looked at the
wretch as he reluctantly drew forth the twentieth, with an expression
which seemed to confuse him a little. He nevertheless counted them over
again, being firmly determined not to suffer him to reap, even from sleightof-hand villany, the smallest advantage ; and having satisfied himselv as to
the correctness of the sum, he surveyed the wretched group with a feeling
of disgust.
There sat the miser, whose soul seemed to have sunk beneath the
weight of his iniquities, trembling and groaning under the lively apprehension of losing that which, to him, was intrinsically valueless, seeing that
with the means of procuring all the luxuries, he denied himself even the
common necessaries, of life ; and while his sister, the very type of sordid
wretchedness, sat with her elbows upon her knees, and her chin upon her
hands, in a chair, • the ragged horse-hair of which, that once formed its
plump bottom, hung down to the floor, the poor girl, whom fate had
doomed to live beneath the same roof, lay miserably huddled up in one
corner of the room, all but starving in the midst of wealth !
\'alentine sickened at the sight, and put on his hat to go.
Valentine carried the pistol at the miser's wish, as he left, and after an
infinite deal of listening, they reached the outer door, which was no sooner
opened than he fired the pistol off, which so alarmed the trembling wretch,
that he closed the door instantly, shutting his unsuspected tormentor outside.
" What shall I do with the pistol? " thought Valentine.
He had not to think long. He dashed it at once through the window,
and departed, leaving the inmates to regale their ears with the rattling of
the glass.

CHAPTER

XXXIL

The First Concert given by the Native Tale7it Association.
VALENTINE had from childhood been extremely fond of music. He was
unable to play upon any instrument; he knew nothing of the technicalities
of the science, nor had he the slightest wish to know. The enchanting
effects were sufficient for him ; he cared not to study the minutiae of the
cause. Having had, however, an ardent desire at one period to become
acquainted with musical men, that desire had been gratified to no inconsiderable extent, and he for some time enjoyed their society, being delighted with their apparent simplicity of soul ; but the charm which their
companionship primarily imparted was quickly broken when their prevailing characteristics were laid open to his view. He found those he had
become acquainted with reckless, gay, improvident, polite—but not one
was he able to point to as being a really virtuous man. He was a-ware, of
course, that virtue in classes was difficult to be found; but although in every
other class he had perceived it shining brightly in the actions of individuals,
it was not his fortune to know a professionally musical man whose private
character would bear a superficial investigation. As men, he found that
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they were indolent and dishonourable ; as husbands, faithless ; as fathers,
heartless ; while as friends, they were envious and insincere.
Valentine had in all probability been unfortunate in his introductions
to these musical people, seeing that doubtless he might have been introduced to some who were really good men ; but having been in a position
to analyze the characters of many, from the highest to the lowest, in the
profession, it was but natural for him to infer, from the result of his experience, that however kind, generous, and amiable they might appear,
they were mostly at heart equally hollow.
This consideration, however, by no means subdued the ardour of his
passion for music, and he was anxious to do all in his power to promote
its cause by the cultivation of a musical taste among the people—it being,
to him, at least, manifest, that nothing could have a more powerful tendency to soften their tone, to counteract their bad passions, or to induce
that refinement in popular pleasures which is so absolutely essential to a
high state of civilization. It is true, that when this was placed in juxtaposition with the view which he entertained of the private characters of
professionally musical men, they at first appeared inimical; but when he
looked at the mode of life so peculiar to this class, when he saw the
temptations to vice and dishonour with which they were perpetually assailed, and perceived that if their minds were not indeed too weak to
make any resistance to those temptations, they exhibited no inclination to
resist them; when he found that everything partaking of domestic happiness
was their abhorrence, and that all they cared to talk about, or even seemed
to have the ability to talk about, was music mixed up with intrigue, he very
soon became convinced that their characters were not formed by music,
but, in spite of its softening influence, by their pernicious communication
with those by whom vice and dishonour in every shape are applauded.
Now it happened that at this particular period of our history a great
outcry was raised about what was then yclept NATIVE TALENT. The court
was denounced ; the aristocracy was denounced ; the whole country was
denounced because native talent failed to be patronized with the least
liberality. Cargoes of foreign artistes were imported from time to time,
and exported with wreaths of laurel and purses crammed with British gold,
to the great discouragement of native talent. At the Royal Concerts none
but foreigners wer<^ engaged; at the soirees of the nobility none but
foreigners were engaged, while every theatre in which foreigners were not
engaged was empty; if fact, native talent appeared to be in such a dreadful
state, that they who possessed the real and recognized ability to snatch it
from contempt, crossed the Atlantic—it being well understood that the
Americans upheld native talent, which was certainly much to their credit—
while our citizens gloried in being jammed in the pit, or stewed to rags in
Ihe gallery of the Opera, to hear that which they could by no means understand, with the view of having it in their power to speak with enthusiasm
of the brilliancy of the prima donna, and the richness of the primo buffo,
and to explain how they adored— You knoiu wochee poke afar: and how
deeply they were enamoured of Dye pitch her 77iy balsa7/1 core.
Such being the lamentable state of the case then, certain influential and
remarkably staunch musical individuals, feeling a laudable anxiety to rescue
native talent from the doom of extinction, conceived the idea of establishing
a Native Talent Association, with the view of getting up a series of nativetalent concerts, at which nothing of course but native talent should be
developed; and having perfected their project, they proceeded to carry it
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at once into execution, in order to prove that, although foreign talent might
then be the rage, native talent was of an infinitely superior caste, and,
therefore, ought to be more liberally patronized by a truly crJighteiied
British public.
Accordingly, the first of the series was announced, and Valentine, having
purchased a ticket, attended. T h e room was crowded. H e at first saw
no prospect at all of obtaining a s e a t ; but having secured one at length
near the orchestra, he commenced a perusal of the programme which had
been given to him at the door. It began with a prospectus which read
well, very well—it promised much, it is true ; but it promised no more
than might with ease have been performed. H e was, therefore, delighted
with the prospectus ; but how great was his astonishment, when, on looking
below, he found that nothing but German and Italian pieces were to be
s u n g ! " Is this," thought he, "iijtended to develop native talent ? Why,
at best, it can he but the native talent of imitation ! Here we have a selection of Italian and German music to be sung by English singers, after the
fashion of the Italians and the Germans, and that with the view of inspiring
an appreciation of native talent! " H e , of course, very naturally felt that
this ought not to be ; and as he wished most sincerely to promote the cause
which its more actiw; advocates, doubtless with the best possible intentions,
had laboured with so much zeal to injure, he felt himself bound to warn
them with effect against the course they were pursuing, to impress upon
their minds that the act of imitating the singing of foreigners, however
excellent that imitation might be, developed native talent no more than the
act of imitating the language of foreigners, and that, instead of inducing a
higher appreciation of native talent, its tendency was to depreciate it.
This to Valentine appeared to be indisputable ; and while he was
endeavouring to decide upon the course which, under the circumstances,
he ought to pursue, the band commenced the overture to Zauberfldte, and
certainly went through it very well. T h e audience applauded vehemently,
and demanded an encore, which was of course grateful to the feelings of
the performers in the aggregate ; and while they were taking snuff with
due gusto, the conductor very quietly winked at the leader, who as quietly
winked at the conductor in return.
Having inquired of a polite old gentleman who sat in his immediate
vicinity, Valentine ascertained that the projector of the scheme was the
ideritical individual who on this occasion wielded the baton, and as he felt
that he was the man whom he ought to address, he fixed his eyes very
intently upon him.
N o w the visage of this individual was extremely long, strongly marked,
and very pale. His hair was t ' a c k ; and while it was parted in front with
great nicety, it hung in wild rin^-lets upon his shoulders. H e had on a
black satin stock, figured with lilies, and studded with three suspiciouslooking Brobdignagian brilliants. An eye-glass attached to a piece of
black ribbon was stuck between his left cheek-bone and brow ; and a goldcoloured chain was tastefully arranged over a white satin vest. H e wore a
full-dress coat with black velvet collar, silk facings, and figured silk buttons,
and while his left hand was adorned with a French white kid glove, the
fingers of his right were embellished with a variety of rings, which he felt
himself bound to display as much as possible.
Valentine could not avoid smiling as he inspected this elegant and fantastic
creature ; but as the overture had now concluded, amidst thunders ol
applause, he was on the qui vive. A raf-iing Italian buffo song stood first
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upon the list, and as he perceived a p fofessional genius stepping forward to
open the vocal performances, he nafjirally conceived that it was then the
time for action.
Well, the symphony commenced ; and as the professional gentleman,
whose uvula appeared to be down, was a-heming with n o little violence,
Valentine, throwing his voice behind the exquisite conductor, who was then
at the pianoforte, ran up and down the scale in such a singularly unprofessional fashion, that all eyes were directed towards the spot in an instant.
" H i s t ! hist ! " hissed the conductor, looking sharply round. " HishS
hish!"
but Valentine kept on—changing the key for the express accommodation of each particular roulade—with a perseverance, which, under any
other circumstances, would have been highly reprehensible.
T h e conductor became indignant, and cried, " hish ! hish ! " with greater
vehemence than before.
I t seemed perfectly clear to him that there was
some one very near him in a provoking state of inebriety. But who was
it ? H e could not tell.
H e took the glass from his eye (for he could
see better without it) thinking it probable that that might have theretofore
prevented the discovery of the offender. But no, he saw the instrumental
people looking \vith amazement at each other, and the bosoms of the
vocalists swelling with scorn ; but he could see nothing more—nothing
more. H e tried back : he recommenced the brilliant symphony, and the
stout vocal genius, who felt much confused, for he could not at all understand it, again plucked up his courage and shirt-collar to begin, when
Yalentine introduced an admirable imitation of the French-horn. I n an
instant every eye was upon the French-horn players, who were zealously
engaged in dislocating the joints of their instraments, with the laudable
view of pouring out the liquified breath, which the performance of the
overture had induced. It could not have been them. T h a t was clear.
T h e conductor looked at them ! N o : their instruments were in bits. This
was held to be most extraordinary ; but Valentine did not stop to wonder
much at it : he proceeded to give excellent imitations of a variety of little
instruments, until the conductor became so enraged, that he started from
his seat, and looked round with an expression of indignation, the most
powerful his strongly-marked features could portray.
T h e harmony produced by Valentine ceased, and all was silent.
The
audience were amazed, they were utterly unable to make it o u t ; but as
an.on they began to hiss with unequivocal zeal, the conductor, who looked
as if he couldn't really stand it much longer, bounced down upon his stO(,.,
and struck the chord with amazing energy.
T h e vocal genius became nervous. H e would clearly not have chosen
the position in which he then stood, for it certainly was a most unpleasant
one. H e slightly trembled : Valentine saw this and pitied him—nay, he was
eventually so far melted as to suffer him to go through his LargoJFactotu7n.
T h e style, however, in which he gave this song was particularly droll.
It was manifest that the genius did not know the meaning of a word he
had to utter, and it was equally manifest that he didn't want to know : all
he cared a straw about, was to give an imitation of the voice and gestures
of the primo buffo, whom at the opera he had heard sing the piece with
great applause, and as the gestures which he laboured to imitate vrere remarkably extravagant, the whole exhibition was a caricature of the most
gross and ridiculous caste.
This Valentine held to be monstrous, and felt it to be incumbent upon
him to express his extreme dissatisfaction, when the features of the genius
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—who during the applause had smiled blandly as he bowed—underwent a
most extraordinary change as he retired.
" Native talent ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice into the middle
of the room ; " i s this the development of native talent? "
The conductor stared v.'ildly, and so did the whole of the gentlemen in
the orchestra ; but although two or three individuals cried "Silence ! " in
a very authoritative tone, the majority of the audience were so powerfully
struck with the novelty of the question, that they glanced at the programme, and looked at each other very mysteriously, and really began to
consider it an extremely proper question, and one whicli ought therefore to
be answered.
"English music!' English music!" again cried Valentine, and the
audience responded to the shout with loud cheers, which caused the conductor to shrug his shoulders and pass his fingers through his curls ; to
open his eyes very widely, and to look altogether remarkably odd. lie,
however, said nothing ; but began to play the symphony of an Italian
scena, as Valentine repeated his demand for English music, the propriety
of which was acknowledged by the audience again.
Several gentlemen who were stationed near the orchestra, and who appeared to be members of the native talent committee, now conferred with
the conductor, who, after the conference, came forward and said with due
emphasis, " Ladies and gentlemen, if there be any person in the room at
all dissatisfied with the performances, his money will be returned on application being made at the doors."
This was fair, very fair : nothing in fact could have been fairer, but this
was not at all what Valentine desired : he wished to make them understand that mere imitations of the Italians could not tend to the development
of native talent, and therefore cried, " N o : the money is not what we
want : we simply want English music ! " and as this was again hailed with
loud cheers, the conductor again conferred with the gentlemen of the committee, and during the conference Valentine was occupied in assuming
various voices, and sending them in various parts of the room, expressive
of an anxiety to open the eyes of those gentlemen, that they might clearly
see the course which they ought to pursue ; and eventually their eyes became opened : they appeared to be enlightened on the subject as if by
magic ! But what was to be done ?—the singing people had studied those
pieces for the occasion, and although they had questionless the ability to
sing others, it was held to be unsafe for the experiment, without notice, to
be tried. They therefore pretended to be still completely blind to the
propriety of the suggestion—a course which Valentine held to be very
stupid, inasmuch as they had but to announce that the error would in
future be rectified, and the concert might have gone on without any further
interruption ; but as it was, as the committee were still stubborn, and as
the conductor, who didn't like it, as the selection had been left to him—
began to look extremely big, and to shake his head angrily ; to purse his
lips contemptuously, and to frown and pitch the music about the orchestra,
and knock down the stands in the fulness of his official pride, of course
Valentine felt determined to bring him to his senses, and therefore again
loudly demanded a display of native talent.
" Ladies and gentlemen ! " said the conductor, stepping again in front
of the orchestra, after indulging in a further series of unbecoming airs,—
" If any rival society has employed noisy persons to interrupt the performances of the evening—"
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" N o , no ! " shouted Valentine, " n o , no ! W e are simply .anxious to
promote the cultivation of native talent ! " A n d as loud cheers followed
this appropriate explanation, the conductor felt it to be a duty incumbent
upon him to be signally savage, and he retired to the pianoforte and struck
a variety of chords with unprofessional violence; and after amusing himselt
in this way for several seconds, he commanded a female to come forward
in order to sing the next sce7ia. T h e lady did not much approve of the
tone which the conductor had assumed in this particular instance ; but she
nevertheless glided very gracefully forward with a dirty piece of music in
one hand, and in the other a lace-edged handkerchief pinched precisely in
the middle ; but she had no sooner reached the front rail of the orchestra
than Valentine introduced a highly correct imitation of the trombone.
This the conductor very naturally coiiceiv:d to be dreadful, and he felt
ready to burst with rage. H e thought it quite enough that the audience
were against him ; but the idea of his own instrumental performers having
joined in the opposition made his blood bubble up ! H e therefore instantly
turned towards the professional individuals who performed on the delicate
instrument in question, and discovered them in the very act of enjoying a
quiet pinch of snuff together in the utmost amity. T h e trombone nevertheless did apparently continue to sound. This he thought more extraordinary still! H e couldn't tell, he didn't know what to make of it at all.
It was clearly not the men whom he had suspected, and yet—well, the
trombone ceased; but at that particular moment another most unpleasant
sound broke upon his ear ! T h e majority of the audience were roaring
with laughter !—and that too at him ! This be held to be extremely inconsistent with the character of a British audience, and he consequently
felt quite confused.
" G o o n ! Go o n ! " exclaimed several voices in the distance; but
albeit these highly appropriate exclamations were benevolently intended
for his especial solace, they in reality did not console him at all.
T h e professional lady, whose plume waved proudly about a foot and
a half above her forehead, now became extremely fidgety, and felt very
awkward and very warm, and was about to retreat, when the conductor
struck a chord with unexampled desperation.
" R e t i r e ! " said Valentine, throwing a whisper just behind the fair
artiste ; and the lady, to whom the whisper appeared to be most welcome,
bowed and blushed, and retired accordingly.
" Madam ! " cried the conductor, as she passed him, " r e m a i n . "
" You requested me to retire," said the lady.
" N o such thing ! N o such thing, madam. No such thing ! " But the
lady, who felt much confused, without appearing to notice these hasty
observations, passed on.
T h e conductor now imagined—and perhaps it was but rational for him
to imagine—that it was a regularly planned thing—that all in the room
had conspired against his peace. H e therefore bounced up again with the
view of conferring with the committee, who saw plainly that a very wrong
course had been pursued ; but then he didn't see it, and couldn't see it,
and wouldn't see i t ! T h e committee, however, at length insisted upon
liis expressing their sentiments on the subject, when he accordingly, but
with infinite reluctance, came forward, and said : — " L a d i e s and gentlemen,
it appears to be the opinion of the committee of management, that the
fact of English artistes singing nothing but foreign music tends rather to
create a morbid taste for such music, and to enhance it in the estim^tiojt
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of the public, than to promote the cultivation of native talent, which is, of
course, their chief aim. I am, therefore, ladies and gentlemen, directed
to state that, as this appears to be also your impression, ladies and gentlemen, if you will be kind enough to permit the performances chosen for this
evening to proceed, as we are not exactly prepared on so short a notice to
change them, especial care, ladies and gentlemen, will be taken, that in
future, at these concerts, English music alone shall be sung."
The audience cheered this announcement. It was all they required, and
as Valentine wished for nothing more, the performances proceeded without
the slightest additional interruption ; although every piece tended to convince him and them more and more, that the view he had taken of the
subject was correct, inasmuch as if it even were admitted that those pieces
were well sung, it must also be admitted that the Italians sang them better,
which alone had the effect of inspiring the conviction of their superiority,
instead of a due appreciation of that style in which the English excel.
Valentine was, therefore, quite satisfied. He felt that he had inflicted
some pain by the confusion he had created; but he also felt that he had
thus succeeded in accomplishing an excellent object—namely, that of promoting the cultivation of native talent, by inducing Englishmen, instead
of imitating, and thereby enhancing the value of, foreign singers, to leave
foreign talent to itself.

CHAPTER

XXXIII.

In -which Walter a7id his amiable Family have a highly characteristic
Co7iversation on the subject of Good7na7t's Release.
ALTHOUGH Walter had been gradually recovering from the effects of the
fire, he was still extremely weak, and continued to be occupied night and
day by Nature, whose efforts to restore him to his pristine complexion were
accompanied by a certain cutaneous excitement which he held to be
particularly disagreeable. His appearance at this time was indeed very
singular : the skin on one side of his face being black, while on the other
it was as sanguine and shiny as that of a fair-haired boy. This rendered
it natural, perhaps, for him to amuse himself by prematurely peeling off
the dead skin by inches, in order to re-establish a facial uniformity. This
was not, however, the most interesting part of his active occupation—by
no means. While under the regimen originally prescribed by the physician,
his mind was comparatively at ease ; but no sooner was he permitted to
take somewhat more generous food, and a glass or two of wine every day,
with a view to the restoration of his physical strength, than his vivid
imagination began to revel again in the creation of the most extraorilinaiy
phantasms, which failed not to afford him perpetual entertainment. Nor
were the minds of his amiable family at this time unoccupied : their nights
were spent in dreaming, and their dr.ys in relating those dreams to each
other, for the purpose of ascertaining and establishing the most approved
interpretation thereof. The house of Walter was, therefore, a very busy
house; but the business of its inmates •'vas unhappily not of a character
calculated to increase their joy. On the contrary, their spirits were dreadfully depressed : even those of the volatile Horace sank several degrees
below par; for whfle confinement did not mpet his views, three somewhat
severe attacks of fever, induced by his going out too ..early, and drinldrg
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too freely, had convinced him that such confinement, how unpleasing soever
it might be, was absolutely essential to his perfect restoration.
Of course, every member of the family was now acquainted with the
manner in which Walter had disposed of his brother, and the female
portion failed not to ascribe all their recent misfortunes to that.
" I am sure," said Mrs. Horace, one evening when the family, for the
first time since the accident, were having tea in the parlour, " I am perfectly sure that we shall never have a moment's peace of mind until uncle
is released from confinement."
" I am quite of your opinion, dear," observed Mrs. Goodman, " f o r we
really have had nothing but misfortune and misery since ; and I am fully
persuaded, by the truly frightful dreams I have had of late, that we can
expect no comfort, no peace, so long as he remains where he i s . "
" T h e n I deserve all I've got, I suppose ! You regard it as a species of
retributive justice," cried Walter, with a scowl.
" N o , no, my love ! I did not say that."
" Didn't say i t ! I know that ; but you mean it, nevertheless."
" All I mean to say is this," rejoined his wife, with unusual firmness,
" t h a t the horrible dreams I have had of late convince me that until he
is released, we shall have nothing but misfortune ; and it really is very
dreadful that he should be thus imprisoned, you know, when you come to
think of it."
" T h e only question at issue," said Horace, " is this—will the old boy's
release improve our position? That's the only point now to be considered.
Never mind about dreams, because they are all rubbish, and may be produced by pickled salmon or stewed cheese ; let us look at the thing as it
stands, thus :—What will be the effect of his release upon us ? "
" W h y this ! " replied Walter, " w e shall be at once reduced to a state
of absolute beggary."
" Well, in that case, you k n o w , " rejoined Horace,
" t h e r e can't be two rational opinions about the conclusion at which we
ought, as reasonable beings, to arrive."
" W e l l , I'm sure," said Mrs. Horace, " t h a t for my part I had rather
be poor and happy, than live in such continual misery as this.''
" Poor and h a p p y ! " cried H o r a c e ; " i t ' s all very fine. I might say
the same thing : / might say, Oh, I'd much rather live poor and happy :
but who's to do it ? H a d we been reared with the heavy hand of poverty
upon fls, we should probably not be much startled by her slaps, because a
thing is nothing when you are used to i t ; but fancy yourself now in a state
of destitution ! I know that I should be cutting the jugular, or perpetrating
some other sanguinary business ; while you would be flying off the Monument, or pitching head-first over Westminster Bridge ; and then how would
you bring it in ?—not ' poor and happy ! ' "
" B u t I'd work the very flesh off my bones, rather than continue to live
as we do n o w . "
" W o r k the flesh off your bones ! " echoed Horace, contemptuously.
" H o w could you get it to do ; and if you did get it, how could you do it ?
and what do you fancy you are fit for? I might say that I'd work the very
flesh off my boiies ; but who'd emr'^oy m e ? That's the point ; and -^hen
what could I do ? While thousands upon thousands, who are capable cf
performing the snug little offices of life, are unemployed, how can I, who
know nothing at all about anything, hope to walk over their heads ? I
know better, you know ; it's all stuff."
" It certainly would, I must confess," said Mrs, Goodman. " be a vsiy
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dreadful thing to be reduced; but do you really think we should be s<
utterly destitute ? "
"Nobody can doubt it for a moment," replied Horace; "for whai
resource have we ? What have we to fly to ? The governor has given Uf
his berth, which I have said all along he ought not to have done; anc
then what arc my prospects ? I have no profession—we have nothing to
look to."
" B u t don't you .cally think," said Mrs. Goodman, addressing hei
husband, " that we might manage it so as to set him free, and yet be as
well off at least as v/e were ? "
" H o w absurdly you t.ilk !" replied Walter. " W h y , anyone would
think you were an idiot! What on earth have I to hope for from him i
Suppose, for a moment, that I were to release him ; what would be the
consequence ? He knows that I placed him where he is ; the house in
which he lived is of course clean gone, and I have sold all his furniture.
Well ! he comes out. I am the first man to whom he applies. He cannot
proceed criminally against me, because the certificate of the doctors had
ihe effect of taking from me all the responsibility of the seizure ; but he
demands the restitution of his property, and how is it possible for me to
meet that demaijd ? A great portion of that property is now in my possession ; he has, therefore, but to bring an action against me, and my ruin
is complete. But let us take the most favourable view of the case. Suppose he insists only on the restoration of his papers. They are restored ;
and he, as a matter of course, instantly discards us. What, then, are we to
do ? I have no property, no income. We must starve. Any assistance
from him were altogether out of the question. He would have, of course,
nothing whatever to do with us. How should we act in that case ? Why,
we should go to the dogs."
" O f course ! " cried Horace. " And that's the very bottom of it. We
can't be such fools as to believe that he wouldn't at once cut us dead. He
might not, as the governor says, proceed, you know, legally, but—blister
this itching ! " he added, rubbing his back against the chair very violently,
.:i I making up a very extraordinary face; " I shall rub all the flesh off
i.iy bones : I know I shall; and now the old governor's at it ! Well,
what was I saying ? Come, come ! I must rub if you do. If it were not
for you, I shouldn't do it at all. You put me in mind of it. Come, I say,
governor ! Give it up, come ! I cannot think of anything while yoU keep
scrubbing away thus." And really the process of itching is a very extraordinary process. It amounts to a contagion. Mankind itch by virtue of
cympatliy; and it is highly probable that most living philosophers have
observed that the power of sympathy is extremely comprehensive ; but
whether the profound observations of those philosophers have extended to
this interesting particular or not, it is nevertheless true, that to this most
extraordinary power men are absolute slaves.
" But do you not think now," observed Mrs. Goodman, that if you were
to acknowledge that you have acted very wrong, and were to throw yourself
r.s it were at once upon his generosity, that
"
" P o o h ! " exclaimed Horace, "Generosity! Fancy the governor
throwing himself upon anything like the old boy's generosity ! How
would he have to go to work? I'll just tell you, and then you'll know
how it would sound :—' My brother'—he would have to say, puUiiig the
longest possible phiz, ' my dear brother, I cocked you into a madhouse, in
order, of course, tc swindle you out of your property. You are not mad,
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my brother ; you never were mad—I know that remarkably well; but,
notwithstanding, into the lunatic den you v/ere thrust, as indeed you are in
all probability aware. Now, I really am sorry—particularly sorry ; I have
sold the old house, sold the whole of the furniture, pocketed the pecuniary
chips they produced, and, as a matter of course, spent those chips liberally.
My conscience, however, told me that I had done extremely wrong, and
that I ought to release you. I acted upon the suggestions of that unhappy
conscience, and released you accordingly; and now, my dear brother,
having acknowledged my error, I throw myself upon your generosity.'
Now I know the old boy pretty well: I know him to be occasionally
rather of the warmest; but leaving what he would be likely to do for a
moment out of the question, I'll just explain to you how / should act in a
case of the kind myself :—In the first place, then, I should secure all the
papers, and having secured them, I should say, ' Now I tell you what it
is: you're my brother—more's the pity^—but as you are my brother, why,
I don't want to ruin your prospects in life ; but if you don't leave the room
before I can lift up my foot, I'll do my best to kick you into the autumn of
next year ; and if ever I catch you near my house again, I shall consider it
my duty, on purely public grounds, to hunt you clean out of society.'
' But I throw myself upon your generosity !' you would exclaim ; ' I am
sorry for what I have done, dear brother : I cannot say more ! ' ' Be off!'
I should cry, ' and never, by any chance, let me see you again !' That I
should hold, without any disguise, to be about the most generous act of my
hfe."
" You are right; you are right," said Walter, "quite right. N o ; it
won't do. I am son'y, and that's a fact, sincerely sorry I went so far ; but
I cannot now retreat; he must remain where he is."
" As a natural matter of course !" cried Horace.
" It would never do
now. Let him be. The old boy, I've no doubt, is as happy as a
Hottentot, and what can he want more ? The idea of his being locked up
there as an old lunatic is rather of the ratherist, certainly ; but he'll soon
get over that. And then they shouldn't have such laws. Blister the laws !
they make it positively dangerous for a man to be safe. Therefore, henceforth, lay all the blame upon the laws, and let him remain. I don't suppose
—I can't suppose—he ^^'ants for any comfort; I daresay they treat him
as a friend of the family; at all events, we must not bring upon ourselves
an uncomfortable load of starvation, that's clear."
" Well, I do feel," said Mrs. Goodman, "that we shall never be happy
again—that we shall never have anything but misery and ill luck."
" And what sort of luck would that be which reduced us to a state of
destitution?" rejoined Horace. " I t strikes me that such luck would be
extremely rotten ; and as for your miseries ! compare them with the
miseries with which abject poverty teems, and then say no more about
them. We, of course, have no practical knowledge of those miseries ; but
it occurs to me that they must be unpleasant in the extreme. It is true
that if we were thus reduced, the old governor, by trotting out daily with
a broom, might manage to pick up a few odd coppers ; and it is also true
that, by driving a cab, I might possibly obtain enough to buy bread and
cheese ; but when I take into calm consideration all the rotten ramifications of the business, I really don't think thit it would answer our purpose
so well."
" No, no, no !" cried Walter, " it will not bear a thought. Come -wh^iJ
may, he must remain where he i§."
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A n d to this opinion all of them eventually subscribed; for, although
their dreadful dreams were recounted, and interpreted also, when the
miseries which they had to endure then were fairly weighed with those
which Goodman's release would entail, it was found that the former at
once kicked the beam, and were therefore, of course, to be preferred.

C H A P T E R

XXXIV.

Uncle Joh7t arrives i/t Toivn, a7id 7vith Vale7itine attends the Civic Pagea7it
and Feast.
O N the evening appointed for Uncle John's arrival, Valentine went to the
inn, and the very first man whom he recognized there was the waiter who
had exhibited so laudable an anxiety to expel the invisible burglars. Of
this person he inquired how they eventually acted on that occasion ; and
from him he ascertained that it was generally deemed a most extraordinary
thing, inasmuch as, notwithstanding one policeman paraded the leads,
while another w£& stationed at tiie coffee-room door throughout the night,
those burglarious parties could not be captured. " In the morning," continued the waiter, " w e all thought they were still in the cliimbley, you
know, and, to tell you the truth, I had a hidea that, having been smothered
in smoke, we should have found 'em a couple of corpses, you know ; so
what did we do, but we sent for a chimbley-sweeper's boy, who went up
for to see into the merits of the case; but no, not a bit of it !—they were
not there—they were nowhere ! However they managed to cut away,
you know, as they must have done somehow or another, is a mystery which
can't be exploded."
Valentine smiled at the recollection of the scene ; but as the waiter was
about to give additional particulars, the coach rattled into the yard. There
sat Uncle John upon the box by the side of Tooler, and Valentine,
without waiting for him to alight, at once leaped upon the wheel and
grasped his hand. Uncle John was for a moment unable to speak. His
heart was far too full of j o y ; and as he pressed the hand of his nephew
with the warmth of affection, his eyes swam in tears. " I am so pleased
to see you ! " said Valentine.
" M y boy!—my b o y ! " c r i e d the affectionate old gentleman, gazing
upon him through his tears with an expression of e c s t a s y , — " G o d bless
you, my boy ! Why, how you have grown ! " he continued. " Your poor
mother would scarcely believe her own eyes ! "
" She is well, I hope ? "
" Oh, yes ; quite well !—quite well ! "—and while he answered, he coniinued to gaze upon his " boy " with affectionate pride. H e was then so
iiappy, that it, singularly enough, did not occur to him that he was still on
the box. In all probability it would not have occurred to him for the next
half-hour, had not Tooler addressed him on the subject of his luggage.
" W e l l , " said Valentine, when his uncle had alighted, " what sort of a
Journey have you had ? "
" Y o u young dog, s i r ! " exclaimed Uncle John, " I n e v e r had such a
journey. My life has been in jeopardy all the way. I have as nearly as
'possible fallen off that box twenty times. H o w dare you se'rve a man as
you served poor old Tooler the day you came up, sir ? H e luis told me all
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about it. I know that it was you. H e has kept me for the last forty
miles in one continual roar. T h e i d e a ! — a n d then for him to fancy
"
Here he again began to laugh with so much energy and spirit that it
was with difficulty he managed to point out his ancient portmanteau and
trunk. This feat was, however, eventually accomplished, and the coachman came up, ostensibly with the view of expressing his most an.xious
solicitude, having reference to its being all right.
" Well, Tooler," said Valentine, " h o w is the witch ?"
" Oh !—Ah !—Yow were the young genelman as were wi' me, sir.
H o w dy'e due ? W e were puty nigh makin' a muddle on't that time sir,
wam't we ?—the baggage ! "
" H a v e you seen her of late ? "
" Oh, blarm her, no, not very lately ; nor don't seems to want.
She
out to be swum, sir !—that ud cule h e r . "
" G e t away, you young d o g ! " said Uncle John, as he placed a halfcrown in Tooler's hand ; when, as Valentine smiled and as Uncle J o h n
laughed, Tooler stared precisely as if he was unable to tell t h e meaning
of it exactly, while Valentine, who had no disposition to enlighten him on
the subject, directed one of the porters to call a coach, into which he and
hio uncle got speedily with the luggage.
On arriving at Valentine's lodgings, they found that everything required
had been duly prepared by the attentive little widow ; the fire was blazing
brightly ; the tea was quite ready, and a ham which had been cooked for
that particular occasion, stood prominently forward, embellished with a
variety of devices, cut out of carrots and turnips with skilful ingenuity.
Uncle John looked carefully round the room, and having expressed himself
satisfied with the whole of the arrangements, drew the sofa near the fire,
and sat deliberately down with the air of a man having no other object in
view than that of making himself quite at home.
After tea, Valentine presented him with a meerschaum, \'»'hich lie had
purchased expressly for that occasion, and which Uncle John examined
and appeared to prize most highly. But before he commenced smoking,
he insisted that Valentine should enter into a compact of a serious character, the spirit of which was, that the conversation should be confined that
evening to the extraordinary case of G o o d m a n ; for as he had already
laughed enough for one day, he contended that he could not endure the
relation of any reprehensible tricks. This was accordingly understood and
agreed to, and on the subject of Goodman's absence they therefore conversed. Uncle J o h n felt quite sure that he should be able to find him ;
being determined, as he explained, to go at once to head-quarters, and
v.'ith this conviction strongly impressed upon his mind, he eventually
retired for the night.
Now it happened that on the following morning he had occasion to go
into the City, and it also happened that that very moming was the morning
of the 8th of November. F o r the City, therefore, immediately after breakfast, he and Valentine started, and on reaching Cheapside, they heard Bov.'
Church bells ringing very merrily, and hence naturally imagined that some
civic business of importance was about to take place.
They had not proceeded far before they heard a flourish of trumpets and saw a long line of
private carriages approaching, some of which were extremely gay, preceded
by certain official individuals on horseback, having under their immediate
surveillance a legion of constables; of whom the majority were zealously
occupied in striking the noses of hoi'ses attached to vulgar vehicles with
their staves, and commanding their drivers, in a duly a'athoritative tone, to
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get out of the way down the back streets at once, if they wished to avoid
the consequences of their official displeasure.
Of course, Valentine inquired into the meaning of all this, and was
informed that the newly-elected Lord Mayor was about to be sworn into
office : he also ascertained that none were admitted into the Guildhall
to witness the solemn ceremony but those who had orders. " I should
like to be present exceedingly," said he, "but then, where are these
orders to be procured?"
" Probably," suggested Uncle John, " w e shall be able to get them of
Clarkson, upon whom we are now about to call." To Clarkson's they
therefore hastened, and after the business in hand had been transacted,
Mr. Clarkson sent out for an order at once. " But you should go to the
Lord Mayor's dinner," said that gentleman, when the messenger had
departed. " That indeed would be a treat, if you never were there."
" Is it possible," said Uncle John, "for any but members of the corporation to be admitted without a special invitation ? "
" O h dear me, yes ! You have but to procure a ticket of an alderman,
or one of the common council."
' ' It unfortunately happens, that I have not the honour to be acquainted
with any one of (hose gentlemen," rejoined Uncle John ; "but could I not
purchase two, for me and my nephew, by applying at head-quarters ? "
" They are not to be purchased there."
" I'd give ten pounds for two of them to any man with pleasure."
" In that case," observed Mr. Clarkson, " you have only to put an advertisement to that effect in one of the morning papers, to be gratified.
The common councilmen frequently dispose of them in that way. But,
now I come to think of it, it strikes me that there is a chance of my
being able to get them without any such expense. It is certainly rather
;ate ; but I'll try—I'll do my utmost. Leave your address. I think that
I might almost venture to promise."
" M y dear sir!" cried Uncle John, "you can't conceive how much
obliged to you I should feel. Why, it would be to us the highest treat
possible ! Val, write the address."
This was accomplished, of course, with great alacrity, and the messenger having returned with the order. Uncle John again explained how
highly he should esteem the promised favour, and proceeded with Valentine at once to Guildhall, descanting with due eloquence on the politeness
of Mr. Clarkson.
On reaching the entrance, they found it surrounded by a number of conjtables, who were watching with much interest certain groups of rather
suspicious-looking young gentlemen, who wore their hats over their eyes
and one tastefully inverted curl immediately over each temple. Without
entering, however, into the spirit of the interest thus created. Uncle John
submitted the order to a person in attendance, and they proceeded at once
into the body of the hall, which then assumed an appearance very different from that which distinguished it when Valentine apparently imparted speech to the civic giants. On this occasion a great variety of
banners, shields, and other insignia were displayed with appropriate taste
in all directions ; and while on the left a number of workmen were
engaged, some in making all the noise they deemed essential to the
manufacture of tables and forms, and others in taking the mock men
in armour out of blankets, with the view of placing them in the various
jiiches of the hall; on the right stood between three or four hundred
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persons, who were occupied in looking, with great apparent curiosity,
at about fifty solemn individuals, in gowns trimmed with fur, who were
sitting with appropriate grace and gravity on either side of an open space,
at the upper end of which stood a large arm-chair, behind an ancient and
dirty little table.
" W h o are those gentlemen?" inquired Valentine,
of a person who stood near him.
" The common councilmen," replied
that person; " they are waiting for the Lord Mayor and aldermen, who
are now in the council-chamber up them there steps."
At this interesting moment, sundry high official personages ran down
those steps, and after bustling backwards and forwards, and looking very
mysterious, ran up them again with great presence of mind. This proceeding appeared to be indicative of something, for it instantly caused
many others to bustle in the same way, with equal dexterity and tact.
At length an extremely important personage made his appearance, and
every eye was in an instant directed to the steps down which he majestically
glided. The noise of the workmen ceased—a procession approached. A
deep silence pervaded the hall : the suspense was awful. The style in
which the individuals who composed this procession stepped out was inconceivably grand ! Solemnity was the chief characteristic of each look—
importance was perched upon each ample brow. Their air was noble !
They seemed to feel the weight of their respective responsibilities, albeit
they bore them with dignity and ease. Some were adorned with violet
gowns, richly embellished with massive chains of virgin gold ; but although
some had gowns without any such embellishment, and others had no gowns
at all, all who formed the procession looked equally impressive and
equally resolved to inspire spectators with awe.
Well, on arriving at that part of the hall in which the grave common
councilmen were sitting in all their glory, the civic king, who was about
to abdicate, proceeded majestically to the chair. He really appeared to
know that it was for the last time, but he nevertheless kept up his spirits,
and smiled upon all around with surpassing grace, although it was,
beyond dispute, an extremely trying moment.
It may have been in all probability observed that when mortals do
anything for the last time—conscious of its being for the last time—they
feel it ; but who that hath not been a Lord Mayor himself can appreciate
the feelings which rack a Lord Mayor on his resigning i7t toto that which
had for years been placed upon the pinnacle of his ambition ? It was
suggested, some few years ago, that it was hard that the Mayor should
lose his title with his office : and it is hard, particularly hard !—the title
ought to be retained. To be addressed as " my lord " for twelve calendar
months, and " sir" for ever after, is monstrous ! But this matter will no
doubt be seen in the right light by-and-by, and posterity will settle it finally.
However, be this as il may, there is one thing quite clear, and that is
this—that the Lord Mayor, in this instance, sat for the last time in the
state chair with admirable resignation, and that the Lord Mayor elect,
who was a much stouter man, sat beside him.
Such, therefore, being the state of the case, an individual, who was at
that time yclept the Common Crier, walked solemnly in front of the state
chair, and made an extremely profound reverence, with the mace upon his
shoulder. He then took three very graceful steps, and made another low
reverence, and then three steps more, when having made another reverence
of a character still more profound, he ingeniously made the mace stand
upright before the table. On this piece of unspeakable solemnity being
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accomplished to the entire satisfaction of all concerned, a grave personage,
who rejoiced in the extraordinary titie of Town Clerk, marched m front of
the state chair, and after taking nine well-measured steps, halting three
times, of course, to make three very distinctly-marked reverences, which
were quite as low as those that had been made by the Town Crier—he
happily arrived at the table, when the Lord Mayor elect most majestically
rose, with a view to the reception of the oaths.
Those oaths were administered ; and when the Lord Mayor elect had
placed his signature in a journal expressly provided for that purpose, the
old Lord Mayor left the chair ; and after solemnly approaching the new
L o r d Mayor, and taking him aftectionately by the hand, he smiled a
peculiarly gracious smile, said an encouraging- something, handed him,
with supreme elegance, to that seat which he had for twelve months
occupied with honour to himself and advantage to the city, and sat
beside him, amidst a loud clapping of hands, which was at once very
solemn and very enthusiastic.
T h e worthy aldermen then rose, with all
the dignity at their command, for the purpose of congratulating the new
civic king and shaking hands with his lordship, individually and warmly;
and when this had been satisfactorily accomplished, the Chamberlain—a
person on the subject of whose solemnity of aspect two rational opinions
could not be entertained—stood in front of the new Lord Mayor, and made
a reverence, and, having measured the distance with his eye took four
steps—in consequence of his steps being shorter, although his legs were
longer than those of the Common Crier and the T o w n Clerk, who in
three steps, got over the same space of ground—and made another low
reverence, and then he took four steps more, and having made a third
reverence, equally profound, he presented the late Lord Mayor with a
sceptre, and the late Lord Mayor, having nothing then to do with it,
handed it over to the new Lord Mayor, when the new Lord Mayor returned it to the Chamberlain, who placed it upon the table, and made a
fourth low reverence, and took four steps backwards to make a fifth low
reverence, and then four steps more to make a sixth low reverence, when
he held out his hand for the seal, and having advanced and retired in like
manner, taking the same number of steps, and making the same number
of reverences, he gracefully held forth his hand for the purse, with which
the same solemn ceremony was performed ; with this addition, that the
new Lord Mayor did shake the purse, with the view of ascertaining what
was in it—a proceeding which shocked the grave personages present, who
obviously held it to be a species of levity, which was, under the awful
circumstances of the case, reprehensible.
This feeling, however, lasted but for a m o m e n t ; and the Chamberlain
had no sooner finished his task, which he appeared to hold in high
estimation, than the junior clerk advanced in the selfsame fashion, but
with somewhat less grace than the Chamberlain had displayed, and,
having taken the sceptre, seal, and purse from the table, retired—stepping
backwards, as a matter of course, and making six profound reverences
altogether ; when another individual, bearing a sword which seemed to be
within an inch or two, as long as himself, advanced, and presented it to
the late Lord Mayor, who presented it to the new Lord Mayor, who
returned it to the individual who had submitted it to their notice, and
who retired with it backwards, having made the prescribed number of
reverences with a becoming tact.
This was all very solemn and interesting; but Uncle J o h n could not
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appreciate its importance. " W h a t , " said he, in a whisper, " what, in
the name of reason, is the use of it ? W h a t does it all mean ?"
Valentine was not then prepared to explain either its use or its connection
with the name of reason ; but he suggested that the probability was that it
meant something, and hinted at the possibility of those reverences being
absolutely essential to the preservation of the City's charter. It struck him,
however, at the same time, that a sufficient number of reverences had not
been made ; for he remembered that at the House of Commons they m a d e
eighteen bows—that is to say, three to every four steps—whereas here they
had made but six, which amounted to a clear taking off of two-thirds of the
solemnity.
Thus, however, this part of the ceremony was accomplished, and the late
Lord Mayor, when the bearer of the sword had retired, rose again to
shake hands with the new Lord Mayor, when the aldermen rose for the
same solemn purpose; then the whole of the com.mon councilmen, and then
the great officers of the various companies, and then all the rest of the
functionaries attached to the corporation ; in fine, his lordship was shaken
by the hand by about three hundred individuals, and as they all shook as
if they were anxious to shake his hand off, his lordship, immediately after
the operation, \-ery carefully placed his right hand in his bosom, with a
view to the eventual restoration of his wrist, when, the ^^hole of the
ceremony being thus completed, he and the late Lord Mayor, preceded by
the officers and followed by the aldermen, left the hall in the same solemn
style as that in which they had entered the same.
Uncle John, however, still thought the whole of the ceremony—with the
exception of the process of administering the oaths—most absurd. H e did
not approve of i t ; he could not approve of it; he held it to be the most
foolishly ridiculous piece of mummery he had ever beheld ; but Valentine
suggested that men should not denounce, or even deem that absurd, the
utility and meaning of which they could not understand. " In those
reverences," said he, " f o r e x a m p l e , there may be more, much more, than
meets the eye.
Upon them the rights and privileges of the citizens
may, for aught we know, entirely depend. But, independently of this,
it is abundantly clear that, in denouncing these proceedings as mere
foolery, we denounce, l>y implication, as fools, all by whom these proceedings are upheld, and we must not allow it to escape us that we are
now in the very first city in the world, the most enlightened spot upon
the face of the globe, the very centre of civilization. We, therefore, ouglit
not to suppose it to be likely that these ceremonies, however ridiculous they
may appear, would be upheld if there were not something in them of a
solemn and useful character."
Uncle John was by no means convinced of the soundness of this
argument, which he fancied at the time had been seriously adduced. H e
felt still that the ceremony was foolish, and, although he would not go
so far as to say that those grave and enlightened-looking personages
whom he had seen were really fools, he contended tlwt they ought tc
repudiate those absurdities as things which were utterly beneath them.
" T h e n , " said Valentine, although he quite agreed with Uncle J o h r
" i f we even admit that these ceremonies are in the abstract absurd, ar*
we sure that it is not expedient to uphold them ? Authority must not be
stripped of its trappings ; and as the world still consents to be deceived
by ornament, the universality of tiie deception forbids the supposition of
ii'5rattintenance being utterly vain."
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"There is certainly a littie more in that," said Uncle John, " and I
suppose we should find it the same at head-quarters ; but I must say that
in this case the thing has been carried a little beyond bounds; for, instead
of those ceremonies having the effect of inspiring the people with awe,
they have a tendency only to excite their contempt ; and so that question's
settled." And as Valentine permitted it to be thus settled, they at once
left the hall; but as Uncle John, on reachhig Cheapside, would stop to
inspect, minutely, the contents of almost every shop-window, their progress
was indeed but slow. They did, howevei", eventually arrive at St. Paul's
Churchyard, and as they perceived, on passing the north door of the
cathedral, tliat it was about half-open. Uncle John expressed an anxious
wish to enter the noble edifice ; and, having ascended the steps, they saw
the door-keeper just inside, with a piece of cold meat on a thick slice of
bread in one hand, and a clasp knife of formidable dimensions in the other.
" Can we be admitted ? " inquired Valentine of this person.
"Tuppence each!" said the fellow, as he unhooked the chain which
held the door.
" Two-pence each ! " cried Uncle John, looking indignant. " What do
you mean, sir ? Here is my card ; I demand admittance ! "
" I t ' s tuppence e a c h ! " repeated the door-keeper, emphatically; and
Valentine drew out his purse. " B y no means!" said Uncle John,
restraining him; " b y no means. It is not the money, but the principle,
at which I look. It is monstrous—a principle that I never will encourage ;
it being neither more nor less than that of converting the House of God into
a twopenny exhibition. It is quite disgraceful," he continued, addressing
the door-keeper. " Your conduct shall be known sir, at head-quarters !"
The fellow replaced the chain, laughed, and took another mouthful of
bread-and-meat, as Uncle John descended the steps with Valentine, descanting with eloquence upon the monstrous character of this impious species
of extortion.
They now proceeded home, where they found that Mr. Clarkson had
already sent the tickets, with a most polite note, in which he strongly
recommended them to see the procession. This they thought extremely
kind. Uncle John at once declared that he should never forget it; and a
very considerable portion of the evening was in consequence occupied with
a discussion, the object of which was to decide which had the preponderance
in the world—good or evil.
In the morning, immediately after breakfast, they started for Guildhall,
and London seemed to have poured the whole of her artizans into the City.
It was then, and had been for the three preceding centuries at least, a grand
day for the sight-seers of the metropolis. The streets through which the
glorious pageant had to pass were densely thronged with men, women, and
children, splashed up to their very necks, while the windows of the houses
on either side were filled with gaily-dressed persons, who amused themselves by making various observations upon those who were moving below
them in the mud. The nearer they got to Guildhall, the more dense the
crowd became ; but, as Uncle John insisted upon going to " head-quarters,"
they turned into King-street, and tried with desperation to thread the
mortal labyrinth there established. Uncle John was, however, very soon
out of breath, for he met with all sorts of obstructions ; and as those
obstructions increased, and were likely to increase as he proceeded, he
wisely resolved upon seeking some spot in which he might stand comparatively free from annoyance.
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" W h a t a shame it is that women should bring children in arms,'' said
he, on hearing a female, who had an infant at her breast, scolding two
men for " squeedging her babby." On looking round, however, he saw
that by far the greater portion of the women were similarly circumstanced,
and hence, assuming that the fact might have some connection with the
pri-vileges peculiar to the City, he said no more on the subject; but passed
on at once to a place in which they felt the mighty pageant might be
viewed -\vithout any serious pressure.
" The sight must, I should say, be magnificent, to draw such a multitude
together," observed Valentine.
" Magnificent ! " exclaimed Uncle John, " I have always understood it
to be the most gorgeous affair the imagination of man can conceive ! But
we shall see. 1 don't pretend to understand the utility of it exactly; but
I expect it will be splendid. We shall see."
The crowd new increased about the spot in which they stood, and all
were naturally aaxious to get in front. " Vill you be so obleeging as to
let my little boy stand afore you, if you please ?" said a woman, addressing
Uncle John.
" By all means, my good woman," and he immediateli made way for
the little boy ; but the moment the space was opened, tl .e good woman
herself, duly followed by a knot of tall coal-heaving creatures, rushed in,
and thus placed Uncle John in a position in which he could not see at all.
He therefore made an observation, purporting that such a proceeding was
by no means polite : and when the coal-heavers heard this observation, it
struck them as being so novel and so good, that they enjoyed it exceedingly, and laughed very loudly.
Valentine, therefore, drew Uncle John to another choice spot, in which
they waited with patience for some considerable time, making other observations of an equally remarkable caste, and being occasionally enlivened by
sundry loud cries of " Here they come ! "
At length they saw a mighty rush, and heard the trembling trumpets
sound ! The effect was electric ! The crowd was seized with an universal
thrill ! The glorious pageant was on the move ! The band approached !
—the drums rolled !—the earth seemed in convulsions !
An immense individual on horseback now darted about, spurring his
proud steed so hard, that already had he fretted him into such a dreadful
state of perspiration, that his neck, back, and haunches were covered with
white, steaming foam. ' ' That's a fool ! " said Uncle John, as this person
galloped backwards and forwards with the view of making himself as conspicuous as possible. " He ought to blush. That horse is not his own ;
or if it be, it's the first he ever had, and he hasn't had it long. He seems
to me to be quite new in office : hence he thus frets and stews that poor
animal in order to show his official assiduity."
^ " It's essential to the progress of the pageant, no doubt," observed
Valentine. " Depend upon it, the procession couldn't get along without
him. Behold with what elegance he bows !—and see those respectable
coal-heavers there, how gracefully, with a nod of recognition, they wave
their lily hands. He has, doubtless, the honour of being extremely intimate
with those gentlemen."—And away the great officer galloped again, as
Uncle John boldly declared it to be his unbiassed opinion that the animal
piust very soon drop down dead.
A mounted military band now passed, playing fiercely ; then came a
mighty host of distinguished individuals in blue and yellow caps, and pink

234

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

calico gowns, headed by an extremely dirty streamer, the arms magnificently emblazoned upon which might, in ancient times, in all probability,
have been obvious to sight. The first of these warlike creatures groaned
beneath the weight of a mighty scaffold-pole, of which the circumference
at its base was about tv,'enty inches, and to which were attached three
other long poles, borne by three other individuals for the purpose of keeping
the mighty one steady; but despite all their efforts—which were really
•very desperate and very laudable—every slight gust of wind which caught
the glorious streamer made them stagger like warriors in the last stage of
intoxication.
" What do they make those poor men carry such an enormous thing as
that for ? " inquired Uncle John.
"Doubtless," replied Valentine, "with a view to the maintenance of
the peculiar rights and privileges of the City."—And otaer hosts passed
with other long streamers, looking equally ancient and equally glorious ;
and after a line of glass-coaches—the drivers of which vere adorned with
cockades of extraordinary dimensions—there' came a mighty warrior clad
in complete steel, with a countenance which, while it expressed true
nobility of soul, was embellished with whiting, burnt cork, and vermilion.
He was mounted on a warlike charger, which was striving to understand
the precise meaning of a piece of steel which had been strapped in front
of his head, with the view of imparting to him the semblance of an unicorn;
but the warrior himself really looked very fierce, very noble, and very
vmcomfortable. " W h a t is that fellow for?" inquired Uncle John, with
really reprehensible irreverence.
" In all probability," replied Valentine, " to fight for the peculiar rights
and privileges of the City."
" To fight!—and there's another in brass !
Do they look like fighting men ? A cane would be sufficient to unhorse
them, and what would they have it in their power to do then ? "
This was clearly a very ungracious observation, for the noble warriors
tried to look as desperate as possible as they passed, with the yeomen of
the guard—with peculiarly low-crowned hats, and high-plaited frills—on
either side.
The late Lord Mayor followed, leaning back in his carriage, and looking
very grave and very gloomy. His chief object was to conceal himself
from the crowd as much as possible, and this is acknowledged universally
to be a development of sound discretion. Late Lord Mayors are seldom
popular with the mob. In the performance of their high functions, they
are called upon to punish so many, that were they to make themselves at
all conspicuous, they would be sure to be popularly recognized, and such
recognitions are at all times extremely disagreeable.
The late Lord Mayor, therefore, passed in solemn silence, without
apparently wishing to provoke any unpleasant recollections, and was
followed by six individuals who sported very highly-polished pumps and
very delicate French white silk stockings, and who, as they walked on the
tips of their toes, appeared to be in a dreadful state of mind, although the
tact and dexterity with which they all hopped from stone to stone were
truly amazing. They took no sort of notice of the admiration they
inspired, and never attempted to raise their eyes from the mud ! Their
whole soul seemed centred in the one great and glorious object of
avoiding the innumerable little puddles in the road, and to this all their
moral and physical energies were exclusively devoted, while they bore
limbrellas—expecting rain as a matter of course—with the view of im-
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a smart shower only was required
that great occasion, however, this
passed on in peace, and were
of attraction,

T H E RIGHT HONOURABLE T H E LORD M A Y O R !
There sat his Right Honourable Lordship, in that extremely unique
machine, yclept by the vulgar the " c i v i c state carriage," scarcely knowing
what to make of it, and looking as fascinating and bowing as grotesquely
as possible, while two important personages sat looking out of the
windows, apparently with the view of exciting loud laughter,* their
prominent characteristics being really so droll.
" H o o r a y ! " exclaimed a mob of very dirty individuals on the left
of Uncle John. " Hoor.ay ! " His Right Honourable Lordship smiled
graciously, and bowed with excessive dignity, looking very happy, and very
healthy. T h e sight was glorious ! —but as this machine wound up the
pageant, it had no sooner passed than Uncle John began to swell with
indignation. " I s it—ca7i it be possible," he exclaimed, " t h a t this
trumpery, pitiful, gingerbread business, should have induced so many
thousands of persons to leave their homes to be knocked about, insulted,
and covered with mud ? W h y , it is beyond dispute, the most vile i.nd
contemptible piece of mummery I ever witnessed. Is this, forsooth, your
most enlightened city in the world ? W h a t is the object of it—what does
it all mean? As trae as I'm alive, it's the most paltrv, the most absurd,
unmeaning, tin-pot piece of foolery, the most ridiculous, disgraceful—I've
been robbed ! " he continued, thrusting his hands into his pockets. " I've
been plundered ! They've stolen my handerchief."
" Nothing else ? " inquired Valentine.
Uncle John felt in the whole of his pockets at once, and then searched
them seriatim, and then said, " N o — n o — n o t h i n g else. But then what
could I expect ? If the object were to draw together multitudes of thieves,
it were utterly impossible to conceive a better plan. Nothing could be
more directly calculated to give the pickpocketing scoundrels ftill swing.
T h e authorities, and those who uphold, or even fail to denounce it, ought
to blush."
" But how can you conceive it to be possible," urged Valentine, " f o r
the dignity of the City to be upheld without it ? "
" T h e dignity of the C i t y ! " echoed Uncle John, contemptuously;
" d o n ' t tell me that the dignity of the City ean be upheld by such an
atrocious and trampery mockery as this. It is an absolute disgrace to
the City. It tends to bring everything bearing the semblance of dignity
into contempt. It is amazing that the people at head-quarters should
sanction so childish an exhibition. There is not a spark of reason in it—
nothing to save it from ridicule, or to qualify contempt. It is pardonable
certainly, under the circumstances, that we came ; but if it were possible for
any man living to prevail upon me to witness such a display of tom-foolery
twice, I should never forgive myself—never ! If they must go to Westminster, let them go like men—but come along, my boy, come along."
" But you'll go and see the pageant on the water ? " said Valentine.
" T see the pageant on the water ! " exclaimed Uncle John, " no, no ;
I've had enough of it, more than enough ; " and having called the first
coach that came in sight, they at once proceeded home.
Valentine v/as highly amused at the indirnation displayed b y Uncle
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John. He regarded it as a sort of compensation for the disappointment
lie had experienced, and he could not disguise from himself that he had
been disappointed; for instead of the procession being magnificent, as
he certainly expected it would have been, he held it to be a most senseless
affair, and wondered quite as much as Uncle John how the grave
authorities of the City of London could uphold a species of mummery so
wretched.
" Well!" said Uncle John, on reaching home, " w e will go, at all events,
and see the end of this business ; but if the banquet be conducted in
a similar style, I shall set down the great Corporation of London at once
as a g^eat corporation of fools." And having thus expressed his sentiments on the subject, he began to bustle about, and continued to be
particularly busy until the time for starting had arrived, when they sent for
a coach, and set off for G'-iildhall, with no very magnificent anticipations.
On entering the hall. Uncle John was, however, so strack with the
dazzling splendour of the scene, that Valentine could scarcely get him
along. " Well," said he, " this is indeed very brilliant. It makes up for
all. They could produce nothing better than this at head-quarters."
Valentine assented at once to this opinion, but urged him again to
proceed, and after an immense deal of pulling and persuasion, he succeeded
in seating him at'one of the tables, when he explained that he was at that
moment quite happy. This was pleasant; and when the ceremony of
receiving the distinguished guests had been duly accomplished, the tables
began to crack beneath the weight of immense tureens; and when grace had
been said with due solemnity and force, the guests commenced operations
in the twinkling of an eye.
Uncle John, however, at first felt quite nervous. The scene had so
excited him, that it was not until he had been challenged by several
gentlemen with extraordinary politeness and grace, that he was able to
enjoy himself at all. The wine, however, very soon braced up his nerves
by placing him on somewhat better terms with himself, and he began to
feel perfectly at home, and succeeded in eating an excellent dinner, and
freely expressed his sentiments on the chief characteristics of the banquet,
and conversed with much eloquence and warmth with several exceedingly
communicative persons, who politely pointed out the most distinguished of
the guests—an operation in the performance of which most men experience
peculiar pleasure.
Well, in due time the Lord Mayor commenced a list of toasts, and the
speeches, cheers, and glees which succeeded were so enlivening and appropriate, that they seemed to impart universal delight.
But it happened that at that particular period of British history the
ministers of the crown were extremsly unpopular with the party to which
their immediate official predecessors belonged—a fact which is of so
striking and extraordinary a character, that it becomes highly correct to
record it here. They were remarkably unpopular with that particular
party ; but as it was usual on such occasions for the ministers of the crown
to be invited, all who happened at the time to be in London, notwithstanding their extreme unpopularity, came, and, moreover, the health of
those ministers of the crown was placed on the list of toasts.
Now, Valentine knew something of the power of party spirit. Pie knew
that principle and honour were perpetually sacrificed at its shrine. In his
own native town he had witnessed it rising upon the ruins of friendship
and affection ; and had found it in the metropolis to be equally powerful
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and equally pernicious. T h e little experience he had had of its effects had
hence inspired him with the conviction of its being alone sufficiently
powerful to subvert almost every generous feeling by which men are
actuated; but he wondered if it were possible for its development to be
induced there, where so many of the first men of the age—men distinguished
for wealth, probity, and wisdom—had assembled, and where joy and goodellowship seemed to be in the ascendant.
H e looked round ; they all appeared happy. T h e dark passions were
subdued. Envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness seemed, for the
time being, by common consent, to be extinguished. T h e y had assembled
for no party purpose, but witii a view to the cultivation of those feelings
which impart a zest to life, and which bind man to man. Every heart
seemed open—every hand seemed ready to give and to receive the warm
pressure of friendship. It appeared to be a moment peculiarly adapted for
the reconciliation of friends who had become enemies : their hearts seemed
so ardent—their feelings so pure.
Notwithstanding all this, however, Valentine determined, for his own
satisfaction, on trying the experiment. H e inclined to the opinion that
the slightest manifestation of party-spirit would, at such a time, be treated
as so great an indignity, that it would instantly be drowned in enthusiastic
cheers, in which men of all parties would readily join ; but, in order to
test the soundness of this opinion, he resolved, nevertheless, when the
time came, to manifest some slight disapprobation, just sufficient to make
it understood, and no more.
Accordingly, when in due course the Lord Mayor rose, with the view of
proposing the health of the ministers, Valentine, the very moment their
names were announced, sent a sound along the table, which amounted to
no more than a murmuring buzz. I n an instant the Demon of Party
arose. T h a t sound, slight as it was, was hailed as the signal for confusion. Every countenance changed as if by magic. They of the ministerial party applauded with unparalleled vehemence, while they of the
opposition hissed and groaned like tortured fiends.
T h e Lord Mayor knit his brows and pursed his lips, and looked verv
indignant. His exertions to restore order were desperate, but ineffectual.
In vain he denounced it as an irregular proceeding. Innumerable were
his efforts to convince them of its being one of which he did not, and
could not, approve. T h e opposition would not hear him. T h e party
tocsin had been sounded, and it proved the knell of peace. T h e y who
a moment before seemed so happy and so joyous, were now in fierce
contention, their bosoms swelling with party spite.
At length, however, the action of the mayor was so extremely energetic
that it produced an effect which enabled him to make a few additional
«bservations, which were really very just and very much to the purpose ;
but the moment the premier rose with his colleagues, with a view to the
simple acknowledgment of the toast, the frantic sounds which assailed
them were comparable only with those which Valentine had heard in
the House of Commons. H a d the ministers been fiends, the opposition
could not have expressed a greater amount of indignation ; had they been
gods, the ministerialists could not with greater enthusiasm have cheered
them.
They, nevertheless, still kept their ground, and that with just as much
calmness as if they had been used to it. T h e premier slightly smiled at his
colleagues, and his colleagi.ies srniled slightly at him, This seemed to
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enrage the opposition itill more ; but the louder they manifested their
sentiments on the subject, the louder were the sentiments of the ministerialists expressed.
T h e Lord Mayor again rose, and the opposition
seemed to groan even at him, when Uncle John, deeming that most
atrocious, started up, and cried, " Shame ! " with an expression of indignation which nothing else could match.
Valentine, hovs'ever, immediately drew him down, and begged of him
earnestly not to interfere ; but Uncle John could not endure it. " T h e
ingrates ! " he cried, " t h u s to groan at head-quarters after having been
swelled out as they have been, and that with all the delicacies of life ! It's
really monstrous ! "
" I t is, it is, I know it i s , " said Valentine, " b u t don't interfere."
Uncle J o h n shook his head very fiercely; he was very indignant; and
the Lord Mayor said something which could not be heard, but which
appeared to be generally understood to be very severe, for it had the effect
of somewhat subduing the most noisy ; but the moment the premier opened
his lips to address theni, the opposition recommenced operations, and the
conflict between them and the ministerialists became far more desperate
than ever.
" S i l e n c e ! Yoixwrc'ches !" exclaimed Uncle John.
" Uncle, uncle ! " cried Valentine, pulling him down ; " t h e y ' l l take you
for one of the opposition ! "
" Let them ! " returned Uncle John. " Let
them take me for one of the opposition ; I am one of the opposition ; but
I'd scorn to oppose men in this cowardly w a y . "
T h e Lord Mayor again rose, and, with most indignant emphasis, said,—
" R e a l l y " — b u t as this was all the opposition suffered him to s.ay, h e a t
once resumed his seat with a look very strongly indicative of anger.
It became quite impossible, now, for Uncle John to remain quiet. H e
kept fidgeting about, grinding his teeth, and biting his lips, and exclaiming, as he clenched his fists, " Oh ! I should like to be at some of them,
dearly ! " H e put it to those around him, whether it were not most disgraceful, and their afiirmative replies made him infinitely worse. H a d
they wisely dissented, they might have calmed him, at least in so far as to
induce him to argue the p o i n t ; but as the case stood, Valentine found it
impossible to restrain him.
" I f , " said the premier, with really admirable coolness and self-possession, taking advantage of a temporary l u l l ; -"if the gentlemen 'mii only
bg silent for one moment
" N o ! They would not be for one moment
silent; they recommenced groaning like furies, and this, of course, again
induced thunders of applause.
" W h e r e are these g r o a n e r s ? " thought Valentine. H e could hear them
distinctly enough, but couldn't see them. " Are they all ventriloquists ? "
His attention was at this moment directed to an elderly individual,
whose mouth was apparently closed. H e watched him narrowly. H e was
straining at something. His face was remarkably red, and \\-hile his eye.
appeared to be in the act of starting from their sockets, he was obviously
perspiring with infinite freedom. Could he be a groaner ? H e was ! H e
was then hard at work : no man could have been more zealous, aithough
he kept his eyes fixed with surpassing firmness upon the table as if watching
the evolutions of some very minute natural curiosity, and apparently
noticing no other thing.
" Shame ! " cried Valentine, throv»ing his voice dexterously behind ihis
indefatigable person, who turned sharply round, being duly apprehenr-n.-

VALENTINE VOX.

239

of detection ; but as, contrary to his lively anticipations, he saw no one
there, he very wisely returned to his interesting task, which really seemed
to afford him unspeakable pleasure.
" I see you," said Valentine, throwing his voice again just behind the
individual in question, and again he looked round with an expression of
intense interest; but as of course he could see no one near him, he appeared
to regard it as by far the most astonishing circumstance that ever occurred
to him during the whole course of his life. " I see you I " repeated Valentine, which was really the fact : he saw him in a state of amazement the
most remarkable he ever beheld. T h e individual seemed not to know at
all what to make of it. H e felt that surely he could not be mistaken : he
had heard some one speak, and surely he was at that moment under no
direct or indirect supernatural influence !—and yet, where was the man
who had addressed him ? This was a mystery which he had by no means
the ability to solve, but it had the effect of inducing him to be silent,
although the groaning in other quarters was as fierce as before.
T h e opposition, however, were not alone to be blamed. T h e ministerialists themselves were highly culpable. H a d they left the groaning
people to pursue that great course, which appeared to inspire them with so
much delight, unmolested ; had they been content with giving, at the
commencement, three rounds of enthusiastic cheers, and then leaving the
groaners to themselves, the confusion might thus have been avoided. But
this they would not do. They would have a battle. They seemed to be
prompted by some essentially cabalistic principle to beat them.
They
would make more noise ; and they did make more noise : they made ten
times more noise than the groaners. It was they v/lio would not let the
premier speak : it was they who drowned the voice of the Lord Mayor.
T h e groaners could never have stopped the speeches themselves, and of
this the ministerialists appeared to be conscious, for they lent them
throughout their most powerlul aid.
It is a fact, which may in all probability be held to be extraordinary,
that the slightest sound of disapprobation, if persevered in, is sufficient to
create in an assembly, however honourable and enlightened, universal
confusion ; but there is yet another fact, which is not perhaps quite so
extraordinary, which is this—that constant straining, to state it shortly,
M'ill in fulness of time produce exhaustion ; and the moment a practical
illustration of that fact was in this particular instance afforded, the Lord
Mayor, who was a manly and rather a handsome individual, again rose,
and said, very properly and very energetically, that " h e and the sheriffs
had not been treated as they expected."
" Of course not ! " exclaimed Uncle John, who very seriously thought,
that as everything had been provided in a style the most delicate and the
most sumptuous, such treatment was monstrous in the extreme.
T h e Lord Mayor said no more : he resumed his seat with dignity, but
still with an expression of noble indignation, and that expression was hailed
with loud cheers ; but the moment the premier—who with his colleagues
still manfully maintained his position—reopened his hps, the opposition,
who felt themselves bound to produce the next harmony, favoured the
company with a little more groaning. T h e ministerialists again knew
their cue, and they again set to work as one man, and did really succeed in
the production of the greatest amount of noise that ever issued from a
corresponding number of human throats. Nor were they content with
vocal music. By no means. They beat the tables with all the energy of
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young drummers, while Uncle John was striking that at which he was
sitting with the force of a Cyclops.
The glasses danced with peculiar animation, and seemed resolved to
shake out the wine that was in them with all possible effect.
The Lord Mayor now appeared to be somewhat more tranquil. It
seemed to have forcibly struck him that it was perfectly useless to manifest
anger. There the belligerents were: some were hissing, some were
groaning, some were shouting, and some were laughing, while others were
indignantly fidgeting about and explaining what they thought of the matter
on the whole. It was impossible, therefore, for his lordship to do any
good by being angry. He could not by such means quell the riot. He
seemed to feel this forcibly, and hence, quite conscious of having done all
he had the power to do, he wisely made up his mind that it was a duty
incumbent upon him as a magistrate, to endure it all with the most perfect
resignation.
The premier stood like a smiling statue. He was anxious to have it
distinctly understood, that if they considered him to be the man to sit
down before he had said what he had to say, they were dreadfully mistaken.
He therefore stood as firm as a rock, and continued thus to stand until the
majority of those who were engaged in the conflict displayed unequivocal
symptoms of exhaustion, when, taking advantage of that interesting moment, he managed to say something which appeared to have some slight
reference to the army and navy, and resumed his seat boldly and instantaneously, amidst a prodigious burst, composed of hisses, cheers, and groans.
This, however, in a very few minutes subsided, and the glorious conflict
was over. The opposition party prided themselves on having produced it,
and the ministerialists, with equal pride, felt that they had had the best of
it, on the whole. The Lord Mayor expressed his sentiments on the subject
to those around him, and those around him expressed theirs, with due
eloquence and point; in fact, every man present—not excluding the professional individuals in the orchestra—was on this subject warmly contributing to the universal buzz, which for a long time pervaded the hall.
Valentine was really very much annoyed at having tried the experiment.
He reflected that he ought to have known that party spirit was sure to
develop itself whenever an opportunity arose ; it mattered not whetherit
were in the senate, the banqueting-hall, or the church. He was, therefore,
by no means content; for although he was perfectly conscious that they
who had permitted themselves to be so powerfully influenced by party
feelings at such a time, and on such an occasion, ought to blush ; he felt,
nevertheless, that he had awakened those feelings; that—although it had
all been accomplished by a murmur—he had converted a joyous, happy
scene into one of malicious confusion.
The mischief, however, had been done, and as he thought that it was
therefore extremely impolitic to vex himself any more about the matter
then, he turned, with the view of diverting the current of his thoughts to
some more agreeable subject, and found Uncle John fast asleep ! He had
been beating the table with so much energy, and shouting—Order! silence 1
and shame !—with such extraordinary zeal, that he had become quite
exhausted; and there he sat nodding ^vith folded arms, while his soul was
sealed to the consciousness of care, and his lips pouted perfect contentment.
" Uncle ! " said Valentine, shaking the sleeper, who murmured and
nodded, and went to sleep again, " U n c l e ! " he continued, " d o you
know >yhere you arg ? "
"
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"The sleeper was unable at that precise moment to tell whether he really
did or not, but he opened his eyes in order to satisfy himself on the subject,
and then said, " Why, bless me ! I'd no idea that I was asleep—not the
slightest! I hope no one noticed it. Dear me ! it's highly incorrect;
very wrong—very wrong. But I'm all right now—as wide awake as I was
in the morning. Well ! they have settled it, I see : you have had no more
disturbance ? "
" No," replied Valentine ; " b u t look at the people, how dull they all
are ! 'The Lord Mayor has been labouring very hard to restore them to
good humour, but without any sensible effect. They have made up their
minds now not to be pleased." And this really appeared to be the case.
They seemed to be dissatisfied with everything. Toasts were proposed,
and speeches were made; but neither speeches nor toasts could reinspire
them.
Of course, the Lord Mayor could not, under these circumstances, feel
very happy. He did all of which he was capable with a view to the restoration of those harmonious feelings which existed before the disturbance
commenced ; but as he failed in this—signally failed—he left the chair as
soon as he could with due regard unto his dignity, and before twelve o'clock
every guest had departed.
The matter was, however, by no means allowed to rest here. The effects
of the disturbance were terrific !—it induced a paper war of the most desperate character—a war which raged with unparalleled fierceness for weeks.
The opposition journals hailed it as an indisputable proof of the unpopularity of those ministers whom they had with great acuteness discovered to
be totally unfit to rule the destinies of this mighty empire.
While the opposition journalists were engaged in the manufacture of philippics they on the ministerial side were contending, with extraordinary force
and ingenuity, that the disturbance in question, instead of being, as pretended, a striking proof of the unpopularity of the ministers, in reality proved
that they never were so popular, seeing that whereas it all originated with
a disappointed alderman who had under his surveillance just forty individuals about twenty years of age, from whom the whole of the groaning
proceeded, it would not have been worth any disappointed alderman's
while to have organized those groaning individuals if the popularity of the
ministers had been on the wane, or if it had not in fact been increasing.
And this was held to be an extremely strong argument—one which absolutely carried conviction on the face of it; and as the opposition journalists,
in their presumptuous efforts to answer it, tried desperately to shake it to
its base, it was again and again repeated with additional tropes ; and hereupon the fierce joumalists fell foul of each other.
The ministerialists commenced the attack ; they undertook to prove,
with mathematical precision, that they of the opposition were blackguards;
and the opposition journalists, being equally chivalrous, assumed to themselves the province of reducing to a dead certainty, that they on the ministerial side were natural fools. And strange to say, they both eventually
succeeded to their own entire satisfaction, but—which is still more strange
—they were utterly unable to obtain acknowledgments of success from
each other !—hence, at the happy termination of the straggle, they ostensibly
held the same views on the subject as tiiose which they held when the
struggle began.
From this struggle Valentine certainly did derive much amusement, and
when he had explained to Uncle John that the whole affair originated with
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h.'s own slight murmuring buzz, that gentleman—albeit he very properly
condemned the thing at first—viewed the progress of the battle with feelings
of delight. Morning after morning, and evening after evemng, did he
study the various modes of attack and defence ; but although he laughed
heartily and constantly at the arguments based upon arguments that were
themselves based upon nothing, the contest failed to increase his admiration
of that uncompromising zeal which forms so peculiarly the characteristi'"
of the fourth estate of the realm.

CHAPTER

XXXV

Vale7ttine recovers the highly-valued Card, and proceeds with Uncle John io
the Exhibition of Fat Cattle.
ALBEIT Uncle John had come to London expressly to go at once to headquarters, with a view to the discovery of Goodman, he was in town more
than a month before he managed to find time to take even the preliminary
step. He had formed highly laudable resolutions every evening, with a
species of regularity which was really of itself striking ; but every morning,
with corresponding regularity, there had arisen fresh temptations sufficiently
powerful to set those laudable resolutions at defiance. " I never saw such
a place as this London," he would observe ; "upon my life, I don't appear
to have time to do a thing : I keep going on and on in a perpetual state of
fever, driving here, there, and everywhere, racing and chasing, and bobbing
in and out, and really seem to do nothing after all. I can't understand it.
It's a mystery to me. The place seems to have been designed expressly in
order to worry men to death." And it really is an absolute fact that
he did feel occasionally very much confused—nay, it would sometimes
happen that a temporary derangement of his intellects would develop'
itself—and hence it will not be deemed extraordinary that every day
after dinner he should fall fast asleep with his highly-prized meerschaum in
his mouth.
Now, as it is not very generally known, it cannot be very incorrect
to observe that Uncle John was one of those remarkable men who invariably make a dead stop in the street when they have anything striking to
communicate, to look at, or to learn. This practice at first annoyed
Valentine exceedingly, for although his uncle never stopped dead in the
road, but flew hastily over every crossing, whether carriages were or were
not within view; he would frequently do so in the midst of a mortal
stream, when they who happened to be behind could not avoid running
forcibly against him. Sometimes a butcher's boy would poke his hat off
with his tray, and then a heavily laden porter would send him staggering
a dozen yards or so, and then a carpenter, shouting politely " by'r leave, '
would cut a piece out of his coat with the end of a saw which invariably
disdains to be wholly smothered in a basket ; but even these results failed
to cure him of the practice ; he would adhere to it in spite of them ; but
certainly the most remarkable stop he ever made was precisely at the
bottom of Holborn-hill.
" N o w there's a place !" said he on that memorable occasion. "Did
you ever ? How people can breathe in such holes puzzles me ! Let's go
and have a look at them ; come. I dare say the poor creatures are all fit to
drop—pale, emaciated, spiritless, and wretched. Shall we go ? "
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" Oh ! with all my heart," said Valentine ; and they entered the hole,
which bore the semblance of a great commercial alley, the ancient houses
on either side of which seemed as if they had been striving, for a century at
least, to lean against their opposite neighbours for support, and had still a
trembling hope of accomplishing that object before their tottering frames
had quite crumbled into dust. Instead of being spiritless and wretched,
however, the inhabitants were all life and jollity—laughing, singing,
joking, and chatting as gaily as if they had been in the Elysian Fields.
Some were vending old shoes, some fried fish, and some tenth or eleventhhand garments ; but the real aristocracy of the place were those who
exhibited an infinite variety of handkerchiefs pinned upon sticks, and so
arranged that each windowless shop formed a most attractive picture. Into
these shops, from time to time, sundry young gentlemen darted, and taking
off their hats, as became them, produced from the interior in some cases
three and in some half a dozen bandannas, which they seemed to have been
fortunate enough to pick up just before.
"Can't I sell you one to-day?" said a black-eyed Jewess, with tightly
twisted ringlets. " I should like to deal with you," she continued,
addressing Uncle John, with a heart-winning smile.
'' They don't appear to be new," observed that unsophisticated gentleman.
The Jewess tumed her black eyes full upon him, and seemed in an
instant to have read the whole history of the man. " I think we can do a
little business together," she observed. "Just step inside here. There's
no harm done, you know : I have something particular to show you."
Uncle John looked at Valentine as if he did not understand it exactly;
but as Valentine, who did understand it, smiled, Uncle John at once
followed the fascinating Jewess, who proceeded at once to a drawer, and
producing a bundle, said, " Now, I've something here that'll do your eyes
a world of good to look at."
The bundle was opened, and the first thing which struck Uncle John
was the handkerchief he lost in Cheapside while looking at the Lord
Mayor's pageant. " Why," said he, " what's this ? Why, that's mine ! "
" That's what every gentleman says when he sees a hankecher at all like
his'n," replied the Jewess.
" But how did you come by it ? " inquired Uncle John.
" Oh, I took it in the regular way of business, of course."
" But it's mine," exclaimed Uncle John.
" Now what a mistake that is, when it's mine," said the Jewess. " But
how do you know it ever did belong to you ? Do you think they never
make two hankechers alike ? "
" / ' / / soon convince you ; mine are all marked," said Uncle John ; and
while he looked at each corner with very great minuteness, the Jewess
smiled, and eventually asked him if he were satisfied.
" N o , I am not," said he ; " I am not by any means. Although I
can't find the mark, I still believe it to be mine." And as he looked
round, it absolutely struck him that the whole of those handkerchiefs
which then met his view had been stolen !—an extraordinary idea, which
made him so indignant, that he prepared to leave the shop.
"But come, we can deal for all that," said the Jewess. " Here, take it
for three-and-six, and say you've got a good bargain."
" What, compound a felony ? " exclaimed Uncle John.
"Well, here take it for three," said the Tewess, " a n d I shan't get a
ha'penny by you."
R. a
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Uncle John looked remarkably fierce, and said very severely, " It's my
firm belief that these things you have here were not honestly come by,"
and having pointedly delivered himself to this effect, he tumed his back
upon the Jewess, who was laughing very loudly, and quitted the shop.
" It is really my opinion," he continued, addressing Valentine, " t h a t the
whole of those things have been stolen."
" Why, of course. That is well understood."
*' Indeed ! " cried Uncle John ; and as he stopped short to wonder that
things which were well understood to have been stolen should be unblushingly exposed in open day, the attention of Valentine was fixed upon a
jacket which hung at an old-clothes shop opposite. " It must be the same,"
thought he, " surely !—but then, there's no chance of the card being in it."
" Any think in ma vay to-day ? " said a Jew who had been watching his
countenance. " Any think to puy or to shell ?"
" Let me look at that jacket," said Valentine.
" W h a t are you about ?" cried Uncle John.
" I merely wish to see that jacket."
" What, are you going to set up on your own account, Val, as a
barber ? "
Uncle John smiled and felt much amused ; but Valentine smiled not at
all : he took tKe jacket with great eagerness from the hands of the Jew,
and searched the pockets. They were empty ! His hopes were again
blasted. He searched them again, and again ; and at length found—a
hole ! He revived. The card might have worked its way through it. He
e-xtended his search zealously between the striped material and the lining,
and eventually in the corner he felt something closely doubled up. He drew it
forth : it was the card of him whom he had rescued !—the father of her in
whom his dearest hopes had been centred. He saw the name of Raven
distinctly : he could also make out the greater part of the address. At that
moment how pure was his happiness ! He felt so delighted, so joyous !
Uncle John looked amazed, and the Jew, whose first impression was
that the card was at the very least a fifty-pound note, looked quite as
much amazed as Uncle John.
" W h a t is the price of this jacket?"
inquired Valentine.
" Vy," said the Jew, " it shan't be tear at a crown. The card sheem to
pe vorth arl the moneesh."
" I want but the card," said Valentine, giving the sum demanded.
•" I'll make you a present of the jacket."
"Nothing elsh in ma vay?" said the Jew, who felt very much dissatisfied with himself for having asked so small a sum.
" N o , nothing," rephed Valentine. "Nothing," and he hurried his
uncle out of the lane as soon as possible.
"Now, Avhat's all this—what's all this business?" demanded Uncle
John, having made a dead stop at the comer.
" I am happy," cried Valentine, "quite happy," and he minutely
explained the circum.stances connected with the much-valued card.
" Well, and what do you want to see the girl again for ?" inquired Uncle
John. " You can do nothing more for her now."
" B u t she wished me to call," observed Valentine; "and so did her
father, and therefore, I must, as a matter of mere courtesy."
"Courtesy! Fiddlesticks !" rejoined Uncle John. " I t ' s my opinion
that you'd not be so anxious if it were but a matter of mere courtesy. Did
you ever see the girl before? "
" N o , never !"
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" Then it's my firm belief that you had better not see her again. You'll
only make a fool of yourself. I don't like these romantic affairs—they
never come to any good. It was all very well for you to save a fellowcreature. I admire your spirit and your motive ; but, take my advice, and
don't go."
" But she is so sweet a girl," said Valentine.
" Sweet ! pooh ! so they are all : I never heard of a girl being saved
who was not. Besides, how do you know who she is, or what she is ?
that's the point."" I don't know—of course I can't tell. I am hence
the more anxious to ascertain."
" W e l l I know how it will be—I see it all plain enough. But you
can't go to-day, that's quite clear."
" But, why can I not ? "
"What ! have you forgotten that this is the last day of the cattle
show ? I wouldn't miss that for fifty pounds."
" But it surely is not necessary for me to go with you ? "
How do you think it possible for me to find my way about in this wilderness alone? Besides, I may be run over. A thousand things may
occur. How can you or I, or anybody, tell what may happen ? "
Of course Valentine could not pretend to any knowledge of what might
occur : but he nevertheless wished the fat cattle were drowned in the
Dead Sea. He had, however, one great consolation—he had recovered
the card ; and as they rode towards the place at which the cattle were
exhibited, he felt twenty times to ascertain if it were secure, and eventually
determined to wait, with ali the patience at his command, till the following
moming.
" N o w , " said Uncle John, on arriving at the place of exhibition, " I
expect to have a treat, Val,—a glorious treat ! " and having entered, they
found the place crowded with all sorts of people, from noblemen down to
butcher's boys.
To the pigs on the left Uncle John first directed his attention. He
was a great judge of pigs, and there lay the poor animals, grunting and
snoring, panting and squeaking, while the connoisseurs around were
enga -ed in the pleasing occupation of slapping their haunches and pinching
and twisting their tails, with the ostensible view of ascertaining how much
noise it was possible for them to make. They had, of course, been made
so fat that their ability to stand was out of the question altogether;
yet, although they were all in the finest state of corpulency, they looked
as uncomfortable as pigs could look by any conceivable possibility.
" Now, there's a p.ig for you ! " observed Uncle John, as he pointed to
a black lump of flesh which appeared to be particularly unhappy. " T h a t
pig weighs—now, what shall I say ?—it weighs above fifty score ! "
"You're wrong!" cried Valentine, throwing his voice towards the
head of the pig ; "I'll bet you a bottle of wine I don't weigh above forty ! "
Uncle John pursed his lips and knit his brows ; he then looked at the
pig's head in a very straightforward manner, then cocked his hat on one
side and scratched his own head with freedom, and felt altogether in a
confused state of mind, until he turned towards Valentine, who happened
to be smiHng, when he saw in the twinkhng of an eye what it was, and
cried, lifting his stick, " You young dog ! There ! if I didn't think that
pig spoke, I'm not here 1 What a fool ! " he continued, laughing.
" The idea of a pig offering to bet a bottie of wine he didn't weigh forty
score ! " and again Uncle John burst out very merrily, until at length,
screwing his countenance to a very solemn pitch, he gravely added, " But
he weighs fifty score for all that."
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Well, they now left the pigs, and went at once to the other side,
where the first-class oxen were arranged, with backs as broad as those ot
full-sized elephants, and withal so remarkably flat, that had they happened
to have rolled upon those backs, they would have stood no more chance of
getting up again, without mortal aid, than a turtle on being placed in a
corresponding predicament.
" W h a t is the use," inquired Valentine, "of fattening these creatures
up to such an extent?"
" T h e u s e ! " cried Uncle John,—"the use!
Why, the use of it is to see how fat they can be made."
" But what is the use of seeing how fat they can be made ? "
" W h y , of course, to ascertain which kind of cattle will fatten, and
which kind will not."
" I s that'the only good accomplished?"
" T h e only good!" exrlaimed Uncle John.
" Is not that enough ? What would be the use of
throwing away a lot of fodder upon cattle that won't fatten at all ? "
"There is," said Valentine, as gravely as possible, " a society in this
wilderness, as you are pleased to term it, for the prevention of cruelty
to animals. Now the officers of that society, I think, ought to take special
cognizance of this exhibition ; for in my view there cannot be a species of
cruelty more refined than that of fattening animals up to a state in which
they are compelled to gasp at lea-st a hundred and twenty times per
minute. Just notice those poor distressed creatures, how they pant ! Can
any man believe that they are not in great pain ? Suppose, for instance,
that you and I were in the power of graziers who felt disposed to experimentalize upon us ; what a sweet state of mind we should be in if they
succeeded in making us in proportion as fat as those beasts."
" The grazier who could succeed, Val, in making you fat, would deserve
a gold medal. But we are men, and they are beasts ; that makes all the
difference. The cases are therefore not analogous."
Valentine did not suppose that they were ; but he conceived that Uncle
John might have been brought to explain more distinctly why beasts were
thus fattened to an extent which rendered their existence a burden; and
hence, following the example of Uncle John with the pig, adhered firmly
to his first position, that the Society for the Preventiol. of Cruelty to
Animals was bound to interfere.
Now it really was interesting to observe how the farmers and the
butchers felt the various popular parts of the animals as they stood ;
but more interesting still was it to notice how the far more fashionablydressed individuals, having stolen a few lessons from the butchers and
the farmers, felt precisely the same parts of those animals, and looked
quite as learned as the butchers and the farmers themselves. One
individual, an external pink of the purest water, made himself particularly conspicuous in this way; first performing the operation of
nipping the animals, and then giving his judgment upon each to two
ladies, who were of his party, with infinite eloquence and point. Valentine was highly amused by this exquisite pretender : he felt his proceedings to be ridiculous in the extreme, and therefore watched him very
narrowly until he reached the ox which had gained the first prize, and
which he began to feel, of course, with consummate dexterity.
"Now, do7i't pinch !" cried Valentine, throwing his voice towards the
mo'.ith of the ox, which, as if to complete the illusion, at that moment,
turned his head round, " it's of 710 use !—you do7i't understand it ! "
The exquisite started back greatly confused, while the ladies were exces-
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sively alarmed at the announcement. " Well, dang my boottons ! " cried
a countryman, " if ever I heerd tell o' the like o' that ! "
" It is very extraordinary," suggested the exquisite.
" Strornary ! I never come across such a thing afore in all my b o o m
days. That's woot he goot the prize for, dang me, I shoodn't wonder,
I'll be bound to say—no doot."
Uncle John could keep silent no longer. H e burst into a roar, which so
powerfully convulsed him, that he felt himself bound to hold on by the
tail of the next ox. This seemed to awaken the suspicions of the jsink.
H e could not, it is true, understand it exactly; but he was satisfied that
the animal had spoken by no means. H i s courage therefore returned, and
being positively brave, he placed his hand upon the animal again. " Don't !
there's a good fellow !—pray, don't ! " said Valentine, throwing his voice
as before. " You've no idea how sore I am round about the tail."
And this doubtless was precisely what the animal would have said, could
it in reality have spoken ; for as he had been at the exhibition some days,
his most popular points—those points which true judges invariably assail—•
must have been extremely tender ; but whether these were the words which
the animal would in such an event have uttered, or not, it is perfectly certain that they had the effect not only of inducing the exquisite to withdraw
his hand on the instant, but of inspiring those around him with wonder.
" Here, Bill ! " cried a butcher, addressing his friend, " p'raps this ai7i't
a rum start ! Sen I may live, if this box carn't talk reg'lar."
" Do v o t ? " cried the gentleman to whom this important communication
had been addressed.
" Vy, talk like a brick, and as reg'lar as a Christian."
" Yes—over ! " said his friend, with an expression of incredulity.
" But I tell yer I heered him—so there carn't be no mistake."
" Vot ! do you mean for to think that you'll gammon me into that ere ? "
" V e i l , arks these ere genelmen!—don't believe me arout you like !—
they all heered h i m . " And the butcher proceeded to accumulate such
collateral evidence as he felt must establish the thing to the entire satisfaction of his incredulous fiiend ; but as Uncle J o h n still roared with
laughter, and kept holding on by the tail of the next ox with such firmness
that the animal must have supposed his design was to pull out that ornament by the root, it was deemed right by Valentine—just as the butcher
was eloquently entering into the details of the affair—to leave the interesting group to solve that which of course was regarded as a mystery by all.
It was, however, by no means the work of a moment to release the ox's
tail from the' grasp of Uncle John. T h e poor animal stood the tugging
with really exemplary patience ; and being too fat to kick, looked round
simply, as if anxious for a brief explanation of the circumstances connected
therewith ; but he clearly must have felt that if an assault of such a character had been made before he was fattened, the assailant would have bad
his reward.
By dint of great exertion on the part of Valentine, however. Uncle J o h n
was eventually severed from the tail ; but before they had reached the
place in which the sixth and seventh classes were exhibited, loud cries of
" A bull ! a bull ! a bull broke loose ! " were heard, and an awful rush
was made towards the pigs. Some terror-stricken gentlemen leaped with
due agility upon the broad flat backs of the cattle, others mounted the
frames near the horns of the beasts, which those beasts were by no means
inclined to submit to, and hence used the weapons with which Nature had
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provided them with no inconsiderable force and effect; but by far the
greater portion of the alarmed connoisseurs rushed with all discreet haste
towards the entrance, with countenances strongly expressive of the most
lively apprehension, while the females were screaming, and the male
alarmists shouting—" A pole-axe !—a pole-axe there ! Let him be killed !"
As soon as the place from which the terrorists had =0 unceremoniously
decamped became clear. Uncle John, who had slipped ,Ath much dexterity
behind an ox, followed Valentine in, and beyond all dispute there was a
short-horned heifer endeavouring with all the zeal and ingenuity of which
she was capable to slip the halter over her head, having evidently been
pinched until her popular points had become so sore that she made up he;mind to endure it no longer. But Uncle John and Valentine having ascertained that it was time to start, they both left the exhibition highly pleased
with the varied entertainment it had afforded.

CHAPTER

XXXVI.

7^e mutual Recognition, and the Interview—the polite Invitation, a7id the
Dinner.
I T may, as a general proposition, be stated that men spend their most
miserable hours in bed, when they are anxious to go to sleep and cannot.
They turn and turn, and with every turn thoughts of a most uncomfortable
character are engendered; yet although they pray heartily and fervently
for the morning, their heads really seem to be sealed to their pillows when
that which they prayed for arrives. Such, however, was not the case with
Valentine. It is true he turned over and over continually throughout the
night, but his thoughts were of the most pleasing character, being of her
whom he felt that he loved : it is also true that he wished for the morning ;
but when it arrived, instead of finding him apparently sealed to the pillow,
it found him knocking violently at Uncle John's door, and exerting all the
powers of persuasion at his command to induce him to get up at once.
He really marvelled that men should lie in bed so long. It was then eight
o'clock, and although his own time had been heretofore nine, it then struck
him as extraordinary that it had not been seven, and liavinj^ eventually
extorted a promise from Uncle John that he would rise on the instant, he
returned to his own room to dress.
Now, it has been said that all is vanity ; and if vanity be- thus contradistinguished from pride—that whereas pride prompts us to esteem ourselves
highly, vanity stimulates us to win the esteem of others—it is quite clear
that vanity is not a bad passion, but, on the contrary, one which ought
fondly to be cherished. But it has also been said, and that too by an
ancient philosopher, that man is too proud to be vain, and if he be, it is
abundantly manifest that vanity is not ciuite so general a thing ; but assuming this to be wrong ; that is to say, assuming that men are in reality vain,
and that vain men are even in the abstract wicked, it still appears to be
quite consistent with reason to contend that if there be a time at which the
development of vanity is venial, it is that at which men are about to see
those whom they love, and by whom they therefore hope to be loved in
return, They are then the most anxious to win the esteem of others; and
if this be the trae definition of vanity, it follows that Valentine himself
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was most vain on the moming in question. He was never so long dressing
before. He was, indeed, so extremely particular, that he even astonished
himself; but eventually, conceiving that Uncle John must be out of
patience, he gave a last long lingering look at the glass, and went down
into the parlour. Uncle John was not there. He, too, must have been
more than usually particular that morning, for in general he was dressed
and down in less than five minutes. Well, Valentine waited : he waited
ten minutes, and thought that sufficiently horrible ; but when he had waited
a quarter of an hour, he darted at once up to Uncle John's room, and
knocked as if the house had been in flames.
** Ay, ay," cried Uncle John, whom the knocking had awakened from a
drearn which had reference to some astonishing turnips which he had seen
at the show the day before, and immediately after he had said " Ay, ay,"
he gave a very long, drowsy yawn.
" What, are you not up yet? " cried Valentine.
Uncle John instantly rolled out of bed, and cried, " U p ! yes, of
course ! " which, of course, was the fact. " I'll be down in five minutes."
he added, with truly remarkable presence of mind, and within the five
minutes he was down.
" W h a t a time you have b e e n ! " observed
Valentine, seating himself at the table.
" I ' v e been dreaming," retumed Uncle John, "of those turnips. I
thought that you undertook to swallow one six-and-thirty inches in circumference whole."
" And did I do it ? "
" To the astonishment of all beholders, it slipped clean down like apill."
" It must have appeared that I possessed a most extraordinary swallow;
but do you think of going out this morning at all ? "
" Why no, my boy, really I don't think I can. This racing about day
after day knocks me up altogether."
"Then I'll return as soon as possible. I shall not be gone long."
" Gone ? Why, where are you going ? "
" To call on those persons I named to you yesterday.
Don't you
remember?" Uncle John, it was clear, had forgotten all about it; but
he now recollected the circumstance, and shook his head gravely. " I
know," said he, "that if I endeavour to persuade you to keep away from
that girl, you will be the more anxious to go ; that is perfectly clear. I
shall therefore say no more about it. You are at liberty to go, sir; but
remembei', if you associate yourself with any creature who can be picked
up on board a steam-packet, I disown you—at once, sir, I disown you."
" Uncle ! " said Valentine, deprecatingly, " can you suppose
"
"I'll hear nothing more about it," interrupted Uncle John. " I see
clearly how it will be. You'll make a fool of yourself, sir !—but go, by
all means, and if you are ntft back in less than two hours, I shall go out
without you. I can't live in this hole of London without a little exercise ; no man can do it. Therefore, two hours, mark ! I'll not wait
another moment." It will hence be perceived that Uncle John was rather
angry ; but he notwithstanding shook hands with Valentine, and explained
before he left, that as he had great confidence in his judgment and discretion, he felt sure that he would commit no act of folly that would shake it.
The concluding observation he deemed highly politic.
"Suspicion,"
thought he, " i s the parent of the thing we suspect; but let any one
feel that full confidence is reposed in him, and he will think and think
a long time before he betrays it."
Without hearing another discouraging word, therefore, Valentine started
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for Bryanston-square, but on his way felt as if within the hour he should
know if the germ of his life's happiness would strike root or wither. He
had never before conceived it to he possible for the slightest imperfection
to characterize her in whom his hopes were concentred. His impression
had been that he had but to see her again to be happy. Uncle John had
placed his thoughts in a doubting direction : yet what the grounds were
that could justify doubt Valentine could not conceive. " If she be not,"
thought he, "what I feel that she is—why then I must strive to forget
her : but I'll not do her the injustice to sappose that she is not. I feel
convinced that I am not mistaken." And with this conviction impressed
upon his mind, he reached the house.
It was a laige one !—rather awfully large : he could not help feeling that
he should have liked it somewhat better, had it been a little smaller !—he
had had no idea of its being such a size ! It could not be the right one ! He
must have made a mistake, either in the name of the square or in the
number ! He passed it, and drew forth the card. No !—all was correct !
"Surely," thought he, "this must be the same card?" And he really
began to feel not quite sure even of that; but in order to put an end to all
doubt on the subject, he went to the door and knocked boldly—albeit
there was something in the sound of the knocker a little too aristocratic.
" Mr. Raven," said he, when the door had been opened, in a tone more
than usually decided.
" N o t at home, sir," replied the servant, whose
livery was of the gayest description.
" What time is he usually at home?" inquired Valentine, drawing forth
his card-case. " About this time, sir, generally," said the servant. " H e
is seldom out before one or two."
Valentine having left his card, thereupon turned from the door; but his
eye was at the moment attracted by one who had darted to the window,
and who recognized him instantly ! What was to be done ? The recognition was mutual; yet ought he—she bowed to him !—that was sufficient :
he retumed : the door had not been closed ; but before he had time to say
a syllable to the servant, an angel, in the perfect similitude of her whom
he had saved, seized his hand, and led him into the room.
" I am so glad to see you !'' she exclaimed. " Indeed I scarcely can
tell how delighted I am ! "—and she led him to a seat, and sat very,
very near him ; and they gazed upon each other, and looked very pale,
and felt really very awkward.
Valentine could not get over it at all!—but he had always felt embarrassed in the presence of ladies. He would have met Satan himself,
in tiie shape of a man, without a nerve being fluttered ; but if one of his
majesty's most minute imps had appeared in the semblance of a woman,
that imp would in Ii7/ii7ie have beaten him hollow.
It -will not, therefore, by any means be deemed very extraordinary, that
the lady, in this instance, should have been the first to recover : in fact,
the recovery of Valentine was rather remote, when she exclaimed, " Oh,
how I do wish that papa would return ! He would, indeed, be so happy
to see you. He has been talking about you every day since ; and we did
so wonder you had not called—there he is ! " she continued, starting up,
as a knock came to the door. And really it was a most undeniable knock.
It was like the commencement of the overture to Semiramide.
Valentine now heard the voice of authority, which was also the voice of
Mr. Raven ; and as his daughter glided gracefully to meet him in the hall,
he cried, '' \Vel!, Loui.sc !—anything tumed up fresh ? "
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"This is the gentleman, papa, who preserved us," said Louise, as he
entered the room.
" A h ! my brave fellow!" exclaimed Mr. Raven. " H o w are you?
Glad to see you—very glad—right glad !—God bless you !—But why have
you not been before ? "
Valentine—whom the presence of Mr. Raven had relieved from embarrassment—now explained all the ciicumstances connected with the card;
and as he dwelt with considerable emphasis and eloquence upon his anxiety
to regain it, and the pleasure its recovery had induced, Louise watched his
countenance with the earnestness of love; and every word, every tone,
sank deep into her heart.
" God bless you !—God bless you ! " exclaimed Mr. Raven, and something like a tear stood in his eye as he spoke ; and he shook the hand of
Valentine again very warmly, as he added, " You don't knc .v—you can't
know—how anxious we have been to see you ! But come, ( jme !—you'll
dine with us to-day, as a matter of course ? "
" I should be happy—most happy—but my uncle is in town," observed
Valentine. " Well, bring your uncle with you, of course ! " said Mr.
Raven. " Give my compliments, and tell him I shall be happy to see him
to take pot-luck. I'll send my carriage for him at five."
" P o t - l u c k ! " thought Valentine—"that's vei-y extraordinary." He
had heard of pot-luck before, certainly, but never in immediate connection
with a carriage. However, he fancied that all this would tend to astonish
the nerves of Uncle John ; and therefore, having acknowledged the politeness of Mr. Raven, he rose and took leave, as the bell rang a peal that
would have inspired a whole village with spirit.
'' Well, what think you now, Val ?—What think you How ? " said he,
addressing himself in the second person singular, the moment he had left
the house. " She is indeed very beautiful—very! But what sort of people
can they be ? She is elegant in her manners—very ladylike indeed—but
her father is clearly not very refined; and yet what a superb style they live
in ! He must be some one of importance—yet I cannot remember to have
heard the name associated with distinction! " He was puzzled—greatly
puzzled. He conceived that Mr. Raven had scarcely the manners of a
gentieman, and certainly not those of an aristocrat ! Still he found it hard
to associate vulgarity with the style in which he lived. What he had been,
or what he could be, therefore, Valentine was unable to conceive. It was
a mystery altogether, and one in which he continued to be so mentally involved that he had reached home before he even thought he was near to it.
" Well, my boy," said Uncle John, who as Valentine entered was sitting
with his heels upon the mantel-piece, " have you seen her ? "
" I have," replied Valentine.
" Ah ! she's a lovely giri, isn't she ? beautiful ! eh ? "
" She is, indeed ! "
" Of course ! " cried Uncle John, " I could have sworn it ! She is all
that is graceful and elegant, very highly accomplished, with perhaps a
Grecian nose, and a remarkable couple of beautiful black eyes, of course,
blazing away like brilliants. That's the girl ! Is she a milliner ? "
" No, she lives with her father."
" Is her father a cobbler, or does he keep a snuff-shop ? "
" I can't
make out at all what he is. I am unable to imagine what he can be."
" He lives by his wits, perhaps ; a gambler, or something of that sort ? "
'•'' No, I don't think he is," said Valentine carelessly.
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" Don't thi7ik he is ! Pray, did you see him ? "
'' Oh, yes ; he has invited you and me to go and take pot-luck with
him."
"Pot-luck ! " said Uncle John ; " I expect it would indeed be pot-luck,
and very poor pot-luck too. What is he going to have, Val?—pickled
pork and cabbage ? "
" I don't at all know what he'll give us ; but, of course, you'll go ? "
" Go !—I go ? Decidedly not."
" But his carriage -vill be here for you at five."
" His what ? " cried Uncle John ;—" his carriage ?" The idea struck
him as being so amusing, and so good, that he laughed very heartily ; he
really could not help it. " W h a t sort of a carriage is it, V a l ? " he inquired ; "what sort of a carriage, my b o y ? "
'•••
" Upon r-'y life," replied Valentine, " I don't know what colour it is,
never having seen it; but if it corresponds at all with the liveries, and I
dare say it does, it's a dasher."
Uncle John looked at Valentine, earnestly. He thought there was something in it—certainly, he did go so far as to think that ; but then he really
could not go one single step farther. " N o w , " said he, "is this one of
your jokes ? Because, if it is, you had better tell me, that I may know
how to act. Is it,*or is it not, a joke ? "
" Upon my honour," said Valentine, " no." And, to the astonishment
of his uncle, he explained all the circumstances, just as they occurred.
"Why, what an extraordinary piece of business, to be sure!" said
Uncle John, with an expression of amazement. " But I'll go !—oh ! I'll
go ! although I'm sure to make a fool of myself I'm sure of it ! / know
nothing of aristocratic etiquette, which changes, I'm told, about twenty
times a month. It may, for example, be the fashion to take soup with a
fork ; and I'm just as likely as not, you see, to catch up a spoon."
" Oh, you'll be able to manage it very well. Besides, these are not very,
ve7y aristocratic people."
" I don't know so much about that,'' said Uncle John;—"you can't
judge. Sometimes, that which is in others deemed the essence of vulgarity
is in them held to be the very acme of refinement. They do it, I suppose,
to show off their independence—to prove that they can do that which, but
for them, others would never dare attempt. I recollect that at our last
election-dinner we had Lord George Rattle, who is considered, of course,
the very perfection of refinement, and every eye was, in consequence, upon
him. Well—he cocked the knife in his mouth, and took the wing of a
fowl in his fingers, and placed his elbows upon the table, and picked his
teeth violently. Why, such proceedings had been considered by all rather
unparliamentary, if not, indeed, vulgar in the extreme; but, then, what
was the consequence ? Why, at the next public dinner we had, there was
scarcely a fork used ; the flesh of the chickens was gnawed off the bones ;
and almost every man placed his elbows upon the table. But, I'll go !—
of course, that I have made up my mind to ! " And he commenced at
once bustling about, with the view of making himself as tidy as possible.
Well, five o'clock came, and a carriage rattled up to the door. Uncle
John ran to the window, and was amazed ! It was one of the gayest he had
seen, not excepting that of the under-sheriff. The Widow Smugman was
struck almost dumb ! she could scarcely announce its arrival.
" Are you ready ? " said Valentine, addressing Uncle John, who really
ielt fidgety himself at the moment.
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"Yes, quite ready—quite," was the hasty reply; and they descended,
of course with due dignity of aspect, and entered the carriage forthwith.
" I don't think that fellow could look at a man," said Uncle John, as the
carriage drove off, "without touching his hat. It comes, however, natural
to him, I suppose. A little less of it, perhaps, would be as well. But
what will the widow think of a carriage like this, lined with rose-pink
satin, driving up to her door ? Why, she'll be about as proud of it as if it
were her own ! Did you see how astonished she looked ? Upon my life,
she must suppose that we are highly connected."
And it really was an elegant carriage ; but, then, no man could see it
without feeling sure that display was the hobby of its owner. The horses,
too, were of the most showy character, and, as they seemed to be unable
to go at a less rapid rate than that of ten miles an hour, they, of course,
very soon reached the house, before which they stopped almost as instantaneously as if the pole had been absolutely driven against an unyielding
stone wall.
"They 7)iust have gone upon their haunches. I dont see how they
could
" At this moment Uncle John was interrupted by a loud
knock at the door, which was instantly opened, when he and Valentine
alighted, with all the dignity of which they were capable, and were shown
at once into a magnificent drawing-room, in which the beautiful Louise and
her father received them with great cordiality and warmth.
Louise looked more lovely than ever; and as Valentine was comparatively
free from embarrassment, he certainly did appear to great advantage himself. This imparted mutual pleasure, and they chatted very freely and
with infinite gaiety, while Uncle John was made to feel just as much at
home as if he had known Mr. Raven for years.
This was pleasant—they all felt it to be pleasant; and when dinner was
announced, Mr. Raven looked at Valentine, as he bowed, and waved his
hand towards Louise, and then, seizing the arm of Uncle John, observed,
" We two old fogies will go down together"—an observation which was
certainly remarkable in itself.
Now, the first thing which struck Uncle John, as he entered the diningroom, was the plate. It was really of the most massive and gorgeous
description, and displayed in such style, and moreover in such extraordinary quantities, that he could not but think that Mr. Raven must
possess the wealth of Croesus.
There was, however, one thing which, in Uncle John's judgment, spoilt
all; and that was the restless anxiety of Mr. Raven to inspire him with the
belief that he was totally unprepared to receive him. " I beg that you
will excuse us to-day," he would observe : then, " You see we are quite in
the rough;" then, " I ' m afraid you'll not be able to make a dinner;"
then, "You see we have only a snack ; as, of course, we didn't expect
to have the pleasure of your company." And those apologies were so
constantly reiterated, that Uncle John—who had never in his life sat down
to a more sumptuous dinner—was heartily glad when it was over, for he
didn't like to say, " O h , don't mention i t ; " or " I beg that you'll not
apologize; " or " Really it will do very well; " or indeed anything of that
sort, because he felt that that would not convey quite enough ; nor did he
like to say, " Upon my life, I never sat down to a more splendid dinner,"
because he felt that that might convey a little too much !—he therefore said
nothing in reply to these apologies, but laboured to put down the nuisance
by bowing.
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Of course, Valentine could not help noticing this; but he was then fa*
too deeply engaged with I.,ouise, to think much about the motive which
prompted the annoyance. It was perfectly manifest that he was not
annoyed. On the contrary, he had never felt so happyT)efore : nor, indeed,
had Louise. They were really delighted with each other : and their
eyes !—it will probably be useless to say how they looked ; but that they
met as if the two pairs had been under the absolute guidance of one soul, is
quite certain.
Mr. Raven, immediately after dinner, commenced drinking -with great
freedom ; and this had the effect of causing him gradually to throw off that
5ort of restraint which his wealth and the style in which he lived had
imposed. He became very communicative indeed, and very joyous, when
Valentine, who had taken special care of his own faculties, discovered the
real character of the man.
"Come, come! you don't drink !" cried Mr. Raven, slapping Uncle
John heartily upon the shoulder. " C o m e ! never mind the young uns
—leave them to themselves, while we two old codgers enjoy ourselves, eh ?
You're just the sort of fellow I like. None of your stiff, upstart, penniless
men in buckram, for me. You're just the man after my own heart; so
let's both be jolly, eh ? let's both be jolly !"
Uncle John had" no objection.
"But," continued Mr. Raven, with truly awful solemnity, " I feel that
I have one great duty to perform. Louise, my girl, fill up a bumper—a
bumper, my girl, for this toast ! I rise," he continued, very slowly and
very emphatically, " I rise to propose the health of one to whose brave and
noble nature we—I and my girl—owe our present existence. That young
man," he added, pointing to Valentine, and looking at Uncle John,
" saved my life—he saved the life of my child ! God bless him ! " Here
Valentine rose to take the hand extended towards him, the owner of which
was for some time unable to proceed. " I can't," he at length added,
'' give expression to my feelings—my feelings won't let me ; but if ever I
forget him, may I be forgotten ! If ever I cease to be grateful—God bless
you I " He could then say no more, but sank back in his chair, and, having
wiped away the tears which almost blinded him, emptied his glass, and
replenished.
The reply of Uncle John at that interesting moment was quite beyond
conception. His opinion of Valentine had previously, of course, been very
high ; but at that moment really, in his judgment, he was the most splendid
fellow that ever lived, and in the warmth of his feelings he expressed himself precisely to this effect, and Mr. Raven entirely agreed with him, when
Valentine acknowledged the toast in a highly appropriate speech, and
shortly after Louise, though reluctantly, retired.
"There," said Mr. Raven, addressing Uncle John the very moment
Louise had left the room, "what do you think of that girl, eh?—what do
you think of her for a pawnbroker's daughter ? "
" Upon my life," said Uncle John, "you ought to be proud of her."
"Proud, sir, I am proud ! Why, that girl, when I was in business,
kept the whole of my books, sir !—what do you think of that ? and never
made an error of a penny ? Would you believe it ? She was worth to me
more than fifty clerks put together. She worked like a horse, and now see
what she is."
" She is, indeed, very elegant," observed Uncle John.
" I believe you !" exclaimed Mr. Raven. " Talk of your aristocracy !
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I'd back her against the first lady in the land, although she is but a pawnbroker's daughter."
" You have, of course, been out of business some years ? "
"Five, sir, five years come Christmas. I'd a long spell at it; but I've
done the trick, although I did commence as a poor ragged boy."
"Nothing," said Uncle John, "can be more pleasing than the reflections of a man who has been the architect of his own fortune."
" Of course not ! " exclaimed Mr. Raven, who was highly delighted.
' Of course not. I glory in it. I feel that there's the more credit due to
ine, eh ? Why, when I began life I hadn't, if you'll believe me, such a
thing as a penny in my pocket, nor scarcely a rag to my back, yet see
now what I am. I began as a boy to run of errands, clean knives, shoes,
and windows,—in short, to make myself generally useful. I did so ; and
worked my way into the shop, and then married the governor's daughter,
and had a share in the business ; and then I got it all, and now I can buy
up one-half of your beggarly aristocracy, and be even then a rich man."
" It must be a very profitable business," observed Uncle John.
" Yes, it is—it is profitable ; there's no denying that. But people make
a mistake when they suppose that the profits are chiefly derived from the
poor. The little sums tell up, no doubt; but fortunes are made by
supplying the wants of our proud aristocracy. That is how fortunes are
realized; when you come to fortunes. Why, I've had in one morning in
my little room no less than ten ladies of title !—in one single moming, sir !
What do you think of that ?"
"You astonish me !" exclaimed Uncle John; and it really is a fact
that he was astonished. He had never before heard of such a thing.
" Some," continued Mr. Raven, who was now fairly warmed upon the
subject—" some brought me their cases of jewels ; some wore them, and
took them off before me, while others brought with them the most valuable
portion of their plate." - " But did they go into the shop ?"
" No !—bless your soul, no ; they were somewhat too cunning for that.
They would come to the private door, and whenever they came they were
sure to be on the very verge of ruin. Of course, I understood it. I knew
what it meant. I used to tease them sometimes—you know—pretend to
be poor—^just to hear what they would say. It wouldn't do, however, to
carry on long, because they'd go right off into hysterics. I have had them,
sir, crying and fainting, and begging and praying ! ' Now, upon my
word,' I used to say, 'money is very scarce, but how much will do for
you ?'
' Oh !' they would almost scream—' I must have a hundred
pounds, or I'm ruined. I'll leave you my jewels which cost a thousand—I
must have them again to go to Lady Tontino's ball—and I'll give you for
ihe accommodation thirty, forty, fifty pounds, anything you like to nai"".
Dear, dear, Mr. Raven, do oblige me !' "
" I wonder," said Uncle John, "they were not ashamed of themselves."
" Ashamed ! " cried Mr. Raven ; " your beggarly aristocracy ashamed !
Catch them at it ! Sir, they are ashamed of nothing !—they've got no
shame in them. I've seen such scenes, and heard such tales !—they've
made my hair stand on end, sir, right up on end ! They have almost made
me vow that I'd never again put the smallest faith in woman ; and I surely
never should, but that I knew these tricks were confined to our aristocracy.
They'll do anything to cheat their husbands—anything in the world ; they
glory in it—absolutely glory in it. But, really, I couldn't help laughing
sometimes. There was old Lady Lumley—she's dead now—well, she
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would come, say on a Tuesday, bustling into the room, in such a fidget and
so out of breath, you'd have thought she had not got another moment to
live. ' Well, Mr. Raven,' she would say, ' I've got into another dreadful
scrape, and I must have your dear, ki7id assistance ; I lost all my money
last night. I positively never saw cards go so cross. They really must
have been cheating ; but I'm going to meet the same party to-night, and
unless I have a hundred pounds now, I shall never be able to recover my
loss. I'll leave my suit of brilliants ; I am sure not to want them till
Friday ; but I have no doubt at all of being able to call for them tomorrow.' Well, I'd lend her the hundred, and after calling me a 'dear
good creature,' and the rest of it, although if I passed her in the park, or
elsewhere, she'd turn up her aristocratic nose and wouldn't know me ; she'd
trot off delighted to her carriage, which she invariably left at the corner.
The next moming she'd call again, not to take away her diamonds, but to
beg of me to let her have another hundred pounds. She'd have lost the
hundred she had the day before, and, perhaps, two or three hundreds
besides, which had been given to her by the earl for some very special
purpose. I'd let her have another hundred, for the diamonds were worth
three thousand, at least; I believe they originally cost five; and the very
next morning she'd bustle in again,—the earl had missed them ! They
were his first gift, and unless she could have them to wear that night, she
would be for ever ruined. She would bring, perhaps, a suite of turquoise
pearls, or anything else she might happen to have worn the night before, to
deposit, until she could bring back the diamonds. And thus she went on—
and thus they all go on, paying in the long run at least a thousand per
cent, for their money ; and I've had in my house at one time, sir, jewels
which couldn't have cost less than five hundred thousand pounds."
" But, of course," said Uncle John, " they eventually redeemed them ? "
" By no means, sir, is it a matter of course—by no manner of means.
They would go on and on, getting deeper and deeper, until they could not
pay the money advanced, and then, of course, would come another jewelrobbery."
' ' Why, I'm utterly amazed !" cried Uncle John.
" Amazed, sir ! Why, sir, I have known no less than three most mystsrious jewel-robberies to be blazing away in the papers in one single week,
when the identical jewels have been in my possession. Rewards have been
offered for the apprehension of the offenders, the servants have been
searched, the houses have been turned upside down, and the track of the
villains distinctly chalked out, while the creatures themselves, the very
creatures from whose hands I received them, have been running about from
place to place, to give colour to the thing, apparently in a state of the most
absolute distraction. Those lovely brilliants, those beautiful pearls, those
amethysts, those rubies, which they would not have lost for worlds ; theit
birth-day presents and their marriage-gifts were, alas ! all gone, the coldhearted robbers had not left a gem. These are the tricks, sir—these are the
tricks; and this is how fortunes are made—when you come to speak of
forttmes, not by taking in a string of fiat-irons for twopence, or lending a
shilling upon a chemise. But come, let us sink the shop and talk of something else. But you wouldn't have supposed it, would you_?"
" I should not, indeed," said Uncle John. " U p o n my life, I could
scarcely have conceived it to be possible."
At this moment- a servant entered with a communication from Louise,
whieh was found to be the prelude to the introduction of coffee. This
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induced Uncle John at once to look at his watch, and to declare, when he
had discovered, to his astonishment, that it was already past eleven, that he
had not an idea of its being so late. He, however, had coffee, and so had
Valentine, who had been throughout an attentive auditor, drawing
inferences and balancing conclusions, as Mr. Raven proceeded, and at
length fully made up his mind to this—that he ardently loved Louise, but
could not have a very high opinion of her father.
Uncle John now developed strong symptoms of impatience, and a
servant was accordingly despatched for a coach, and when its arrival had
been announced, he and Valentine took leave of Mr. Raven, who was then,
as in fact he had been throughout the evening, on very high terms wit!/
himself, indeed.
CHAPTER

XXXVIL

Shows how Uncle Joh7t and Vale7tti7te managed to asceriai7i thai Goodma7i
was confined as a Lunatic, and how they also majiaged to introduce the7nselves bodily into the Asylum.
" Now, I say, governor, what's to be done with this old guy ? " inquired
Horace, alluding to Uncle John, the morning after he and Valentine had
dined with Mr. Raven. " He has been here a series of times, you know,
and I suppose he'll commence a new series to-morrow. Now, I think
you'd better see him. You can't keep on ' not at home ' for ever ; besides,
it looks rotten, precisely as if you were anxious to avoid him, which don't
do, you know, and never did ; therefore, my undeniable opinion upon the
matter is, that you'd better make a formal appointment : it will look more
like business."
" But what am I to say to the man ? " cried Walter.
" Say to him ! stick to your original text—pecuniary discomforts—
fearful shortness of chips—a horrid accumulation of rascally duns striking
his monetary system with paralysis. You know how to do i t "
" But he's Grimwood's greatest friend," said Walter. " H e has come to
town, depend upon it, expressly in order to get him out of those pecuniary
difficulties in which we have stated he is involved. He will therefore
insist upon knowing where he is. He will put it to me whether I would
rather see my brother kept in a state of embarrassment, or completely disencumbered. That's the way he'll put it. I'm sure of it, and what can I
say, then ? Can I say. No, let him be ; don't give him any assistance ; alt
will come right by-and-by ? It strikes me that that wouldn't look quite the
thing ! "
"Then I'll tell you what had better be done. I've just thought of it.
Suppose we were to write a lot of letters, you know, dating the first, for
example, at Penzance, there, out by the Land's End, signed, of course,
' Grimwood Goodman,' all regular, iirviting the old buffer to run down ; and
when he gets there let him find another dated Great Yarmouth, with a
similar invitation; and when he gets to Great Yar.mouth let him find
another addressed to him, stating that business which pressed immediately
compelled the undiscoverable to go to York, where he should be inexpressibly delighted to see him; and then when he reaches York let him, in a
precisely similar fashion, be seduced over to Shrewsbury or Welshpool;
and thus keep him cutting about the country until he gives the thing up as
a bad job, eh ?—don't you think that that would be abuut the sort of thing ? "

258

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" H o r a c e , " said his father, " you are a very ingenious fellow ; but you
are always making the one little mistake of supposing that every other man
is a fool."
" Well, but don't you think it would answer to make him go to the
extreme of east, west, north, and south ? I don't know what your sentiments may be upon the matter, but my impression is, that there's nothing
in life so well calculated to make a man give up a chase of this description."
" A n d you fancy he'd go from place to place in that way ? "
" G o !—of course he'd go,—can there be two opinions about it ? "
" P s h a ! nonsense ! W e might get him, no doubt, to any one of the
places you have mentioned ; but what if we did ? Why, he'd find out at
once that it was a hoax, and then his suspicions—for that he has suspicions
now is quite clear—would be stronger than ever."
" Well, have it your own way,—of course, you always will. You never
7L<ei-e, you know, guilty of being influenced by those who were anxious to
advise you for your own good. My opinion is, still, that this dodge
might be managed ; but if you won't do it, why, then the next best thing
is to put a bold face upon the matter, and see him at once. It is perfectly
certain that he'll never leave London until he has seen you, and he may
come across you A-\ihen you are quite uni^repared."
" There is certainly something in that," said Walter, " a n d as, of course,
I ' m never safe if I leave the house but for a moment, I begin to think
that it will, perhaps, be better to see him here, when I ' m perfectly cool
and collected."
" There can't be half a doubt about it. You know your old nerves are
not worth so much as twopence when they are taken by surprise."
" Well, give me the pen and ink ; I'll write to him now. I'll be at home
this evening at seven?—say eight." A note to this effect was therefore
written and despatched ; and when Uncle John and Valentine, whom
Raven and Louise had engaged in conversation that m o m i n g for nearly
two hours, returned, they found it lying upon the table.
" W e l l , come," said Uncle John, having read the contents, " I ' m to
see this man at last.
W e shall now, perhaps, hear something about
Goodman."
" I fear n o t , " said Valentine, looking at the note. " His object, I apprehend, is to tell you the tale he told me, and if it should, there will
remain but one way in which it is possible to get at -the truth. But then
that depends so much upon you."
" W e l l , my boy ! Well ! A m I not to be trusted ? "
" Scarcely, in this matter : I'll explain to you why. This man is very
nervous. H e conjures up spectres and so on : he actually set fire to his
house, with the view of burning out the phantom of his brother—a circumstance which tended, more than anything else, to confirm my suspicions
of foul play. Now, if I thought that you could keep your countenance,
let what might occur, I'd so frighten that man, that, if there be anything
wrong, we should be perfectly certain to have a full confession."
" T h e r e ' s no danger," said Uncle John, " o f my being unable to do
that. T h e thing is too serious—far too serious."
" But can you look steadily at the object, and at nothing but the object,
however ridiculous may be the circumstances connected with its attainment?"-^
" In such a case I can : I feel that I can and will." " T h e n , "
said Valentine, " it shall be tried.
W e shall see how he will act ; we
sh.;!l hear what explanation he will g i v e ; and if that explanation be 'iiot
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Satisfactory, —and I cannot suppose for a moment that it will be,—why
then we must work upon his fears, and I have not the smallest doubt of
the result. There is only one drawback ; Horace, his son, who is perhaps
quite as reckless as he is vulgar, will doubtless be with him. It will not
be very easy, I apprehend, to alarm him; but our point will be gained,
notwithstanding, provided you look at the object alone."
" I ' l l do it !" said Uncle John, firmly. " I'll do it ! I'll not move a
muscle—except, indeed, it be with the view of expressing surprise."
"Very well."
This point being thus satisfactorily settled, they sat down to dinner, and
at half-past seven precisely they started for Walter's residence, where they
found him and Horace with a pile of documents before them, with which
they appeared to have been deeply engaged.
" Ah ! my old tar ! " exclaimed Horace, seizing Valentine's hand as he
and Uncle John entered the room,—"Why,'Cwhat have you been doing
with your body for the last half-century? We haven't seen so much as a
bit of you for an age ! "
" You are so seldom at home ! " observed Valentine, significantly.
" Sir," said Walter, addressing Uncle John, " I'm proud to know you.
Take a seat. I am sorry that I should have been so unfortunate as to
be out whenever you have done me the honour of calling ; but I have
been so much engaged with my brother's affairs, that really I've had
scarcely a moment to myself."
" Have you heard from him lately ?" inquired Uncle John.
" The other day," replied Walter. " Last—what day was it, Horace ?—
Thursday ?—Friday ?"
" Thursday, you know," said Horace. " Don't
you remember ?—The day you went to Lincoln's Inn."
'' Aye ! so it was, of course!—it was Thursday. I had forgotten."
" He was quite well, I hope?"
"Why, yes; as well as you might
expect, you know, under the circumstances. Hfe difficulties have been
and are still vei-y pressing, and very vexatious.
When a man once gets
back, sir, it's a long time before he gets forward again."
" That is true," said Uncle John ; " very true. But what is the nature
of those difficulties, may I ask ? "
" They are of an exceedingly complicated character ; indeed so complicated, that I fear we shall never be able to arrange them with any degree
of completeness. These papers, which you now see before you, all relate
to the various speculations in which he has been engaged. My son and I
haveteen working at them constantly, almost night and day, for the last
month, but we really can make but little of them."
"Well, I've known him for a number of years," said Uncle John,
" b u t I never before knew that he was a speculating man. He used not
to be."
" No ; it's only within the last year or two that he has been mad enough
to engage in them, and some of them are really of the wildest description
that can possibly be conceived. It would have been indeed a happy thing
could he have been satisfied with that which he had. But he was led into
it—blindly led into it."
" But what kind of speculations were they ?"
" Speculations, sir—some of them of a description so absurd, that^ you'd
think that the man must have been insane to have anything to do with
them."
" But what is their nature ? "
" Upon my word they are so'
various and so mixed up together, that it is perfectly imixissible to explain,
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There is only one thing quite certain, which is this, that he's an utteriy
ruined man."
" T h a t is, indeed, most unfortunate ; but if such be the case, why does
he continue to keep out of the way?—why does he not meet the thing
boldly? Is he in town?"
" Oh, dear me ! n o ; he left immediately:
he wouldn't stop an hour after he found how things were."
" I suppose," said Uncle John, — " in fact, I believe you have explained
to my nephew,—that he is anxious for his present place of residence to
be kept a profound secret. Now, sir, we are friends of long standing : I
have known him now nearly forty years ; and during the whole of that
period our confidence in each other has been of a character the most
implicit and unreserved. I therefore feel that he cannot object to my
knowing where he is ; my conviction, in fact, is strong, that he cannot
be anxious to remain concealed from me."
" My dear sir," said Walter, " if there be one friend whom he respects
more than another, it is yourself; but he has enjoined me most strictly to
communicate the secret to no one, not even to you."
" ' T i s false!" cried Valentine, assuming the voice of Goodman, and
making it appear to proceed from the passage.
" Hal-lo ! " exclaimed Horace. "Why, what's o'clock now?"—and,
seizing one of the candles, he rushed towards the door, while Walter
trembled from head to foot.
"What's t h a t ? " quickly demanded Uncle John, looking earnestly at
the trembling wretch before him. " W h a t ' s t h a t ? " he repeated in a
whisper, which seemed absolutely to strike to the wretch's heart.
Walter started—he was speechless—his eyes glared wildly ; and although they were directed stealthily towards the door, he had not the
courage to turn his head.
" Who are you ? " cried Horace, on reaching the passage. " Come in !—•
don't stand shivering there in the cold ! Oh, there's nobody," he continued,
as he banged the door with violence. " I t ' s nothing but fancy."
" It's a very extraordinary fancy," observed Uncle John, " if fancy it be ;
and very mysterious in its effects."
'' Why, governor ! governor !" cried Horace, shaking his father—an
operation which was unnecessary—seeing that he was then shaking without
such assistance. "Why, what are you about ? are you mad ? "
T h e blood of Walter appeared to be freezing in his veins ; his lips
became livid; while his eyes seemed glazed with an unearthly film, and
he looked altogether very horrible. He did, however, at length, on.being
roused, manage to articulate indistinctly, what was understood to be a
declaration that, since his illness, his nerves had been so weak that the
slightest noise alarmed him.
" Valentine is right," thought Uncle John. "There is, indeed, something very wrong here."
" W a l t e r ! " said Valentine, in a tone of great solemnity, throwing his
voice as before. " Who's there?" cried Walter, with absolute terror.
" Gover7ior! " cried Horace, " don't be a fool! You're enough to make
a man jump clean out of his skin. There's no one !—of course, there is no
one."
"Some one pronounced the name of Walter," observed Uncle John,
looking seriously at Horace.
" Oh ! it's only somebody having a game ! " said Horace ; " I should
like to be behind him, whoever he is. I'd make him remember it."
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" Walter ! " repeated Valentine.
" O h ! this won't do ! " cried Horace, darting to the door. " W h o ' s
there? I'll soon see who it is," he continued, returning for a light. "Now,
old fellow, where are you ? I only want to see you, that's all. D'ye hear !
Susan ! Have you any fellow there with you ?—because if you have, I'll
just break his blessed neck, and no mistake about it."
Susan, on the instant, indignantly flew up, with the view of repudiating
the implied imputation.
" Have you let any fellow in, I ask you ? " cried Horace.
" Feller ! Me let a feller in ! Well, I'm sure !"
" I o/ily want to catch one ! that's all ! If I wouldn't give \mnpepp^- /
—Has any one been? "
" N o ! " cried Susan, " /never lets fellers in ;
I'll not have my character taken away, / k n o w . "
" O h ! don't bother me with your rubbish," cried Horace, returning to
the room, and closing the door again violently. " I should only just like to
set eyes on him !—that's all the harm I wish hi7n. But, governor !—come !
don't be a fool ! " Walter tried desperately to shake off his fears, but in
vain. He still sat as if utterly paralyzed. His mouth was open; his limbs
were powerless, and he looked as if he expected every instant to hear the
voice again. " This won't do, you know ! " cried Horace. " Here—have
a glass of wine." And he rose in order to reach the decanter which stood
on the sideboard ; but the moment he got up, a knock was heard at the
door !
Again Walter started, and caught his breath convulsively ; but Horace,
lifting his hand to enjoin silence, crept softly across the room. Another
knock was heard, and in an instant Horace had opened the door and
seized Susan by the throat.
She screamed, of course, violently, and struggled with appropriate desperation ; but it was not until Horace—whose face having recently been
burnt, was very tender—had been dreadfully scratched, that he became
sensible of the error he had committed.
"Good Heavens ! " exclaimed Mrs. Goodman from above; "what on
earth is the matter ? "
"Here's Mr. Horace, ma'am, been throttling me, just for all the world
like a polecat, and all 'cause I knocked at the door just to tell him you
wanted to see him."
"Well, how did I know?" cried Horace. " W h y didn't you speak ?
How do you think I could tell who it was in the dark? "
"Horace ! for Heaven's sake come up !" cried Mrs. Goodman.
" / ' » i coming," muttered Horace ; and, as he returned for a candle, it
was plain that his personal appearance had not by any means been
improved.
At this moment Uncle John felt an almost irresistible inclination to
smile ; but on fuming towards Walter, that inclination was subdued.
There the guilty creature sat, without the power either to move or to speak,
writhing under the torturing lash of conscience, and looking as pale as a
ghost. He was, indeed, the very picture of horror, presenting altogethera
spectacle which would have excited the powerful commiseration of thost
who were near him, but that they felt—strongly felt—that he had been
guilty of some dreadful crime.
"Brother!" said Valentine, in a deep sepulchral tone. " Mercy!"
cried Walter, whose agony at the moment appeared to be most intense.
" Brother ! " repeated Valentine.
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Walter again started ; and stopping his ears, shrank back, appalled.
" W e l l , how do you bring it in n o w ? " cried Horace, re-entering the
room with his face bleeding freely.
" W h a t ! not got over it yet ? Here
—take a glass of wine : you'll feel fifty per cent, better after that. Whatever is the i7iatter with you, I can't conceive." A n d he filled a glass, and
handed it to his father, who had no sooner raised it to his lips than he
dropped i t ; for at that moment Valentine, throwing his voice as before
into the passage, again most solemnly cried, " Walter ! "
" It don't signify talking," said Horace ; " there i7iust be some fellow in
the house. I ' m sure of it ! " A n d he again went to the door, and listened
very attentively, and ground his teeth, and clenched his fists with great
desperation. " You'd better look out, my fine fellow," he cried, "because,
if I do happen to catch you, you'll find no mistake about me ! Well, how
do you find yourself now, after spilling your wine like a senseless old
infant ? I'll m a k e it out before I sleep."
" N o ! Horace, no ! " said Walter, faintly. " You will find no one there."
" O h ! but I know better ! You don't think there is anybody then,
don't you ? " Walter shook his head very mournfully, and heaved a sigh,
which amounted almost to a groan. " B r o t h e r , brother! " said Valentine,
solemnly throwing his voice just behind the trembling man.
" I will not, I cannot endure i t ! " cried Walter, with startling energy.
" It's far worse than death. I must and will explain."
" D o n ' t be an ass ! " said Horace. " W h a t have you to explain ? " and
he pinched his father's arm very secretly, but very severely.
" T h e r e is evidently something," observed Uncle John, " t h a t requires
explanation, and I certainly do think it had better be done at once."
" Explain ! " cried Valentine, in a truly awful tone, which really had the
effect of startling even Horace, for he looked towards the spot from which
it apparently proceeded, with an expression, if not indeed of absolute
terror, of something v.'hich looked very like it.
" E x p l a i n ! " repeated Valentine, in a tone of still greater solemnity;
and Walter, who continued to tremble as if with palsy, was about to
explain, when Horace stopped him, and, with a countenance indicative of
no inconsiderable alarm, said, " I f it must be known, I'll—pooh ; I won't
have it ! " and he looked round as if to defy that influence which a moment
before he had conceived to be supernatural.
" Beware ! "—cried V a l e n t i n e — " beware ! "
" W h a t is it ? " inquired Uncle John.
" W h y , the fact of the matter is this," replied Horace, whose firmness
the voice had again s h a k e n , — " T h e fact is, the old man went mad, and
the governor deemed it prudent, you know, for his own personal safety, to
have him taken care of. A n d that's the long and the short of it."
" Mad ! " cried Uncle John.
" Mad, sir ! mad as a four-year-old."
" Bless my life and soul! I'd no idea of such a thing. I'd always supposed him to be a remarkably strong-minded m a n . "
" H e is mad, and no mistake," rejoined Horace, " and I'm sorry to say
that madness runs a little in the family. T h e governor there is frequently
mad ; but, then, when the fit's on him, he'll no more believe it than nothing.
You might just as well try to persuade a brick wall."
" My poor old friend mad ! Dear—bless me ! " said Uncle John, who
believed it, and was really very sorry to hear i t
" A n d what have you
done with him ? W h e r e is he confined ? "
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" 111 a nice, quiet, private asylum, where he is well taken care of, and
treated with the utmost kindness and attention."
" Yes," said \\'alter, faintly, although he felt relieved by the manifest
creduhty of Uncle John ; " i t is very expensive to me, certainly; but I
really did not feel myself justified in sending him to any one of those
horrible public places where poor creatures are treated you don't knowhow. I therefore went to the expense of placing him in a respectable
private establishment, where he has every comfort, and is, I am glad to
sav, as happy as possible."
' " Y o u acted well, sir. It does you great credit, and proves that you
possess a good heart," said Uncle John.
" I feel that I have done no more than my duty," said Walter. " H e is
my brother." And, having got thus far, the hypocrite began to breathe
freely, and to feel very considerably better.
" R i g h t ; right ; very right ! " said Uncle J o h n ; " t h a t consideration is,
indeed, very powerful. A n d with whom have you placed h i m ? — w h a t
establishment is he in ? "
" D r . Holdem's," said W a l t e r ; and Horace looked at him, as if with
the view of conveying his conviction that, in stating that fact, he had done
very w r o n g ; but Walter, who knew the strict rules of the establishment,
having reference to communications between patients and their friends, also
knew, that unless suspicion were excited, and a public stir made, his brother
would be just as secure as before.
" D r . H o l d e m , " he continued, " is a
most humane man, and, moreover, a man of extraordinary talent. I therefore feel much more satisfied, under the circumstances, than I should if he
were h e r e . "
" Of course ! of course ! " said Uncle John. " You could
do nothing with him, poor fellow ! H e is better where he is—much better.
Then his affairs ? " —
" Why, they certainly are somewhat embarrassed," said Walter ; " b u t
if even they were not, such a misrepresentation would be, under the circumstances, venial. You are aware—as a man of sense and reflection, you
must be aware—that it is very, very painful, to have the fact of a relative
being confined as a lunatic generally known. T h e calamity is sufficiently
afflicting of itself; but the torture would be far more exquisite if accompanied by the perpetual inquiries of an.xious friends."
" Very true," said Uncle John ; " you would be placed in a position
very similar to that of a man having multitudes of friends pouring in to
console him for the loss of one whom he most dearly loved."
" Precisely," said Walter, who conceived that he had made a most
palpable h i t ; and so he had, indeed, as far as Uncle John was concerned.
" V o u therefore see," he continued, " a n d properly, I hope, appreciate my
motive in having attributed his absence to the existence of difficulties of a
pecuniary character ? "
" O h ! you acted very right. Under the circumstances, no doubt, I
should have done the same myself."
" You will believe that it was out of no disrespect to you that I hesitated
to explain the real facts as they stood. I do assure you that I esteem most
highly all who take a kind interest in my poor brother's welfare ; but had
I not known that he and you had been bosom friends so long, I really
could not, in justice to my own feelings, have entered into this most
afflicting explanation."
" Poor fellow ! " said Uncle John, " who'd have thought it ! I always
fancied that he was rather eccentric, but I nc\ cr for an instant supposed
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that he was not in reality sane. And yet he certainly would sometimes run
on very strangely ! I should like, although I should, at the same time, be
very sorry, to see him. I wonder whether he'd know me ! "
" In a moment," said Walter. " T h a t is, unfortunately, the worst of it.
While none but strangers are here he is full of gaiety and happiness ; but
if he sees an old friend, he becomes so excited, and his subsequent depression is so dreadful, that it is absolutely dangerous to allow a friend to go
near him."
" In that case then, certainly,'' said Uncle John,'' I must siibdue my anxiety
to see him. I would not be the means of exciting him for the world ;
although, I must confess, that I should like to have had a word—if it were
only one word—with him before I left town. However, under the circumstances, I shall return far more satisfied than I came ; for even to know
the worst is more tolerable than to be tortured with vague suspicions ;—•
and I trust that before long I shall have the happiness to hear that he is
perfectly recovered."
Uncle John now rose, with the view of taking his departure ; and when
Walter, having breathed an apparently fervent prayer for the recovery of
his brother, had promised to advise him of the slightest favourable change,
he and Valentine, .with minds more at ease than when they entered, left,
much to the satisfaction of Walter and his son.
" It's very dreadful : is it not ?" said Uncle John, as he left the house.
.. " Do you believe it? " inquired Valentine.
" W h y , my boy, I don't see how there can be much doubt about the
matter."
" I believe that they have placed him in a madhouse," said
Valentiae. " I do go so far as to believa that; but I'll no more believe
that he is mad than I'll believe that you are mad."
" But if he's in a madhouse he must be mad. They can't answer to put
a man there unless he is ; so that the fact of his being there is proof
positive of his madness !—don't you see ? The thing is as clear as the sun
at noon-day."
" Uncle," said Valentine, "you have not heard of the system upon which
these private lunatic-asylums are based ; you have not heard that under
that villanous system men—perfectly sane men—can be seized, gagged,
chained, and imprisoned for life, to promote the interests or to gratify the
malignity of those to whom they are prompted by nature to look for
affection ; you have not heard that husbands can be incarcerated by wives,
•vives by husbands, brothers by sisters, sisters by brothers, sons by fathers,
and fathers by sons ; a system by
"
" N o w , before you go any farther," said Uncle John, stopping in his
usual manner, "have you?"
" I have," replied Valentine, "and
firmly believe that such things are of constant occurrence."
" I tell you they can't answer to do it."
" To whom need they answer ? "
" T o the law !—to the law, sir," exclaimed Uncle John—"to the law ! "
" W h a t has the law to do with private lunatic asylums? They are
virtually placed beyond the pale of the law. The private rules of such
establishments absolutely form the constitution under which the inmates
live ; they are the only laws by which they are geverned—the only laws to
-which they hav» the power to appeal! "
" But their friends, my dear boy !—their friends !"
" H o w can their friends act in ignorance of the matter? A man is
stolen from soeiety—from his home; he is carried away secretly. None
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but those who have been instrumental, and are interested, perhaps pecuniarily, in his capture, are cognisant of the place of his concealment; how,
in such a case, then, can his friends appeal to the law, or act at all, not
knowing where he is ? "
"Clearly, if they don't know where he is, it's quite impossible for them
to act; but do you mean to tell me that such monstrous iniquities are in
reality practised ?"
"Uncle," said Valentine, " I have conversed on this truly dreadful
subject with many who have been, like you, incredulous, and they have all
asked the self-same question, namely. Are these iniquities practised ? My
answer has been invariably—If I say yes, you'll turn away, disbelieve me,
and think no more of it; therefore, let the first question be this—Ca7i these
monstrous iniquities be practised—and when you have clearly ascertained
that they ca7i, you have simply to look at the temptations which exist, and
the facilities which are afforded, to feel perfectly sure that they are.
Suppose I were a villain and wished to enjoy your property, what need I
do to secure it ?—write to the proprietor of one of these private bastilles,
who would at once send doctors to sign the certificate of your insanity, and
keepers to manacle and carry you off, without a soul besides knowing a
single word about the matter. .Suppose I were married and had an
abandoned wife, who wished with impunity to enjoy the society of her
paramour, what need she do to get rid of me for ever ? They same. Nay,
suppose any case, in which the concealment of a man, a woman, or even a
child, is deemed necessary, either to the promotion of the interests, or to
the gratification of the malignant spirit of any relative or friend, the same
need but be done for the object to be secured. I therefore have not the
smallest doubt that in this case those crea-tures whom we have this night
seen have sent our poor friend to one of these dreadful places, in order to
secure whatever property he may have, paying a certain sum weekly or
monthly, with the view of depriving him for ever of the power to reclaim
it. This is my conviction—a conviction which every circumstance that has
occurred since his absence now tends to confirm."
" You amaze me ! " exclaimed Uncle John. "But if it should be the
case, we'll have him out to-morrow. He shall not be there another day.
We'll have him out to-morrow."
" That, I fear," said Valentine, " is much easier said than accomplished.
But we'll first ascertain where this Holdem's asylum is, and in the morning
we'll go and see what can be done."
" So we will !—so we will! You're a fine fellow, Val! We will go in
the morning, and if he be there ! Well, well; we shall see. We shall
know better, then, how to act; shall we not ? Poor fellow ! What a
world this is to live in. I am really so astonished that I feel quite confused."
And this, indeed, was a fact. Uncle John was confused. There were so
many things entirely new to him pressing upon his mind, that he scarcely
knew what he was about; in fact, he felt so bewildered, and so perfectly
exhausted, that from eleven that night till eleven the next moming he was
utterly lost to the cares of the world.
Valentine, however, rose early. His first object was to learn where the
establishment of Dr. Holdem was situated, and having eventually succeeded in this, he returned just as Uncle John came down.
" Well," said Valentine, " I have ascertained where this place is."
"There's a good feUow !" said Uncle John. "Then we'll just have
breakfast and start off at once. We shall manage it, Val ! I feel sure we
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shall do it ! But the existence of such a system as that which you explained
to me last night is an absolute disgrace to the country. We'll not, however, say any more about it now. Let's make a breakfast." They did so, and
sent for a cab, and in less than an hour they were at the gates of Dr.
Holdem's asylum. "Well, this don't appear to be a very dreadful place,"
said Uncle John ; " i t looks quiet and comfortable enough ; at all events
it has a very fair outside." Without replying to this observation, which
was, however, quite natural under the circumstances, Valentine rang the
bell, and in due time a person appeared at the gate.
" I wish to see Dr. Holdem," said Valentine.
" He is out," said the man ; " but if it's on business, Mr. Jones pemaps
will do just as well."
" It is on business ; let me see INIr. Jones."
They now entered, and when the gate had been secured, they were shown
into a handsomely-built private house, which formed the front of the
asylum. " Y o u have," said Valentine, addressing Mr. Jones, who had
immediately made his appearance; "you have a gentleman in your
establishment named Goodman."
" How do you know that ? " demanded Mr. Jones.
" We have it from good authority," replied Valentine, " and we are
anxious to see him, if it be but for a moment."
" Oh, is that all you want ? "
"That is all," said Valentine. " WeU
then, if that's all, of course you can't see him."
" But we are friends," said Uncle John. " I have known him for at
least forty years."
" I t don't matter if you've known him for at least
forty thousand !—I tell you again you can't see him."
" But we only wish to speak one word."
" I t can't be done, I tell
you !—So, if that's all )'ou want, I wish you a very good morning."
" M y good friend," said Uncle John, in a soothing strain, " I have
travelled between seventy and eighty miles in order to see him, and
"
" I t don't matter a button," interrupted Mr. Jones, "if you have
travelled between seventy and eighty thousand miles, it don't make a bit
of difference."——"But surely there can be no serious objection to my
having one word ? "
" It isn't to be done ! there, that's all about it !"
" Indeed, I think
it very hard that I should not be permitted to see a friend whom
"
" N o w the bottom of it is," said Mr. Jones, "that it isn't of any use
talking. If you were to stop here till doomsday, and talk, all the time,
you wouldn't be a single bit nearer the m a r k "
" But, consider, my
good friend, what a dreadful thing it is to be thus precluded
"
" I t ' s of no use, I tell you ! By stopping here you're only wasting your
own time and mine."
" Then I can't see him ? Nothing will induce you
to let me have a word -with him ?"
" Nothing ! You may safely take your oath of it ! "
" Then," said Uncle John, who now began to feel particularly indignant, " I see how it is. I see it all ! I^ll have recourse to other means !
—to other means ! Justice shall be had if it costs ten thousand pounds ! —
I'll see if the law is inoperative here."
" O h ! don't bother me with your law !" cried Jones, who was really
impatient for them to go. " Do what you like—we don't care what you
do ! What do we care ?"
" We'll see, sir!—we'll see !" cried Uncle John, who after looking at
Mr. Jones with surpassing fierceness, took Valentine's arm and departed,

V A L E N l I N i . VOX.

267

" I ' m satisfied n o w , " he continued, as he passed the outer g a t e s ; " I ' m
perfectly satisfied that the practice which you explained to me last ni<dit
has in this case been put into operation."
" I wish," said Valentine," " t h a t we could but have got inside. But I
scarcely expected that we should.
You see how impossible it is for the
inmates of these dreadful places to hold communication with their friends.
But what's to be done now ? W e have gained one point—that of knowing
that he is in reality there."
" L e t us go back at once to his brother," said Uncle John, " a n d tell
him plainly our suspicions, and threaten him boldly with exposure, unless
he immediately coiKents to release h i m . "
" S t o p , " cried Valentine, looking back from the cab-window.
"Let
us go a little out of the road ; " and having given the necessary instructions to the driver, he continued, " T h a t seems to be the garden of the
asylum. I wish we had a ladder. W e might perhaps see him from the
/op of the wall."
" S o we m i g h t ! " cried Uncle John.
" S t o p the cab—so we might.
But then you see a ladder is a thing we have not g o t !
Howe\-er, the
wall is not very high, certainly. We'll get out and see what can be d o n e . "
They accordingly alighted, and having directed the cabman to wait,
went round by the side of the ™all. It was higher, much higher than
it appeared from the road, but they, notwithstan;ling, \va!ked to the back,
where Valentine perceived a kind of shed built against it, which had been
raised to within four or five feet of the top.
" T h e very thing," said Valentine.
" If we can but get upon that
shed, we shall be able to look into t'ne g a r d e n . "
T h e y tlierefore went
round, with the view of ascertaining to whom the shed belonged ; and
having easily obtained the permission of the o n n e r , Valentine instantly
mounted.
H e was at first very cautious, and 'taking off his hat, just peeped over
the wall, lest, by being seen, his object might be frustrated.
H e saw a
number of emaciated creatures crawling a b o u t ; but he could not distinguish poor Goodman amongst them.
Some looked idiotic, others seemed
to have reached the very depths of despair ; but as Valentine's object was
not to contemplate the chief characteristics of the scene, every feeling was
merged in his anxiety to distinguish his friend.
" Can you see him ? " inquired Uncle John from below.
" N o ! " replied Valentine; " or if he be one of those whom I do see,
he must indeed be dreadfully altered."" H e r e , let me come u p , " said
Uncle John, " I shall know him from a thousand."
" I'm afraid, sir, it won't hear you," observed the owner of the shed.
" O h , I'm bulky, but not very weighty : I'll try it," returned Uncle
John, who, by dint of great exertion, reached the roof.
H e looked
round : Goodman was not amongst them ! " Bless my life ! I wish
they'd come this way," said he.
" Val, can't we beckon to one of them ?
Now, there's a man !—he seems to be no more mad than I am ; can't we
attract his a t t e n t i o n ? "
" K e e p your head d o w n , " cried V a l e n t i n e ;
" he sees us—he's coming this A\-ay ; " and as he spoke, the person
alluded to, who happened to be Whitely, approached.
" Do you know Mr. Goodman ? " inquired Valentine.
" Alas, y e s ! " replied Whitely.
ri
•
" Will you do me the favour to tell him cautiously that Valentine is
acre ;

268

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" I've heard of you," said Whitely, at once bursting into tears. " But
he cannot leave his b e d ; nor will he ever again, until he ceases to
breathe."
" Indeed ! " exclaimed Valentine. " W h a t has been the cause ? "
" B r u t a l i t y , s i r ! absolute brutality!
W e some time since tried to
escape, and succeeded to a certain extent, but were retaken ; and, on
being brought back, we were subjected to the most horrible cruelties
you have the power to conceive. H e happened to be the originator of
the scheme, and on this becoming known, they inflicted upon him the
greatest amount of torture."
" T h e wretches ! " cried Valentine. " But
is there no hope of his recovery ? "
" None ! " replied Whitely. " They have murdered him, sir—cruelly,
bratally murdered him. H e is now on the very brink of death."
" W h a t ' s that? what's that you s a y ? " cried Uncle John, starting up
and leaning completely over the top of the wall. " Murdered, say y o u ? ^
murdered him ! "
" H u s h ! " said Mr. Whitely, " f o r Heaven's sake, h u s h ! " And he
instantly walked from the s p o t ; for at that moment Uncle J o h n was seen
by the whole of the patients, who raised a shout, and ran towards him
with an expression of amazement the most intense.
" B u t one word ! " said Uncle John, addressing W h i t e l y ; " b u t one
single word ! " Mr. Whitely, however, fearful of being seen by the
keepers, did not turn his head. H e had but just recovered from the dreadful effects of the treatment he had experienced on being recaptured ; he
therefore dared not again excite the vengeance of the keepers, well knowing
that if another brutal attack were made upon him, it would be utterly impossible for him to survive i t ; and hence he walked away with a heavy,
bursting heart, without taking, however, the slightest apparent notice.
" Do you also know my friend Goodman? " demanded Uncle John, of
the poor insane creatures, who were by this time beneath him.
" H o o r a y ! " they cried, dangling their hands and dancing about, and
looking altogether as delighted as possible.
" S i r ! " cried Uncle John, again shouting after Whitely, and putting one
leg over the wall, in order to get as near to him as he could. " Sir ! but
one word ! Is he 77iad ?"
T h e energy with which Uncle J o h n put this question, and the anxiety
which he manifested to receive a reply, were so excessive, that he at once
lost his balance and fell over the wall.
. Valentine, who had seized the tail of his coat, and thus split it completely
up the back as he was falling, now saw two brutal-looking fellows running
fiercely towards the spot. H e therefore instantly leaped from the wall to
join his uncle, and to protect him, if possible, from the keepers, who
appeared to be inspired with the spirit of vengeance.

CHAPTER

XXXVIII.

A forcible Expulsio7i, a7id a totally imexpectcd

Escape.

A s Uncle John, in falling, threw his arms round the neck of a poor idiot
who, conceiving himself to be the king of the universe, had embellished his
cap with a variety of young onions, he alighted without sustaining any very
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serious injury, although his weight drove his majesty, the monarch of the
world, with great violence against a friend who was perfectly clear only
upon the one grand point of his having been swindled out of his privileges
as the Lord High Chancellor of England ever since a certain antediluvian
era, the chief characteristics of which it appeared had been washed from
his memory by the Flood.
Before, however. Uncle John could rise, one of the keepers had seized
him by the collar, with the laudable view, as he promptly explained, of
letting him know the difference; but Valentine, in an instant, sprang at
the throat of the ruffian, and compelled him to relinquish his hold. " No
violence ! " he exclaimed, " i t will not do with us ! "
" N o , it won't do with us ! " echoed Uncle John, taking courage from
Valentine, although it must be confessed that he even then felt rather
frightened than not. "There's the law against violence! the law, sir!
the law ! "
"What's the law to do with us? what right have you in h e r e ? "
demanded the keeper.
" I overbalanced myself," said Uncle J o h n ; " I overbalanced myself.
Do you think that I should have tumbled if I could have helped it ? "
" But what business had you on the wall ? "
•"To look for Goodman ! " cried Valentine. " Goodman, whom you are murdering ! "
" Valentine ! Valentine ! " faintly exclaimed an emaciated form, whom
the noise had attracted to the window of his cell.
" It is Goodman !" cried Valentine.
" My friend, my dear friend ! " cried Uncle John. " But one word ! "
The form sank back, and was seen no more.
" My good man ! " said Uncle John, addressing the keeper, "if you are
a Christian you will let me see my friend. Let me have but a word with
him ! and I'll give you all the money I've got."
" W h a t ! corraption!" exclaimed the immaculate keeper, alternately
looking most virtuously indignant, and glancing at the well-filled purse
which Uncle John promptly held forth. " Do yer want to corrupt me ?"
" Let me speak to him but for an instant."
"Come along!" cried the keeper, "we'll weri-y soon see what you're
made on."
" N o w then!" shouted Valentine, making his voice apparently proceed from the other side of the wall. " Let's attack them at once ! Now,
down with the ruffians ! "
" Hal-lo ! " cried the principal keeper, looking round with an expression
of amazement. "What, more on yer!" he continued; and as at that
moment the person to whom the shed belonged peeped over the wail to
see how things were going on, he raised an alarm, which in an instant
brought four additional keepers to the spot.
" Look out ! We're attacked ! There's a mob on 'em coming ! "
cried the fellow, as his scowling companions approached.
"Where are they?" demanded a miscreant, who looked as if he had
that day returned from transportation.
"Over the wall !" was the reply, and a ladder was procured, while
Valentine, still in a feigned voice, kept shouting.
"Let's see how many on 'em there i s ! " cried the creature who
looked so much like a returned convict ; and he ascended the ladder,
and looked anxiously round, but the only man whom he could see was
the owner of the shed, whose person was perfectly well known. " H a v e

270

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OP

you seen a mob o' pipple any wheres about here?" he inquired of this
person.
" N o , " was the reply, " there's been nothing of the sort."
'.' There's none here ! " said he who occupied the ladder, looking round.
" I know better ! " cried the principal keeper; " I heard 'em !"
" I tell yer there ain't, then ! can't yer believe me ? "
" Well, come, let's secure these 'ere too as we've got !" and while the
principal keeper and two of his companions seized Valentine roughly, the
other three fastened, like tigers, upon Uncle John.
" Keep off!" cried Valentine. " We'll go where you please, and before
whom you please, but we will 7iot he dragged !"
In an instant one of the ruffians seized him by the legs, while two others
secured his arms, and lifted him bodily upon their shoulders, and, as Uncle
John was favoured with a precisely similar lift, they were carried, struggling
desperately but ineffectually, across the garden, while the sovereign of the
universe, and those idiotic subjects whom he termed continually, and with
characteristic dignity, " m y people," were dancing and shouting, and performing the most extraordinary antics, apparently with the view of rendering it obvious to all that they were absolutely filled with delight.
The keepers liow reached the house with their burden, and as Holdem,
the proprietor of the Asylum, had just retumed from town, they threw
Uncle John and Valentine before him.
"Hollo, hollo, hollo! What's all this?" cried Dr. Holdem, whose
grateful impression at the moment was, that he had been blessed with
two additional patients. " Won't they be quiet ? What's the meaning ot
it, eh ? "
" Why, these two owdayshus indiwiduals," replied the chief keeper,
' ' is the leaders of a whole mob o' rabble as is come here to let out the
patients."
" What ! " exclaimed the doctor with an expression of unlimited astonishment. " A n d how did they get i n ? "
" W h y they shied 'emselves
over the wall : the big un come fust, and tother un foUered." .
" And what have you to say to this monstrous proceeding? " demanded
the doctor, with an appropriate scowl. " Pray what is your object ? "
" T h i s , " said Valentine; "you have in confinement a friend of ours
whom you have cruelly ill-used."
" How dare you talk to me in that fashion ? " interrupted the doctor.
^'Dare ! " said Valentine, "you shall find that we dare do more than
talk. Our object was to see that friend, whose name is Goodman, and
who has been incarcerated here as an insane man. We applied for permission to see him, and as that was refused us, we mounted the wall."
" I admire your impudence ! But are you aware that in trespassing thus
upon my premises, you have rendered yourselves liable to be punished most
severely ?"
" B u t that was an accident !" cried Uncle John, " I overbalanced myself, and fell into the garden by accident."
" I n d e e d ! " said the doctor, sarcastically. " I n d e e d ! And ind you
overbalance yourself, and slip down by accident ?"
" No," replied Valentine. " I did not. But we are quite prepared to
fjnswer for what we have done before a magistrate at once, or in any other
i^'ay, for I presume the thing will not be allowed to drop here."
" I have a great mind to give you into custody, and have you both
dragged off like felons."
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" Do SO," said Valentine, " that we may have an opportunity at once of
explaining publicly all the circumstances connected with our present
position. Let us be taken without delay before a magistrate. It cannot
but tend to promote the object we have in view."
" Upon my word, young man, you treat the matter very coolly. But
pray, how many did you bring with you ? "
' ' N o n e , " replied Valentine.
" O h ! " exclaimed the pure and incorruptible keeper, apparently
shocked at what he believed to be a falsehood.
" W h a t ! none ? when
I heered a whole mob on 'em hollerin ? Oh ! "
" W e came alone " said Uncle John. " There was no mob with u s . "
" Well ! " said Valentine, " are we to be given into custody, or how do
you mean to act ? "
" A s I please," replied the doctor. " I shall act as I please. If I
thought you were worth powder and shot I should pursue a very different
course, but as it is, I shall simply have you bundled out of the place,
believing you to be a couple of characterless vagabonds."
" Vagabonds ! characterless vagabonds ! " exclaimed Uncle John, whose
indignation had gained the ascendancy over his fears. " W h a t do you
mean, sir? H e r e is my card ! " But before he had time to produce it,
the six keepers seized him and Valentine as before, and having carried them
to the entrance, threw them completely into the road.
The moment Valentine recovered himself, he flew at the chief myrmidon,
and certainly did give him one blow which made him wink and shake his
head, and screw up his features, until they portrayed intellectual confusion.
As, however. Uncle J o h n on the one h a n d dragged Valentine away, and
the doctor on the other ordered his men in at once, the gates were closed
before the intellects of the fellow were perfectly restored, or doubtless
Valentine would have felt the full force of his vengeance.
" T h a n k Heaven, we are o u t ! " exclaimed Uncle John, when he saw
the gates closed. " I really at one time began to feel alarmed."
" Alarmed at what ? " inquired Valentine.
" Why, suppose they had kept us in there with the rest ? "
" Surely you did not suppose they would do that ? "
" Why, my boy, I didn't know what to think. But if they had kept us
in, it would have been very dreadful, seeing that not a single friend would
have known that we were there."
" You now see precisely the position in which the victims of this horrible
system are placed. Their friends are not suffered to know that they are
there ! But we were quite safe, for none are kept but those who are paid,
for. No, all that I was afraid of was, that they would have taken it into
their heads to half murder us ; for those fellows are very powerful, and we
should have been able to do nothing with the six. As for taking us before
a magistrate, I felt sure that they would not do that. Their object is
secrecy : it would never do for them to make a stir."
" W e l l , well, we ought to be thankful that things are n o worse. But
poor Goodman ! My heart bleeds for him ! T h e vile wretches ! But
we'll have him out ! We'll never rest till we have him out."
" I fear that it is now too late," said Valentine. " My impression is
that on seeing us he sank to rise no m o r e . "
" I hope not, my boy," said Uncle John, and as he felt for his handkerchief to wipe away his tears, he became cognisant of the fact of his coat
being split from the waist to the collar. " ' W h y , my boy ! why what on
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earth !—why what's this ? " said he, turning round and pulling the tails of
the coat before him. " W h a t is i t ? "
" W h y it looks something like a small sht," replied Valentine.
' It is
by no means bad cloth ; if it had been, it would not have two tails now.
I t was done when you fell from the wall.'
" W e l l , well," said Uncle John.
" W e l l , never mind that. I don't
care a straw about that." And as he spoke they came within sight of the
cab which they had ordered to wait their returti.
T h e driver was standing with the door in his hand, and seemed somewhat confused when they appeared, for he hastily closed the door, mounted
his box and drove towards them.
" W e have kept you a long t i m e , " said Uncle John.
" N o consequence at all, sir ; I knowed you was genelmen," replied
the man, who looked anxiously inside the cab before he opened the door
to allow them to enter. " Beg pardon, sir," he added, as Uncle John was
stepping in, " b u t do yer know, sir, as yer coat's a leetle damaged in the
back, sir ? "
" O h , yes," said Uncle John, good h u m o u r e d l y ; " I met with an
accident."
" B e g p a f d o n ; I didn't know as you was awares on it, that's all,"
rejoined the man, who then mounted his box, and made his horse understand that he had not only a whip, but the power to use it.
" We'll go and see that wretch of a brother to-night," said Uncle John,
after a pause, during which he and Valentine had been completely lost in
thought. " That's the first step, my boy—that's the first step ; we'll work
him ! "•
" My friend ! " said a voice, which appeared to proceed from
under the seat of the cab. " V a l e n t i n e , V a l e n t i n e ! " cried Uncle John,
starting up as if some dog had bitten his calf
" My dear boy, you should
not—you really should not, particularly at such a time as this ! "
" U p o n my honour," said Valentine, " it was not I that spoke."
" Not you ? " said Uncle John. " Bless my life, it was some one ! "
" M y friend ! " repeated the voice ; and Uncle J o h n again started, for at
the moment he felt something touch his legs. Valentine therefore examined the cab, and found, crouched beneath his seat, poor Whitely.
" D o not be alarmed, my good friends,"' said he, " it is only the poor
creature whom you spoke to in the garden."
" I ' m right glad to see you," cried Uncle J o h n ; " b u t come out of
that hole—you'll be smothered ! There's plenty of room."
" It thank you," said Whitely, " but I'm much safer here. They may
suddenly pass by and see m e . "
' Well, sit between our legs," said Uncle John, " a n d then I'll defy them
to see you. You'll be cramped to death there."
" N o , indeed, I'm very comfortable," said Whitely, although there was
scarcely sufficient room for a dog. H e was, however, at length prevailed
upon, although with reluctance, to sit at the bottom of the cab.
" And how did you manage to escape ? " inquired Valentine.
" I owe it all to you," said Whitely, grasping his hand. " O u r poor
friend had told me of your power as a ventriloquist, and therefore, when
I heard what appeared to be voices in the distance, I felt quite sure that it
was you. You will remember that a ladder was brought into the garden
immediately after the shouting was heard. It was by that I escaped. T h e
man who ascended it to look over the wall, instead of taking it away with
him, simply threw it down to assist his tellows in carrying you into the
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house, when, taking advantage of the confusion that prevailed, I raised the
ladder, and, having reached the top of the wall unperceived, drew it over
to the other side, and thus alighted in safety. I had not proceeded far
before I saw this vehicle, and having ascertained that it was waiting for
two gentlemen, I begged of the man to allow me to lie concealed beneath
the seat, in order that, if it had happened that the cab was not waiting for
you, I might still have been safe ; but when I heard you mention our
friend's wretched brother, and thus knew that you were alone, I ventured
to speak, feeling perfectly sure that you would not only not betray me, but
pardon my intrusion."
" My dear sir," cried Uncle John, extending his hand, " I'm glad to see
you. I only wish that I had found my poor friend here as well. But
we'll have him out!—we'll have him out before
"
"Hush!"
cried Whitely, trembling with great violence, and crouching
again beneath his seat ; " I hear them coming ! they are behind us ! F o r
God's sake don't suffer them to seize me again ! "
At this moment the sound of horses' hoofs was heard in the distance ;
and Valentine, on looking back, perceived two persons on horseback,
tearing along the road at full gallop.
" Don't be alarmed," said he,—•
" d o n ' t be alarmed; let what may occur, you are safe." But poor Whitely
trembled from head to foot, while the perspiration poured down the face
of Uncle John, who was scarcely less frightened than Whitely himself.
T h e horsemen now gained upon them fast, and their excitement increased
in proportion. " These men m a y b e after our poorfriend," said Valentine,,
addressing the cabman ; " if it be necessary, you will stick to us ? "
" And no mistake," replied the man ; " I don't stop for nobody. Keep
him snug. They shouldn't ketch us at all, ony the wust on it is I carn't
git this ere hold oss along. P h i t ! — k e a m e up !" he added, as he pulled out
of the road. " Here they come ! fit to break their blessed necks ! " They
were now just behind, and Uncle J o h n perspired more freely. T h e y
passed ! Two butchers were testing the speed of their horses to decide a
bet of some given quantity of beer. " T h a n k Heaven ! " exclaimed Uncle
John, much relieved. " All right, my friend ; come forth, all safe." Mr.
Whitely, however, remained where he was ; he neither moved nor uttered
a word.
" There is no danger n o w , " said Valentine, endeavouring to
rouse him. H e still, however, continued to be motionless and silent.
" Come, come, my friend ! " said Uncle John, who thought it strange.
" Are you not well, my friend—are you not well ? "
As Whitely made no answer, Valentine gently drew him forth. H e was
inanimate.
" G o o d G o d ! " cried Uncle John, " t h e man has been
frightened to death."
" N o , he's not dead," said V a l e n t i n e ; " I feel
quite sure that he's not dead. H e has fainted—only fainted. Pull up at
the first house you come t o , " he added, addressing the cabman.
" A H right, sir! there's one close at h.and." A n d in less than three
minutes they were before it. Valentine now darted into the house, and
having procured a glass of water, applied it to the temples and palms of
poor Whitely ; but without any sensible effect. N o pulse was perceptible ;
not a muscle moved. Some brandy was brought, and when that had been
zealously apphed for some time, he inspired, as Valentine excLaimed,
" H e ' s alive ! " Uncle John now began to breathe with somewhat more
freedom. H e had been dreadfully apprehensive of Whitely being dead ;
but when he saw the first symptom of reanimation, quickly followed by
other signs of returning consciousness, he felt for the moment qnite happy,
'J'
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" M y f r i e n d s ! " said Whitely at length, looking up, " a m I still safe?
God bless you, my dear friends, God bless you ! "
" Will you go with us into the house till you revive ? " inquired Valentine.
" N o , my good friends, no : let me remain here, I shall not be out of
danger until I reach town. Pray, proceed ; I am quite well now ; I am
indeed—quite well now ! "
Uncle J o h n and Valentine accordingly readjusted themselves, and having given instructions to the cabman—who
drove off as fast as his horse could go—they stopped no more till they
reached the house of the W i d o w Smugman.
T h e widow was utterly but
very naturally astonished, when, on answering the knock, she saw Uncle
J o h n and Valentine assisting a poor enfeebled creature, who looked like
death in a dressing-gown, out of the cab. She had, however, an extremely
high opinion of those gentlemen ; and hence, when Uncle John introduced
Whitely as his friend, she expressed herself happy to see him.
" N o w t h e n , " said Valentine, placing Whitely upon the sofa, " y o u
must banish all your fears ; you are quite secure n o w . "
Whitely, however, was unable to rally.
H e fried with all the power at
his c o m m a n d ; but sank back in a state of exhaustion, in which Uncle
J o h n attended him, while Valentine was rewarding the driver of the cab
with a liberalily altogether unexpected. T h e dinner was now immediately
served up, but of this poor Whitely v/as unable to partake ; he was, however, after a time, prevailed upon to have some slight refreshment, and
was then placed in Uncle J o h n ' s bed, completely overwhelmed with gratitude. T h e attention of Uncle J o h n and Valentine was now turned to the
course which they, under the circumstances, ought to pursue. T h e escape
of Whitely was held to be a grand point gained. ' ' W e can take him with
u s , " said Valentine " a n d convict poor Goodman's unnatural brother at
once."
" S o we can," said Uncle J o h n : " t h a t ' s quite right.
So we c a n ;
a n d we will ! but it can't be done to-night."
" N o ; but I think that I had better go to-night, and make an appointment, if possible, for to-morrow. Whitely is uninjured ; he has only been
alarmed, and will therefore be himself again doubtless in the morning.
W h a t do you think ? Shall I go ? "
" By all means, by all means. Tell him I wish to have five minutes'
conversation with him before I leave town, which is the fact you know,
of course ! I do wish to converse with him before I leave town.
But I'll
leave it to you, my boy ; you know how to manage it.
G o ; go at once.
I'll remain at home, and see after our friend. W e must have him restored
to-morrow." Valentine accordingly started, leaving AVhitely in the care
of Uncle John, who threw himself at once upon the sofa, and went very
soundly to sleep.

CHAPTER

XXXIX.

Valentine beco/nes initiated into the Mysteries of the
Associatio7i.

Anti-Legal-Marriage

O N reaching Walter's residence, Valentine was informed that he and
Horace were out, but were certain to be at home at nine o'clock or halfpast at the very latest. It was then but just seven ; and as Valentine
conceived it to be scarcely worth while to return to Uncle John, he walked
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leisurely on, without having any object in view, save that of strolling about
for two hours.
H e had not, however, proceeded far, when his attention was attracted
by a flaming placard, on which was inscribed
T H E UNIVERSAL ANTI-LEGAL-MARRIAGE ASSOCIATION !
NOTICE!

A Professor of swpassi/ig e7nine7ice will deliver a Lecture o/t the Natural,
Social, and U7iiversal-Com7titmity
Pri7iciple, this eve7ti7tg, precisely at
Seven.
" T h e natural, social, and universal-community principle ! " thought
Valentine. " W h a t do they m e a n ?
T h e universal anti-legal-marriage
association ! I must look in h e r e . " A n d having paid the admission-fee,
he was shown into a room in which a number of persons, of whom the
majority were gaily-attired females, had assembled.
T h e professor had not arrived, and therefore Valentine had time to
look round before the lecture commenced.
H e thought it strange, very
strange, that the persons whom he saw there should patronize or in any
way countenance such a thing as an anti-legal-marriage association. W h a t
the natural, social, and universal-community principle might be, it is
true he could not very clearly comprehend ; but what was meant by the
term " Anti-legal-marriage " was so plain, that it could not be misunderstood.
And yet, was he to infer from the presence of those persons that
they were opposed to the institution of marriage ? Impossible ! T h e y
appeared to him to be the very persons by whom marriage would be held
to be one of the greatest sublunary blessings. H e changed his position,
in order to command a full view of the countenance of each. T h e females,
h e thought, looked wicked ! H e never saw eyes rolling about witn such
strange restlessness before. Such smiling, such leering, such glancing he
beheld ! H e was quite puzzled. H e could not understand it ! Yet they
seemed to understand each other very well ! H a d anything like a mutual
dead set been made ; had one pair of eyes been brought to bear upon
another, with the view of being employed with reciprocal
firraness-^the
object would not have been quite so inconceivable ; but as it was, as they
wandered about with such peculiar inconstancy, as if the design of tlieir
owners had been to inspire the souls of all at whom they glanced with
affection, Valentine could not tell really what to make of it, although he
did think it just possible that they had assembled for the purpose of
quizzing the professor.
T h e bare possibility of this being their object was, however, repudiated
on the entrance of that gentleman, for he was chsered, loudly cheered,
and with an enthusiasm which forbade the idea of its being ironical.
No,
it was plain that they were perfectly sincere, and therefore Valentine
became more than ever impatient for an explanation of this natural, social,
and universal principle, of which it was clear they were deeply enamoured.
" My friends," said the professor, after proving, to the apparent satisfaction of the ladies, that he knew as well how to use his eyes as the best—
" l\Iy fiiiemis ! The last lecture I had the pleasure to deliver to the members
of this wide-spreading association, had reference to the assumed Free
Agency of M a n ; and as I proved to demonstration that man is not a free
agent, consequently not a responsible agent, and therefore no agent at all,
T 2
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I propose now to show that human laws in opposition to the laws of nature
ought not to be upheld. (Loud cheers.) My friends! It is on all hands
admitted that nature is perfection, yet the state of society in which we now
live is essentially and purely artificial ! What is the inference ? Why that,
being essentially and purely artificial, it is the most imperfect state of
society that ever obtained. To be perfect we must be natural. That I
hope to be as clear as the proposition of the great Huxley, in his " Wonderful
Heart, or the Liver of Love," that to be natural, man must be perfect. It
hence follows that the nearer we approach to nature, the nearer we are to
perfection, and that that state of society is, in reality, the most perfect
which is, in reality, the most natural. (Applause.) Now look at our
present social system ! Is there anything natural about it ? Have our
natural feelings and passions fair play ? Is not their development checked
at every point by human laws diametrically opposed to the laws of nature ?
Look, for example, at those unnatural laws to which I have so frequently directed attention—I mean the laws relating to marriage ! What is marriage ?
Is it not a most unnatural bond ? See with what bonds individuals are
tied ! It is indeed a Gordian knot : there's no end to it!—nor can they
cut it. My friends ! just look at its operation for one moment: A man
marries—not naturally, but legally marries—well ! in a month he becomes
tired of his wife, yet is he by law compelled to keep her ! She may not at
all suit him : they may quarrel perpetually, nay, they may fight !—Still
keep her he must till she sinks into the grave ! Why, is not this monstrous ?
But this is not all. He may see some one whom he likes infinitely better
.—some one more interesting, amiable, and accomplished, yet he cannot
marry her, because, and solely because, he is married to another ! Surely
such an unnatural state of things ought no longer to exist! What, I ask,
does a man commonly marry a woman for ? The law, it is true, says ' for
better for worse.' (Loud laughter.) But it is commonly because she is
handsome ? Well, her beauty fades : she no longer possesses that for
which he married her ; still must he keep her ! Does he marry her because
he believes her to be engaging and swest-tempered ? A month after
marriage she begins to act in a style which he cannot approve, by any
means—yet must he stick to her still ! Is it for her wealth that he marries
her ? Well; he obtains full possession of that wealth, which he may either
spend or lose, but in any case is he compelled to keep her even after that
for which he alone married her is gone ! Why, my friends, this appears to
be so truly diabolical, that the only wonder is a system so repugnant to the
perfect laws of nature should not have been crushed centuries ago. But
let us take the case of a woman—for women I contend have natural rights
as well as men. She marries; and why? Because she believes that the
man whom she marries will be kind ? Well, she finds that he is not : still
must she be his ! Does she marry because she believes that she shall be
happy ? She finds ti .at she is not, but she must be his still ! Sickness
may overtake him ; lie may become poor; he may have no other prospect
than of starvation ! yet let what may happen, to him she must stick ! Is
this just ? Is it rational ? Does it bear even the semblance of any principle
by which men of intelligence should be guided ? My friends, legal marriages
have cursed every country into which they have been introduced. They
are the bane of society. They utterly spoil both women and men. Women
would indeed be very different beings were it not for the institution of
marriage. It destroys their amiability, poisons their sweetness, and renders
them insolent, cross-grained, ejid yic'^us. When legally married, they
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know that they are secure, and that very knowledge prompts them at once
to show off: whereas, were they, as they ought to be, naturally married,
the absence of that security would induce them to preserve all their natural
sweetness of disposition, all their amiability—in short, all which renders
their society charming. Nor would men, were it not for legal marriages,
be so tyrannous, haughty, and overbearing. The security which those
legal marriages impart has a precisely corresponding effect upon them.
Hence, I say, let none but natural marriages be sanctioned. (Loud cheers.)
If persons be unable to live happily together, let them part, and marry, as
nature prescribes, those with whom they are able to live happily. Why
should we, as intelligent beings, adhere to social wretchedness, when we
have the purest social felicity within our reach ? We should tolerate natural
marriages only !"—
At this interesting point the enthusiastic professor was interrupted by
Valentine, who conceiving that he had gone far enough, cried—making his
voice apparently proceed from an individual who was deeply engaged with
a lady from whom he had just received a card—" And pray what are
natural marriages ? "
" Natural marriages ! " exclaimed the professor, with a look of astonishment the most absolute ; " what are they ? "
" Turn him out ! Turn him out ! " shouted saveral gentlemen by whom
the natural, social, and universal-community principle was upheld.
" What are natural marriages ? " repeated the professor.
" Aye ! " said Valentine, assuming the same voice, " I simply ask you
what they are ! Do you mean those peculiar broom-stick solemnities ? "
" Broom-stick solemnities !" exclaimed the professor, with an expression
of contempt the most supreme, and again the universal-community-principle
people expressed their strong disapprobation.
" Well, tell us," said Valentine, when the noise had subsided, " what it
is you really mean."
" B y natural marriages," said the professor, addressing the person from whom he imagined the voice had proceeded, " By
natural marriages I mean those which are in conformity with the law of
nature !—marriages by which parties are solemnly bound to live with each
other as long as they like."
Loud applause followed this clear explanation. The ladies waved their'
handkerchiefs, and screamed with delight ; but as, during their enthusiasm,
Valentine perceived that the majority of them wore that golden shackle by
which they appropriately conceived they had been enslaved, he at once
became perfectiy disgusted. He now distinctly saw what the social-community principle meant!—he.saw that it struck at the very root of social
virtue and fidelity.
" Is that gentleman satisfied ? " inquired the professor.
"Perfectly," said Valentine, "perfectly satisfied that immorality forms
the basis of the principle in question."
"Immorality!" exclaimed the professor, who really appeared to be
utterly shocked—"Immorality! "That principle forms the basis of the
new moral world ! It is the present corrapt system of legal marriages that
is based upon immorality. With natural marriages immorality has nothing
to do, seeing that that which is natiiral cannot be immoral. Is it natural,
I would ask, for two persons whose dispositions and feelings and passions
are inimical, to be bound to each other for life ? Is it not, on the contrary,
natural for them to part, with the view of forming alliances more to their
taste ? I contend that it is monstrous to bind two rational beings together
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when their sentiments and views are diametrically opposed. Disagreements
should prompt them to separate at once and form other unions in the pure
course of nature."
" H o w o f t e n ? " inquired Valentine.
" H o w often ! A s often as they conceive that their happiness will be
thereby enhanced. W h y should a man be bound to a woman whom he
once might have loved, when circumstances have led him to love another
better ? W h y should a woman be tied to a man for whom she might once
have had an affection, when her natural passions prompt her to repudiate
him, and turn to one upon whom she has set her soft heart ? I say that
the law which prohibits this indulgence in those passions which are implanted in us by nature is an infamous law, and one of which the existence
reflects indelible disgrace upon us as rational and intelligent creatures."
At this point the professor was again enthusiastically cheered, and so perfectly were his sentiments in unison with the views of his amiable satellites,
that when Valentine inquired if they really expected that their principles
would be adopted by any but the most vicious and depraved, their indignation knew n o bounds.
H e had certainly heard yelling before—yelling too of a really extraordinary character—in sundry places, and on divers occasions ; but never—
not even in the HoHse of Commons !—had he heard any species of yelling
to equal that which proceeded from the members of the anti-legal-marriage
association. T h e y were not very numerous, it is t r u e ; but being extremely
energetic, they fully made up for the absence of any numerical strength,
and as the room in which they were was comparatively small, their shouts,
groans, and shrieks were really stunning.
" W h o is he ? W h e r e is he ? Drag him forth ! " they exclaimed. The
ladies were especially anxious to see him.
" That's the m a n in the corner ! " cried the professor, promptly pointing
to the individual to whom the lady had given her card, and the association
doubtless would have pulled him to pieces, had he not had the presence of
mind to declare his perfect innocence; for nothing but the tones of his
voice would have convinced them that the professor had made a mistake.
" Wretches ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice immediately behind
the professor, who turned with all the velocity of which he was capable,
and really appeared to be somewhat alarmed.
" W h o ' s that ? " cried the professor.
" W h o was that ? "
N o n e could tell. H e looked firmly, and with an eye of suspicion at
every member in his immediate vicinity ; but no !—they were equally amazed
with himself. " W h o was it ? " he repeated. " W h o was it ? I ask."
" O n e , " replied Valentine, in a tone of great solemnity, making his voice
appear to proceed from the ceiling,—" one who sees,that you are faithless,
abandoned, and profligate—one by \;'hom vice is abhorred."
I n an instant every eye was directed towards the ceiling. T h e gentlemen
became very nervous, while the ladies felt dreadfully alarmed, which was
not at all wonderful, seeing that superstition and immorality invariably go
hand in hand. It was very mysterious ! They could not make it out !
T h e y were filled with apprehension, and as the ladies clung to their natural
protectors, the gentlemen shrank from their touch : so cowardly a slave does
vice make the human heart.
T h e professor, -\\'ho looked quite as pale as the rest, however, felt himself
bound to say something. H e therefore rose with the view of addressing
his satelHtes, when Valentine cried, " Down ! I denounce you as a villain.
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But for you and wretches like you, hundreds wlio are now depraved, would
have been reaping the blessings of virtue."
The professor seemed utterly paralyzed; and his satellites stared, with
open mouths, round the room, with an expression of absolute terror.
" L e t us go," said one of the females, addressing her friend—"pray,
pray let us go. I'm very frightened ! "
" Go ! " cried Valentine. " Repudiate these proceedings, if you be not
quite lost to every sense of female delicacy and virtue. Be not blinded by
sophistry : spurn those who, to gratify their own bad passions, would place
you on a level with the beasts of the field. Be virtuous and happy, in the
perfect assurance, that from virtue alone real happiness can spring."
The females now tremblingly rushed to the door ; and so exceedingly
terrified were they, that scarcely one minute had elapsed before they had
vanished from the room. The professor was utterly astounded. Had any
man come forward to deliver that address, which had just been delivered
by Valentine, he would have contested every poin twith warmth and firmness ; but as his opponent was apparently invisible, he could not say a
word. He seemed perfectly lost, and so indeed did they all, and as Valentine, who in straining to give effect to his speech, had become very warm,
he left them at once in a state of great amazement to solve that which they
manifestly felt to be a profound mystery.

CHAPTER

XL.

U7icle John has another impo7'tant Ptterview with Walter, to who7)i he
declares his Inteittions with force a7id effect.
W I T H those genial feelings which commonly spring from the consciousness
of having aided the cause of virtue, Valentine returned to the residence of
Walter, and found him and Horace at home.
"Well, my young rattlesnake!" cried Horace, as he entered, " a n d
how do they bring it in now? Come to an anchor! Is I'.ere aiir;l.ing
extra o'clock ? How's the ancient ? "
Uncle John was the gentleman to whom he alluded, and Valentine said
that he was perfectly well ; but was struck with the extremely wretched
aspect of Walter. He was the very type of misery. His cheeks were
hollow, and his lips were parched, while his eyes swam dimly in their
sockets, by which they were almost entirely concealed.
" You are not so well this evening ? " said Valentine.
" I am not, indeed," said Walter faintly; " I am not, indeed."
" No, the governor don't look particularly spicy ! " cried Horace. " But
then, you see, it's all his own fault : he won't be ruled ! If I've told him
once, I have told him five hundred times, that he'll never be well till he
gets glorious. I am sure of it !—nothing can alter my opinion upon the
point. If he were but to get into an elaborate state of mops and brooms,
he'd be as right as a Roman. But then he won't ! You may as well talk
to a turnip."
" I wish I was dead ! " exclaimed Walter.
" Of course ! that's a species of donkeyfication you never will get over,
if y®u live a thousand years. You wish you were dead ! And what would
you do, if you were dead ?" Walter sighed.
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" Are you engaged to-morrow evening?" inquired Valentine.
" Not that I am aware of at this moment," replied Walter.
" My uncle," said Valentine, " i s anxious to have five or ten minutes'
conversation with you before he leaves town."
" What," cried Horace, " i s he going to cut it ?"
" If you will say," continued Valentine, " at what hour it will be convenient for you to see him, he will be here ; he'll not occupy much of your
time,"
" Will eight o'clock suit him ? If not, say nine."
" Eight will suit him well. He will be here at that hour."
" But," cried Horace, " are you going to toddle back with him ?"
" I am not sure of thtit; but at all events I shall see you again before I
leave. Good evening."
" Well, remember me, you know, to the old tar," said Horace. "He's
perhaps about the rummiest and roughest old reed that ever did come to
town. But I don't dislike him. Good night ! "
Valentine now left the house, and he was no sooner gone than Horace
put it to his father very pointedly, whether he did not consider himself an
idiot. " W h a t did you want to sigh away for," said he, "like an old
distressed alligator, right before him ? And why couldn't you let that old
[vufus trot off, without having him boring here again ? You know that
/ou have got just as much nerve as nothing ! "
" I was aoxious to make him think that I was not afraid to see him,"
replied Walter, " and thus to allay any suspicion that may have been
excited."
" Well, but you know you are not at all fit to be seen ! Besides, there
is more in the wind than you expect. I know, by that fellow's manner,
there's something o'clock. I shouldn't be a bit surprised to hear that he
has found it all out."
" How could he ?"
" Why you told him all about the place yourself. How do you know
that he has not been there?"
" A n d if he has, is it likely that iVi^/
would give him any information ?"
"Well, if you'll take my advice—but you never will, you know, and
hence it is that you're invariably wrong—but if you wish to be secure,
you'll remove him to some other crib, and then no one will know a bit
about it."
" But how can that be done ? "
" W h y , don't you see? Holdem has connection with another dea a
hundred miles off. So, can't you make arrangements with him to send
the old boy there in another name ? "
'' But, why in another name ?"
" Because then they may search all the books in the universe without
being able to ascertain where he is. They may go to Dr. Holdem's—' Is
Mr. Goodman here ?' ' No, he has left !' ' Where is he ?' ' Can't say.'
They may apply to the commissioners, and get a sight of the register.
They look for the name of Goodman. Goodman was at Dr. Holdem's.
Discharged such a date. Don't you see? Suppose he's entered as
Jonathan Scroggins. Who is Jonathan Scroggins ? They may see the
name of Scroggins. They know no such a man. He may call himself
Goodman down there, it is true ; but then they'll call him Scroggins, and
if he insists upon it that Goodman is his name, they will rationally conclude that he is labouring under some strong delusion, and hold it to be an
invincible proof of his being incurably mad. To be secure, therefore, all
you have to do is to send him away under some assumed name, when, if
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they ever find him out you may safely forgive them, discovery in such a
case being an utterly impossible t h i n g . "
" There is something in that," said Walter.
" T h e r e certainly is something in that. But had we not better, in the first place, see what their
object is in coming here to-morrow ? "
" W h y , as far as that goes, there is no earthly use in doing that which
is useless : that's as clear as cream ; and his removal will be useless, in the
event of their having no doubt about its being all r i g h t : but if they have
the least suspicion of anything wrong, take my advice, and pack hire off at
once."
Walter saw in a moment the force of this suggestion, and as security was
his object, it was eventually decided, that if anything should transpire to
convince him that the secret had in reality become known, Goodman
should be removed in the n a m e of Scroggins to some distant asylum, and
thus placed for ever beyond the reach of his friends.
By the time these two amiable persons had arrived at this decision,
Valentine had reached home, where he found Uncle J o h n still fast asleep
on the sofa, playing a solo upon his nasal organ.
By dint of exertion on the part of Valentine, Uncle John awoke, and
when he did awake, he said with great presence of mind, " A h — y e s —
w e l l ; " and then added, with a yawn, " W h a t not off y e t ? Come, you
had better start. I'll see after Whitely : I'll take care of h i m . "
" Will you do me the favour to look at your watch ? " said Valentine.
Uncle J o h n then observed that the thing .lad stopped ever since eleven
that moming.
" W h y , " said Valentine, " you have been asleep nearly five h o u r s . "
" Nonsense ! I hav'n't had half a dozen winks."
" It was half-past six when I left, and it's now past eleven."
" T u t ! bless my life and s o u l ! W h y , I couldn't have believed it.
Have I been asleep all that time ? Dear me, how very neglectful !—Our
poor old friend !—-Let's go and see how he gets o n . "
They accordingly went into the bedroom softly, and as, much to theit
satisfaction, they found Whitely asleep, they returned with equal caution to
the room they had just left, when Valentine dwelt upon his interview with
Walter.
" H e is now extremely ill," said he, after an explanation of all that had
occurred. " My firm impression is, that he is on the very brink of the
grave. If, therefore, Whitely cannot go with us to-morrow, it will be better
for me and Plorace to leave the room, while you explain what you know,
and how you mean to proceed if poor Goodman be not immediately
released."
" I see—exactly," said Uncle John, " I see precisely what you mean. I t
will be better—much better." A n d Uncle J o h n was engaged in rehearsing
his part from that time until he retired to bed.
I n the morning, Whitely found that his nerves had gained considerable
strength : his fears were calmed, and he paced the room firmly. H e felt
that he was free ; and that feeling, however limited may be the space in
-i-i'hich he dwells, will prompt a man to be content to remain within that
limit. As, however, he did not feel equal to the task of meeting Walter,
and as, moreover, his presence on that occasion was not absolutely necessary. Uncle John and Valentine left him, and at the hour appointed found
Walter and his son deeply engaged with a pile of dusty documents as
before.
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Vv'hen a variety of commonplace observations had passed betv,-een
them, Valentine engaged the attention of Plorace, while Uncle John
intimated to Walter that he wished to say a few words in private.
" Horace," said Walter, " entertain your young friend. We wish to be
by ourselves a short time."
Horace looked at his father with unspeakable significance. He clearly
did not think it quite safe. However, feeling that he could not politely
remain in the room after that, he rose, and taking the arm of Valentine,
said, " Come ; let us leave these old conjurers together."
" M r . Goodman," said Uncle John, when he found that they were
alone ; " my object in coming here this evening is to speak upon a subject
which concerns you deeply. I refer, sir, to your brother, whom yesterday
I saw !—I perceive," he continued, as Walter started and trembled, " I
l.-!erceive that you did not expect to hear that: but I saw him, sir, yesterday, at the asylum you named, and there discovered him to be, sir—not
7iiad!—but an enfeebled, emaciated martyr to that iniquitous system the
existence of which is a national disgrace."
" Not mad !" said V/alter, hurriedly. " N o t mad ! I have proofs !"
And having opened his desk, he drew forth a printed paper, which he
placed, with an ajr of triumph, oefore Uncle John. "There, there, sir,"
he continued, " there you have the certificate of two eminent physicians,
Drs. Bowlemout and Dobb. That \vill be perfectly satisfactory, I presume ? "
" N o t at all," said Uncle J.'in, "not at all. I am, happily, not ignorant of the mode in v\'hich tl z things are managed, although I could not
till recently have conceived it to be possible that men coidd, in a country
like this, resort to practices so monstrous."
" D o you mean, sir," said Walter, " t o insinuate that / have had
recourse to monstrous practices ? "
" Mr. Goodman ! I have no inclination to have any .angry words; but I
am not a man to mince a matter of this kind. Your brother is incarcerated
as an insane man : he is not insane : never was insane : you know that you
incarcerated him !—I ask you why ?"
"There is my authority !" said Walter, pointing to the certificate.
"Sir !" cried Uncle John, " I am not a child. I know that these things,
—though potent in depriving men of liberty—are to be purchased with
ease; and you knov,' that if I were villain enough, I could bribe two professional scoundrels to certify to your insanity to-morrow. What proof,
then, is that of the madness of my friend ? Under the present iniquitous
state of the law of lunacy, it is, it is true, held to be a proof—a legal proof
—sufficient to indemnify those into whose hands the victim may be placed ;
hat in reality it is no proof of madness at all. Who are these men, Drs.
Bowlemout and Dobb ? Where are they to be found ?"
"They are eminent physicians," replied Walter, "attached to Dr.
Holdem's asylum."
" I thought so. But you did not ?.pply to these eminent physicians !—
you did not engage them ! You applied to Dr. Holdem : Dr. Holdem
sent them to my friend : they saw him once, and then signed that certificate. That was the process. And why did you apply to Dr. Holdem ?"
" Of course, because I believed my brother ¥o he insane."
" B u t why did you not, in the first place, apply to two physicians of
known respectability ? It does 7iot follow as a matter of course that you
applied to Dr. Ploldem because you believed that your brother was insane.
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Put even if you had that belief, what induced it ? W h y did you think that
he was m a d ? "
" W h y , " said Walter, " b e c a u s e he acted strangely."
" Because he acted strangely ! Are we to pronounce every man to be m a d
who acts strangely ? W h y every man living acts strangely at times. W e
have all our eccentricities. Eccentricity is, however, the parent of all that
is eminent. N o man ever yet raised himself into eminence who was not
eccentric. But are we to pronounce all such men to 'oe mad ? T h a i were
in itself indeed madness ; and yet you have net only pronounced your own
brother to be mad, but have stolen him from society with a view to his
perpetual imprisonment, because he acted strangely ! "
" Stolen him from society! " cried Vv'alter; " I don't understand you."
" T h e n let me explain ; for I am anxious to make you understand me.
Your brother is not mad. Nor is he, in the vidgar acceptation of the term,
eccentric. H e is as free from eccentricities as you are, unless, indeed, it be
those eccentricities ^\•hich characterize a benevolent heart. H e is a perfectly sane man ; and yet you have caused him to be kidnapped—carried
away secretly—dragged by brutal ruffians to a lunatic asylum, A\'itli a view
to his being confined there for life. N o w let me be understood.
Your
brother is my friend. T h e loss of ten thousand pounds will not ruin me.
I am prepared to spend ten thousand pounds to effect his liberation and to
punish those by whom he has been incarcerated, and ten thousand more
when that is gone. I am no idle boaster. I am resolved to see him either
dead or free ; and in order to carry into effect that resolution, I will willingly spend every shilling I have. If, therefore, you wish to avoid being
harassed ; if you wish to avoid being held up to public scorn ; if you wish
not to have your life embittered and your death accelerated by the knowledge of being universally execrated and denounced, you will consent,
without delay, to his liberation ; for be assured, that if you will not do
this, my friendship for hin is so firm, that all that can be done shall be
done ; every available means shall be had recourse to, with the view of
exposing and punishing the parties to this nefarious transaction ; and if
once I begin, sir, nothing shall stop me. But let me appeal to your sense
of justice—to your feelings—to your conscience. Let me reason with you
calmly. Like me, you are an old man—a very old man ; we are both
sinking fast into the grave ; we must both soon appear before H i m to whom
all hearts are open, and from whom no secrets are hid. Now, assuming
that I know your real motive for proceeding against your brother as
you have done ; assuming that your object was the possession of his
property
"
" That was not my object !—that was not my object! "
" I simply say, assuming that your object was the possession of his property, how inhuman—how unjust—how unnatural do the means by which
you have sought the attainment of that object appear ! H e is your brother!
—your own brother ! Nature, therefore, prompts him to look to you for
affection. Persecution at your hands is abhorrent to every principle which
claims an alliance with nature ; and yet have you bitterly persecuted him !
You have deprived him, in his old age, of liberty,—you have placed every
comfort beyond his reach,—you have subjected him to a species of brutality
the most horrible,—you have banished him from all society, save that of
poor idiots and raving maniacs,—and solely with the view of obtaining
possession of that which, if it prove not a great curse to you, you can never
enjoy,"

284

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" But I tell you again that was not my object. My object was to keep
him from harm."
" A n d in order that that object might be accomplished, you placed him
in the power of ruffians, by whom he has been nearly murdered."
" Nearly murdered! " exclaimed Walter.
" Sir, if your brother be not already dead, he is dying. He a short time
since tried to escape, and on being recaptured, was subjected to treatment
of so brutal a character, that his recovery is held to be almost impossible.
Humanity, therefore, cries aloud for his release. I appeal to you as a
brother—as a Christian—as a man—whether his continued incarceration be
not now the very acme of brutality and injustice. Put it to yourself, sir.
Suppose that you were placed in the position he occupies, writhing with
physical agony on the very verge of death, and morally tortured with the
consciousness of having been placed in that position by a brother—a
brother, too, whom you had ever treated with the utmost kindness, and
who was always at hand in the hour of need,—would you not think it
dreadful ?—would it not be sufficient to drive you mad indeed ? But
assuming that you believed him to be insane, let me ask if you thought that
his madness was incurable ? "
" I certainly .did not."
"Then why send him to such a place as this,
when you knew it to be directly against the interest of the proprietor to
allow him to be cured ? "
" I did 7iot know that, nor do I know it now."
" Y o u know, I presume, that the proprietor established that asylum for
profit : you know that his object is to get as many patients as he can,
and to keep them as long as he can ;—you know this, and yet you are
anxious to induce the belief that you do 7iot know it to be directly opposed
to his interest to allow them to be cured ! His design is not to cure, but
to keep them, seeing that, in proportion as they are cured, so in proportion
do his emoluments decrease, it being from them only that his income is
derived. This is no mere assertion, sir, based upon theory ; but a straightforward, practical, self-evident truth. Why, then, I again ask, if you really
were anxious for the restoration of your brother, did you place him in a
private asylum ?"
" I did all for the best. I was told he would have every attention."
" B u t do you not see that the interest of every proprietor of a private
asylum runs counter to his duty ?"
" I t certainly, I must confess, seems feasible."
" Can you then hesitate to release him ?"
Walter remained silent.
" I wish you to understand, sir," continued Uncle John, " that I am not
in the habit of holding forth threats ; but as I have, sir, the means at my
command—means of which you little dream—for you cannot for a moment
suppose that I derived any part of my information from the proprietor of
this asylum ; but as I have, sir, the means of proving not only that your
brother is not mad, but that the possession of his property was the object,
the sole object, at which you aimed, those means shall be publicly employed
forthwith, unless you consent to restore him to society. I wish it to be an
act of yours. I wish to have it appear that you are willing to make all the
reparation in your power for the injury you have inflicted, and the agony
you have caused him to endure. Again, therefore, I ask, will you release
him ?"
"But what can I do with him, then?" cried Walter.
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" I will take care of him. I'll undertake to keep h i m secure from all
harm. If he be insane, let it be fairly and openly proved. W h a t obje:.tion can you possibly have ? If your object be to see him taken care of,
and treated with a view to his restoration, and not the possession of his
property, pray tell me what objection you can have to his being released ? "
This Walter could not tell, and therefore kept silent.
" L i b e r a t e him, then," continued Uncle John, firmly, " a n d I will strive
to allay any ill-feeling that circumstances may have engendered. But you
know his benevolent, charitable disposition; you know that he is of a most
forgiving nature. If, however, you will not, his liberation can and shall
be accomplished without your assistance; in which case—I speak to you
now as a mere man of the world, looking solely to your own interest and
security—I will urge him to banish every feeling consanguinity may have
implanted in his breast, and to proceed, as a matter of justice to society,
against you with all possible rigour. Your own interest, therefore, if
nothing else be sufficiently powerful,—the consideration of your own
security—must prompt you to consent. Will you do i t ? "
" I will. On Monday morning the first step shall be t a k e n . "
" I may rely upon you in this ?"
" You may. Go with me yourself
Call early on Monday morning, and we'll proceed to the asylum together."
" V e r y well. Reflect upon all I have said. I depend upon you fir/nly."
Uncle John now pushed his chair from the table and wiped his forehead,
for he had been so extremely energetic that he was then in a glow of perspiration. " W i l l you do me the favour to ring for my n e p h e w ? " said
he ; and the bell was accordingly rung, when, as Valentine and Horace
were summoned, they promptly re-entered the room.
" Why, what in the name of all that's incog, have you two unhappy old
conspirators been up t o ? " cried Horace. " P l o t t i n g against the jolly old
state? Are we to have a7iother Guy-Fawkesification?"
" Good night," said Uncle John, as he rose to take leave.
" W h a t , are you off?" cried Horace, with a look of amazement,
" G o o d night," repeated Uncle John, coolly, as he approached the
door.
" W e l l , " cried Horace, " you are about the i-ummest old
"
" Horace !" cried Walter.
" Well," continued Horace, " I was only going to say—because look
here !—directly I come down you cut it—that's all ! But if you will go,
you know, why you will, and no mistake about it ' " Having thus delivered
his sentiments upon the subject, he saw Uncle J o h n and Valentine out with
all the politeness which characterized him commonly.
" W e l l , " said he, on returning to the room, " w h a t has that old fool
been gammoning you about?—the one subject though, I suppose?"
" Y e s , " said Walter.
" H e a v e n only knows where he obtained his
information, but he knows all about it, from beginning to end."
" W h a t ! has that avaricious old crocodile—that what's his name—
Holdem—been splitting?"
" N o t h e ! you may take your oath that
nothing has been got out of h i m . "
" From whom, then, did the old fool derive his information ?"
" C a n ' t tell," said Walter. " H e says that he has the means at his
command of proving every circumstance connected with the affair; and X
believe him, for he stated to me all that I knew to be true."
" Then no time must be lost in removing the old nomin.il,
" H ? can't be removed n o w , "

286

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

'' Why not ? What's to prevent it ?"
"You may depend upon it that this information has been derived from
the fellows attached to the asylum. It would be therefore quite useless, if
even it were possible, for him now to be removed. Besides, I have
solemnly promised to release him."
" Y o u have done what?" cried Horace. " D o you mean to say you
have given that promise?"
- " I have."
" Then we may as well just go and smother ourselves in the thickest
possible mud upon the face of the earth. It's all up ! There's no mistake
at all about it ! If you release him, I'd strongly advise you to sell out and
cut away as fast as you can pelt over to Van Die men's Land or New
Zealand, and establish yourself among the blacks."
" But if / do not release him he will be released, and I, therefore, may
as well make a virtue of necessity."
" Well, you know my sentiments.
Do as you like ; but if you do that, mark my words, you'll make a mull of
it ! What do you want to release him at all for ? "
" T h e thing is done," said Walter, " a n d can't be helped now !"
'' No, the thing is not done ! it can be helped now ! "
"But on Monday morning he is to go with me to the asylum."
" W h a t of that ?" cried Horace, "what of that? Can't you go down
to-morrow and tell Holdem all about it, and have him removed in the
night? It matters not a straw about to-morrow being Sunday; all days
are alike to them. They think nothing of Sunday there. All you have to
do is to trot down in the morning and explain to Holdem how the matter
stands ; and if he don't, before midnight, remove the old nominal to a fardistant den, why, I'll swallow him whole."
" But what am I to say on Monday morning ?"
" W h a t are you to say on Monday morning! Why, don't you see?
When you go the bird has flown. ' Bless my life ! Why, where is Mr.
Goodman ? He is nowhere to be found! Who saw Mr. Goodman this
morning ? Here, you fellows ! have you seen Mr. Goodman ? Go and
search for him again ! .Search every room in the asylum. I saw him last
night, poor man ! and he seemed a little better. Well, have you found
him ? Not found him ? Bless my life ! how very extraordinary! He must
have escaped!' What, then, can be done? How can you be involved?
You went expressly in order to release him. What could a man do more ?
He has escaped. He's not there ! Let his friends find out, then, where
he is, if they can."
Walter looked in the fire thoughtfully. His mind was by no means
made up. " I'll think of it," said he, at length ; " Pll think ot it. Say
no more now. Go and sit with your wife and mother; leave me."
Horace, feeling quite certain of gaining his point, accordingly left Walter
musing alone.
CHAPTER

X L I.

Valentine becomes a little better acquai7ited with the Cha7-acter of Louise,
of who7n he takes his First Lesson.
T H E next morning, Valentine, Uncle John, and Whitely ^^•ent to church,
and nothing could surpass the pure fervour with which Whitely offered up
thanks to the throne of mercy for his deliverance. He had not been at
church before for many weary years ; and hence, although he had prayed
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constantly to Him in whom all his hopes were centred, the sacred place
at once awakened the sweetest recollections of his youth. All the miseries
he had endured were forgotten. His heart was full of joy, and he wept
like a child. Each prayer, each response brought fresh tears into his eyes ;
and while the solemn swell of the organ strack awe into his soul, the voices
of the children, singing the praises of the Most High, seemed to him so
celestial that he felt during the service as if in heaven with the angels, and
left inspired with the purest happiness a mortal can know.
He and his friends, however, had scarcely reached home when the
carriage of Mr. Raven dashed up to the door, and when the widow—who
would trust no one to answer double knocks—had communicated the
interesting intelligence that Valentine and his uncie were both at home,
Mr. Raven himself alighted, and, according to instructions, was shown at
once into the room.
" A h ! how do, my friends ? How do ?" cried that gentleman, shaking
tliem both by the hand at once. " I've come, you see, without any aristocratic ceremony : come to press you ! 77iust go ! I want you to spend
the whole day with us. Come, you're not engaged ?"
" Why the fact is," replied Uncle John, " we have a friend staying with
us who
"
" Come, now, none of your excuses. Can't you bring your friend with
you?"
" He is not sufficiently well," said Uncle John, who was about to explain
more fully, when Mr. Raven, addressing Valentine, said, "Well, I must
have you, at all events. Louise is in the carriage ; 3'ou had better get in at
once, while I see what I can make of my old friend here."
Of course, Valentine did not remain very long in the room after that ;
on the contrary, he went at once to take leave of Whitely, who had retired
on the approach of Mr. Raven, and whom he urged to accept the invitation, if it were pressed, and then, without even the slightest unnecessary
delay, proceeded to the carriage to join Louise.
Uncle John, to the utter astonishment of Raven, now briefly explained
Whitely's case, and begged of him, at the conclusion, to believe that he
should have been indeed happy to return with him, but that he was anxious
not to leave his poor friend so long alone.
" But why raw he not come with u s ? " inquired Mr. Raven.
"He
will be just as well there, you know, as here. We'll doctor him up.
We'll take every possible care of him. Will you go and try to persuade
him to come ?"
" By all means," said Uncle John, who went at once for that purpose ;
but Whitely most earnestly begged to be excused, and at the same time
endeavoured to prevail upon Uncle John not to remain at home on his
account one moment.
"Well," said Mr. Raven, when Uncle John had communicated the
result, "then I'll tell you what I'll do with you. Suppose we split the
difference. We dine at six, will you join us then ? "
" I will, with pleasure."
" That's all right ! Now we'll be off. When your poor iriend is well
enough to come, I shall be happy to see him. But these are your laws,
my friend !—the laws of your upstart aristocracy !—framed on purpose to
swindle their own flesh and blood ! But they'll come down ! mark my
words, they'll come down, and that before many more years roll over
their heads ! However, six precisely ! "
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" I ' l l be punctual," said Uncle John, and he saw Mr. Raven to his
carriage, expressly with the view of shaking hands with Louise, who
looked so beautiful and so happy, and smiled so sweetly, that really,
while her hand was in his, she made him feel that he should have fallen
in love with her himself, had he seen her about forty years before.
T h e carriage of course was not long rolling home ; but had it been
dragged by a couple of crabs, the time would not have seemed long to
Valentine and Louise.
T h e y could not keep their eyes off each other
one moment. Every instant they met, and then dropped, and met again ;
and although Mr. Raven tried to fix their attention upon the beggarly
characteristics of certain aristocratic equipages which passed them on the
way, the attempt was in every case a failure, although he was doomed not
to know it.
T h e y now reached home, and Valentine assisted Louise out of the
carriage with all possible grace, only, being unaccustomed to the btisiness,
he stood as a mere matter of chance on the wrong side, and thus took
the thing entirely out of the hands of the servant. T h e importance of
this was however but s l i g h t ; it only proved to Mr. Raven that he did not
belong to the " b e g g a r l y aristocracy," and as he led Louise into the house
very fairly, he»thereby recovered his ground.
It was not very long before Louise again joined him, and although Mr.
Raven was anxious for him to sit over a biscuit and a glass of wine, she
very soon had him away. H e had 7tot seen those beautiful pictures : he
had not seen those funny Dutch chairs : he had not even been in the
library ! Oh ! he must come ! .She had so much to show him, and so
much to say that she robbed Mr. Raven of his society in a short space of
time, and they ran about the house like brother and sister. She called
him plain Valentine, and taught him to call her Louise ; they seemed to
understand each other perfectly, and were both very happy in that understanding ; and thus they spent the first three hours, occasionally looking
in upon Mr. Raven just to see how he got on with his " upstart aristocracy," and then starting off again upon some fresh expedition.
As the time flew away, however, Valentine thought that this really was
an opportunity which ought not to be lost. They were then in the drawingroom, and Mr. Raven was below.
H e therefore went to the ^^'indow,
while Louise was looking over an Annual with the view of finding a piece
of poetry, which she held in very high admiration, and began to weigh the
importance of the first sentence he wished to utter with as much minuteness
as if indeed immortality hung upon every word.
" Why, what is the matter? " cried Louise, when he had been standing
in this position for some time. " W h y on earth are you so serious ? I
know what you are thinking about," she continued, smiling archly, as her
laughing eyes sparkled with pleasure.
" I thi/ik that I could guess pretty
nearly ! "
" Indeed ! Tell me what you imagine my thoughts were now—come !"
" N a y , I will not tell that : but it strikes me that I could if I felt so
disposed."
A n d she ran away to look for the poetry again, with as much
anxiety as if that really bore upon the point.
" Louise ! " said Valentine, after a pause, and she flew to the window at
which he was standing ; but as her hasty approach drove away .all his
courage, he simply stated it to be his conviction that appearances were
(lecidediy in favour of rain.
*' Ob ; " said Louise, " and is that all you called me for ? "
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" W h y , " returned Valentine, recovering himself a little, " I certainly
had something else to communicate, and have still, but
"
" Anything veiy particular? "
" Very."
" W e l l , tell me at once what it is. I am impatient to know all about
it."
" L o u i s e , I am really so awkward, so stupid, that I wish to become
at once a pupil of yours."
" And pray, what am I to teach you? "
" H o w to win your affections."
" I n d e e d , I know nothing about it," said Louise.
" I have had no
experience in matters of that sort."
A n d again she ran away, but only
pretended this time to look for that very beautiful piece of poetry.
" B u t , " said Valentine, " I really wish you would give me a little
instruction?"
• " H o w can I ?
H o w is it possible to teach you that
of which I myself am ignorant ? "
" Many begin to learn only when they begin to t e a c h ; and I really
think, that if anything can justify that practice, it is a case of a simflar
character to this."
" Well," said Louise, sitting down upon a sofa, " as you seem to be so
very, very anxious to learn, I will give you a lesson."
A n d Valentine at
once left the window, and sat beside her. " I n the first place, then,"
she continued, playfully, " y o u must be a good boy, and come very, very
often. Secondly : Whenever I expect you, and you find it impossible to
come, you must send me a note to that effect
"
" Exactly ; and how am I to begin it ? "
" W h y , how would you begin it ?"
" My dear Miss Raven ? or my dear madam ?"
" N e i t h e r , s i r ! Were you to address me as ' M y dear madam,' or
even as ' My dear Miss Raven,' I would instantly tear off that part, and
send it back in a very sharp note. (My dear madam, indeed I) My dear
Louise! or. My dearest Louise ! or something even stronger than that ;
and then go on to say that so and so—whatever it may be, you know—
precludes the possibility of your having the pleasure or the happiness and
so on, subscribing yourself. Yours
"
" I see : et cetera, et cetera."
" No, sir ! not Yours et cetera, et cetera ; but Yours—you may say. Dear
Louise ! here again, if you please ; but, at all events, Yours ever faithfully
and affectionately ; and then sign your own name—your own Christian
name, at full length. Well ! that is in the second place. Thirdly : Ynu
must never say a word in my favour that you are not quite convinced that
I shall believe to be true ; for, although ' a little flattery sometimes does
well,'we cannot bear to believe it to be flattery—but in this little particular you
may go to some extent before you fall into any very serious error. Fourthly :
You must never
Good gracious ! " she continued, suddenly starting from
her playfully energetic position, and looking down as pensively as possible.
Valentine slightly turned his head, and saw Uncle J o h n and Raven in
the room.
They appeared to be delighted ; but Louise and her pupil felt really so
confused !—What could be done ! It is true there was the Annual lying
by her side ; but, then, what is an Annual in such a case as this ?
" Your most obedient," said Uncle John, holding his spectacles to h\%
eyes, and bowing very profoundly. Louise looked up and smiled : all her
courage returned, and she ran to shake hands with Uncle Johns
"A
lHo\)ght that We should find them at last ! " said .Mr. Raveiv,
w
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"You are two very, very naughty creatures," said Louise ; " I have a
great mind not to forgive you. How long pray, have you been behind
that screen ? "
" I have but just come," said Uncle John.
" B u t this moment? You have heard nothing then? You are sure
you have heard nothing ?—quite sure ? "
" We simply heard you giving your pupil a lesson."
' ' Now, that is too bad of you, really ! I was simply explaining
••
" Yes, yes ! we are aware you were simply explaining," retumed Uncle
John. "Well, sir! and pray have you nothing to say for yourself?"
Valentine smiled, and took the hand of Louise, but was silent.
" W e l l , " said Mr. Raven, who had been highly amused, "when you
have finished the fourth division,—it is, I believe, the fourth?—Yes ; well,
v/lien the fourth division is finished, we perhaps may have the honour
of your company below. That's rather aristocratic, I think ! " And Mr,
Raven really laughed very merrily, and so did Uncle John, whose arm he
took, and left the apt pupil and his preceptress together.
" D e a r me ! how very awkward, to be sure!" said Louise. "What
tiresome people to come in just then ! But, how odd you did look ! "
" I have nof the slightest doubt of it ; but, even you somewhat changed."
" Did I ? Well, I dare say I did. But we must not remain here. You
run down at once, and I'll follow immediately."
"Very well," said Valentine; "but first let me whisper one word m
your ear. They may be even now behind the screen."
"Well, what is it?—quick!" said Louise; and as she heid her ear
towards him, he kissed her—absolutely kissed her—which was very
extraordinary. Yet, what's in a kiss ? Really, when people come to reflect
upon the matter calmly, what can they see in a kiss ? The lips pout
slightly, and touch the cheek softly, and then they just part, and the job
is complete. There is a kiss in the abstract !—view it in the abstract !—
take it as it stands—look at it philosophically—what is there in it? Millions
upon millions of souls have been made happy, while millions upon millions
have been plunged into misery and despair by this kissing; and yet, when
you look at the character of the thing, it is simply a pouting and parting
of the lips. In every grade of society there's kissing. Go where you will,
to what country you will, you are perfectly sure to find kissing. There is,
however, some mysterious virtue in a kiss, after all ; and, as every one
knows what kissing is, it perhaps will be just now sufficient to state that
the peculiarly sweet kind of influence which it has was by no means unfelt
by either Valentine or Louise, although, in less than five minutes after that,
they sat at the table, and in the presence sf -Raven and Uncle John, looking
as if nothing of the kind had occurred.
During dinner the "lesson" was a source of great amusement ; lor both
Uncle John and Raven rallied Louise and her pupil at every point.
" In the first place," said Raven, " shall I send you some soup ? "
This kept them merry for some time.
" Secondly," said Uncle John, " shall I have the pleasure to take wine
with you ? " This also told well, and so indeed '"lid every division of the
subject, even up to the nineteenth ; but as Valentine and Louise took up
the weapons of their assailants, they eventually beat them completely out
of the field.
" W e l l , " said Mr. Raven, immediately after dinner, " and what is youi'
opinion of the state of things in general ? "
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" Do you allude to the state of the country ? " inquired Uncle John.
" The'country, sir, I blush for the country. I blush for those who rule
its destinies. My impression is. sir, that the country is going to p o t . "
" Indeed ! I have heard nothing of it. I am sorry to hear that."
" Sorry ! and so am I, sir, sorry ; but how can it be helped ? Look at
the state of things in general. Everything is in the hands of our aristocracy ; and when that is the case, sir, what country can prosper ? "
" But how long has this country been in the hands of the aristocracy ? "
" How long ? It has been in their hands ever since it was a country."
" That is to say, that they have always had the government of it—the
tuUng of its destinies ? "•
" Precisely."
" Then by that I am of course to understand that they have made this
country what it is ? "
" T o be sure they have—they alone, sir, have made it what it is."
'• T h e envy of surrounding nations, and the admiration of the \\ oild ! "
" But we have not to thank the aristocracy for that ! "
" If they have made this country what it is, they have made it great and
glorious beyond all other nations of the earth ; and if they have made it so
great and so glorious, they cannot, in the long run, have mismanaged m u c h . "
" But what would this country have been, had it not been for them ? "
" It is utterly impossible for me to tell."
" Greater," continued Mr. Raven, " ten thousand times greater and more
glorious ! But, waving this subject, just look at the set ! Can you conceive
a more arrogant, haughty, upstart set of wretches ? Why, nineteen, sir, out
of every twenty are paupers, viewing the country as their parish, and living
upon the rates."
" But there is great wealth amongst them !"
' ' N o doubt of it ; but what I complain of most is, that they who have
it will not even support their own children. They must quarter them
upon the public ; they must make them national paupers. In their view,
the provision for one son in each family is sufficient; all the rest—it matters
net a single straw, sir, how many there m a y b e — m u s t be provided for out
of the public purse. T h a t is what I look at ! and I mean to contend
that it is monstrous that this country should be taxed for the support of a
legion of aristocratic locusts who suck the pecuniary blood of the people,
and who, while they suck, tyrannize over and trample them to the earth.
Look at them ! See with what aristocratic contempt they look down upon
a man who, by dint of honest industry, has realized sufficient to buy a
thousand of them up ! They will prey upon him, borrow of him, gamble
with him, cheat him, but they will not associate with him. Oh, no ! his
veins are untainted by aristocratic blood, the impurity of which is notorious.
They will dance with a dustman, drink with a sweep, shake hands with a
pugilist, a jockey, or a blackleg ; but he comes too near them, his wealth
cuts them out, he can buy them all up !—they'll do neither with him.
T h e whole system is rotten, sir,—rotten at the core. If vre have an aristocracy at all, sir, let it be a monied aristocracy—an aristocracy of wealth.
H e who has most should stand first : the richest man should be king.
That, sir, is the sort of aristocracy to establish ; not a beggarly aristocracy,
composed of mean, stiff-necked, hereditary paupers. W h a t would become
of the crew were it not for the public purse ? Why, they would not have
a rag to their backs—not a rag ; but as it is, they make John Bull stand
Sam, and John Bull is an ass ; but when he does kick—and kick he will,
mark my words, soon—down comes your beggarly aristocracy-."
u 2
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To Uncle John all this was highly amusing : he, of course, saw in a
moment how the matter stood between the aristocracy and Mr. Raven,
and felt disposed to humour him, seeing that he cared to converse upon
no other topic ; but to Louise and her pupil the thing was really tiresome
in the extreme, and therefore Valentine no sooner lost his fair preceptress
than he resolved upon changing the subject at once.
" You see, sir," continued Mr. Raven, having refilled his glass, "when
we speak of an aristocracy as an aristocracy
"
'' Ahem !" cried Valentine, thro-wing his voice near the legs of the
speaker.
" H u l l o ! Who have we here?" cried that gentleman, looking most
anxiously under the table. " Who are you ?"
" One of the aristocracy," said Valentine.
" O n e of the aristocracy?" and again Mr. Raven looked under the
table, but really could see no one there. " One of the aristocracy?" he
repeated, looking earnestly in the face of Uncle John.
" I heard some one," said Uncle John, "say, one of the aristocracy,"
and he also looked with great apparent anxiety beneath the table, although
he perfectly wgll knew from whom the voice had proceeded.
" A h e m ! " repeated Valentine, throwing his voice this time beneath
the easy chair in which Raven was sitting.
" Oh, you're here, are you?" cried Mr. Raven, starting 'Jc once upon
his legs, and upsetting the chair in question. "Why, where on earth!
—where can he b e ? " he continued. " He must be somewhere !" And
he looked round the room with an anxious eye and tumed the chair upside
down, with the view of making quite sure that the invisible one of the
aristocracy was not in reality perched upon the frame.
" I don't see him," observed Uncle John, with an air of mystery, which
did him great credit.
" Nor do I," said Mr. Raven ; "but then he must be here ! Again I
ask. Who are you ?"
" Again I say, one of the aristocracy !"
This was indeed held to be very strange. The idea of one of the aristocracy being concealed in his room strack Raven as being about the most
extraordinary thing in life. He had heard of nothing—read of nothing in
history either ancient or modern—at all to be compared with it, and therefore said, " W h a t do you want?"
" To converse with you upon that great topic," said Valentine.
" What right have you here ? But come out, and let's have a look at
you !" And he quietly winked at Uncle John—which wink seemed to
signify that he simply wished to see him—that was all.
" P r a y be seated," said Valentine.
" I will not be seated till I see who you are."
'I Come, come, now be calm."
" Calm ! I will not be calm. What
business \ave you here, sir ?—who are you ?"
" O n e of the aristocracy!" said Valentine, with an emphasis which
imphed that he had said so before. Raven thought this indeed most
mysterious, but he cried with great energy, " Will you come out ?"
" Not till you are perfectly tranquil."
"Tranquil ! I'll summon my servants and expel you with the utmost
violence ! "
" You have not the power. The power is all in the hands
of the aristocracy."
" We'll see about that," and he rang the bell with due desperation, and
then paced the room with an s>ii- of -soipe eons-'derable difniity and im"

VALENTINE VOX.

293

portance. A servant now entered. " Bring William and Thomas with
you," said Raven. " Tell them to come instantly, with John, and coachman too, if they are below." The servant, looking droll—for he did not
at all understand it—proceeded rather mysteriously to obey orders.
" I'll guard the door," said Uncle John, who enjoyed it very much, but
kept his countenance pretty well; " and Val, suffer no one to dart through
the window !"
Each now took his station, and Raven still walked about chuckling at
the idea of how he would trounce—when he had caught—the invisible one
of the aristocracy. The servants entered. They all looked remarkably
odd. They had done nothing. Why were they carpeted ? " N o w you
fello^^•s !" cried Raven, who drove them like slaves and ruled them harshly,
because he didn't belong to the aristocracy, "search the room—there's some
vagabond here—find him out !"
A change came over the countenances of the servants. There was nothing^
to be charged against them ; and as they at the moment held that to be a
blessing, they commenced a strict search with great zeal. They looked
under every chair, and into every crevice sufficiently large for a rat to be
concealed, but of course no human being could they see, and they eventually
expressed themselves to that effect.
"You must find him somewhere," said Raven. " I know he's in the
room ! " And again they looked about with the utmost minuteness, until
they began to believe their master had made a slight mistake.
" A h e m ! " cried Valentine, seeing tliem together in one corner, and
throwing his voice dexterously into the corner opposite. "Ahem ! "
" Now then ! " cried Raven, " now—now—secure him ! " and away flew
the servants to the corner of the room from which the voice had apparently proceeded, prepared both to clutch and to torture the very first man
whom they saw. But they were able to see no man—no ghost of a man.
Their master had evidently made no mistake ; but then, where was the
vagabond ? They found it impossible to tell. They could not so much
as conceive. "You'd better come o u t ! " cried coachman, desirous of
conveying an idea of mercy being extended in the event of a voluntary
surrender. " It'll be all the worse for you if you don't ! "
" Do you think so ? " said Valentine, making his voice appear to come
from another quarter of the room, and away the servants rushed to that
quarter, but of course with no greater success.
Where—where could he be ? He was nowhere above — he must be
beneath the carpet; and the coachman was proceeding to pull the carpet
up, but the rest, acutely feeling that they, in that case, should have a most
unpleasant job in the morning, put a veto upon the proceeding in the similitude of a hint, that if they heavily trampled over every part of it, it would
have a more immediate effect.
They acted upon this suggestion—they did trample over it, and assuredly
if any one had been beneath, he would have known it ; but, no !. they met
with no obstruction, the carpet was perfectly smooth.
They now began to feel that all must have been mistaken, and they
looked at each other with the view of imparting some idea of what they
felt, and there appeared to be a perfect unanimity establishing itself among
them, when Raven cried, " Come, look about ! I'll have him found !" The
servants obviously had an idea at this moment that it was all very well for
IMr. Raven to say " I'll have him found ! " but where were they to find
him ? That was the grand point at issue. They did, however, recommence
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/heir search with the most praiseworthy diligence, loolring again in every
quarter in which they knew that they had looked, as well as in every quarter
in which they conceived that they had not. Again they relaxed. They really
felt it to be of no use. They were tired and very warm. Their collars and
cravats were disarranged ; in short, their exertions were upsetting each
particular thing which their nature had taught them the expediency of
keeping tidy.
" Come, come ! " cried Mr. Raven, on noticing this disinclination on
tiieir part to do more than the circumstances really required, " I'U not
have you give up. He's about here somewhere. I will have him found !"
" A h e m ! " repeated Valentine, finding that they required some slight
additional "spur to prick the sides of their intent," and they were all
alive again in a moment. But they now looked angry and desperate , and,
doubtless, if they had discovered any one then, they would have handsomely
rewarded him for all their trouble. They only wanted to find him. They
wanted 7iothing more ! They k7iew, at that interesting moment, of no
other wish than that. But, unblest souls ! they could not discover the
object of their search, although they really did run about the room with
unexampled zeal.
They stopped again to blow a little after a time. But Raven wouldn't
have it.
He loudly insisted upon their keeping up the search, and as
Valentine cried " Ahem ! " again at this point, they flew across the room
with renewed desperation, upsetting every chair which stood in the path of
their flight.
" What on earth is the matter ? " cried Louise, darting into the room at
this moment. " Good gracious ! what in the world can it be ? "
Raven seized the arm of Valentine, and telling him to take her away,
promptly hurried them both out of the room.
The game was up. The real " One of the aristocracy " was no longer
present. .Still, although they heard no more Aheming, they for a long time
continued to prosecute the search.
Uncle John tried to calm Mr. Raven; but nothing could banish from his
mind the conviction that some one was still in the room. He thought
it strange—very strange; but then he felt it to be impossible for them all
to have been deceived. He wouldn't believe it : he couldn't believe it.
But what was to be done ? There were the servants looking very much
fatigued ; they had searched every corner—every crevice—every hole—
and yet they could not find the dehnquent. Why, it was marvellous!
Raven himself felt it to be marvellous ; and, having explained that he felt
it to be so with great promptitude and point, he dismissed the wearied
servants, who were really knocked up, and sat down with a somewhat
subdued spirit, to argue the case with Uncle John.
" Well, what do you think of this ?" said he ; «' what do yoa think oi
this ? It strikes t/ie as being rather of the ratherest ! "
" I certainly heard a voice," said Uncle John; " I don't think that! can
be mistaken in that."
" Mistaken !—I'd take my oath of it ! I have, it is trae, heard of imps
and such cattle ; and I have also heard that they are m the service of the
aristocracy; but I never had faith in the existence of such things. Yet,
what in the world could it have been ? It is pretty clear now that there is
no one in the room but ourselves. ^Vhat think you ? "
"Oh, that has been proved," said Uncle John , and he looked with an
air of mystery round the room, whicli v,-3s then in a state of confusion.
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" Well, I've seen and heard of many marvellous things in my lifetime, that's clear; but this beats all that I ever saw or heard of. Dear
me, though, what strange unaccountable things there are in nature to be
sure ! I have heard of haunted houses ; but I never heard noises in this
house before." At this moment quite a novel idea seemed to strike him ;
for he at once seized the poker and thrust it up the chimney, which clearly
contained his last hope. " N o ! — n o ! " he continued, having brandished
that instrument with infinite tact and dexterity in vain. " Well, this is
extraordinary ! I will not believe it to have been any supernatural thing ;
and yet, what on earth could it have been ? I'd give any money to know
what it was."
" Y o u have no parrot in the house, I presume ? " said Uncle John.
' ' Parrot ! bless your life, no !—nothing of the sort ! Besides, where is
the parrot in nature that could articulate ' One of the aristocracy ' with so
much distinctness ?—No ! that was no parrot ! "
Uncle John, of course, kept the whole thing a profound secret; and as
he did so, Mr. Raven could make nothing at all of it.
T h e more he tried
to unravel the mystery, the more entangled, in his judgment, it became ;
and when he had so confused himself with conjectures, he declared that he
would puzzle himself no more ^abotit the matter, and most appropriately
apologized for the way in which the peace of the evening had been disturbed. Shortly afterwards Valentine and his uncle left the house, inexpressibly delighted.

CHAPTER

XLII.

In which Goodman is liberated from the Lu7iatic

Asylum.

O N the following morning, Horace, who had been quite unsuccessful the
previous day in convincing Walter of the perfect soundness of his advice,
tried again to make him feel that, if he did not adopt the precise course
he had suggested, their prospects would be gathered within die dark pale
of rain.
' ' I suppose that you have been tuniin.g that point again over in youi
nob ? " said he ; alluding in the first j^lace to the proposition for sending
Goodman to a distant asylum in a fictitious name, and in the second to the
head of his honoured father : " I suppose yowhave deemed the point worth
another t h o u g h t ? "
" I h a v e , " replied Walter.
" T h e n of course you mean to go the whole quadraped ? " Walter looked
as if a slight interpretation were essential to a perfect understanding of that
question. " I say," continued Horace, really marvelling at his father's
dense stupidity, — " I say, of course you mean to do as I suggest, and have
him taken off at once ? "
".Most decidedly n o t , " replied Walter ; " I have considered the matter
in all its bearings ; 1 have looked at it in every conceivable point of view ;
and having done so, I have arrived at the determination to set him free."
" Then, of course," said Horace, " w e may just go and groan ; we have
not half a chance. In my view, there's nothing now stares us in the face
but lean, leaden-visaged, lantern-jawed starvation."
" And what have we had for months staring us in the face but the most
appalling wretchedncs-i?
" W r e t c h e d n e s s ? p o o h ! Don't talk to me
about wretchedness. Have we not had money ? I will not contend that
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they cannot co-exist: but he who is wretched with money is a fool, while
he who is not wretched without it must be mad. Look at the wretchedness involved in starvation. Stop till we haven't a dinner, and can't get
one ! Then behold how enviable will be our position ! what multitudes
of friends we shall have pouring in ! what lots of assistance they will be
anxious to offer ! what mobs of grouse, pheasants, and fawns will be sent
when they know that our pantry is empty ! "
"Aye, aye, that is all very fine ; but you look at the dark side of the
picture."
" T h e dai-k side ! Show me, if you can, that that picture has a bright
one ! He 7nust pursue one of two courses : he must either discard you
and prosecute the matter no further, or proceed at once against you for
the recovery of that portion of his property which, of course, you are
unable to restore. It matters not a straw, therefore, which he may choose :
either must involve us in beggary."
" But suppose we can persuade
him that we believed him to be insane ?"
" I can't suppose anything half so absurd."
" I ' v e no patience with you, Horace!" exclaimed Walter, " a more
rash and unreasonable fellow never lived.
One can't reason with you
at all! "
" O h , of course not.
I knew that last year. But do you mean to
think that you'll make me believe that you fancy yourself that he can be
led to suppose that we entertained any such impression ?"
" I do. Can we not say that we were strongly recommended, in the
first place, to have the advice of two eminent physicians, and in the
second, to place him under the care of Dr. Holdem, —understanding that
he was a most humane man,—when those eminent physicians had pronounced him to be insane ? "
" N o doubt of it ! Of course, we can say all this, and just as much
more as we please. But the question is, will he believe it ? "
" M y firm impression is that he will; for as his friend, Valentine's
uncle, has promised to do all in his power to allay whatever ill-feeling
he may entertain towards us, we have only to play our cards well to win
the game."
" W i n the g a m e ! " echoed Horace.
"However any man, in the
possession of all his blessed faculties, can cut away and stake his future
"prospects in life upon an argument so palpably rotten, is a thing which
altogether surpasses my comprehension.
But of course you must have
your own way."
" In this," said Walter, firmly, " I will. I have borne enough already
—I'll endure no more : whatever may be the result of his liberation,
liberated he certainly shall be ! "
" Oh, well, pursue your own course ; I have nothing to do with it."
"Yes, Horace, you have; you have much to do with it. It will'be
useless foi' us to oppose each other now ; but by acting in concert we may
succeed, at least, in averting a great portion of that calamity which
you hold to be inevitable."
" O h , if that's what you mean—why, I
shall stick to you like a brick. My object was to show that the speculation
was anything but a safe one ; but as you are resolved to enter into it, and
nothing can change you, why the oracle must be worked in the best
manner possible. Of course, I must be as anxious for his liberation as
you are ?"
"Precisely; nay, more so: you must for months have been doing ?11
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you could to persuade me to release him ; but while I felt naturally
anxious to do so, I reluctantly sacrificed that natural feeling to that which
I conceived to be essential, as well to his immediate safety as to his
eventual restoration."
" I see !" cried Horace. " That is not a bad move, by any means."
" So that if even he should," continued Walter, " be in the first instance
bitter against me, the probability is that he will clo something for you;
which will, at all events, be one point gained."
" And a grand one ! " cried Horace ; " a grand one. I'll work it. He
shall be utterly amazed at the constancy and zeal with which I have been
in the habit of advocating his cause."
" Here they are," cried Walter, as a coach rattled up to the door, containing Uncle John and Valentine. " Come, you had better go with us."
" Of course !" cried Horace ; " I have to play the first fiddle, and in a
case of this kind it's no fool of a fiddle to play." Valentine now entered,
to ascertain if they were ready to join Uncle John in the coach, and on
being informed that they were, he was about to return, when Horace
arrested his progress. "You are just the very fellow I want," said he,
unhooking what appeared to be a piece of coarse frieze from a peg in the
passage,—"Just help me to get into my new pea. It's a rum un. There's
no mistake about it." Nor was there. It had two sleeves, two gaping
pockets, and sundry large horn buttons in front, which comprised its entire
shape and make, and so exceedingly convenient -was the thing upon the
whole, that it might have been put on upside down, and worn with the
tail round the throat, and the collar luxuriating about the knees, without
making any material difference in point of fit. "Well, how do you like
it ? " said Horace, when Valentine had succeeded in getting as much of it
on as the maker originally designed for that purpose ; "what do you think
of it ?"
" Why, it's ugly enough," replied Valentine.
"That's the beauty of it," said Horace. "Nineteen and six ! Lined
with this blue business, all regular. There were only two of them left. I
wanted the governor to have the other; but no, he wouldn't bite : I did
all that a man could do to inspire him with a high appreciation of the
difference it would make in his personal appearance ; but it was no go :
the Goth wouldn't have it."
By this time Walter had entered the coach, and as Valentine and Horace
immediately followed, they were the next moment whirled from the door.
As they proceeded, Walter, Uncle John, and Valentine felt strongly disposed to be silent; but Horace displayed the most restless anxiety to
explain to Uncle John how inexpressibly delighted he had been to find
that that which he had been so long and so ardently striving in vain to
effect had at length been accomplished. " T h e very moment I heard of
his incarceration," said he, whispering very mysteriously in the ear of
Uncle John, " I begged of the governor to have him home again, that we
mig't.t attend to him ourselves; for although you know he might have been
a little far gone, he might not have been dangerous ; and if even he had
Lean, we could have engaged a private keeper ; but you see
"
"Young man," interrupted Uncle John, " i t gives me no pleasure to
hear any person speak against his father."
" You mistake," rejoined Horace; " I was about to observe that his
argument was, that as uncle would be much better treated in an asylum,
he could not in justice to him consent
"
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" I see it all," said Uncle John. " I see it aU. I require to have nothing
explained. You are, doubtless, an intelligent and a very amiable young
man; but, excuse me, I have something of importance to think of"
This certainly was 7iot what Horace expected. He did not anticipate
that a communication of so much interest and truth would have been received with so much coldness and apparent incredulity. He, nevertheless,
looked out of the window, and having examined the horses which drew
them, observed that he would bet any man ten pounds to a tin pot, that he
would buy a much better pair of trotters for five-and-forty shillings any
market-day in Smithfield ; and as this observation absolutely fell unheeded
to the ground, he declared that he was not going to try to strike life into a
lot of dummies ; and, therefore, the whole of the remaining distance was
accomplished in silence.
They now reached the hateful bastile where Uncle John and Valentine
anticipated a storm for which their companions were quite unprepared.
The bell was rung, the gates were opened, the coach was ordered to wait,
and they entered. Walter sent in his card, and they had scarcely reached
the receiving-room when the doctor himself made his appearance. To
Walter he was particularly obsequious, and to Horace, who nodded knowingly, he was scarcely less polite ; but when he recognized Uncle John and
Valentine, his countenance changed as if by magic, and he stepped back
and looked at them with an expression of fierceness which was doubtless
designed to be appalling.
" Why these are the very men," said he, "these are the very persons
who burglariously entered my asylum for the purpose of stimulating my
patients to break loose ! "
" We had 7to such object," said Valentine.
" Silence ! " exclaimed Dr. Holdem, in a tone of authoritative thunder.
"Silence !" said Valentine, contemptuously; "you are the keeper of
an asylum, it is true ; but recollect that / am not one of your patients ! "
The doctor looked at him scowlingly through his beetle brows as if he
only wished that he had been ! " Do you know these fellows ? " said he,
addressing Walter.
" Oh, yes ; they are friends of my brother."
" Friends of your brother ! They are enemies to society. They wish
to let maniacs loose upon society ! They came the other day and got over
my wall, and would have set every madman I have in the place free, had
my servants not been on the alert to frustrate their design."
" It is false," cried Valentine, " you miserable mass of wickedness, you
know it to be false ! "
•" How dare you," cried the doctor, " how dare
you talk in this style to me ? "
'' I say again and again that it is false ! We had no such design, and you
know it."'
•" We told you at the time," said Uncle John, " that it was
purely accidental."
"Purely accidental! It was purely accidental, I suppose, that you
assisted one of my best patients to escape !—a raving maniac !—one whom
I had had for a number of years, and who has never been heard of since !
—that I suppose was also purely accidental?"
" B y one of your best patients," said Uncle John, " I presume you
mean one of those patients for whom you were best paid ? "
" W h a t do you mean, sir? What do you mean by that gross insinuation ? I am not to be insulted with impunity, and I will not by any man,
sir !—not by any man ! " and he struck an extraordinarv attitude, and
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squared at his antangonist, -with a peculiarly cold-blooded a s p e c t ; while
Uncle John, whose knowledge of the science of pugilism may be said to
have been equal to that of the doctor, had his eye upon his man, while
he held his hat in one hand, and doubled up the other into a striking
gladiatorial fist.
" W e l l done, old pigswig ! " cried Horace, giving the doctor a patronizing pat on the shoulder ; " y o u have been taking lessons lately, I see !
Now keep up your nob, and hit straight from the armpits. You have
nothing to do but to go in and win." Tlie doctor scowled at the enemy
with due daikness, and firmly maintained his appalling position.
He
would not move a muscle, so pei-fectly conscious did he feel that his picturesque attitude, being in the abstract terrific, had a tendency to strike an
immense amount of awe into the soul of Uncle John. " W e did not come
here to fight ! " cried Valentine, who had been standing between the belligerents, watching the out-stretched arm of the doctor very sharply. " W e
came here to liberate our friend Mr. Goodman." T h e doctor dropped
his imposing guard, and looked earnestly at Walter.
T h e last words of
Valentine had so far unnerved him as to render him for the time being quite
indisposed to do battle. " I would speak a word with you," said he to
Walter. " D o me the favour to step into this room for one moment."
" I f you desire,''said Unole John, " t o do justice to your b r o t h e r ; if
you desire to keep faith with me ; if you desire to have allayed whatever
feelings of enmity injustice may have engendered in his breast, )'ou will
hold no private communication with that m a n . "
" I desire nothing," said Walter, " b u t that which is perfectly open
and straightforward."
" T h e n you can have no objection to this matter
being arranged in the presence of us aU."
" None whatever ! None w h a t e v e r ! Decidedly not. Dr. Holdem, I
am anxious to remove my brother forthwith."
" A m I to understand that you wish to remove him now ? "
" I wish to take him back with me this morning.''
" What ! as he is ? " cried the doctor, " H e Is not fit to be removed.
It will not be by any means safe to remove h i m . "
" Is he so ill ? ' ' inquired Walter.
" I l l ! I n his paroxysms, which have of late been unusually powerful
and wild, he has been knocking himself all to pieces."
" I n d e e d ? " said Uncle John, who found it difficult to control his indignation ; " l e t us see him. W e shall then be able to judge of his fitness to
be removed."
" I have nothing whatever to do with you," said the doctor; " I have
no knowledge of you. W i t h this gentleman only have I to deal."
" T h e n be pleased to let him be brought," said Walter, " t h a t we may
see if we can with safety take him with us.''
" W e l l , w e l l ; if you
insist, I have but to produce him, and if, contrary to my judgment, you
deem it safe for him to leave, you are of course at perfect liberty to take
him."
" T h u s , " said Valentine privately to Uncle John, as the doctor left the
room, " t h u s any man whom avarice or malignity may prompt, can take
the whole of this odious law of lunacy into his own h a n d s ! H e can
liberate, you see, as well as confine; and yet the law, m an enlightened
age too, is the instrument with which he works ! "
" I t is monstrous ! " said Uncle John, " t r u l y monstrous. It is amazing
that such a law should be suffered to exist.'
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" I f one political faction could incarcerate the other,"rejoined Valentine—
" if the little band who make up the majority of the House of Commons—
if twenty or thirty members were to be seized just before a division on
some party question, though they were liberated within the hour, a speedy
remedy would be found ; but I fear that until we can drag faction into it
in some way, until we can make faction feel that its interests are either
mediately or immediately involved, the glaring evil will not be removed."
" We shall see, my dear boy," said Uncle John. " We shall see. The
thing cannot have been properly tried. We shall see."
" What an everlasting length of time this old unhappy pigswig is !" cried
Horace. " I wonder whether Nature ever implanted in him the smallest
idea of his being able to fight ! I should like to be clear upon that point,
because it is one of great public interest, inasmuch as if she ever did, the
fact ought to be exhibited at the British Museum among the rest of the
natural phenomena forthwith. I say, Val ! what wouldn't I give to see
him set-to in a regular ring with his match ! The magistrate who would
interfere to put an end to such sport ought no longer to be in the commission of the peace. It would be one of the most interesting battles that
have come off since knives, pikes, and daggers have been patronized as an
improvement upori British bone and muscle."
The door now opened and the doctor reappeared. He was followed by
three of his myrmidons, who supported in their arms a pale, emaciated
creature of frightful aspect, with hollow eyes, which seemed glazed with
the film of death ! It was Goodman ! " My God ! " cried Uncle John,
as the tears gushed forth in torrents. " \\'hy, why ! "—He was unable to
articulate another syllable ; his utterance was choked. Goodman feebly
pressed his hand and that of Valentine, and having kissed them, held them
still, and faintly whispered, " G o d will bless you, my dear friends! —
God will bless you !" but he seemed to be unable to shed a tear. The
ruffians now placed him upon the sofa, and as Valentine naturally imagined
that if Walter and Horace approached, he might spurn them, which they
still had the power to resent, as he was not yet free, he suggested to his
uncle the policy of keeping them off if possible until the whole thing had
been arranged. With this view. Uncle John on the instant joined Horace,
and urged the necessity of an immediate removal.
"Ihenyou think he is fit to be removed ?" said Dr. Holdem.
"Decidedly," replied Uncle John, "and the sooner the better. It is
the only thing that can, in my judgment, save his life."
" And do you think that he ought to be removed in that state?" said
the doctor, addressing Walter.
" W h y , I really cannot say," replied Walter, displaying a disposition to
waver. " I wish to be guided. If you think that he had better remain a
few days longer where he is, why, perhaps it would be better."
" My firm impression is,"—said the doctor—" and I have had some
experience in these matters—my firm impression is, that if you take him
with you now, he will expire before you reach home."
This settled the irresolution of Walter. It decided the point at once.
His death was the very thing he most desired; for the will was in his favour
then ! He therefore tumed to Uncle John, and asked him what/5^ thought
had better be done, when, finding him to be strongly in favour of a removal,
he said, "Well, it shall be so ; I am anxious to be guided by you. Dr.
Holdem, we have decided on taking him with us."
. " Very well," said the doctor. " Do as you please ; but remember, you
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will have killed him, not I !:—Here," he continued, addressing one of the
keepers, " t e l l Jones to make out Mr. Goodman's bill immediately."
" T h e amount, without the items, will be sufficient," suggested Uncle

John.
" T h e amount of the balance ! " cried the doctor. " Bring it with you."
" W i l l you allow one of your men to tell the coachman to drive into the
gates, that he may take up at once at your door ?" said Uncle J o h n .
" N o , I shall not," replied the doctor ; " I shall do no such thing. Nor
will I allow the coach to com.e inside my gates. If you will take him,
take him outside, and the sooner you are all gone the better. N o w then,
here is my bill," he added, taking a slip of paper from the hand of his
servant, and passing it to Walter. ' ' Bless me !" cried Walter, on looking
at this document, " I had no idea of its being so much as this. W h y , it
was but the other day. I paid up. However, I'll send you the amount in
the morning,—of course that will do ? "
" By no means. I trust no man. T h e account must be settled before I
part with the patient. H e is the only security I have for its discharge."
" Horace," said Walter, " what money have you about you ?"
" C o m e , I like that," said Horace. " T h a t ' s good. It's about the
richest thing I have heard for some time. Why, you know I've no
money. I never have !—you always take special care of that."
" W h a t is the amount of i t ? " inquired Uncle John.
" T h i r t y pounds and sixpence," said Walter. " I had no idea of its
being more than seven or eight."
" H o w much did you b r i n g ? "
" J u s t ten p o u n d s . "
" W e shall
be able to manage with that, no doubt. Val, my boy, give me your
purse." Valentine threw it from the sofa upon which he was sitting with
Goodman, when thirty sovereigns and a sixpence were placed upon the
table. " N o w , " said Uncle John, " w e will be off." And he placed
one of poor Goodman's arms round his neck, while Valentine placed the
other round his, and having joined hands, they lifted him carefully up and
carried him slowly to the coach. T h e moment they had entered Horace
prepared to follow, which Goodman no sooner perceived than he shrank
Ijack and begged that he might not be suffered to come near.
"Your
brother wishes to be with u s , " said Uncle John, as Walter stood upon the
step.
~
" W e l l , " said Walter, " b u t where am I to ride?—with the coachman ?"
" If you d o , " cried Horace, " where am / to ride ? That's the point at
issue ! But I suppose / m a y hang on behind, or tie myself to one of the
spokes of the wheel, and be twirled round and round to town in that way.
Of course I may do what I please with my body !" A n d he went at once
to look at the state of things behind, but as he found the foot-board studded
with formidable spikes, he returned on the instant and exclaimed, " N o w ,
you must get inside. It's all spikey behind ; so you see if you ride with
the jarvey there'll be no room for me, unless I crawl into the boot, and
consent to be smothered between the two nosebags,"
" D o not detain u s , " said Uncle John, earnestly, " I n d e e d , sir, you
must not detain us. Surely there are plenty of other convefS-ices by
which you can ride to town ? "
" T h e r e ' s short stages passes every quarterv a nour," observed the
coachman, as he put up the steps and closed the door. " There's vun
on em comen along n o w . "
" Dear bless me !" observed Horace, " votl
don't sny Ko, Mf, J:n-i'i5 ; do yovi mean i t ? " T h e eoa^bma" looi--..! .it
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him, but, taking no further notice, mounted his box to obey the orders of
Uncle John, to drive back with all possible speed. " W e l l , if this isn't
gratitude," cried Horace, as the coach dashed away, " I don't know what
it is. I did expect—I won't deny it—I did expect to be cocked on the
box with the Jarvey, but I did not expect to be done altogether. This is
what you get by doing an act of kindness ! But never mind, here is the
stage : we shall be in town now as soon as they are. That's one consolation."
Before, however, the coach reached the point at which they stood, it
very suddenly struck Walter that he had not a shilling ! H e had brought
but ten sovereigns out with him, and those he had given to Uncle John
towards the payment of Holdem's account.
" D o n ' t hail the coach," said he, " d o n ' t stop the coach. W e can't
ride. I've no m o n e y . " — — " N o w h a t ? " exclaimed Horace, almost
petrified.
" N o money?—But come, I say, governor! you don't mean
that?"
" All that I had went to settie Holdem's b i l k "
' ' I wish that Holdem's bill were in Holdem's breeches-pocket, and
that his breeches-pocket were dangling just half-way down his throat.
H e r e we have another proof of what men get by doing acts of kindness ! —
Well ! never mind. W e must tramp it. It isn't more than seven miles,
or seven and a half, I suppose. Come along. But, I say ! are you quite
sure you haven't such a thing as a little sixpence, just to get us the ghost
of a bait on the road ?"
" I haven't a penny !" replied Walter.
" Well, this is a blessing ! There can't be two rational opinions about
i t ! It's a pure, unadulterated blessing; one of those v.-hich peculiarly
spring from an act of human benevolence. But, come, let us make a
beginning ! " A n d they did make a beginning ; and they walked on and
on with the most exemplary perseverance for six miles and a half, when
they miraculously met with a four-wheeled cab, which took them in
triumph home.

C H A P T E R

X L 111.

Contains an Account of a Bi-each of the Privileges of the Co7nnions'
House of Parliaine7it.
C O N T R A R Y to the expressed conviction ot the disinterested doctor, when
Goodman arrived at the house of the widow, —who was delighted to see him
for more reasons than one,—he was not only alive, but, so powerful is the
influence of the mind over the body, much better than when he left tha
asylum, and that which tended to reanimate him still more was the sight
of his valued friend Whitely, of whose escape h e had been up to that
hour unconscious.
Notwithstanding these favourable symptoms, however. Uncle John at
once sent for a celebrated physician, and a general practitioner of some
eminence.
These gentlemen came promptly. They met at the house.
Uncle John unreservedly stated the case, and when they had duly examined
the patient, they decided that his frame had been so shattered, and his fine
constitution so cruelly undermined, that, although there was no immediate
danger, his complete restoration would amount almost to a miracle. The
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fact of there being no immediate danger satisfied Uncle John for the time
being. For the rest he hoped !—and he -\\'as a man with whom hope had
great weight. H e begged of them, earnestly, to pay all possible attention
to his friend, and to call into action all the talent they possessed, and they,
in return, gave him certain instructions, which he took great delight in
having performed to the very letter.
Of course, as the patient was excellently well nursed, having Uncle John,
Whitely, the widow and her two servants constantly attending to him.
Valentine was not much required at home. But if even he had been, it
is questionable whether Louise would have spared him for two consecutive
days, so imperative was she, and so firmly did she insist upon his visiting
her daily. It was therefore fortunate that there was no real necessity for
his running counter to her wishes in this respect; and as there was none,
no man could have been more constant in his attendance upon her ^ h o
had obtained full possession of his heart.
Now it happened, at this memorable period of British history, that the
majority of the Commons' House of Parliament, being composed chiefly of
men of extraordinary sapience, and being therefore extremely jealous of
their dignity and importance, moral, legal, and political, sought to establish to all eternity,—first : T h a t the virtue of their will was superior to
that of the British constitution ; and second : T h a t having elevated themselves above the law, they had a clear and inalienable right to denounce and
to repudiate the decision of any old fool of a judge \vho, in the due administration of the law, had nothing whatever but the law for his guidance.
The marvellous wisdom involved in these two eternal principles will be
seen by the enlightened at a glance ; but the particular species of diablerie
which caused the full development of that beautiful spirit which forms the
very essence of those two etemal principles, it will be highly correct to explain
here, that the present stiff-necked generation may understand that if anything
analogous should occur during their brief existence, they must not presume
to set up their dark views in opposition to the bright views of those who
compose by prescription the first assembly of the first gentlemen in the
world.
I n the first place, then, at the period in question the libel laws in England
-were so extremely comprehensive, that anything was a foul and malicious
libel at which any man chose to take offence. Of course, the truth or falsehood contained in that libel had legally a great deal to do with the matter,
inasmuch as its truth was adduced in aggravation, and vice versa, it being
held that " t h e greater the truth the greater the libel," truth having the
greater tendency to provoke a breach of the peace, so that the libel which
was most strictly true was the foulest and most malicious, while that which
was really the most venial was the libel which contained the most infamous
falsehoods. That such laws were just may be rationally inferred from their
existence ; but, independently of this potent and indisputable proof, confirmation may be gathered from the fact that innumerable petitions had
been presented to the Commons' House of Parliament, praying for their
revision in vain. It is manifest, therefore, that the members of that day, in
the fulness of their wisdom, conceived that the existing law of libel was so
equitable and sound that it ought to be neither repealed nor revised.
Such being the admirable state of things, then, a philanthropic publishct
—who, having an eye to the improved morals of the rising generation, was
unlike the generality of publishers, inasmuch as he published works which
others would have at once rpiected—found his name set forth in a report
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on the state of certain prisons, as the publisher of a certain book, found
in a certain ward in Newgate, in which certain young gentlemen had been,
with a view to their edification, confined.
As this was most true, it was, of course, a most foul and malicious libel,
and the philanthropist accordingly brought his action thereon ; and as this
did not succeed to his heart's content, action upon action was brought for
the self-same libel, notwithstanding the publishers of the libel were the
servants of the House of Commons, and the members of the House of
Commons had declared, by resolution, that they were privileged to authorize
the publication of whatever libels they pleased, and upon whomsoever they
pleased, and that, therefore, he who dared to bring an action for any such
authorized libel, and all concerned with the plaintiff in such action, were
guilty of a breach of the privileges of the House of Commons, and would
be mercifully dealt with accordingly.
Notwithstanding this, however, the plaintiff in this case proceeded. He
had at length obtained a comfortable verdict, and absolutely went on to
execution. The servants of the House of Commons, of course, would not
pay ; their chattels were therefore seized by the sheriff, and deliberately and
ignominiously sold ! What then, under these afflicting circumstances, did
the majority of the House sf Commons do ? Why, stung to the very quick
by the contunfacious temerity: of the wretches, they sent the plaintiff to
prison ; they sent the plaintiff's attorney to prison ; they sent the attorney's
son to prison and the attorney's clerk to prison ; they also sent the sheriffs
to prison :—and here they stopped. But why—why did they stop at this
point ? Why did they not i./cprison all concerned in this villanous proceeding, from the judge to the broker, including the jury, counsel, officers,
and all ? This strong disinclination to do more than was absolutely essential to the vindication of their dignity is attributable only to their proverbial
forbearance.
But that which made the mattei- '#orse, as far as the sheriffs were concerned, was the fact of their setting up a plea of justification ! They pleaded,
forsooth, that they were compelled to act as they did act by law !—which
was perfectly monstrous, inasmuch as they were bound by an absolute reso•lution, in direct opposition to the law, to act in obedience to the will of
those who had set themselves above it. They, moreover, pleaded that they
could not have acted in opposition to the law without violating their oaths;
which was more monstrous still, for what were their oaths ?—what were
they, when compared with their manifest duty to the majority of the Commons' House of Parliament ? They were bound to obey the behest of that
majority, as their imprisonment proved. The mere fact of their behest in
this case being directly opposed to the law had nothing whatever to do with
the matter. They were privileged to trample upon the law if they liked ;
they were privileged to establish whatever privileges they pleased. Their
power to create privileges for themselves, -with the view of meeting every
conceivable exigency, was unlimited, and the only wonder is that that
high-souled majority, when they found themselves vilified and denounced
in all quarters, did not start a privileged periodical wherein to lampoon
their opponents right and left, and to choke — if they dared to bring
their actions — to choke with the contumacious both Newgate and the
Tower. Nearly all who composed that majority would have contributed
to such a periodical. They might have got it up without any assistance
of a literary character, and brought it out daily; while, being a privikged publication, matters would not have been minoed in any sensibls
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degree. This is clearly what they ought to have done, under the peculiar circumstances of the case, and the fact of their having abstained
from the pursuit of such a course shows the extent of their noble
forbearance.
Now this question of privilege, as it was termed—although it was, in
reality, no question at ail, there being no question about anything being a
privilege which the majority chose to designate a privilege—was one which
the anti-aristocratic Mr. Raven entered into with infinite spirit. He happened to be on terms of close intimacy with one of the sheriffs, and their
incarceration was a source of great comfort to him, seeing that as he viewed
it as an act of purely aristocratic tyranny, he entertained a lively hope that
its tendency would be to bring the abhorred class, the aristocracy, down.
In this, however, Mr. Raven made a slight mistake. The aristocracy had
little or nothing to do with it. There were members of the aristocracy in
the majority, it was true ; but, then, all their political associations were
with the democracy ; and, although they were joined by certain eminent
men who had placed themselves politically in the aristocratic ranks, they
were chiefly men of plebeian origin, whom Mr. Raven usually held in high
esteem.
The fact, therefore, of its being an essentially democratic movement
proved the purity of its character, by affording a strong guarantee that
there was nothing in it bearing the semblance of tyranny, it being proverbial, of course, that democrats cannot, in the nature of things, be
actuated by anything like a tyrannous spirit.
Mr. Raven, however, did not care to look at the matter in this point of
view. He contended that all power was in the hands of the aristocracy,
and that, therefore, every exercise of power was an act of aristocratic
tyranny. " I am going to see these victims of your beggarly aristocracy,
these martyred, incarcerated sheriffs," said he to Valentine, a few mornings
after poor Goodman's liberation. " Will you accompany me ? "
" Oh yes ! I shall feel great pleasure," said Valentine ; " I should like
to see them much."
The carriage was ordered, and they soon after started, Mr. Raven having
jiut on his most haughty, frown, and screwed his lips into an expression of
contempt the most superb.
" W h a t do you think of this question?" said he on the way—"this
unparalleled, barbarous question !"
" Why," replied Valentine, " m y impression is, that while on the one
hand the particular publication complained of ought not to be held to be a
libel at all, on the other, if the servants of the House of Commons are to
be privileged to write and publish what they please of any man with impunity, as we possess no security against the malignity of such servants,
they may assail in their reports the reputation of any honourable man, and
plunge him and his family into inextricable ruin."
As this was an extremely narrow view of the matter, Mr. Raven agreed
with every word, and contended, moreover, that the Commons' House ot
Parliament had no constitutional right to create for themselves just what
privileges they pleased, which was in the abstract particularly stupid.
The carriage now stopped ; they alighted, and were ushered, with others^
by a remarkably thin individual, into the presence of two dark, jolly-looking
gentlemen, who were in fact the martyred sheriffs. They did not appear
to be much cut up : on the contrai-y, they looked rather waggish, as if they
Would not have cared to intimate privately and confidentially that, as a

306

L I F E A N D ADVENTURES OF

Avhole, they rather liked it than not. One of them, it is true, seemed to
want a change of air, for his breath was rather short, and he wheezed
sometimes slightly; but with this single exception, they appeared to be
perfectly easy in their minds, and absolutely induced the belief that they
derived from their position a very considerable amount of secret satisfaction.
Of course, they spoke firmly and boldly on the subject. They declared
that they would never give in ! They had, by some strange perversion of
reason, deluded themselves into the conviction that, in acting in direct opposition to the supreme will of the majority of the House of Commons, they
had actually done no more than their duty, and such being the case, they
gave i:)ointed expression to their fixed and immovable determination to
suffer death rather than yield to what they denounced as a most tyrannous
exercise of unconstitutional power. They couldn't do it ! They wouldn't
do it!—their principles wouldn't let them ! They felt, of course, grateful
to those affectionate friends who had done them the honour to visit them
there in the dark, foggy day of tribulation ; but as for surrendering to the
tyrannous majority of the House of Commons !—they wouldn't.
Of course, as these strong and undutiful expressions reached the ears of
those who composed the majority against whom they were directed, no
merciful consideration could be hoped for from them. They were daring
expressions, remarkably daring. The noble and jealous majority, who felt
that they ought to be treated with the utmost deference by those whom
they had incarcerated for a breach of their privileges, strongly disapproved
of those expressions, and hence when, a few days afterwards, a meeting
was convened by the contumacious sheriffs to take into consideration the
circumstances connected with their imprisonment, and to adopt such proceedings as might be expedient to effect their liberation, a deputation from
that noble majority, composed of half a dozen of the most popular statesmen—backed by a legion of individuals, each of whom had been secured
by a small retaining fee to advocate privilege for ever !—marched into the
hall in which the meeting was to be held, about an hour' before the regular
proceedings were to commence.
Having thus obtained possession of the place, they determined, instead
of waiting for those tardigrade creatures whose province it was to lead the
business of the meeting, to commence and carry on the proceedings themselves, and, therefore, one of the deputation stepped forward to propose
that another of the deputation should be requested to take the chair. This
produced some slight disapprobation; forasmuch as there were already a
few "friends of fair play" in the room, they protested .against the undersheriffs—whom the sheriffs had deputed to attend—being thus by a dignified
manoeuvre forestalled.
"Gentlemen!" said the proposer, addressing the retainers, " i s it your
wish that our old and tried friend should take the chair?" In the midst
of a slight senatorial yell, the question was nominally seconded and carried
with surpassing unanimity, and the old and tried friend vaulted into the
chair in the due course of nature. " We are met here to-day," said that
statesman, " t o discuss a principle of extraordinary vitahty."
"You have not been elected to the chair !" cried one of the friends of
fair play.
" Haven't I ?" said the statesman. "Never mind, I am in it !" and he
winked at the senators around him. " I am not going to make a long
speech," he continued. " Has anygentl'^man a resolution to submit to the
meeting?"
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" I have a resolution!" cried a senator, who took great delight in
ficholding dead bodies, and prided himself especially upon the statesmanlike quality of making faces of a character peculiarly grotesque.
One of the friends of fair play here protested against the irregularity of
the proceedings. " W h y , your honest and straightforward chairman,"
exclaimed the remarkable senator, ' ' asked if any one had a resolution to
propose. I answer. Yes, I have one !"
" I beg to rise to order," said a gentleman, who was at that time well
known in the City."
" O r d e r !" cried the remarkable senator; " w h y ,
there's no disorder now, except that which you make ! "
T h e gentleman, however, insisted upon suggesting that, in their eagerness to do business, they had forgotten to read the requisition, which, just
for the sake of quieting that gentleman, was borrowed and read.
" N o w , " said the senator, who was still on his legs, " w e have everything regular, and
"
" But," interrupted an enemy to privilege, " w e want fair play !"
" W h y , the gintleman who calls for fair play," cried one of the dei5Utation, who boasted of having " t r o p i c a l l y " a tail with seven million supple
joints, " i s ugly enough to be angry ! Did ye iver now say sich an ugly
baste? Be me soul, thin, he's ugly in the extrame."
This sound and unanswerable argument in favour of the privileges of the
House of Commons, and consequently in favour of the incarceration of the
sheriffs, had an electric effect, and again cleared the way for that remarkable senator, who was still in possession of the chair. " W e have to
consider," he resumed, — " w e have to consider, in the first place
"
" D o w n ! down !" shouted the friends of fair play.
" Indeed !" said the senator, with an expression of contempt. " Down !
down ! Don't you wish you may get it ? Down ! W h o ' s to do it ?—
who'll put me down ? That's what I ask : who'll put me down ? Down !
I t won't do ! It's no go. It's been tried on before."
" A r e you a freeholder?" demanded one of the friends of fair play.
" A m I a freeholder ? There's a pretty fellow ! There's a most sensible
animal ! Why, the fellow must be a natural fool to
"
Here there were loud cries of " Question."
" Q u e s t i o n ! " cried the senator. " T h e question is too much for you.
You have too much stupidity to understand the question. I am not at all
surprised at a lot of idiots bawling out ' Question ! question !' " A n d the
senator, screwing up his legislatorial mouth, gave interesting imitations of
the various tones in which the word question was capable of being uttered.
An elderly gentleman on the hustings here had the unblushing audacity to
call " O r d e r ! "
" I wish," said the senator, with infinite propriety, " t h a t I had a strait
waistcoat for that old lunatic."
This observation was greatly applauded ; but before the applause had
died away, another gentleman, dressed rather better than any member of
the deputation, suggested the propriety of the speaker confining his remarks
to the object for which the meeting had been called. " W h a t do you
m e a n ? " cried the senator. " W h o is this man-milliner who dares to
interrapt me ? W h a t has he done with his bandbox ?"
At this interesting stage of the proceedings the under-sheriffs entered
with their friends, among whom were several highly-influential but grosslydeluded magistrates of the county. They proceeded at once to the platform, and one of thp tinder-sheriiTs had the daring to request the statesman
X 2
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who occupied the chair to give it up. To this cool but extremely audacious
request, of course, that great statesman refused to concede. " I am here,"
said he, " a n d here I stick, and no mistake about it!"—an appropriate
observation, which called forth a remark from the under-sheriff to the effect
that an attempt had been made to corrupt the meeting ; which remark had
no sooner been uttered than a rush was made to the back of the platform,
of which the object was obviously to hurl the under-sheriffs and their
influential friends headlong into the body of the meeting.
There were many superficial individuals at this time present, who conceived that this was not precisely the fashion in which a great principle
ought to be discussed; but then these individuals really knew nothing at
all about the matter : they foolishly imagined that it was the duty of the
deputation to allow the sheriffs' friends to be heard, whereas it was their
duty—a duty which they owed to that majority whom they fairly represented—to silence the sheriffs' friends by all possible means.
The under-sheriffs, notwithstanding, kept their ground, with that physical
inflexibility by which bold bad men are in the aggregate characterized, and
a regular battle ensued. The deputation themselves were particularly active,
while the spirit and courage developed by their retainers were admirable in
ihe extreme. They tore down the partition that enclosed the platform as
if it had been touchwood, and crumbled the chairman's table into one
chaotic mass of infinitesimal dust.
" T h e Riot Act ! the Riot Act !" exclaimed one of the dastardly enemies
of unlimited privilege ; and the under-sheriffs actually did read the Riot
Act, and quitted the room with their friends, like cowards, leaving the
noble deputation of the majority of the Commons' House of Parliament in
fidl possession of the field, after having triumphantly struck the conviction
into every British breast, that both in and out of the House they were
resolved to reign supreme !

CHAPTER

XLIV

Sho7vs what curious C/'eatwes Ladies in Love 77iay appear.
I N the course of their lives, men frequently find their estimate of the
character of ladies to be incorrect ; and although it may occasionally
happen—say once in an age—that a lady will mistake the real character
of a man, the striking truth involved in the position loses none of its
legitimate force, for it has but to be experienced to inspire the sold with a
due appreciation of its purity and importance.
It does not, however, by any means follow of necessity, that when circumstances prompt men to form a second estimate, the second 77iust be
more correct than the first; for the qualities of ladies, especially if they
be lovable, lovely, and young, are so variously developed and concealed,
that a man can make sure of being somewhat out only when, after having
added the little items up, he discovers that he has reckoned the amount to
be an angel.
It will hence be perceived, that how various and irreconcilable soever
may be the estimates of men touching this extremely interesting point, it is
perfectly possible for the first to be the true one, albeit the probability
inclines to the second. It is, however, strictiy within the scope of the
imagination to conceive that they may in some cases be equally wrong,
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and in order to prove this remarkable fact, it will be necessary to explain
how Valentine, having formed his first estimate of the character of Louise,
was induced to form a second, and how that was found to be quite as
incorrect as the first.
H e had for some time observed what he conceived to be an inexplicable
change in the general tone and bearing of Louise. She had become, in his
view, more imperative, more haughty, more assuming, and laboured apparently to make him understand that she had an inalienable right to insist
upon his devoting the whole of his time and attention to her.
Whenever
he failed to call precisely when she happened to expect him, she would
address him in a style which savoured of asperity, and demand to know
the reason ; when, if he did not explain to her entire satisfaction, she would
abruptly turn from him and for hours sit silent alone.
Of course, Valentine did not approve of this mode of disjilaying affection.
H e felt that she might love him passionately : still he conceived
that the object she had in view was to make him her slave, to which his
spirit would not allow him to submit. His feelings towards her were of
the purest and most affectionate caste ; he had cherished those feelings from
the first, and still fostered them fondly, albeit he had been led to suspect
that she was not that sweet-tempered, mild, calm, gentle creature his heart
induced him originally to believe her to be ; but when he discovered, or
thought he had discovered, that she presumed upon the existence of those
feelings, and appeared to take delight in wounding and tyrannizing over
them, he naturally felt that if the spirit by which he was actuated were not
promptly checked, it would eventually acquire too much strength to be
subdued.
T h e more he tried, however, to accomplish the task he had proposed,
the more impatient she became.
H e remonstrated calmly, and delicately
pointed out the folly of giving way to a habit which could be productive
of nothing but discontent. " My dear Louise ! " he would exclaim, " why
do you thus strive to make me wretched ? W h y assume a false character ?
This is one to which I am sure you have no real claim, and I cannot for
the life of me conceive what pleasure you can derive from its assumption,
when you know it to be a source of unhappiness to m e . "
" Sir," she would rej^ly, " understand that I am not to be schooled like
a child. I will not be spoken to thus. It displays an overbearing disposition, to whieh I will never submit. If I am so odious that my society is
the source of pain to you, you know that you are not bound to endure it.
There are others more amiable, better calculated to impart pleasure. I am
therefore surprised that you do not prefer their society to mine."
These and other remarks of a similar character had the effect of inducing
Valentine to believe, that \\hile her ostensible aim was to monopolize the
whole of his time and attention, her latent object was to tire him out, and
thus to force him to do that which she Avas anxious to avoid doing directly
herself. H e knew that on the death of her father she would be mistress of
considerable wealth; he knew that Raven belonged to the mere moneyed
aristocracy, and that his purse-proud spirit had been imbibed to some extent by Louise ; it was therefore but natural for him to imagine that, on its
being discovered his expectations were nothing at all comparable with
hers, her father had prompted her to resort to some indirect means of
breaking off what he considered an ineligible match.
Of course, he no sooner conceived this idea than he resolved to absent
himself, at least for a time.
There had been nothing in Raven's conduct
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t jwards him to justify such an impression, while his hopes were in favour
©f its being false ; still he felt himself bound, as a matter of common justice
to himself, to have recourse to the only available mode of ascertaining if the
notion he had conceived were well founded or not.
He accordingly ceased to visit as usual; and as he kept away for two
entire days without hearing one word from Louise, he began to be particularly wretched in the conviction that what he had imagined was really
correct. On the third day, however, his hopes revived, when he saw
Raven's carriage drive up to the door.
He was, of course, " not at
home ; " but that was perfectly unnecessary, seeing that Louise, who was
alone in the carriage, simply inquired after the state of his general health,
and having sent in her father's card, drove off at once.
The lightness and freedom with which Valentine breathed after this
were remarkable. He actually began to feel himself again, and it really
required but little to reassure him that Louise loved him still.
" Why, Val," said Uncle John, who entered the room as the card was
brought up, "what is the matter, my boy, between you and your ladylove,—anything wrong?"
" I am not quite satisfied," said Valentine.
" Not quite satisfied ! then you ought to be. That's my impression—
you ought to Ije satisfied. What would you have ? She is interesting,
amiable, beautiful, intelligent. What more can you desire ? "
" Sincerity ! " replied Valentine.
" And do you mean to tell me that she is not sincere ? Pooh, absurd !
She is full of sincerity ; that girl is all heart. I know it; I am sure of
it ! Val, you must not have such fancies. You deceive yourself while you
trifle with her; and no man has a right to play with the feelings of a
woman."
" That I am sure I have no desire to do ; but she appears to take pleasure
in trifling with mine."
" Why of course ! They all do it. You ought
to know that. It is a thing which every man must expect. It is their
province; but their object is simply to see what men are made of."
'' That may be very correct," said Valentine ; '' they may all be coquettes,
more or less ; but I fear that, as I am not rich and they are, the impression
of Raven is that Louise, by marrying me, would be to some extent sacrificed."
" Sacrificed ! " exclaimed Uncle John, with an appropriate look
of indignation. '' Why, what does he mean by that ? What does he mean
by his daughter being sacrificed? Does he take you for a penniless beggar?
Never enter the house again, my boy ! Show your independence !—sacrificed, indeed ! "
" Recollect, I have no proof of this being his impression."
" But have you any reason to suppose it to be so ? "
" I cannot say that I have any direct reason to believe it."
" But has he ever hinted such a thing ? Has he ever in any shape given
you the slightest intimation of anything of the kind ? "
"Never."
" T h e n how came you to entertain the notion?"
" Simply because I have of late observed a change in Louise's manner."
" Is that all ? Why, you silly fellow ! Did you ever expect to find her
always the same ? Do you not know that all women are as variable as the
wind ? A change in her manner ! Why, they are always changing. They
are continually at it ! And so because she has simply done that which is
recognized generally as being one of their privileges, poor things ! you
consider yourself justified in supposing that she is anxious to discard you in
consequence of her pecuniary expectations being somewhat more brilliant
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than your own ! Don't be stupid. Go as usual. If, indeed, any hint of
the kind be given, you will know how to act : leave the house that very
instant, and never enter it again. But I don't believe anything of the sort.
T h e girl is passionately fond of you. I am sure of it. Can you imagine
that she would have called here this m o m i n g if her object were what you
suspect it to be ? Is it likely ? My boy, you do her an injustice. Go to
her at once. You are wounding her feelings, which you ought, as a man,
to be anxious to avoid. Depend upon it, Val, she is a good little creature.
She is the very sort of girl with whom, if I were again young, I should be
likely to fall over head and ears in love."
As the firmness, as well as the birth of affection, in a great degree
depends upon our views being backed by the judgment of others, Valentine
heard this with pleasure. Pie felt at the time quite sure that the opinion
expressed by Uncle John was correct, and therefore made up his mind to
call the following moming. In the evening, however, while engaged in a
conversation touching the villany of Goodman's relatives, a note, superscribed by Louise, and emblazoned with the -flaming crest of Raven, was
brought into the room, with the information that the servant had been
desired to wait. T h e note was immediately opened, of course, and the
following were found to be its affectionate contents :—
' ' Miss Raven has to apologize for having thus taken the liberty of
troubling one so superior in every respect to herself; but as she has the
presumption to conceive it to be possible that he may condescend to state
whether she may expect him to honour her with a call to-morrow morning,
and if not, whetlier she will be justified in expecting ever to have that high
honour again ; she humbly begs the favour of some slight information on
the subject, albeit she is fully aware of its being one which to him is
extremely displeasing."
Twice Valentine read this affectionate note, being naturally anxious to
understand all its peculiar points and bearings, and then smiled as he submitted it to Uncle John, who, having laughed very merrily, handed it to
Whitely, upon whom it had a totally different effect ; for he shed tears the
moment he saw it, and on being strongly urged to state the reason, explained that it was in consequence ot its being precisely like the handwriting
of her by whom, fifteen years before, he had been shamefully dishonoured.
" Bless my soul ! " said. Uncle John ; " why, how was that ? "
" Some day," replied Whitely, " I will explain. It is a long, sad tale,
— a tale of wretchedness on the one hand, and infamy on the o t h e r ; " and
fresh tears gushed forth as he looked again at the writing, which appeared
to call up recollections of a character the most painful.
While Whitely was thus occupied, Valentine was preparing to answer
the note. H e knew not how to begin, " M y dear L o u i s e ? " — N o , that
would not do. " M a d a m ? " — N o : nor would that. At length, having
decided upon sending an answer in a style corresponding with her own for
the time being, he wrote thus :—
" M i s s Raven is hereby informed, that he whose immense superiority
has been so happily acknowledged will have the peculiar condescension to
honour Miss Raven with a visit in the morning."
"This he thought very fair and highly appropriate, considering ; and
having despatched it, he turned to resume the conversation, having reference
to Goodman's position with his brother. Whitely was, however, then
deeply engaged with his own thoughts, while Uncle John seemed quite
disposed to commune with himself in silence ; and, therefore, as Valentine
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also had private considerations to entertain him, the subject was not renewed, and they all retired early.
Valentine slept most soundly that night. H i s rest had for some time
previously been broken. H e had had dreadful dreams : nay, his vivid
imagination had actually, on one occasion, placed him in a position from
Avhich—although hotly pursued by a mob of individuals whom he wished
to avoid—he was utterly unable to stir an inch !—which was very unpleasant. His mind was now, however, comparatively tranquil ; and as
he, in consequence, made up to some extent for the sleep which he had
lost, he rose in the morning very sensibly refreshed, and, having eaten an
unusually hearty breakfast, proceeded to keep his appointment with Louise.
" I wonder," thought he on the way, — " I wonder how she will receive
m e ? Angrily, perhaps,—perhaps coolly—perhaps with a smile." H e could
scarcely tell which of the three was the most probable conjecture, although
it may just as well at once be confessed that as his hopes were with the
last, he inclined to the belief that the greatest amount of probability rested
decidedly upon that. T h e thing was, however, soon proved. H e reached
the house, and was shown into a room in which Louise sat in state. He
approached her : she bowed with that peculiar grace which freezes on the
hottest day in Jflne. H e took her hand : she \vithdrew it. H e attempted
to kiss her !—she would not allow that attempt to succeed, but waved her
hand towards a chair in the distance.
" Louise," said he, tranquilly, " may I know your object in wishing me
to visit you this morning ?"
" Sir, my object was to ascertain why you
thus treat me with contempt. I conceived that if even you had no regard
for me, you at least had the feelings of a gentleman. But it appears that
even in that I have been grossly deceived."
" You are inclined to be severe, Mi^s R a v e n , " said Valentine.
" N o t more so than circumstances warrant. If, after having been but
too successful in inducing me to believe that your professions vrere sincere,
you discovered in my character or general conduct anything calculated to
render my society painful, why had you not the manliness to avow it?—
-why absent yourself from me without a single word of explanation—without
uttering a syllable having reference to the cause? Is it gentlemanlike?
Is it
"
" M i s s Raven, shall I call to-morrow morning? T h e probability is
that you will then be more calm."
' ' I am sufficiently calm now, sir. I shall never be more calm until you
have explained to me that which seems attributable, not to mere caprice,
but to something worse. W h a t have I done ? W h a t offence have I committed ? W h y have you not called here as usual ? Give me a single reason
for your absence, and then at least I shall know how to act."
" L o u i s e , I will be frank with you," said Valentine, who still preserved
his calmness ; " I will candidly explain to you the cause of my absence.
W h e n I first had the pleasure of seeing you, and for some time after I had
discovered your residence, it was not alone your beauty by which I was
enthralled, although to that I was never insensible—•—"
" S i r !" interrupted Louise, " I am aware that we are all sufficiently
open to flattery; but allow me to suggest, that there are times at which it
becomes too palpable to be pleasing. I demand to know, as briefly as
possible, the reason why you have absented yourself from m e ? ' '
" Upon my word. Miss Raven, you are somewhat imperious."
" H a v e I not a right, sir, to demand this, after what has h.appcned?
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What was the cause?"
"Briefly this : I have noticed, of late, an extraordinary change in your conduct towards me, and, conceiving that my
presence had become somewhat irksome, I
"
" How could you imagine anything of the kind, when you know that I
have done all in my power to induce you to call more constantly?"
" Nay, nay ; hear me out. Having conceived this, I felt that there must
be some motive, some secret cause for so sudden a change ; and, being
utterly unconscious of having done aught to induce it, I naturally attributed
the fact to your knowledge of my expectations, in a pecuniary point of
view, being greatly inferior to your own."
"What have I to do with pecuniary expectations ? Have I ever inquired what they were ? Have I ever dropped a syllable which could be
construed into a hint upon the subject ? Never ! But you conceal the real
cause, which lies deeper. You once saved my life; you saved the life of
my father, and, therefore, know that I am bound to you in gratitude for
ever. Y'ou presume upon that, and hence trifle with, and trample upon,
my feelings; or if not, you have been introduced to some brilliant coquette,
some fascinating creature, more accomplished and highly connected than
myself, in whose society you experience more pleasure than in mine, and
to whom you devote all your happier hours."
"Indeed, Louise, you do me wrong, and I feel that in your calmer
moments you will acknowledge, at least to yourself, that your expressed
views on both points are baseless and unjust."
" Vou then wish me to believe that, although you thus shun me, you
neither take advantage of the circumstance I have named, nor court the
society of another? You wish me to believe this?"
'' I wish you to believe, that although my affections are fixed upon you
firmly, I never will consent to be a passive, abject slave, to bo tyrannized
over, and tortured perpetually by the violence of her from whom I ought
to expect nothing but gentleness and love."
"You understand, sir, of course," said Louise, with great dignity,
" that, at least as far as I am concerned, you are perfectiy free."
" I t would give me great pleasure to make you understand that, as far
as I am concerned, these bursts of passion are very painful."
"You would have me, then, endure all in silence!—though spurned,
shunned, contemned, and treated with every species of contumely, I must
be silent ! She to whom you have devoted the last three days may do
this, but be assured that I will not."
" T h e last three days I have
devoted to those poor old gentlemen, of whom I have so frequently
spoken."
" Assuming such to have been the case, even that would not justify your
conduct to me. If you have more pleasure in the society of two old lunatics
than in mine, I, of course, feel flattered, and can only, under the circumCtances, say that you had better return to it at once."
" I will do so, if you wish it."
"You will?—You will leave me ?"
" Most certairiy," said Valentine, and he rose on the instant.
"_Go," said Louise, who bit her lips violently, and turned pale with
passion. " I have no right, no wish, to detain you. By all means, sir,
go. But remember, if you do, if you do leave me thus—never, never—
my heart will break !—I cannot bear it
"
"Louise!" cried Valentine, who flew to her side instantly, and caught
her in his arms, as she was falling. She had fainted. The perspiration
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stood like dew upon her brows, which were icy cold, and she looked pale
as death. For a moment he felt paralyzed. He knew not how to act.
He gazed upon, and kissed her ; but no sign of reanimation appeared.
He reached the bell, still bearing her in his arms, but the rope seemed
useless. He tried the other. The shock was far too great for that : it
came down as instantaneously as if it had been held by a single thread •
but before it descended he had unconsciously made sufficient noise to
alarm all the servants, of whom four rushed at once into the room, in a
state of great excitement.
Of course, they were all stunned on beholding Louise, like a dead
individual, in Valentine's arms.
" My goodness me, what is the matter?" cried the lady's-maid, in
whose apron had been established two remarkable pockets, which were
always as open as the day. "^ My dear miss !—come !—poor thing ! Run
and fetch the eau de Cologne," she continued, addressing one of the
servants ; " it is lying on my table—a long, narrow bottle. You will find
it—but stay ; I'll run myself."
" Pray remain," said Valentine ; "you had betier not leave."
"Tell Susan to get it, then : tell her to make haste ! I hope to goodness her papa will- not return before she recovers ; if he should, there'll
be such a to do ! My dear young lady ! —look up ! I never saw her so
before. I cannot think what it could be. Susan, Susan ! What a time
the girl is, to be sure. But there's no getting anything done unless one
does it one's self. What can she be about ? "
Susan entered, and the eau de Cologne was applied to the nostrils, the
temples, and palms of Louise, who eventually sighed, and thus at once
dispelled Valentine's fears. That sigh was the prelude to her recovery.
Her bosom began to heave with its usual freedom : the blood returned to
her cheeks, and she looked round with perfect self-possession. " Lead
me to my room," said she faintly to the servants, who carefully raised her
from the sofa.
" I am better, much better; but I shall there be more
quiet and at ease.'- Valentine offered his hand, which she pressed and
kissed warmly, and as she left him, he fondly conceived that her gaze
developed a pure and affectionate heart.
" She still loves me," said he, on being left alone. " S h e cannot conceal that : but as her peace of mind as well as my own is involved in this
struggle, I must not yield now. It is lamentable that she thus allows
angry passions to disguise the beauty of her natural affections, but more
lamentable still would it be if those passions were allowed to gain a permanent mastery. It is clear that my impressions -.vere false. She has no
wi.sh to break off the connection. Her object is simply to contend for her
own supremacy, with the view to the establishment of a species of domestic
despotism, which all experience proves to be pernicious—nay, utterly
destructive of the happiness both of her who is the ruler and of him whom
she rules. I feel that I am as little inclined as most men to be a domestic
tyrant, but this spirit must be checked; and as I imagine that I possess
sufficient influence to check it, I consider myself bound to exert that influence by all the means at my command,"
Being unable to ring the bell, he now desired the peculiarly sentimental
porter, who was still engaged in turning up the yellows of his eyes in the
hall, to make the necessary inquiries; and having at length ascertained that
Louise had completely recovered, he at once left the house, with a firm
determination to carry the object he had proposed to himself into cffecl,
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T H E next moming Valentine called and left his card, having learned that
Louise was quite well. It is true that he was not exactly satisfied with
having done this simply. H a d his feelings been unfettered, had he consulted them alone, he would have seen her ; but as prudence suggested
that the better course was that which he had pursued, he started off for a
long walk instead.
Pie, notwithstanding, a thousand times wished she
had been with him ; and as the morning was delightfully clear and calm,
he actually turned, on arriving at the gates of the Regent's Park, with a
view of retracing his steps. Prudence, however, again interposed, and
urged him to walk on alone.
This was harsh on the part of Prudence, and her dictates are often
particularly harsh, although it happens—by mere chance of course—that
she is almost invariably right in the long run, seeing that she looks beyond
the enjoyment of the passing hour. I t is, however, a striking fact, and one
which cannot be too extensively known, that that which lexicographers
generally call Irresolution, is frequently mistaken for Prudence ! It is
strange that so pernicious a mistake should be made—that the one should
be taken for the other ; yet it is so—yea even as a bad shilling is frequently
taken for a good one. For example : A man is anxious to know himself,
and goes to an accomplished Phrenologist, who finds an extraordinary
bump about the middle of each parietal bone.
" Y o u have a deal of
caution," observes the professor, as he gropes about in vain for some
counteracting organ. " A deal of caution," and assuming the " s c i e n c e "
of Phrenology, for the nonce, to be in this small particular correct, that
man would be considered a prudent man by those who confound prudence
with irresolution.
But see such a man in the street. H e wants something : he wants it very much, but he doesn't know whether to have it or
not. H e has a very strong desire to enter a house.
H e goes up to the
door, stops to hesitate a little, and then turns away to think it over again.
H e can't make up his mind.
H e wants to go in !—but, perhaps—no ;
and again he walks away a few paces ; and thus he will fritter away his
time. Catch such a man taking unto himself a wife, or entering into anything like a .speculation. You cannot do it. H e is not to be caught. Pie
has not a single spark of the spirit of enterprise in him. H e must " s e e
his way clear; " and even theit he won't move, for " a bird in the hand is
worth two in the bush." A perfect specimen of this peculiar species would
be a blessing to himself and an honour to his country, for he would never
voluntarily stir, because he would never be able to make up his mind to
do it.
A perfect specimen, however, perhaps, never existed.
Hypochondriacal individuals approach the nearest to perfection in this resjject,
their disease being the fruit of irresolution legitimately ripened into rottenness.
Mighty minds must therefore hold it to be marvellous that prudence
should be so generally confounded with irresolution, and although it is
perfectiy possible that Valentine might not have thought of this as he
walked round the park, it is clear that he M'as guided at the time by real
prudence, and was sad only because he then felt it to be harsh.
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Having reached a gate, which he found on inquiry to be that of the
Zoological Gardens, it struck him that as he never had been in, he might
as well spend an hour in viewing the "wonderful" animals, as they
are termed.
He went up to the lodge, and having tendered his shilling, was asked
for a ticket.
" I have no ticket," said Valentine.
" Y'ou can't be admitted without," said the man.
" Well, where am I to get one?"
" Oh, anywhere !—at any of the
shops. But you can pass with the next party."
At this moment a person approached, and having tendered a small slip
of paper with a shilling, walked in, when Valentine put down his shilling
and followed, which made all the difference. On entering the grounds, the
first thing that attracted his attention was a pole established in the centre
of a well, at the bottom of which three melancholy bears were crawling
round and round as pensively as possible. Two of these gentlemen had
very decent coats to their backs, but the third was rather ragged, in consequence, probably, of his prospects having in early life been blighted by
circumstances over which he could have no control.
Round the vergg of this well stood sundry individuals, of whom the
majority had purchased buns, cakes, and biscuits, wherewith to treat the
animals generally, and who were having recourse to every species of suasion,
with the view of inducing one of the bears to mount the pole. Biscuit
after biscuit was thrown into the well, and bun after bun, in little pieces;
but as the bears swallowed all without even looking up to express thanks,
the generous donors became disgusted with their ingratitude, and stopped
the supplies. This had a very sensible effect, for almost immediately afterwards one of the bears climbed the pole and leaned back, with his mouth
wide open, to receive whatever might happen to be put in, which went
instantaneously, without mastication, down into the general stock. At
this moment how pure was the delight of those around ! They experienced
such happiness !—nothing could surpass it ! They only by whom buns
to bears have been given can know the soft pleasure of which it is the
source !
" N o w then!" said Valentine, throwing his voice into the widelyextended mouth of the anhnal. " You are not half quick e n o u g h come !"
The feeders started. Upon them the effect was striking. It shook all
their nerves, and they looked at each other with an expression of wonder.
Was it possible ? They turned the matter over in their minds. No, surely
they must have been deceived. Pooh ! Ridiculous ! Absurd ! And yet,
had they not heard it ?—and could they not believe their own ears ?
While they were thus trying to solve this mysterious piece of business, the
bear, finding that nothing was put into his mouth, thought he might as
well climb to the top of the pole as not ; and having done so, he placed
his paws over the ball, and appeared to be exceedingly anxious to ascertain the true cause of the mental confusion of his feeders. He looked at
them steadily, and they looked at him ; but they did not appear to understand each other even then exactly !
" W h a t are the odds?" said Valentine, throwing his voice into the
animal's mouth as before—"What are the odds that I don't spring right
in amongst you ?"
No odds were offered! - nothing of the sort ! They flew in an instant
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from the spot like uncivilized beings, while Bruin stuck firmly to the pole,
wondering what on earth could be the matter. T h e thing appeared to him
to be utterly inexplicable ! H e couldn't make it out ! H e seemed perfectly
puzzled ! H e looked at the people, as if anxious to induce them to come
back. But no ! they continued to keep at a most respectful distance, until
he conceived it to be useless to waste any more of his valuable time there,
when he descended with the view of communicating the circumstances, as
far at least as he understood them, to his brother bears below.
T h e very moment he had descended, the people began to explain to each
other their views on the subject with eloquence and force, starting all sorts
of curious conjectures, and bringing old . ^ s o p to illustrate the point with
remarkable tact and erudition. As Valentine, however, like Bruin, conceived it to be useless to waste any more of his valuable time there, he
left the amazed ones before even the boldest of the group had reinspired
sufficient courage to return to the well, and pursued his way along the most
frequented path. As he proceeded, an infinite variety of ugly animals met
his view; but regarding them, as he did, as creatures formed by his Creator,
he perceived points of beauty in them all.
" W o u l d you like to have a ride, s i r ? " inquired a man who had
charge of a female elephant, which seemed to stand in awe of a little
ragged switch ;—she's as tame as a Christian, and goes along as steady
as life."
" Does she trot ? " inquired Valentine.
" W h y , it ain't, you see, exactly a trot, cause she ony makes a shuffle
on it, cause she's so big about the pins ; but she'll do a good eight mile
an hour ! "
" Well, mount," said Valentine, " I'll have a ride by proxy."
T h e keeper simply said to his charge, " C o m e , " when the elephant
dropped on her knees ; and having allowed him to mount, rose and shuffled
along the path With a gait like that of an exquisite walking upon his toes.
This was a source of great amusement to sundry young ladies, whose
presence caused Valentine to wish that Louise had been there ; but as
—after having rewarded the keeper of the e l e p h a n t — h e went into the
place in which the monkeys were exhibited, her absence no longer
annoyed him.
There had been just previously to that period a remarkable mortality
among monkeys. T h e sharp easterly winds had swept off the tender
creatures by wholesale, and the cages were in consequence comparatively
empty. T h e few that remained, however, did not by any means fail to
excite the admiration of the ladies, who watched them as anxiously as if
they had been children, and applauded their playful manoeuvres with affectionate warmth. " L o o k at that little dear!"—said
one, pointing to a
ragged little gentleman sitting in a singularly graceful position, while two
little friends of his were hunting up the fleas about his dear little person,
and biting off their heads as they caught them with much dexterity—•
" Isn't he a love ? Pretty creature ! L o o k ! Bless him, how patiently he
sits!"
" D i s g u s t i n g ! " said Valentine, directing his voice behind her whose
admiration had thus been so excited. " A r e you not ashamed ? "
It appeared that she w a s ; for she dared not look round, but dropped her
veil hastily, and quitted the place with her friends, when all the other ladies
who were present had at once the good sense and propriety to follow their
example.
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Valentine now went to see the giraffes, and found them exceedingly
beautiful creatures ; but his attention was soon arrested by what at first
sight appeared to be a little, emaciated, withered old man, who had recently
experienced some appalling domestic calamity, or in consequence of bad
debts or a falling-off in business, expected every day to have the docket
strack against him, with something like fourpence in the pound flitting
Ecraggily across his diseased imagination. He accordingly approached this
diminutive individual, who, as he sat with remarkable gravity in a chair,
appeared to have made up his mind to begin life again with a blanket; but
as he found the cage in which that individual was confined duly labelled
" Ptihecus Satyrus: Orang Ulan," all his sympathy vanished. And yet
the little animal looked most unhappy. Indeed, it was abundantly manifest
that he had not only caught an extremely severe cold, but had something
then pressing upon his mind with sufficient weight to impart to his.
whole countenance an expression of sadness,
" N o w there's a striking specimen of the animal creation," observed a
grave person in spectacles, accompanied by a friend from the country,
whom he felt quite determined to astonish, " D o you know now, whenever I look at these creatures, I always feel puzzled ! Did you ever see
any living thing look, so much like a man ? Look at his hands, look at his
eyes, look at his lips, look at his cheeks, nay, look at his general aspect!
Talk to me about instinct and reason ! Draw the line !—draw the line, I
say ; show me the difference—distinctly point out to me where the one
ends and the other begins, and I'll then, but not till then, give in. Here
we have, without doubt, the connecting link of Nature's extraordinary
chain. Just look at him picking his teeth with a straw ! Is there any
other thing besides man, in the comprehensive scope of creation, that
understands how, why, and when to do that ? And then see how he folds
that blanket around him ! Is there any other animal on earth besides
man that understands what a blanket is for ? "
" A s to that," observed the friend of this gentleman, " I suppose he
keeps that on because he finds it warm."
" Not a bit of it ! Not by any manner of means ; because, in a blanket
there's no warmth to find. He knows there's no warmth in a blanket.
He knows that a blanket would warm him no more than it would a lump
of lead. No !—he keeps it on solely because he is cognizant of its virtue
being to check the evaporation of perspiration. And does any man mean
to tell me, that a creature that can—ay, and does do this, being moreover
conscious of what he is doing, is utterly destitute of reason ? Will any
man contend that the creature before us dosen't know as well what he's
about as we do—or that he ever does anything—for that's the grand point
—without having a reaso7i—^mark, having a reasofi, for doing what he does ?
Why, the very idea is absurd ! Few men who have lived since the ancients
have studied this subject more deeply than I have. You may, therefore,
with safety depend upon this, that that animal there is a species of man.
It is trae he is not in every particular precisely like either you or me,
but then show me, if you can, in the whole scope of the universe, two men
that are precisely in every particular alike. Show me two—but two—that
look alike, walk alike, think alike, act alike, laugh alike, frown alike, or
feel alike, precisely, and then I'll give in."
" Now, if these things coulf' "^Ik, I'd then say something to you."
" Talk, my dear sir ! They can talk in their own language."
" Ay, ay !—but not in ours ! "
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" What do you mean by that ?" cried Valentine, making his voice appear
to proceed from the animal in question— " Do you wish to insult me ? "
The mouth, hands, and eyes of the amazed country gentleman were, in
an instant, wide open, while his learned friend started from the rail upon
which he had been leaning, and established his spectacles more firmly upon
his nose ; but the creature in the blanket displayed more astonishment than
either, for, after having turned his head right and left rapidly, being startled
by the sound of a human voice so near him, he muttered, and chattered,
and sprang from his chair, and having reached the highest branch of the
stump in the cage, sat and grinned with extraordinary fierceness. " What
do you think of that?" said the spectacled individual; but his friend
could not tell at all what to think of it. He shook his head, and scratched
it, but made no reply.
" Why," said Valentine, throwing his voice as before—" why don't you
acknowledge your error like a man, instead of standing there scratching
your head like a fool ? Do you hear me ? "
Again the alarmed animal leaped from branch to branch. The thing
was altogether new to him. He had never either heard of, or met with,
anything like it. The idea of a voice thus hovering about his ears, without
being able even to guess where it came from, was really too much for his
nerves ! He did not approve of it at all, but shook his head and showed his
teeth, and, at length, made such an extraordinary chattering, that the man
who had the care of him entered the place, wondering what could be the
matter.
" You'd better stand a leetle furder off, marm, please," said the man, as
he drew near the animal's cage. '' If you don't, the giraffe there'll nibble
off the luhole of them green leaves of yourn, and they does him no good."
In an instant the lady to whom this was addressed placed her hand upon
her bonnet, and found her wreath gone.
"Now, what's the matter. Jocko?" said the keeper. " W h a t have
they being doing to you, eh? "
" Oh, we've being doing nothing," observed the spectacled individual.
" I was merely conversing with my friend, when the animal inquired if wc
wished to insult him."
" T h e animal!—what—Jocko—what—insult him ! " cried the keeper,
who felt quite disposed to laugh loudly—" and so you heard him speak,
sir, eh, did you ? He talks very well, sir, considering, don't he ? "
" It's wonderful !—really I'd no idea of that species being able to talk in
our language."
" Lor bless you, sir !—didn't you ? "
" N e v e r ! I couldn't have conceived it to be possible. If I hadn't
heard him, no power on earth could have made me believe it."
" No, I dare say not. There ain't many that would."
" I'm astonished, absolutely astonished, that the fact is not made more
generally known. It ought to be disseminated throughont the whole scope
of creation. Nothing but that was required to settle the point of the connecting link for ever."
" That's just my sentiments to a hair."
" And who taught him, my friend ? "
" Why, that I can't say. sir,
exactly."
" He deserves well of his country, be he whomsoever he may."
" Jocko perhaps can tell, sir, if you ask him."
"Dear me, I shouldn't wonder. I never thought of that. My Iktle
man," he continued, addressing the animal, -as the keeper, who was able no
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longer to bear it, burst into a roar of laughter, of which, however, the
querist took no notice.
" My little man, who taught you the English
language?"
" I n d e e d , I shall not tell you," said Valentine, through
Jocko. " I feel most indignant."
" Hullo ! " cried the keeper, whose countenance changed as if by magic,
as Jocko again jumped about and looked quite bewildered. " What's the
meaning of all this ? Is the creatur bewitched ? "
H e went round to the door of the cage, and having opened it, said,
" W h y , Jocko ! "
" Don't speak to m e , " cried Valentine, " I've been
grossly insulted.—Away !—or I'll be revenged on you."
As Jocko flew towards him, in all probability for protection, being
alarmed whenever Valentine spoke, the keeper closed the door in an
instant, and said, " W e l l , this beats all my acquaintance ! " H e now no
longer addressed the spectacled gentleman in tones of roguish sarcasm; for
he felt that, however absurd it might have appeared, he could not then
dispute the apparent fact of the animal having spoken.
" Why, how in the world is this ? " exclaimed the person in spectacles.
" H o w comes it that you are so greatly surprised ? "
T h e keeper felt himself compelled to acknowledge that he had been, as
he termed it, " r o a s t i n g " that gentleman, never having heard the animal
in his life speak before ; which was all very well, and cleared the way, of
course, as far as it w e n t ; but the chief point, the grand consideration, the
assumed fact of his having then actually spoken the English language,
with the accent and the emphasis of an Englishman, remained.
Various were the guesses of the gentleman in spectacles—his friend from
the country was too much amazed to say a word—and bold were the assertions of the keeper touching Jocko's being victimized by witchcraft; but
although they both displayed great imaginative power, and no inconsiderable amount of ingenuity, the more they laboured to unravel the
mystery, the more entangled it became ; and as Valentine now began to
feel that he had been sufficiently amused by their ridiculous conjectures, he
quitted the gardens, and walked home to dine.

CHAPTER

XLVI.

Wherei7t Whitely explai7is the 7-eal Cause of all his

Misery.

F R O M the moment Whitely mentioned the fact of his having been dishonoured by her in whom all his hopes of happiness on earth had been
centred. Uncle J o h n had experienced an irrepressible anxiety to know the
whole of the circumstances involved from first to last. W e may hear of
the occurrence of such deep misfortunes daily, pass them over with a word,
and think of them no m o r e ; but when so great a calamity befals either a
friend, or one of whom we have some knowledge, however slight it may
be, our curiosity as well as our sympathy is awakened, and we regard as
deeply interesting each minute point.
N o idea of the real cause of Whitely's abject wretchedness had theretofore entered the imagination of Uncle John. H e had ascribed the fact of
his being then a forlorn, broken-spirited creature, to the brutal treatment
he had experienced in the asylum, but had never thought of inquiring how
or by whom he had been placed in that asylum, until, on glancing at the
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note of Louise, Whitely mentioned the subject in tears.
But even then
Uncle John regarded any further allusion to the matter as a point of
extreme delicacy, seeing that his impression was, that Whitely's calamity
h a d driven him to absolute madness, which had, of course, justified his
incarceration : still, being extremely anxious to know all, he resolved on
giving Whitely the very earliest opportunity of performing the direct
promise he had given, that all should be explained.
Accordingly, after dinner, on the day of Valentine's visit to the Zoological
Gardens, he started the subject of the character of Louise, with a view of
bringing the matter round. " W e l l , " said he, " how was Miss Raven this
morning?"
" Quite well," replied Valentine.
" A h ! quite recovered ?—And did she let out again, Val ? "
" Oh, I simply left my card."
" W h a t , did you not see h e r ? I'll tell you what it is, my boy ; you'll
play with that poor little girl till you lose her. You ought to have gone in,
by all means. You ought to have made her—without taking the slightest
notice of what had happened—put on her things to go for a walk. T h a t ' s
the way I used to do when I paid my addresses to the girls ; and it's the
best way, too, you may depend upon that. W h a t do you think her state
of mind has been to-day, now, to bring the matter close ? W h y , there she
has been, poor thing ! sitting alone, sighing, and moping, and fretting her
little life out ; whereas, had you taken her for a walk, it would have
cheered her up, and made her so happy, that nothing could be like it. It's
all very fine, and very flattering, to be able to break a girl's spirit, and
tame her down to nothing ; but what is she fit for, when your object has
been accomplished? W h a t is she fit for as a wife ? She's fit for nothing !
She is not even fit to be trusted ! All she can do is to administer to the
vanity of him by whom such slavish obedience is exacted. It strikes me I'm
about right there, my friend ? " he added, addressing Whitely, who was
paying great attention to every word.
" Quite; quite right," replied that gentleman. " Thousands have been
plunged into misery and despair through breaking the spirit of those whom
they love, and thus depriving them at once of that shield which is essential
—no matter how innately virtuous they may be—to the resistance of
powerful temptations."
" So yoa see, my b o y , " resumed Uncle John, " that you must not expect
to have it all your own M'ay. But there's another thing to be thought of.
It isn't always that a man can break a woman's spirit, if he tries ; and when
he fails in the attempt, she either rewards him before marriage, or settles
with him afterwards in full of all demands. Besides—and that's another
thing to look at—you'll not find every woman fool enough to marry a man
who displays a disposition to reign supreme ; so you'd better look out, Val,
you'd better look out !"
" But I am quite sure," said Whitely, " that Valentine has no disposition
to play the tyrant."
" And so am I , " said Uncle J o h n , — " so am I. But he's such a proud,
independent dog !—I'm sure he'll lose her ; I'm sure of it, if he doesn't
mind what he's about. And she's a beautiful girl, too ! a most beauf .ful
g i r l ! You never saw her, I believe ? "
" N o , I should like to see her m u c h , " replied Whitely.
" Well, you have only to say when you'll go ! By the way, it is strange— I have often thought of it since—that you should have been so much
Struck with her handwriting."
V

322

LIFE AND ADVENttTRES OF

" I t is strange," said Whitely ; " a n d yet it is probably attributable to
the fact of my not having seen a lady's writing before for years."
"Very likely. But then hers is not a common hand, by any means.
Where is that note, my boy?" Valentine produced it. " I should know
this hand from a million ; there is something so peculiar in the formation
of the letters. It is what I should call a remarkable hand. There is
nothing, you see," Uncle John continued, as he gave the note to Whitely,
—"there is nothing, you see, formal or stiff about the style : all is perfectly
free."
" I t is not a common hand, which makes the resemblance the more
extraordinary. Fifteen years since, I could have sworn—conscientiously
have sworn—to this being the handwriting of her who was my wife. But,
alas !
"
Whitely paused, and both Uncle John and Valentine watched him intently. In his eye there was no tear, but his heart's wound appeared to
have been reopened. " H a d you been married long," said Uncle John,
at length, " when the unhappy separation took place ?"
"Five years, only : five short, happy years."
" You will, I am afraid, think me too curious ; but ever since you alluded
to that lamentable affair, I have felt deeply anxious to have the circumstances connected*with it explained. It will, however, be too painful to
you, perhaps, to relate them?"
" N o , my friend, n o ; the relation of
our woes is sometimes a relief : but I shall weary you. Calamities, which
strike to the very hearts of those who bear them, have indeed but little
effect upon men by whom their force has been happily unfelt."
" Y o u need not, my friend, be at all apprehensive of wearying me. I
feel too deep an interest in the subject to be wearied. You are a native
of London, I believe?"
"Yes ; and no man ever had or could have had a fairer prospect of a
long life of happiness before him than I had, from the period of my marriage
up to the time when every earthly hope was blasted. My father died while
I was a minor, leaving me that which I ever regarded as a competence;
but I remained single for some years after I had attained my majority. At
length, I met her in whom my heart would permit me to see nothing but
perfection. She was an orphan, and was living at the time as companion
to a lady who had known me from childhood. A more amiable or a
more interesting creature never breathed : I believe her to have had then
a heart as free from guile as that of an infant. We married ; and for
nearly five years lived in the pure and uninterrupted enjoyment of each
other's society, when a viper—an illiterate, low, cunning miscreant, whom,
were he now before me, I could strangle—poisoned the mind of her whom
I valued more highly than my life, and eventually induced her to leave
me."
" W a s he a friend, as the phrase goes—a villain in whom you had
confided?"
" A perfect stranger, whose assumed name was Howard :
his real name I never could learn."
"Well, but how did they bring it about? How did she meet with
him?"
" I know not. For some months previously to hgr leaving me I observed
an extraordinary change, not only in her manner but in her language and
style of dress. I not unfrequently saw about her person jewels which to
me appeared to be of immense value; but having implicit confidence in
her honour, I took no further notice than that of expressing my admi-
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ration of their beauty ; and on being asked whether I did not consider
them excellent imitations of the most precious gems, I was satisfied in attri^
buting their display to that species of vanity which in a woman is to some
extent venial. At length, however, they became so brilliant and so
numerous, and were worn with so much ostentation, that I felt myself
bound to look into the matter more closely. With that recklessness which
impunity generates, even in those who are the most tremblingly apprehensive of detection at the commencement of a career of vice or crime, she
would leave these sparkling gems carelessly about ; and feeling then quite
justified in doing that which under any other circumstances I should have
held to be a pitiful act of meanness, I on one occasion took them to a
jeweller, and having learned their real value my suspicions were aroused.
Still, I did not—I could not believe her to be false. I felt, indeed, sure
that she had been tempted—nay, that she was then on the brink of
destruction; but so great was the confidence I had been accustomed to
repose in her, had she then simply stated that her eyes had been opened,
and thenceforth concealed those jewels from my sight, I should hava>felt
quite convinced that she had retumed them to the villain, and should have
held her to my heart more fondly than ever. She was not, however,
sufficiently subtle for this. Instead of striving to allay my suspicions
by the invention of falsehoods, the very moment I alluded to the subject—•
although I did it with all possible calmness and delicacy—she assailed me
with a violent burst of passion, of which I never before supposed her to
be capable. She would submit to no dictation in a matter of this kind !
.She would not suffer any such unmanly interference ! She would wear
what she pleased ; she would receive what presents she pleased, and that,
too, from whomsoever she pleased ! And having expressed herself loudly
and indignantly to this effect, she bounced, with a look of contempt, from
the room, leaving me in a state of amazement. My friend ; that very night
she left me!—left me without another word !—taking with her our two
dear children—the sweetest innocents that were ever sent as a blessing to
man. Had she allowed them to remain, I might have borne the rest in
silence. Conscious of her guilt, I might not have pursued her ; but, as it
was, I made every possible effort to discover her retreat, with a view to the
restoration of my children. For weeks, for months, I was unsuccessful.
I searched in every place in which I conceived it to be even remotely
probable she had concealed herself; but no—every effort was unavailing,
every hope of recovering my little ones withered. I became a wretched
being ; I felt that I had for ever lost all that I cared for on earth : and
was then reckless even of life. At length, however, I received information
of her having been seen in the neighbourhood of Knightsbridge, and to
Knightsbridge I went accordingly, day after day, walking through and
through the place from morning till night without success, until nearly a
month had elapsed, when I saw her one evening at a window, with my
children by her side. The recognition was not mutual, and I did not then
wonder at it much ; for I had become qnite careless of my dress and person,,
and looked, if possible, more wretched than now. I went, however, instantly to the door, and knocked loudly. I knew not for whom to inquire,
but the fact of her being in the house was sufficient, and having said I
know not what to the servant, who seemed satisfied, I made my way at
once into the room, at the window of which she had been standing. As I
entered, she was drawing down the blinds, and turned instantly to welcome,
not me, but the villain whom she expected. On perceiving me, however,
V 2
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she stopped, as if struck with paralysis. She knew me in a moment, but
muttered no word. I demanded my children, and she dropped upon her
knees, with the view of pressing them more closely to her bosom. It was
a sight I could scarcely endure. I could not attempt to tear them f^orcibly
from her, for they clung to her as firmly as she clung to them. Still, still
I was resolved to have my children. I demanded them again : she made
no reply ; she was pale, dead—p.Je, and trembled violentiy, but would
not give utterance to a word. I spoke to them, to my children—tc my own
dear little ones; I called them by name :—I was not their papa : their
papa would not be home till by-and-by ! Maddened at this, I determined
at once to separate them from her ; but, before I could accomplish this
object, the very miscreant rushed into the room, when I turned to fix upon
him. I sprang at his throat, but I had lost my wonted strength. He
shook me off, and, having reached a case of pistols that happened to be
then upon the table, he seized one, and presented it firmly at my head. In
an instant my wretched wife flew to him, in order to induce him not to
fire^ but, having by this time got the other pistol in my grasp, I called
upon her loudly to stand aside. I could have shot him dead, with less
remorse than I would a dog ; but I could not shoot even him through her !
Again, therefore, ,and again, I called upon her to stand aside. She would
not. She would cling to him still !—when, taking a deHberate aim over
her shoulder, he fired, and I fell. The ball entered my breast, but, though
utterly powerless, I was not insensible : I remember all that occurred from
first to last, as distinctly as if it had happened but yesterday. It will, however,
be sufficient to state, that I was lifted upon a bed, where I remained for
nearly three hours bleeding—that I was visited then by two persons, for
whom the miscreant had started soon after I had fallen—and that, having
dressed my wound, which they pronounced not dangerous, they removed
me at once to a lunatic-asylum, as one who had made a desperate attempt
upon his own life ! While on the way I knew not at all where I was
going ; and if I had known it would have been useless, for I had then no
power to offer any resistance ; but the moment I entered the asylum I saw
through the infamous scheme, and considered myself a lost man. With all
the strength that remained to me, I demanded to know by whose authority
they had acted. The demand was regarded with utter contempt. I begged
earnestly then, as a favour, to be informed. As a favour, they showed me
the certificate. My friend,—it had been signed by my wife !—God forgive
her ! There was I, stolen for ever, as I imagined, from society, a poor,
wretched, broken-hearted creature, writhing, moreover, with physical
agony, without a friend with whom to communicate—without a single sot;^
who cared for me knowing were I was; and there I remained for nearly
fifteen years, subjected to every conceivable species of brutality, deprived
of everything—even of my name ; for as they insisted from the first upon
calling me Whitely instead of Whitbread, I adepted it in order to avoid
annoyance, and have ever since answered to the name of Whitely, as if it
were really my own."
" T o say," said Uncle John, " t h a t I am amazed, were, indeed, but a
weak expression of what I feel. But what became of her, my friend ? what
became o t h e r ? "
" While there—shut out, as I was, from the world, as completely as if
I had been in my grave—it was utterly impossible for me to learn ; nor
have I, since my escape, been able to ascertain whether she is, at this
present moment, dead or alive. I have inquired of the few that remaio
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on earth by whom I was known, but can obtain no information either of
her or of the children. It is my children, my friend, for whom I am
anxious : I care but little, indeed, about what has become of h e r ; but my
soul yearns to hear of my children."
" Well, who knows !" exclaimed Uncle J o h n — " y o u may hear of them
still ! You may see them—they ma-y yet be a comfort to you, my friend,
and a blessing. But your property : what became of that ?'"
" Not a vestige remains. It consisted entirely in houses, of which every
one, I have ascertained, was immediately sold. I have claimed them all,
and the answer in each case has been the production of the title. H e who
was my solicitor is dead ; but I have learned from a man who was formerly
my servant, that the sales were effected, in every instance, by that wretch
whom I hope to meet again, before I sink into the grave. I should know
him were I to see him even now. Never shall I forget his scowling,
villanous aspect."
" H a v e you no knowledge at all of who he was, or what he was ?"
" Not the slightest. T h a t he was wealthy there can be no doubt ; but,
although he was dressed in the highest style of the day, he was the vilest
and the most vulgar scoundrel I ever met w i t h . "
" T h e jewels !—the jewels did it all !" cried Uncle John. " But I am,
nevertheless, astonished that so intelligent, so accomplished a creature
should have connected herself with a fellow so illiterate."
" M y friend," said Whitely, " b e astonished at nothing a woman may
do, when she yields up her virtue. If once she be guided by the spirit of
wickedness, she will elope with a sweep or a satyr. Every quality which
she before highly prized becomes nothing in her esteem then. T h e very
loveliest will cling to wretches the most shrivelled and withered ; the most
highly accomplished will connect themselves with boors. T h e n all considerations of intellect and honour are lost ; every feeling is merged in the
mere gratification of their infamous passions; for when a woman becomes
wicked, she is wicked indeed."
" T h a t is t r u e , " said Uncle J o h n ; " v e r y t r u e . " A n d this was all he
did say ; for the circumstances related by Whitely had so amazed him,
that he ran them over and over again in his mind, while Valentine, upon
whom they had made a deep impression, had no disposition to break that
silence which throughout the remainder of the evening prevailed.

CHAPTER

XLVII.

Shows how Vale7ttine tried a7i Expei-i/nent in the House of Lords, and failed.
I F he who was the first to abuse his fellow-man, instead of knocking out
his brains without a word, laid thereby the basis of civilization, it must
appear to our modern politicians to follow, that the more highly civilized
we become, the more bitterly abusive we must b e ; and if this bright
deduction be perfectly sound, we may infer, without straining the imagination much, that we are now fast approaching the very perfection of civilization, which, of course, is a very great blessing.
Now, in a land of liberty like this, in which every public man, being
held to be public property, is abused precisely as the generous public
please, it is by no means an unusual thing for public men to be considered
queer creatures, in the aggregate, by those who have derived their in-
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formation on the subject from gentiemen who write satires, draw caricatures, and fulminate political philippics ; and hence it will not be deemed
droll that Valentine, when about to pay a visit to the House of Lords,
should have expected to behold some of the oddest individuals, on the one
hand, and on the other, some of the basest and most palpably black-hearted
villains that ever breathed.
Having been engaged all the morning with the solicitor into whose hands
poor Goodman's affairs had been placed, he made sufficient interest to
procure a peer's order, and went alone " down to the House."
There was an air of what Raven would have designated "beggarly
aristocracy " about the various persons in attendance ; but without having
recourse to a phrase so harsh, it may be stated with truth that they were on
excellent terms with themselves, and seemed to have an amazingly high
sense of their position, regarding haughtily as dirt all but peers, to whom
their nature compelled them to cringe most servilely.
Of course Valentine smiled, as he passed, at the excessive self-importance
of these gentlemen ; but the smile had scarcely quitted his lips, when he
found himself actually within the House of Lords !—which was very surprising. Instead, however, of being, as he expected to have been, introduced into a gallery, he discovered himself on the floor of the house, and
was shown into something which seemed to be a superior sort of witnessbox in a corner, while behind the bar stood a number of persons who looked
as if they were about to be tried for high treason.
In the body of the house there were three individuals, two sitting at the
table in wigs, and one with a dress-sword standing beside them. There
were no peers then present. It was not fi.ve o'clock. But they entered in
a body, when that hour arrived, with as much punctuality as if they had
been waiting to hear the clock strike. As they entered, Valentine looked
at them earnestly ; but he really was unable to see many of those oddities
whose appearance he had been led to expect, nor could he discover any
creatures whose countenances were indicative of any peculiar blackness of
heart. On the contrary, they appeared to be plain, mild, unassuming
people, and, with the exception of the Lord Chancellor and the bishops,
were dressed with remarkable simplicity. Their manners, too, were gentle
and courteous. There was not even the slightest attempt at display. They
conversed in the most familiar strain ; and, indeed, looked as much like
other men as possible.
About the period at which Valentine arrived at this striking conclusion,
the business of the nation commenced. In the first place, a tall and
Startling person approached the bar, and, addressing the Lord Chancellor,
delivered himself precisely to the effect that somebody had got something.
He then produced a little gentleman—who, singularly enough, happened
to have some important documents tmder his arm—and made him bow
three times with due distinctness and humility before he took his oath that
all he meant to say was quite true.
" ^^l^at have you there ? " inquired the Lord Chancellor.
The gentleman commenced a little speech that was understood by his
lordship before it was delivered, which was fortunate, seeing that had it
not been for that, it would not have been understood at alL
' ' Have you examined them ?" demanded the Lord High Chancellor.
' '' Yes, my lord." This was said boldly.
" D o you find them correct?"
"Yes, my lord," replied the little
gentleman, who spoke up again like a man ; and having delivered the
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documents in question, retired, highly pleased at the fact of the job being
done.
The peers now commenced the presentation of petitions, which is beyond
dispute the most interesting portion of the business of the House, although
it seems highly rational to suppose that there would be fewer to present
if they by whom petitions generally are got up and signed knew the
astounding effect they produce when presented.
" M y lords," a noble peer will observe with surpassing tranquillity,
" Petition—Norwich—against—destruction—glorious constitution ! "
'"Tetion," the clerk at the table will then echo—'"Tetion—Norge—
'straction—glorse 'stution ! " Such petition—in every section of which
there may be an argument sound as a nut—is then crushed together carelessly and thrown under the table, though heaven and earth may have
been moved to obtain signatures thereto.
While the peers weire thus engaged in the performance of this solemn
duty, there was a movement at the door near which Valentine stood most
strikingly indicative of something. Several persons ran in, apparently in
a state of great excitement, and having glanced round and round ran out
again for the purpose of bringing in others. The majority of them happened
to have papers in their possession ; but they all looked as if they had discovered some horrible plot against the State, and were excessively anxious
to communicate to the House all they knew about the matter. In this state
of feverish anxiety they continued for some time; but having at length
got themselves together, they poured some great secret into the ear of the
person with the sword, who nodded as if he was not at all surprised at it,
and then approached the bar as before.
" My lords ! " said he, " a message from the House of Commons !"
The Lord Chancellor rose and at once waddled towards them, and placed
the respectable-looking carpet-bag he had in his hand upon the bar ; and
when one of the gentlemen of the House of Commons had delivered to
him a document, and advised him,'as it seemed, not to drop it, he waddled
back to his seat as they retired three paces in really admirable order.
As soon as this job had been accomplished, the person with the sword
went again to the bar, and said, ' ' My lords !—a message from the House
of Commons ! " the very moment his lordship had returned to the table,
and again the Lord Chancellor took up his bag—without which he appeared
to be unable to stir—and again rolled down to the honourable members.
Valentine thought it a little too bad to make his lordship trot backwards
and forwards so often, when they might just as well have put the whole of
their documents into his carpet-bag at once. He did not, in fact, like to
see a Lord Chancellor played with, and ran off his legs in this way, and
hence—perceiving that his lordship had too much politeness to say a word
about the matter himself, although he evidently felt it very deeply—he threw
his voice behind the deputation, as they were bowing, and said, " Why
could you not have sent them all in together ? "
The members seemed startled as they turned to look round, and the
person with the sword cried, " Order ! "—and looked very fiercely at the
strangers behind the bar, of course conceiving that one of them had spoken.
The members, however, eventually again reached the bag, and having
placed the third document upon it, Valentine, making his voice apparently
proceed from the lips of the Lord Chancellor, whispered intensely, " I
say !—have you got any more ? "
" One more, my lord—only one more," replied an honourable member.
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as the Lord High Chancellor looked at the person who stood, embellished
with a bob wig, behind him with the mace. His lordship, however, took
no further notice, but bundled back again to his seat.
" M y lords !—a message from the House of Commons!" again cried
the deputy-sergeant, and again the Lord Chancellor snatched up his bag,
and came down to the bar with due presence of mind.
'' Now, is this the last ? " inquired Valentine, pitching his voice towards
the mace-bearer.
" Yes, my lord, this is the last."
" Well, come, that's a comfort."
The Lord High Chancellor again looked gravely at his attendant, and
his attendant looked gravely at him. His lordship, however, with striking
forbearance, said nothing, but having bowed very profoundly, returned to
his sack. The members of the Commons now left the house, laughing,
and the person with the sword distinctly intimated to the strangers, that if
they did not keep quiet, they should not remain. Several of the most
prominent protested their innocence, and all the rest were very ready to do
the same thing; but that was quite absurd : he knew better, and therefore
advised them most strongly to mind what they were about.
y t this moment a noble lord rose, for the purpose of directing the
attention of the House to some measure. He commenced in a quiet, conversational tone, as if anxious to reserve all his power for his points ; but,
although he spoke fluently for nearly an hour, he ended as coolly as he
began, while the only kind of action in which he indulged was that of
occasionally tapping the palm of his left hand with two of the fingers of
his right. The very moment his speech had been brought to an end,
another noble lord started up to denounce it; and, in doing so, his violence
was so excessive, that at times he was utterly unable to express the indignation with which his bosom swelled. He looked frightfully at the noble
lords opposite—showed his teeth, foamed at the mouth, and eventually
worked himself up into a passion so terrible, that the noble lords opposite
actually smiled ! This made him still worse. He became quite hot : and
the more indistinct his articulation grew, the more rapidly he rattled
away.
" I wonder," thought Valentine, as he listened to this vehement denunciation—" I wonder if it be possible to produce a scene here at all like the
one I witnessed in the House of Commons ? " On reflection, he felt that
it was not; but, being anxious to try the effect of an attempt, he cried,
" Question !—Down !—Down ! "—throwing his voice behind the fulminating peer, who tumed in an instant, and stopped. The thing was really
so unusual, that the noble lord seemed quite struck ! Had it pioceeded
from noble lords opposite, why then, indeed, he might not have felt so
much amazed, although, impious as they all were in his estimation, he had
never heard anything so indecent even from them ; but the idea of being
thus interrupted by noble lords on his side of the House—by his own noble
friends—his own party—was shocking ! He held it to be, indeed, a heavy
blow, and a great discouragement, and seemed anxious to move that the
journals of the House be searched for a precedent, when the noble lords
around him said, " Go on—go on."
" Sit down ! " cried Valentine, assuming a totally different voice.
" Order !—order !—order ! " cried the peers on both sides ; for, although
they had all had enough of the eloquence of the noble lord then on his
legs, not one of them would, even by his silence, seem to sanction an
interruption at once so unusual and inconvenient.
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T h e noble lord resumed. H e seemed to feel a little better, although he
obviously could not forget it. " My lords," said he, " in the annals
"
" Monstrous ! " cried V a l e n t i n e — " W h y do you hear him ? "
" O r d e r , order ! " cried the peers, simultaneously!—and they looked
round, with the view of ascertaining which noble lord it was.
This, in the House of Commons, as Valentine had proved, would have
been quite sufficient to produce a little yelling ; but—albeit party feeling
at that particular period ran quite as high there as it did in the House of
Commons—he could not get a single peer to join him. H e was, on the
contrary, opposed by them all. N o t one would lend his countenance to
any such proceeding. They were absolutely shocked at the interruption,
and Valentine at length became convinced that no storm could be raised.
This was the only failure he had ever experienced. I n every other place
his success had been signal, but there even Faction itself refused to aid
him ; even Faction !—from which he had ever before derived the most
prompt and effectual assistance. But, although it was impossible to raise
an actual storm, was it equally impossible to shake their dense gravity ?
Valentine put this great question to himself; and, conceiving it to be a
point which might as well be ascertained, he resolved at once to bring
them to the test. There were several members of the House of Commons
at the bar. They had been running in and out continually, in order to
hear what was going forward ; but at that particular time there were about
a dozen present, when Valentine, assuming the voice of the deputy-sergeant,
cried, " M y l o r d s ! — a message from the House of C o m m o n s ! " T h e
Lord Chancellor left the woolsack, as a matter of course, and with dignity
approached the bar, with the man in the bob-wig behind him. H e thought
it very strange that he should have been troubled a g a i n ; but he thought
it stranger still when, on reaching the bar, he found that the members of
the Commons had no message to deliver.
" I t is a mistake, my lord," said the deputy-sergeant, who had been
startled by what appeared to be the sound of his own voice. " I t must
have been one of the strangers."
" L e t the strangers withdraw," said
the Lord H i g h Chancellor, which settled the business at once, for the
strangers were accordingly ordered to withdraw, and as Valentine happened
to be one of the strangers, of course he withdrew with the rest.

C H A P T E R
Returns

XLVIIL

to Walter and his a/7iiable Family,
alai'ming.

whose Positio7t beco77ies quite

" W H A T is that, governor ?—what have you got there ? " demanded Horace,
as he jDerceived the bright countenance of his honoured father fall, while
perusing a remarkably legal-lookim; letter, which had just been delivered
by a legal-looking c l e r k — " A six-and-eightpenny touch ? "
Walter made no reply. His heart was full ; and he sighed, as he handed
the letter to Horace. " O f course," said Horace, with elevated brows,
having made himself master of the contents. " I don't know what you
may think of it, governor; but to me it appears to be very much like the
beginning of the end ! "
" I k n e w , " said Walter, " b y my dream last night——"
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''Oh, blister your dreams !—your dreams have done it all. We should
not have been placed in this blessed position but for your hypochondriacal
dreams. I knew how it would be, the very moment you took to dreaming.
I saw the whole business, and told you all about it, directly I perceived
that you were phantomized like a fool. So you can't blame me. You
would have your own way. You would be guided by your own morbid
nob, and what's the consequence ? Why, after having lived in a state of
spectralization, frizzled up to a cinder, and reduced to helpless wretchedness, here you are, with palsied nerves and a shattered constitution, without
twopence in the world to call your own ! Had you listened to reason ;
had you taken my advice ; had you kept the thing dark, or even, after you
had thrown a light upon it, had you sent the ol'd man to another den in
another name, which you ought to have done
"
" I t matters not," said Walter, " what ought to have been done: the
question is, what's to be done now ? "
" Well, what's to be done now? / may as well sneeze as say a word
upon the subject. What is it you 77iea7i to do ? What do you propose ?"
" I don't really see how I can help myself."
"Don't you?"
" T h e property must be given up !"
" Governor !—Oh ! but it's just like you. Do you want to descend into
the region of rags ?• Do you want to see mother and yourself in the workhouse, and Poll and me bawling duets in the street ? Because if you do,
you'll do that."
" Why, what else can I d o ? "
" What else can you do ! Start off to America, Van Diemen's Land, or
any other place upon earth, and take all you have with you."
" O f what use would it be to me in either of those places ? "
" Can you not turn it into money ? "
" N o t a quarter of it, unless I commit forgery."
" Well !—what is forgery, compared with starvation ? But without that
—turn into cash all you can, and let's start. They can't stop us—they can
do nothing with us in less than two months."
" But the letter says, that all must be delivered up immediately ! "
" I know i t : what of that? You will not give it up, and what then?
They bring their action : you will defend it, and let it go to trial. Before
it can be tried, we can be ten thousand miles off, as jolly as possible."
" I will not leave my country," said Walter.
" You will not leave your country ! Well, that is a start ! Why, what
need you care for your country ? Do you imagine that your country cares
about you ? I mean to say, that it's a very uncomfortable country to live
in, without either money or friends."
" Besides, Horace, I feel that I cannot be so great a villain."
"That's another go ! Thus, little villains are the greatest, because they
are villains to themselves. No man should commence a career of villany,
without being prepared to go through with i t ; should he halt, he and his
family must suffer. You have no wish to be a great villain, nor have I ;
but then, you see, if circumstances prescribe acts of villany in spite of ourselves, what are we to do ? Just look at the thing as it stands. We
must either be great villains, and live in a style of comfort, or comparatively
honest men, and starve. There is no middle course."
"Yes, Horace, there is a middle course, and that course must be pursued. Existing circumstances, you must remember, have been createcl by
ourselves, and can therefore afford us no justification. The property wust
be given up ! "
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" Y'ou have made up your mind—I hope to be forgiven for calling it
a mind—but such as it is, you have made it up to that ?"
" Horace !—Do you know whom you are speaking to ? ".
" Y e s ! " replied Horace, with an expression of bitterness—"I am
speaking to one who confined his only brother in a lunatic asylum to gain
possession of his property, and who is now about to reduce himself and
family to beggary, because he has not the courage to retain it."
Walter shed tears, and if, to a man who will do that of which he cannot
bear to be told, a word even from a stianger be sufficiently galling, what
must have been the feelings of this father, on being thus reminded by his
son that he was a villain ?
" I t were folly," resumed Horace, " t o mince the matter now. Y'ou
have gone too far to retreat, without involving us all in ruin. I would not
have said what I have said, governor, but that I am anxious to bring you
to a sense of your position. You restore this property. Well !—what will
be the consequence ? Rags. What shall we have to live upon ? Nothing.
You have given up your berth, from which we derived the only means we
had of keeping body and soul at all peaceably together, while there isn't a
single creature in the world from whom we have any right to claim assistance.
As to friends !—they are all very well and very pleasant when you are
rich, but a man has no friends when he is poor. They are too wide awake :
although blind before to his vices and crimes, their eyes become marvellously open. Independently, therefore, of being beggars, we shall have—
for this affair is quite sure to be known—we shall have the pleasing consciousness of being regarded as scoundrels and thieves by the world—so
completely and so suddenly does poverty change a good fellow into an
unsightly rogue. Look at the thing in this light, governor, and then you'll
perceive what madness it would be to give up all with the view of satisfying
that time-serving hypocrite. Conscience."
"But do you think," said Walter—"do you really think my brother
would ever allow us to starve ?"
" W h y , what else," returned Plorace, "have we the smallest conceivable right to expect ? Can you expect affection from him now ? or do
you suppose that he can be deluded into the belief that he ought to be
grateful to us for having delivered him from the asylum ? But even supposing that he would not allow us to starve—that is, supposing he wouldn't
mind giving us a pound if he saw us all shivering on starvation's brink—
what if he were suddenly to die—and I don't think he's got a great deal of
life in him, which makes me so mad, for in less than a 'iiiolith we should
have had to put on mourning, when all would have been secured—but what,
I say, if he were to die, where should we be then ? Do you think it at all
likely that he has allowed his old will to remain as it was ? Is it likely at
all that he'll leave us a shihn g ? "
" We cannot know whatl he may do."
" But is it likely ? It isn't as if he were now well affected towards us.
See how I—even /—am treated when I call, as I have done twice a day
ever since, and that with all the regularity of the clock. He'll not see
me. He's 'Much the same, thank you,' but never to be seen. If I could
only get at him, to tell him how affectionately anxious I have been on his
account, and how truly delighted I should be to see him perfectly restored,
I should make something of him; but as it is, I may just as well get up
that chimney, and smother myself in soot twice a day, as go there. I meet
with no sort of politeness, no ceremony, not a bit. They answer me at

332

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

once, without quitting the door. I did make the old woman go up this
morning, but even then, Mr. Goodman could not be seen: he felt obliged
by my calling so frequently, but would feel more obliged if I wouldn't call
at all. So you see, we are bound, in strict justice to ourselves, to take care
of ourselves. He'll not leave us anything. It isn't to be expected."
" I think he will," said Walter. " Knowing him so well as I do, I cannot believe that he will allow us to become utterly destitute."
" However a man can thus struggle to deceive himself," said Horace,
" is to me a perfect mystery. There isn't a shade of probability about it.
And if there were, what madness it would be to run the risk! Look at it
in this point of view. Of course, you will admit that he may not leave us
anything, and if he should not, what can we do ? "
Horace paused, for he felt that he had made a deep impression; but
Walter, whom conscience had tortured so remorselessly, would not be
convinced. He had proved the benevolence of his brother's disposition :
he knew well the goodness of his heart; and although he was unable, for
an instant, to disguise from himself the fact of his having injured him deeply
and most unnaturally, he still felt persuaded that the injury would be forgiven, and hence eventually said, " I will trust him."
"You will?" cried Horace, starting up in a r a g e , — " l a m to understand
this to be your fixed determination? You are determined, quite determined
to pursue this course ?"
" I am," said Walter, firmly.
' ' Very well. I know now how to act. It is high time now for me to look
to myself. I'll not he ruined. I'll not be dragged down to the lowest pitch
of penury. I'll have some of those papers."
" You shall not! " cried WaUer.
" But I will !"
" I tell you not one shall be touched ! "
"And I tell you I'll have them ! "
"Why, you insolent scoundrel !—what do you mean, sir? "
"That all the papers that can be converted into money I'll have ! "
" You shall not have one of them, sir !"
" Who will prevent me ? "
" I will ! Attempt even to touch them, and I'll knock you down !"
cried Walter, who, as Horace smiled contemptuously, rose in an instant.
" Now, keep off," cried Horace ; " you had better not come near me !
I don't want to hurt you. Keep off !" Regardless of this warning, Walter
rushed at him wildly, when Horace caught his arms, and, having pinioned
him, threw' him at once upon the sofa.
" What, in the name of goodne.s% is the matter ?" cried Walter's wife, who rushed into the room
at this moment. '' What is it ? what's the meaning of it ? what's it all
about ? "
" Why, tills old cripple—"
" H o w dare you," interrupted Mrs. Walter—"how dare you call your
father an old cripple, sir ? Are you not ashamed of yourself ? Let him get
up, sir, this moment !''
" Oh, he may get up ; but I'm not going to be pommelled."
" But what is the cause of it ? What does it all mean ?"
"Why," said Horace, " t h e meaning of it all is simply this : he has
taken it into his head to reduce us to beggary, and, because I won't have
it, he must try to knock me down."
"But how? By what means?"
" W h y , by stripping us naked of
everything we have, that he may send all back to his brother ! "
" Well, but surely you can talk this matter over without fighting. Come,
my dear, draw to the table, and let us see what can be done ! "

VALENTINE VOX.

333

" I will not be thus treated," cried Walter, " b y my own flesh and blood,
1 will not be insulted by that villain ! "
' ' H e who taught me to be a villain—"
" Horace, Horace ! " exclaimed Mrs. Walter, " recollect yourself, sir ! "
" Well, why can't he be quiet ? I don't want to q u a r r e l ; but it's a hard
thing—"
" W e l l , well, your father didn't mean it, I know. Come, let us talk the
matter over calmly. W h a t is it, my dear, you mean to do ? Have you
made up your mind to restore all to your brother ? "
" I have."
" W e l l , then, now, my dear, let us consider how shocking that will be.
I n the first place, how are we to live ? "
" Of course ; that's the way to put i t . "
" B e silent, Horace ; let us be quite calm and cool, for the thing now
begins to assume a serious aspect. If, I ask, this property of your brother
be restored to him, how—that being now our only means of support—how
are we to live ? "
" W e must do the best we can," replied Walter.
" D o the best we can ! Yes, dear, but what can we do ? You have no
profession, Horace has no profession ; and, therefore, I really cannot see
how on earth we shall be able to manage."
" Then you also think that he would do nothing for us ? "
" W h y , my dear, place yourself in the same position : what would you
do under similar circumstances?"
" B u t he's a different man to me.
W h a t I would do, therefore, can afford no criterion."
" But granting that he is a different man, what grounds have we for
believing that he will not discard us ? W e have no grounds for any such
belief. On the contrary, since his liberation he has given us every reason
to believe that he will.
H e may be, and doubtless is, of a generous and
forgiving disposition ; but you see, my dear, the question is, will he, under
the circumstances, feel him-self justified in doing anything for us ? If he
should not. Heaven only knows what will become of us, or how we shall
manage to exist."
" Depend upon it he will never allow us to starve ! "
" N o , dear, perhaps n o t ; but how dreadful will be our suflerings before
we reach the point of starvation ! "
" B e s i d e s , " said Horace, " i f I 7nay speak—he'll be dead in about a
fortnight; and therefore, as we have it, we may as well keep it as not.
W h a t I look at most is, that that fellow—that Valentine—should be
enriched by our folly ; for, of course, he'll have it all, there's no doubt
about t h a t ; and therefore nothing can be clearer than that by giving it up
to the old man we in reality give it up to h i m . "
" Exactly," said Mrs. Walter, " a n d as I have said again and again, it
will indeed be a shocking thing if, after having tried all these years to
secure it, it should be left to a person who has done nothing for it, and
who has therefore no right to it whatever."
" But how do we know that he will die soon ?—how can we tell ? "
" V e r y true, d e a r ; we cannot exactly t e l l ; but then it appears that the
chances are in our favour."
" And do you think that he'd die and leave us nothing ? "
" W h y , he might not, my dear ; but if he should? ' W h a t in the name
of goodness should we be able to do then ? There should we be, stai-ving,—
I know we should starve, for we cannot work like those who have been
used to it all their lives,—there I say we should be, starving, whileothers
who have no earthly right to it are living luxuriously upon that which we
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clearly ought to have. Why, my dear, it would be terrible ! For goodness' sake, look again at the matter before you decide."
" Then you tco would have me to continue to be a villain ?"
"Nay, my dear, that is a most unkind word ; and equally unkind is it
of you to suppose that I wish you to be anything of the sort. Heaven
knows I am sorry—as indeed we must all be—truly sorry that you were
induced to go so far ; but as it is, I look solely at those circumstances
which at present exist, and I really, my dear, cannot see how, under those
circumstances, you can act as you propose without reducing us to absolute
wretchedness."
" I wish that I was dead ! " exclaimed Walter; " I do heartily wish it."
"Nay, that is mere folly."
"Just like him," said Horace: " h e never could grapple with a difficulty in order to surmount it. The very moment it appears, he must wish
himself dead."
'' Well, well; wishing that will not at all mend the matter ; nor shall
we do much good by dwelling upon the point. The question is, will it
be better, under the present unhappy circumstances, to retain what we have
at all hazards, or by giving it up at once to run the risk of involving
ourselves in utter ruin ? For my part—although I should be but too
happy to advise the- immediate restoration of all, if it were possible to do
it with safety to ourselves—I do not perceive how it can be done now
without the result, as far as we are concerned, being dreadful. We are
placed, you see, my dear, in so peculiar a position. I would go myself at
once to your brother ; but then, what could I say ? I could not ask him to
compromise the matter. I could not say to him, ' Indeed we are truly
sorry for what has occurred, and will restore all that belongs to you, if
lyou will kindly undertake to allow us so much a year!'—nor can I ask
*what he intends to do for us when we have made an unconditional s«rr^der.
I might indeed say, ' I do hope that you will consider our
unfortunate position : I trust that our destitute circumstances will induce
you to save us from absolute w a n t ; ' but although I might say this, and
dwell with great feeling upon each point, the very moment he alluded to
the cause of my appeal I should be dumb ; so that you see, my dear, we
cannot act in this case as we might in any other. We must of necessity
take one of two courses : that is to say, we must either retain what we
have, and defend the possession in the best way we can, or give up all,
and be thereby reduced to destitution."
" I tell you," cried Walter, "that it isn't at all likely that we shall be
thus reduced."
"But, my dear, what security have we against it ? We have none. We
can have none. It is a terrible risk, and one which ought not on any
account to be incurred. Now, if I might advise, I should say, dear, convert all you can into money at once, restore all that is not available, and
retire to some distant part of the country.
We could assume another
name, and I am sure that we should live very happily : at all events, we
should not have starvation before our eyes, which is really very shocking,
dear, when you come to think of it ! However, I will not tease you any
more now ; we will leave you to yourself, and I do hope and trust—
indeed, I feel quite convinced—that when you have thought the matter
over again, you will see how really absolute the necessity is for reversing
your expressed determination."
Even when he feels most sincerely anxious to do so,, how exceedingly
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difficult it is for a man who has quitted the path of honesty to return !
Like a liar, whom the first falsehood prompts with a show of necessity
to lie on, he creates, by the fi7-st crime, circumstances which urge him to
proceed in his criminal career.
Walter, base as he had been, was anxious
to make all the reparation in his power. He would have given up all and
trusted solely to his brother's generosity, but the circumstances which his
crime had created induced him to pause.

C H A P T E R XLIX.
Goodfnan holds a Consultation with his Friends, at which Uncle Joh7t
fi7ids his Judgme7tt fettered.
W H I L E Walter was brooding over the prominent points of the interesting
conversation detailed in the preceding chapter, with the view of conceiving,
if possible, some medium course, the pursuit of which, while it in some
degree satisfied his conscience, might meet at least halfway the views of
his amiable family, his deeply-injured brother was engaged with Valentine,
Uncle John, and Whitely, in a discussion which had reference to the
propriety of framing a fresh will. Goodman felt the hand of death upon
him. It did not press painfully, nor with sufficient weight to justify the
apprehension of an immediate dissolution; but his frame had been so
shattered, his constitution so undermined by the bratal treatment he had
experienced, he had become quite convinced, that although human skill
might enable him to linger on for weeks or even months, that hand would
never more be removed till it had crushed him. This rendered his spirit
quite calm. Every harsh, every irritable feeling was subdued. He held
it to be peculiarly the time for the forgiveness of injuries, and hence his
benevolence reigned in the ascendant. Thus actuated, he could not deal
justice to Walter. He felt that it did not, in fact, come then within his province to do so : nor did he desire to leave him to his own conscience, as
it is termed, seeing that that would be in effect to desire that he might by his
conscience be tortured. He was anxious to express his forgiveness—to
make it manifest that he believed him to have been actuated, not by any
innate vileness, but by some evil influence, over which he might not at the
moment have had entire control. He did all he possibly could to invent
excuses for him, with the view of establishing a show of justification; but
as this was an object he was utterly unable to accomplish, he began to
look not at what Walter had been, but at what he might become. He
conceived that his repentance might be sincere, that he might thenceforth
be virtuous, and that therefore he who had the power to save him from
those temptations to dishonour with which a state of utter destitution
teems, would not perform his duty as a Christian, if he withheld the exercise of that power.
It was while in this charitable frame of mind that poor Goodman solicited
the advice of his friends, more with the view, as is customary with those
who seek advice, of having the satisfaction of inducing them to think as he
thought, than of acting upon their suggestions. He could not but feel that
they would at first be inclined to be harsh—that they would repudiate the
idea of his pursuing the course he had proposed, and hence when he inquired if they did not think that he was bound to let his will remain substantially as it was, he was not at all surprised at their instant reply being,
" Certainly not! "
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" W h a t ! " exclaimed Whitely, " w o u l d you reward the wretch who
sought to rob you by means so unnatural? Would you give hi77i the power
of living in luxury who deprived you not only of liberty, but of health,
the greatest blessing of life ? Reflect upon what you have e n d u r e d , ^ u p o n
the dreadful position in which you were placed—upon the monstrous brutality to whicli you have been subjected—and upon the result of that brutality, even up to the present time. W h o induced all this ? W h y he
whose malignity and sordid avarice you now wish to gratify, by leaving
him all that you possess ! "
" W h a t e v e r he may have been," observed Goodman, " h o w e v e r wrong
he may have acted, I cannot forget that he is my brother."
" N o r ought you to forget it, for that increases his guilt a thousandfold.
You ought to regard him as a brother, who violated every feeling by which
he ought to have been actuated, with the view of injuring you, and who
thereby sacrificed all claim upon your affections. I n a case of this description, the admirable precept which urges us to return good for evil may
in practice be carried too far. You, for instance, would set a most pernicious example, inasmuch as you would show that, however infamous may
be the conduct of a man, however unnatural may be his designs, he may
practise his infamies with impunity upon a brother, if that brother possess a
benevolent heart. -Were he a brother of mine, I would discard him utterly :
if I did not, I should consider that I had failed in performing my duty to
society as a m a n . "
" But what if I were to discard him ? " said Goodman. " W h a t would
become of his family ? Ought the innocent to suffer for the guilty ? "
" You cannot tell that they are innocent. His family may be as guilty
as himself; and in this case the probability is that they are. But even
supposing that they are not, what would become of justice if men were
not to be punished for crimes, lest the punishment should be felt by those
with whom they are connected ? If, having no proof of their guilt, you
could punish him without involving them, you would be bound, of course,
to do s o ; but as this is under the circumstances impossible, justice demands that you should act as if they were not concerned."
" But would not that object be to some extent attained," suggested
Valentine, "if, instead of the property being left to Walter, it were secured to his -wife and the wife of Horace ? "
" It might," returned Whitely, " i t might thus be attained ; but it could
be so only in the event of the women being unfaithful. If they continue
to be virtuous, it will be of slight importance—it will matter not whether it
be left to him or them ; it is only in the event of their being wicked that
he can suffer from such an arrangement : and considering how frequently
women, whose principles of virtue are not fixed, feel the fact of their being,
in a pecuniary point of view, independent of their husbands to be an additional spur to an indulgence in vicious practices, I never should in any
case feel myself justified in advising such an arrangement to be made.
N o ; rather let the property go to him, and leave his punishment to Heaven,
than secure it so as to operate thus as an additional incentive to vice."
" B u t do you not think," said Goodman, " t h a t he has been punished
sufficiently already ? "
" Certainly not," replied Whitely. ' ' H e ought
to be hanged. I am not vindictive; I hope I am not c r u e l ; but a man
like that, sir, deserves to be burnt alive."
" H e has endured a far greater amount of torture," rejoined Goodman,
" t h a n - w a s ever yet endured at the stake. He/zffj been burnt alive! H e
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has been burnt until reduced to a state of insensibility, and then, when
death could have given him no additional pang, he has been compelled to
suffer those exquisite agonies which must necessarily have accompanied his
gradual restoration. A n d this I attribute entirely to the fact of his having
so deeply injured me ; for his mind was, in consequence, so diseased at the
time, that he fancied he saw me in the room. I therefore cannot—even
looking at him only—feel myself justified in inflicting upon him the additional punishment of utter destitution ; and when I look at those who
must be involved in his ruin, and who may have been innocent even of the
knowledge of his offence until the last, I still think that I cannot, consistently with my duty as a Christian, do aught else than that which I propose. But what is your opinion, my f r i e n d ? " he continued, addressing
Uncle John. " Y'ou have been silent ! D o you think that I should be
justified in reducing my brother and his family to abject wretchedness and
want ? Is it not your impression that he has been sufficiently punished ?"
" W h y , " said Uncle John, " you see I am placed in a peculiar position.
I promised your brother that I -syould strive to allay whatever ill-feeling
recent circumstances might have engendered : I promised this on condition
that he would liberate you at once from the asylum. I t was a sort of contract between us : but now that he has performed his part, I find it exceedingly difficult to perform mine. I had much rather, therefore, that this
affair should be settled without me ; for while I cannot conscientiously say
anything in favour of the man, I am bound by my promise to say nothing
against him ; and even then, I am not quite sure that I shall have done in
reality all that my promise conveyed."
" W h y , " said Goodman, " y o u promised nothing more than that you
would strive to allay any ill-feeling that might have been engendered ; and,
certainly, whatever ill-feeling might have existed has already been allayed.
All the difficulty is, therefore, at an end. As I have no ill-feeling whatever
towards him now, you can have none to repress; so that all you have to do
is to avoid saying anything calculated to excite an ill-feeling, and you will
have performed your promise faithfully."
" My promise conveyed more than that," said Uncle John. " I don't at
this moment recollect -\\'hat I wished him to understand ; but I am sure
that it conveyed more than that. I am not quite certain that I did not
mean, not only that I would do wliat I could to repress ill-feelings, but that
I would do all I could to effect an absolute reconciliation. I should like
to be clear upon that p o i n t ; I should like to know what he imagined I
meant at the t i m e ! "
" B u t , my friend," said Goodman, " t h a t has
nothing to do with your opinion on the j3oint now at issue."
" Why, it may not have anything to do with it, certainl}' ; but, at
present, I am inclined to believe that it has ; because, you see, if I express
ail 0]>inioii to the effect that he has been already sufficiently punished, I
may perhaps be expressing an opinion which I do not conscientiouslr
entertaiii ; while, on the other hand, by stating it to be my opinion that
he has not, I may be acting in opiiosition to the spirit of a contract which,
no matter with whom it may have been made, ought of course to be
strictly adhered t o . "
" Well, I certainly should like to have your
opinion upon the subject before I decide ; because I cannot but feel ih.at it
may, and doubtless will, be the last important act of my life.
However,
as you do not at present feel justified in stating what your real opinion is,
my decision had better be deferred."
" Y e s ; that -wi'l be much the better way," said Unglc John, who had
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really no desire to give an opinion upon the point; for although he felt
convinced that in reality Walter did not deserve the slightest consideration,
he could not satisfy himself that, if he stated that as being his conviction,
he should be doing, under the circumstances, that which was right.
The matter was therefore left open, and Goodman was highly pleased to
find that his friend had given that promise to Walter; for he feared that
some powerful argument might be induced to prove that, after what had
happened, he ought not to leave the will as it was, in favour of him by
whom he had been injured so unnaturally and so deeply. As far as forgiveness went, he forgave him from his heart. The only point upon which
he was anxious to be satisfied was the justice of the course he proposed to
pursue. And yet, again, he conceived that,—although if the thing were
made public it might perhaps be deemed a bad example,—in a private
case like this, he could not do much wrong in doing that which his benevolent feelings suggested. Besides, he felt that, even if he were justified in
taking the administration of justice in this particular case into his own
hands, it was not a time at which he ought to administer it harshly—and
harshly he could not help feeling it would be administered if he deprived,
not only Walter, but his family, of all they had to depend upon in the
world. He knew that they had no other means of existence ; he knew
that, if he left therrf penniless, they must either starve or plunge into the
vortex of infamy ; and knowing this, he could not reconcile the act of
driving them into temptation, with his duty either as a Christian or as a
man. He therefore eventually resolved not to renew the painful subject.
He had authorized the recovery of the property, and that authority there
was no sufficient reason to withdraw; but he hoped that no act on the part
of Walter—that no argument of Uncle John or Whitely—that nothing, in
.short, might occur to induce him to alter the will.

CHAPTER

L,

Explai7is the Possibility of making a Man dig a7t extraordi7iary Hole.
As Valentine had not seen Louise for five days—as he had called five
times and left his card without finding her " a t home," and as he had
received from her no communication whatever—he began to think that
Uncle John was right !—that he really had suffered his spirit of independence to carry him a little too far.
And yet, what had he done ? It is true he absented himself for two
entire days ; but then he was calm, quite calm, while she was bursting
with passion. He did not retaliate ; he simply said, "Well, I will go, if
you wish it ! " He had said nothing more, and yet, never since then had
he been able to see her ! He did think that this was not strictly correct.
He was not at all satisfied with it : he felt that he had been somewhat illused ! For what could she expect ? Could she expect him to submit to
every species of indignity ? Could she expect that he would ever suffer
himself to be her slave ? He loved her, fondly loved her, and she knew it;
but never would he consent to become the puppet of her caprice. No, he
would call once more—but once !—and if she was denied to him, the
course which manliness suggested was clear, and he made up his mind to
pursue it. He would 7iot surrender his spirit as a man !—Nor would
Louise yield her spirit as a woman ! They were playing the same game ;

VALENTINE VOX.

339

they had both the same object in view, and they were now equally sure of
achieving that object; for although Louise had theretofore felt herself
somewhat overmatched, she had a weapon now in store for him, in the
shape of a V\''elshman, whom she meant to use so as to enable her to obtain
a signal triumph !
In the warm hearts of lovers whose affections are fixed, and who are
really so attached to each other that they seem to be scarcely able to exist
but in each other's society, there must be some beautiful feeling in operation
while they strive to make it appear that they are perfectly free. T h e
general motive may perhaps be highly laudable ; but with the ladies it is
sometimes inscrutable, seeing that they will labour to m a k e men believe
that it would be a matter of very slight importance [indeed if they were to
do that which, if done, would snap their dear heart-strings. This course is,
perhaps in many instances, pursued with the view of testing the strength of
man's affections ; but this was not the object of Louise : she wished to
obtain the mastery to begin with ; and she played a very dangerous game ;
for while Valentine's love was of too manly a caste to be inaccessible to
reason, he had not had sufficient experience in these delicate matters to
know how to make ladies, when they are conquered, believe that they are
really victorious. It was unfortunate, perhaps, that he did not know this,,
but that he did not is nevertheless a fact. H e was much too serious about
the matter. W h e n he called for the last time, in the event of Louise being
denied to him, he seriously meant it to be the last time : he would 7iot have
called again without a special invitation ! It may therefore be held to be
on all hands fortunate that when he called Louise was at home.
This he had scarcely expected ; but Louise expected l i m , and had laid
her plans accordingly.
She h a d directed him to be shown into the
breakfast-room, which overlooked the garden, and the m(>ment he entered
the room he saw her leaning upon the arm of a tall yoi ng fellow, with
whom she appeared to be on affectionate terms !
Valentine looked—of course he looked !—and his asptct was severe.
She gazed at the fellow, and smiled and chatted gaily, am^ seemed particularly playful ! Valentine pulled a piece clean out of his glove. W h o
was it ? W h a t right had he there ? H e couldn't tell—he could only
guess. H e paced the room, and knit his brows, and pursed his lips, and
breathed hard through his nostrils, and thrust his hands firmly to the
very bottom of his pockets. There they were !—oh, yes, there they were !—
there could scarcely be two sound opinions about it. H e had a great mind to
go to t h e m ; he had a great mind to ascertain at once what it meant.
And yet—well ! why did she not come ? H e rang the bell—with violence
he rang it !—he was not in a sweet temper at the time. " D o e s Miss
Raven know that I am here ? " he inquired of the servant as he entered.
" Beg pardon, sir ; quite forgot to tell her, sir : dear me—beg pardon."
" W h y , you thick-headed f o o l ! " exclaimed Valentine—but before he
could get any further the servant—who only acted up to his instructions
—had vanished from the room.
" N o w , " thought Valentine, " I shall see how the heartless coquette will
conduct herself when she is told that I am here." H e stood firmly in
the middle of the room, and kept his eye stradfastly upon her. T h e
servant entered the garden ; he addressed her and retired. She turned—•
she did not withdraw her arm—she did not even tremble ! She smiled,
and loo!;ed up at the mortal, and said something to him, and then, instead
of leaving him there, led him playfully into the house. Valentine now took
z 2
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his seat upon the sofa, and tried to look as calm and collected as possible.
They entered the room, and she absolutely introduced the long wretch to
him as Mr. Llewellen. Valentine looked at him—he was too big to eat—
but he was not too big to be annihilated !
" A r e you not well?" said Louise.
" I am not," replied Valentine.
" What is the matter ?"
" Nothing of importance ; I shall be able,
no doubt, to survive it. Oh, I shall survive it ! "
" Inteet, then look you, these pleak -wints plow nopotty coot," observed
Mr. Llewellen. Valentine's tongue itched to mimic the mortal; but,
although he felt that it was pefectly impossible to treat him with anything like common civility, he thought that it might perhaps be better not
to insult him in any direct manner then. He therefore bowed very distantly, and looked rather contemptuously at Mr. Llewellen, and then
turned abruptly towards the window, at which Louise was engaged in
making an effort to suppress a hearty laugh. He knew neither what to
say nor how to act. He could not speak before that fellow Llewellen ;
and as to speaking to him ! -— he would not deign to do it. A pause
therefore 'ensued — a long pause — during which both gentlemen looked
particularly stupid, while Louise did not dare to turn her head. At length,
however, Llewellen;—who had been no more fascinated by Valentine than
Valentine had been fascinated by him — happened to think, strangely
enough, that he really was not wanted; and no sooner had he conceived
this extraordinary idea than, inspired with the spirit of independence, he
stalked from the room.
This, of course, was precisely what Valentine wanted. The absence
of that tall wretc'a—for as a wretch he most uncharitably looked upon him
then—was a thing which he had strongly desired ; and yet he did not take
immediate advantage of his absence. He wanted Louise to speak first,
and she would not speak first. She still kept at the window, and appeared
to be lost in admiration of Llewellen, who was then busily occupied in
pulling up the weeds. The very moment, however, Valentine perceived
that Llewellen was again in the garden, he felt himself bound to break
silence. " I have to apologize," said he, with a bitterness both of emphasis
nnd of aspect, "for having disturbed you. Had I known that you had
been thus affectionately engaged, I should certainly not have intruded."
" Why, what do you mean ? "
" You know what I mean. Who is that fellow—that Llewellen ?"
"Llewellen ! oh, he is a very old friend."
" Indeed ! "
" Oh, yes, I have known him from infancy. We were playfellows
together."
" And are//tzyfellows still, I perceive ! "
" Why, we cannot forget the very many happy hours we spent together
in childhood. Besides, he is such an affectionate creature, and so fond of
me !"
" I have not the slightest doubt of it; and you appear to be
equally fond of him."
" Why, you surely are not jealous ?"
"Jealous ! " echoed Valentine,
smiling vei^ bitterly. "What, oi him? He is a nice, compactly-built,
intellectual-looking animal for a man to be jealous of, certainly ! "
"Why, what is the matter with him? Really, I cannot see much to
complain of. He is taller than you, and much stouter ; but I am sure
that he possesses a good, kind heart"
" In your eyes. Miss Raven, he is perfection, no doubt. But look you,
pless you, the pleak wint is plowing upon his potty. It may, look you,
too him no coot, Inteet, his pbjt may be cliilt; it may set fast his pones !"
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"You are satirical," said Louise, "you always were ; but your satire has
malice in it now, I am -afraid. Come, why are you so cross with him«
What has he done to offend you ? "
" O h , nothing—nothing," rephed Valentine, carelessly.
" Why will you not be friendly with him, then ? You are angry, perhaps,
because you saw us walking in the garden ; but surely there was no harm
in that."
" Oh ! of course not. There can be no harm in anything Miss Raven
does. There can be no harm in clinging to him as if you loved him dearly.
There can be no harm in allowing him to play with your hand, your hair,
your chin, or your waist ! "
" I cannot help his being fond of me ! "
' ' Propriety, Miss Raven, might suggest that you are not exactly bound
to encourage his fondness. But that, of course, is nothing to me. I have
no voice at all in the matter, although I must say, that had you dealt
somewhat more justly, it might perhaps, on all hands have been quite as
well. However, I feel that I am in the way here now, and shall therefore
at once take my leave."
" You are a very cross, unkind creature ! " said Louise. " I did intend
to press you to dine with us to-day ; but I am not quite sure that I shall
do so now."
" I beg that you will not trouble yourself. I would not
stay if even you were to press me. You have some one else to press;
therefore, my presence cannot be required."
" Of course, it must be as you please. I have not the slightest influence
over you, I am aware ; but I certainly did hope that we might have spent
a very happy day together in mutual forgetfulness of all that has passed.
But I perceive that you are of a most unforgiving disposition ; and perceiving this, I cannot but observe, in my own vindication, that you were
the cause of all that transpired at our last interview—that your neglect
urged me to say what I did."
" Of what passed at our last interview. Miss Raven, I have not, since I
entered the house, even thought."
"Then, why are you so angry ?—because I walked and chatted with
Llewellen in the garden ? Do you know who he is ? "
" No : nor do I care."" If you do not care to know, why I do not
care to tell you. But I think that you would like to know nevertheless,
and I will tell you—that is, provided you ask me prettily."
" Miss Raven, you treat me like a child, and as a child I will be played
with no longer. I perceive that you are faithless, and unworthy the love of
an honourable man ; I therefore take leave of you for ever."
" If you are an honourable man," said Louise, who now became somewhat alarmed, " if you possess any one of the feelings of a gentleman,
you will sit down at once in that chair, and explain to me clearly what
you mean by those words. To whom have I been faithless ? Why am I
unworthy the love of an honourable man ? "
" Y o u have been faithless to me !" returned Valentine, " a n d I have
this day proved you to be a coquette."
" I deny it " cried Louise ; " I
have been faithless to no one : nor have I ever been a coquette ! But are
you really serious ? Do you really mean to say that I am a coquette
because I happen to see no impropriety in chatting with my cousin ? "
" Is Llewellen your cousin ? "
" T o be sure he is i "
" Why did you not say so before ? "
" You said you did not care to know who he was ! "
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" B u t why did you not introduce him as your cousin?"
" I certainly
might have done that," said Louise, instead of answering the question;
" but, for goodness' sake don't look so cross—you surely are satisfied now ?
The fact of Llewellen being her cousin somewhat softened him, but
he did not feel satisfied exactiy. He had heard of ladies' cousins before,
and he knew that it frequently happened that constant communication
with each other engendered feelings which outstripped those of consanguinity. He, therefore, felt that he ought to look sharply after the
Welshman, especially as Louise had confessed that he was so fond : he
also felt, that although they were cousins, those playful familiarities which
he had noticed ought not to be sanctioned.
" W e l l , " said Louise, after a pause, " you will dine with us now, I
presume?"
" I still beg to be excused.
My presence may have a
tendency to restrain, perhaps, the playfulness of your cousin."
" Oh ! no ; not at all ! "
" And if it does not," thought Valentine, " I'll work him ! "
Just then Raven gave one of his staccatoed knocks at the door, and
mmediately afterwards marched into the room. " A h ! Valentine!" he
:ried, extending his hand "where have you been for the last half-century?
I tell you what it is—you two," he continued, " conduct yourselves for all
the world as if yovi belonged to the aristocracy. Why can't you carry on
pleasantly together ? What's the use of quarrelhng, and mumping, and
making yourselves miserable ? I know you've been at it again. I don't
want to be told ; I saw it the very moment I entered the room. Now take
my advice : quarrel no more ; let this be the last, and make it up at once.
You are not like the beggarly aristocracy, whose object in miatters of this
kind is not to secure the affections, but to over-reach each other. But
-•vhat's become of Fred—where is he ? "
" In the garden," replied Louise.
" Have you not introduced him ?"
" Oh yes ; he has been talking about the wints peing pleak."
" He is a droll fellow ; it would do your heart good to see him eat."
" But Valentine will not dine -with us to-day," said Louise.
"• Not dine with us! Why not? Pooh! nonsense; he must; he has
no other engagement. He is here now, and here he must remain. There,
run away, and see if you can keep from quarrelling. I have a long letter
to w-rite. If you want to be amused, join Fred."
Louise at once took the arm of Valentine, and they went into the garden,
where the Welshman was still engaged pulling up weeds.
" It's polling hot, look you, to tay," said Llewellen, as he wiped the
perspiration from his red round face.
" D o you find many weeds?"
inquired Valentine, who now thought it might be as well to be civil.
" Weets ! my potty ! look you, there's nothing put weets. They tout
at all understant how to pluck them here : they preak them off at the
pottoms, when they crow acain, pless you, insteet you see of fragging them
up py the roots."
Valentine at once perceived the force of this remark, and was able to
look at Llewellen with comparative pleasure. He was not quite so ugly
as he appeared to be before ; he was tall, but quite straight; stout, but
symmetrical. The change he had undergone was amazing, and it may
seem extraordinary to some, that although he was a finely-made, and
rather a handsome fellow, Valentine should have thought him at first the
ugliest wretch he ever beheld ; but tlie'^ who know the feelings which are
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generated in the breast by a rival will understand how Llewellen could
appear a very ill-conditioned mortal in the eyes of Valentine, when he
supposed him to be a lover of Louise; for as love often blinds us to
physical defects, so rivalry in matters of love often blinds us to physical
beauties. But although Llewellen looked somewhat better than before,
Valentine viewed him still as an awkward individual, and resolved to
reward him in some way or other for every affectionate word he dared to
utter to Louise.
Louise, on the other hand, resolved to reward him. She had reason to
be satisfied with all that had occurred. She had succeeded in making him
jealous, which was to her, as it is indeed to the ladies in general, extremely
pleasant; and although it had been essential to her own security to let
him know that Llewellen was her cousin, she still determined to tease him
by being as affectionate to the Welshman as one loving cousin could be to
another.
"Look you, Louey tear," shouted Llewellen, who was really a very
industrious fellow, "shall hur perry these weets at the pottom of the
carten, or purn 'em ?"
" That I must leave to you," replied Louise.
Llewellen then pulled off his coat, and chalked out his plans for a hole.
Valentine did not approve of this mode of address ; he thought it highly
incorrect, notwithstanding they were cousins, for him to call her '' dear ;"
and although he said nothing about it then, he made up his mind to punish
him even for that. Coolly and tranquilly, therefore, did he walk, while
Llewellen was digging the hole ; and when he fancied that he had got to a
sufficient depth for his purpose, he observed that he had had a tough job.
" Yesm," said Llewellen, "the crount is hart, look you."
" N o w is the time to work him," thought Valentine, who accordingly
threw his voice into the hole and groaned most piteously.
Llewellen started. He leaped from the hole in an instant, and tumed
with an expression of horror, while Louise clung to Valentine, who also
looked alarmed, with the view of keeping up the delusion.
" T i t you not hear?" cried Llewellen, in a sharp thrilling whisper,
" tit you not hear a croan ? Potty of m e ! phot coot it pe, look you ?
Somepotty perried ? Hark ! pless you, hark !" he continued, as Valentine
sent another groan under ground.
"Good gracious !" cried Louise, "what on earth can it be ! Had you
not better dig deeper ?" Llewellen seemed paralyzed. He kept his eyes
fixed upon the hole, and imagined he saw the earth move ; and yet it struck
him at the moment as being impossible for any human being to be there.
" Nopotty could preathe !" said he, after having eyed the ground with
great intensity of feeling, " a n t nopotty coot live without preath!"
Valentine, who saw the inexpediency of allowing the thing to be reasoned
upon, inquired, with much earnestness of manner, if he had ever heard of
persons being buried in a trance. " Perried in a trance ?" cried Llewellen,
quite struck with the novelty of the question, " inteet hur have ; put then
—no put then never at the pottoms of cartens !"
" L e t me out ! let me out ! oh, do let me out !" cried Valentine,
feigning a half smothered voice, which appeared to proceed from about
two feet below the bottom of the hole.
" H u r will, look you!" shouted Llewellen, -who had then no doubt
about the matter at all; " hur will tig tiff hur fint you !"
" If you do," thought Valentine, "you will tig to a great depth."
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Llewellen now set to work in earnest. H e used his spade -with surpassing dexterity. H a d he served an apprenticeship to a gravedigger he
could not have been more aufait to the work.
" Can I assist you ?" said Valentine, as a mere matter of politeness.
" N o , look you, the hole is not pig enough for b o t h . "
N o r was i t ; it was then but about two feet in diameter, and as Llewellen
had got about three feet deep, he could not operate with any degree of
comfort to himself. Of course Valentine, perceived this with pleasure, and
being resolved to keep him at it, continued to exert himself so zealously in
the cause, that Llewellen soon enlarged his sphere of action.
" A little pit longer !" he cried, " ant you'll then pe releast."
" Oh !" exclaimed Valentine, " don't tread so heavily upon me !"
" H u t won't, my tear poy ! hur won't tret upon you more than hur can
help."
" I cannot bear it ! " cried Valentine ; " o h !"
" Pless you, hur must tret a little to tig ! Phot part am hur upon you ?"
" My back !"
" Your pack ! " cried Llewellen, when, looking up at
Valentine, he added, " he's perried upon his pelly !"
So exceedingly natural was this conclusion, and so long was the countenance with which it was declared, that Valentine could scarcely refrain
from laughing. H e did, however, by dint of great exertion, succeed in
preserving that gravity of aspect which the deep and solemn character of
the occasion demanded, and Llewellen again set to work with all the zeal
and rapidity of which he was capable. His first object now was to cut out
a small standing-place for himself, that he might not give pain to the
unfortunate person whom he naturally presumed to be beneath ; and as he
of course soon accomplished that praiseworthy object, he worked away
like a sapper, and exhibited the most benevolent anxiety to avoid digging
the spade into any part of the body of that unfortunate person ; convinced
that if he did so, the -wound he should inflict would be neither slight nor
pleasant, and might be exceedingly difficult to heal, inasmuch as the dirt
would be sure to get in it.
" N o w , work a w a y ! " cried Valentine, in his feigned voice, of course;
and Llewellen, who was already working away like a convict, redoubled
his exertions, as big drops of sweat left his brow to bedew the hole.
" Come, quick !" cried Valentine ; " I only wish you were h e r e . "
.This Llewellen conceived to be an ungrateful observation; but as he
felt that the life of a fellow-creature was at stake, he took no notice, but
continued to work with all the spirit and strength he had in him.
" Hollo, hollo, hollo !" cried Raven, coming up at this moment, having
noticed the extraordinary exertions of Llewellen from the window. " W h a t
do you mean by cutting up the garden in this way ? F o r whom are you
digging that g r a v e ? "
" O h , p a p a ! " cried Louise, as Llewellen kept
on, for he thought that no time was to be lost, and very p r o p e r l y ; ' ' some
poor unhappy creature has been buried alive ! "
" B u r i e d alive !—What, here?—Pooh, nonsense, absurd ! "
" But we have heard him ! "
" I tell you it's absurd ! "
" H o w do you fint yourself now, my tear p o y ? " inquired Llewellen of
the person assumed to be below.
" Work away ! " cried Valentine. " A little to the left ! "
" B l e s s my life and soul ! " exclaimed Raven, who heard this. " Why,
how could it be ?—Run for those fellows, my girl. Tell them all to come
instantly !—Val, you will find a lot of spades and a pickaxe in the tool-
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house ; bring them all here—quick, there's a good fellow. 'Keep at it,
Fred !—dig away ! " And F r e d did dig away !—no Pole on being sent to
the Siberian mines ever dug away harder.
" N o w then ! " cried Raven, as the servants appeared. " Now, off with
your coats, and help Mr. Llewellen." T h e servants looked at the hole in a
state of amazement; but stripped, as they were desired, in a moment,
although they could not conceive what the object was, exactly. " N o w
make this place larger : be quick ! " cried Raven ; and as two of them
caught hold of spades, the other seized the pickaxe, and dropjjed into the
hole.
" Get out ! " cried Valentine, " y o u hurt me ! " A n d he with the pickaxe did get out, with remarkable promptitude, for he felt alarmed.
" W o r k round the edge !" cried Raven ; " and make the hole larger !—
H o w came you first to hear him? "
" H u r was tigging a hole, look you, to perry the weets," replied
Llewellen, who nearly broke his back in standing up to give an answer to
the question, " w h e n I hurt a lout croan unter the crount."
" H o w very fortunate you happened to select this spot," observed
Raven ; and it was held to be a fortunate selection, under the circumstances.
" W h a t do you leave off for ? " cried Valentine, in his feigned voice, as
Llewellen was engaged in readjusting the muscular economy of his back.
" D o you h e a r ? " Llewellen did not exactly like being addressed in so imperative a style by a man to preserve wdiose life he had been working like a
slave. H e still, however, felt himself bound, as a Christian, to do all in
his power to release him, notwithstanding his manifest ingratitude, and
therefore again went to work, but with the full determination to expostulate
with him the very moment he got him out.
T h e servants, under the surveillance of Raven, were now digging away like sextons.
T h e y never
before had such a job.
In less than ten minutes from the time they commenced, the perspiration oozed from every pore.
T h e intense curiosity
involved in the hope of digging a man up alive for some short time sustained them; but, as the harder they worked, and the deeper they dug,
the more distant the actual realization of that hope seemed to be, they
very soon began to flag. Raven, however, made them stick to it closely;
and they felt it to be, under the circumstances, as much as their respective
situations were worth, to give in.
They felt already nearly exhausted :
work was altogether new to t h e m ; they puffed, and panted, and groaned :
but Raven still kept them at it.
" L e t ' s have some peer ! " cried Llewellen.
T h e servants simultaneously looked at their master in the hope of being
ordered to run for the beer, seeing that that to either of them would
have been a great relief, because neither would have felt himsetf bound
to hurry back ; but no. Raven sent Louise, to their manifest morti'fication,
and made them keep on.
T h a t feeling of humanity, whicli prompted
them at first to work with the view of saving the life of a fellow-creature,
had died away.
T h e y now felt for themselves, and that feeling was at
the moment so powerful, ifliat in it all others were merged.
It was not,
however, thus with Llewellen. H e was determined to rescue him whom
he believed to be underground, if possible.
All considerations having
reference to himself were set aside in the pure spirit of benevolence,
and therefore, when the beer came, he opened his shoulders, and, without
even taking his lips from the vehicle, swallowed at least three pints.
The
servants looked at him while he was drinking, with astonishment, mingled
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with dismay, forasmuch as they beheld the wide bottom of the can go
gradually up into the air, they became most intensely apprehensive of his
drawing every drain ; for they knew that that can, for them alone, would
never by the order of their master be replenished. When Llewellen,
therefore, left them a pint, it was just a pint more than they expected, and
they felt themselves bound, in drinking that pint, to be just as long as if it
had been half a gallon.
"Come, co7ne!" cried Valentine, "work away there!—you dont
consider !"
" Yesm, my poy," said Llewellen, whose face glowed like fire. " Are
you much teeper town, look you now ? "
" How can I tell?" replied
Valentine. " Can you not guess from the sound of my voice ? "
" Inteet, how the tevil you can speak at all, I can't think ! "
" N o w then, don't chatter, but work ! " cried Valentine, and Llewellen
more firmly than ever resolved to deliver to the invisible individual a
lecture upon his glaring impropriety of speech the very instant he had
succeeded in diggin.g him out.
The hole was now about nine feet
long by six wide, while its depth was between five and six, and as
they had just reached a stratum of brickbats and tiles, the difficulty experienced in diggingjconsiderably increased. Llewellen was nothing daunted
by this singular circumstance, but the servants, who had for some time
previously exhibited symptoms of exhaustion, now took upon themselves
the responsibility of declaring that they should not be able to stand it
much longer.
" Let's have some more peer ! " cried Llewellen.
" What again ? " exclaimed Valentine.
"Yesm, can't tig without peer." Again, then, Louise was dispatched
with the can, and on her return Llewellen did succeed in emptying it at
a draught, but sent her to fill it once more for the servants. " N o w are
you going to work away again, or are you not ? " inquired Valentine,
whose voice now seemed to proceed from about a foot below the bottom
of the hole. '' Y'^ou think more of swilling than of me ! "
" T o n ' t be ancry, my poy. Flesh and ploot must pe sustaint while
tigging, in truth."
" I f we may judge from the sound," observed Raven, " h e don't lie
much deeper. You had better dig a trench round, and then you'll be able
to pull him up at once without injury."
" You can't jutch from the sount how teep he is, pless you. Hur jiitcht
from the sount that he wasn't a foot teep an hour ago ; put hur'll try."
He then took the pickaxe, and used it so dexterously that he kept the
men fully employed with their spades, until the trench had been established.
'' Are you pelow this, look you ?" he then inquired.
" I think not," replied the voice of Valentine.
" All you have to do," said Raven, "is to raise the earth in the middle."
"Yesm. Now, my poys, work a w a y ! " cried Llewellen, "he'll soon
pe out now."
The hopes of the servants revived ; their spirits were reanimated to a
sensible extent, and they did work away very laudably. The indefatigable
zeal of Llewellen urged them on. He once more seized the pickaxe to
loosen the earth, in utter forgetfulness of the fact that he firmly believed
the man to be lying in the very spot to which he applied it with all his
power. Valentine perceived-this, of course, and when Llewellen had picked
a deep hole, into which he "was driving the implement again and again, with
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nil the strength at his command, he cried, " Oh ! it has entered my leg !
now let me lie in peace."
Llewellen paused, and listened. All was sileEt beneath. His impression
then was that he had injured the individual very seriously.
"Phot's to pe tone?" he inquired, addressing Raven.
" Why dig him out, of course," replied that gentleman. " It's only his
leg ! That's not of much importance. We are sure he's there now, therefore let's have him out at once, dead or alive."
Llewellen abandoned the dangerous pickaxe, and again had recourse to
the innocent spade, which he continued to employ with unequivocal success,
while the servants, who now, as they conceived, had something of a tangible character to work upon, seeing that the victim had really called out
about his leg, backed the efforts of Llewellen most manfully, which, duly
considering all things, certainly did them great credit.
Upwards of an hour they worked at this solid piece of earth; for as
Llewellen would not use the pickaxe again, their progress was singularly
slow. As they proceeded they of course thought it strange that they should
iiieet with nothing indicative of the presence of a man. Had they come
across a finger, or even a toe, they strongly felt that under the circumstances
it would have been something; but as they dug out nothing but bricks and
tiles, it was natural for them to infer therefrom, that there was something
about the affair rather mysterious. They nevertheless worked away in the
hope of picking up anon a loose leg, an odd arm, or the head of an individual, until they had got below the point to which Llewellen had pierced,
when the mystery became very dense.
"Nopotty h e r e ! " exclaimed Llewellen; "where is the leek that hur
injurt ? Hur've cot below that ! "
" And it seems to be impossible for him to have moved in such hard
stony earth," added Raven.
" Oh ! if he has the apility to move apout the crount, why we may keep
on tigging till toomstay. Where are you, look you ? "
No answer was retumed to this plain simple question. "Are you tet ?"
There was still no answer. "Well, this is, beyond all doubt," observed
Raven, " the most extraordinary thing I ever met with."
" Extraordinary! hur'm thunderstruck, look you !" cried Llewellen, and
he appeared to be so at that moment. " H e ' s tet; there's no tout apout
that ; hur've kilt him with the pick ; ant as hur can too no more coot totay, hur'll have another tig to-morrow morning for the potty."
" But I don't see how you could have touched him," said Raven.
'' Nor can hur, look you ; put there's no tout that he's there ; ant as
hur can't hear him speak, there's no tout that he's t e t ; and as he is tet,
hur can't pring him to life again, so that hur hat petter pegin fresh acsin
to-morrow." To this series of opinions all promptly subscribed, and
Llewellen got out of the hole. The servants followed ; not indeed with
much alacrity, but with peculiar satisfaction, as far as the mere cessation
from labour was concerned, but no farther. They were unable to stand
erect: every attempt they made to reassume that position was accompanied by a most acute pain in the back. They were therefore content to
walk for a time nearly double, as the only available means of avoiding
immediate agony. This, however, was not the case with Llewellen—he
gave one mighty stretch, and all was over; but his appearance at the time
was anything but aristocratical, seeing that his hands, arms, and face
were begrimed with dirt, while his clothes -were in a most untidy con-
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dition. He had done more work in those three hours than his assistants
would have accomplished in a week ; not only because he possessed more
strength, but because his had been purely voluntary labour, while theirs
was compulsory.
" W e l l , " said Raven, having stood over the hole for some time, in
deep contemplation, " I can't make it out; I shall not be satisfied until
we have him up. It is the strangest thing I ever knew or heard of."
" O h , hur'll have him up to-morrow, never fear.
Hur'll tig till hur
fint him, if he's town twenty feet."
" Well, come, Fred, run away, and make yourself decent for dinner."
" Hur wish it was retty, look you, now," said Llewellen; " h u r shall
eat a goot tinner to-tay."
Of this Raven appeared to have no doubt whatever ; and when he had
given certain instructions to his doubled-up and nearly exhausted servants,
Louise and Valentine were left in the garden alone.
The fact of a voice ha-ving been heard to proceed apparently from the
earth rendered Louise for the time being oblivious of almost everything
else : she could speak, she could think, in fact, of nothing but that ; for,
although the thing in itself must appear extremely stupid to those who
know the means,by which the effects of ventriloquism are produced, they
who have not even the most remote conception of those means are not
inclined to think so lightly of the effects at the time. To them those
effects are invariably astounding, and it may, with perfect safety be asserted, that there is scarcely a rnan who, on hearing a voice proceed
apparently from the earth, and being at the same time unconscious of the
power of ventriloquy, would not dig a hole in order to ascertain the
cause, as deep as that dug by Llewellen. He was as firmly convinced as
he was of his own existence, that some unhappy person was alive under
ground, so was Raven, and so was Louise, whose conjectures were certainly of a most extraordinary character.
Valentine would willingly have
undeceived her, but as his object was to make Llewellen anon appear as
ridiculous as possible in the event of his continuing to address her in
those terms of endearment of which he did not and could not approve, he
very naturally kept the thing a secret, and contented himself with subduing her fears.
In a short time Llewellen reappeared in the garden, very warm still, but
tidy. His object was to have another glance at the hole before dinner ;
and he therefore walked up to it thoughtfully and firmly, and stood upon
its brink, audi shook his head, and looked down—first, in the most straightforward manner, and then obliquely. While at his toilet he had conceived
the idea that he had not, in reality, dug below the jjoint the j^ickaxe had
reached ; but as, after a very minute examination, he discovered that he had,
the thing appeared to him to be far more mysterious than ever. He could
not understand it at all, and he said so, and continued to announce the
same fact, with variations, until he sat down to dinner, when, from the time
he began till he had finished, he did not appear to have a moment's opportunity for the delivery of any opinion upon any subject whatever. " H u r
will trupple you acain ;"—" Shall hur have the pleasure ? "—•" Hur shall
be prout ; " — " Y e s m ; " — " N o , " — a n d " a littel more peer," were the
only words he uttered.
Valentine had been led by Raven to expect that Llewellen was able to
eat; but he had, he could have had, no idea of the extent of his gormandizing powers. Four times he was helped to soup, three times to fish,
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and three times to beef, although Rav«n, knowing his customer, took
special care to send him a fair allowance each time,—after which he demolished a chicken and a half, with a fully proportionate quantity of ham, and
then set to work upon the pastry, precisely as if nothing at all had happened, winding up the -whole, by nearly emptying the bread-basket, with
a view to the full enjoyment of a large allowance of cheese.
It is true that his appetite, on this occasion, had been very much provoked. As a matter of justice, this must be admitted. H e had worked
very hard ; and digging is a species of labour which renders a man liable
to eat a great deal. But, allowing for all this, the -way in which Llewellen
ate proved that it was not for him a very extraordinary quantity, although
sufficient to have satisfied a good-sized family, if even they had not had a
respectable meal for a week.
" H o w many meals a day do you have when you are at home, Fred ? "
inquired Mr. Raven, as soon as Llewellen was disengaged.
" O n l y five, look you :—preakfast, lunch, tinner, tea, and supper."
" A n d do you have animal food at every meal ? "
" Yesm.
A man in Caermarthen, inteet, must have foot : he can't live
without eating."
Dinner now being at an end, the mystery again formed the topic of
conversation.
" T h a t some poor creature," said Raven, " l i e s buried
at the bottom of our garden there cannot be a rational doubt ; and if I
were at all superstitious, I should say that the fact of his being there
accounts for the singular noises we have frequently heard. If you remember, Valentine, the last time your uncle was here, we heard a strange voice
in this very room !—I have never been able to make that out yet. You
recollect ? "
" Oh ! y e s — ' one of the aristocracy ! ' "
" E x a c t l y . — N o w , that was a wonderful circumstance, -when you come
to think of i t ! JVe could find no one in the room, you k n o w ! T h e voice
would answer questions, but nothing could be seen ! Nearly the whole
of the following day was I endeavouring to find out what it could possibly
have been, and as I could obtain no c'lue whatever to the mystery, I'd lay
my life, if I were at all superstitious, that this affair in the garden is
connected with it in some ws.y. I have heard of haunted houses, it is
t r u e ; but then I never put faith in such absurdities—I have invariably
looked upon them either as the morbid imaginings of hypochondriacs, or
as the idle fancies of ignorant minds wrought upon by superstitious fear.
Thank Heaven, I am not superstitious : I never was—I am only saying,
that if I were, the chances are that I should attribute the strange noises
that I have heard to the fact of some one having been buried in the
garden."
" Some of these things," observed Valentine, " are very unaccountable."
" T h e y are indeed. I have heard many persons, strong-minded persons
too, declare that they have seen apparitions, and no argument, no
reasoning could ever induce them to believe that they had not.
I
confess that if there be such things as spectres, I should exceedingly like
to see one : but I have no belief in anything of the sort. I can, of course,
understand how men can imagine that they behold them.
W e all see
visions in our dreams, and when men see them while, as they fancy, they
are awake, they do but dream that they see them, for the process of
beholding apparitions is but a species of dreaming after all."
" But both these things to which you have .alluded may be mysterious,
and yet have no connection with each other," observed Valentine.
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" Exactly. With regard to the affair in the garden, I don't know at all
what to think about that. The fact of an absolutely dead man being
buried in such a place, would lead one to suppose that there had been
some foul play, while, if it be any one who has been buried in a trance,
it is exceedingly strange that they should have buried him there. Of course,
that people have been thus buried we cannot doubt.
Many cases have
occurred, which prove, beyond all dispute, the possibility of persons under
those circumstances being able to exist in the earth."
At this moment Llewellen commenced snoring most hideously.
" Fred ! " cried Raven. " My boy, come, we can't stand that ! "
Poor Llewellen, whom the labour in the garden had exhausted, remained quite unconscious of being thus addressed.
Raven shook him
very manfully, and bawled in his ear; but although the snoring almost
instantaneously ceased, it was a long time before he could open his eyes.
" I say, Fred ! " continued Raven, when he had accomplished this
praiseworthy object, " we can't stand snoring ! "
"Tear me !—tit hur snore? Hur peck parton, look you, put really—
hur—really." Having got to this highly satisfactory point, he dropped
off again as soundly as before, when, as the music of his '' most miraculous
organ " had ceased, no attempt was made again to disturb him. He slept,
and slept on, and as Raven soon followed his example, Louise and Valentine passed an extremely pleasant evening, although neither could be said
to have absolutely relinquished the object they both had in view.

CHAPTER

LI.

In which Vatlentine argues a Poi7it i7i opposition to the views of 7nany
Thousmids.
W H E N Valentine called the following morning, he found poor Llewellen
in the hole. He had been digging away ever since six o'clock, but, of
course, without any success.
When he commenced at that interesting
hour, he had firmly resolved to keep at it until he found the " p o t t y ; "
but as the ground, when Valentine arrived, was becoming sufficiently damp
to convince him that he could not be very far off water, his ardour
was somewhat subdued, and he began to put it seriously to himself,
whether it was worth while, under all the circumstances of the case, to
adhere to his original resolution.
" Still at it," cried Valentine, on looking down the hole. " Have you
had any sport?"
" Hur have not fount the potty," replied Llewellen,
in despair, " a n t the pottom is ketting rather tamp, inteet, look you ! "
" W e l l ! " said Valentine, who really began to think that he had had
enough digging, " if I were you I'd give the thing up."
' ' Plur ton't like to too that ; ant yet, if hur tig much teeper, hur fint
hur shall have inteet to tig in a well."
"Exactly; you have gone deep enough now to satisfy the'conscience
of any man. Give me your hand. The thing has become hopeless."
Llewellen did not at all like to relinquish his task ; but as reason suggested to him, that he might as well do so as not, he "listened to the
voice of the charmer," and leaped at once out of the hole.
" Well," said he, "now there's a jop to fill it up acain, look you."
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" Oh, leave that to the servants. Let them do it at their leisure. Don't
trouble yourself about that."
In this particular, also, Llewellen allowed himself to be guided, and
he went to restore the respectability of his appearance, while Valentine
was pleasantly engaged with Louise. She had become quite herself again,
and chatted so gaily, and seemed to be so happy in his society, that every
feeling he had entertained of an unfavourable character towards Llewellen
subsided, and he began rather to like him than not. And this happy
change of feeling was mutual. Llewellen had become quite partial to him :
indeed, when he rejoined him on that occasion, so good an understanding
existed between them, that they agreed to spend the evening together
"somewhere."
Louise, however, did not approve of this arrangement. She naturally
wished that "somewhere" to be there, and would assuredly have put
her veto at once upon its being anywhere else, if she had not relinquished
the imperative mood quite so recently. As it was, she very prudently
deemed it expedient to withhold her countenance from the proposed
arrangement simply, although she could have delivered her opinion upon
the subject with no inconsiderable eloquence and warmth.
No direct
opposition, therefore, having been offered, the arrangement remained undisturbed, and Valentine, who had promised to dine with his uncle, left
with every feeling of jealousy crushed.
He looked upon Llewellen no longer as a rival, so differently do men
under different circumstances appear. He knew but little of him—scarcely
anything indeed—yet he felt that he possessed qualities the knowdedge of
which would be pleasing. There are some men whose characters may be
seen at a glance ; while the characters of others require time to be understood ; and there can be as little doubt about which of the two classes
succeed best with the superficial, as about which are, as associates, to be
preferred ; for the difference between them consists simply in this, that
whereas the former strive to create a favourable impression by means
which are easily seen through, the latter are content to leave all to be
discovered.
To this latter class Llewellen belonged, and Valentine, now the film of
jealousy had been removed, did not fail to perceive it. It was therefore
with pleasure that he called for him in the evening, and when they had
listened to Louise, who had prepared for the occasion a few touching
inuendoes, which had reference to social influences in general, they set
forth in search of some new entertainment.
The first thing which arrested the attention of Llewellen, was a flaming
placard, upon which two men were represented in a pugilistic attitude.
" O h ! " he exclaimed, "hur shoot like to co there and see them apove all
things in life ! " Valentine read the placard, and as he found that a grand
pugilistic display was to take place that evening, they started off at once,
and soon reached the scene of action.
On entering the arena, they found
the sport had not yet commenced, and the audience, of whom the majority
were respectably attired, while some of them were dressed in the first style
of fashion, manifesting symptoms of impatience, it being then past the
hour announced in the placard. They were not, however, kept much
longer in suspense, for almost immediately afterwards a person appeared
upon a stage about four or five-and-twenty feet square, and introduced two
finely-formed athletic fellows to the audience, one as " T h e Birmingham
Bull," and the other as " T h e Brixton Chicken." They were, notwith-
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standing this, fairly matched in appearance. They were about the sanie
height and the same weight : and while the muscles of both were developed
with equal beauty, their skin was equally healthy and clear.
As they shook hands as well as they could with their gloves on, they
smiled at each other good-humouredly, and then with the utmost coolness
set to work.
F o r some considerable time, not a single blow was offered.
T h e y looked at each other's eyes firmly, and prepared their defence at
every feint ; and when they did strike out, for the amusement of the
spectators, Valentine was amazed at the rapidity and tact with which each
blow was parried.
I t seemed for some time to be impossible for either
to break fairly through his antagonist's guard ; and when at length, as if
tired of defending themselves simply, they relinquished the defence for
the attack, the blows that were given were mutually received with every
demonstration of good will.
A shower of sixpences followed this display, which the combatants
picked up with infinite alacrity, and looked as if—as far as their own
private feelings were concerned—it would have been extremely pleasant
to see it rain thus for a month.
T o them, however, the gods were not
quite so propitious ; they very soon succeeded in clearing the s t a g e ; and
when they had left it, two others were introduced by the master of the
ceremonies, wl\ose general style was so extraordinary that Valentine could
not resist the temptation to have a word with him incog.
" T h e Bogey and the P e t ! — t h e P e t ! — t h e B o g e y ! " cried the master
of the ceremonies, pointing distinctly to each in his turn.
" W h i c h is the P e t ? " inquired Valentine, throwing his voice among the
shilling individuals.
" This is the Pet, and this is the Bogey ; this is the Bogey, and this is
the P e t . "
" But which is the Bogey ? "
" W h y , this is the B o g e y ! "
A n d as he said so he looked rather
severely towards the spot from which the voice appeared to proceed.
" B u t the Pet," cried Valentine, " w h i c h is the P e t ? "
T h e master of the ceremonies felt rather ruffled, and left the stage,
determined to have no more of it.
T h e Pet and the Bogey then commenced ; but Valentine's attention was
arrested at the moment by Llewellen, who had discovered a friend, who
resided in Caermarthen, and who appeared to be quite .shocked at the idea
of being caught in such a place on such an occasion. Llewellen introduced
this gentlemen as Mr. Jarvis Jones, and subsequently stated, aside, that he
was an exceedingly charitable, kind-hearted person, who, by his acts of
benevolence, had acquired throughout Wales the reputation of a philanthropist. Under these peculiar circumstances, Valentine was pleased with
the introduction ; but although, after what had been stated by Llewellen,
he believed him to be a good sort of creature, he could not help thinking
that there was something in his general aspect at the time inappropriately
severe.
" Are you a patron of the art of self-defence ? " inquired Valentine.
" Heaven forbid ! " exclaimed Mr. Jarvis Jones.
" Indeed ! "
" I came here as a matter of curiosity ; but I assure you
that I am disgusted with the whole exhibition."
" U p o n my word, you somewhat surprise m e , " said Valentine; " f o r
really I am unable to perceive anything in it at all calculated to excite the
slightest feeling of disgust !"
"" I do not perhaps look s-^ much at the exhibition ficr se, as at its
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tendency; although it is of itself sufficiently degrading to our nature, t!;?t
men should thus knock each other about for gain."
" I fear that the love of gain," rejoined Valentine, " prompts men to
acts of a character far more degrading to our nature."
" N o doubt of it ; that I have no desire to d i s p u t e ; but it does not
follow that one species of degradation should be countenanced because
there may happen to be another more vile."
" That of course must be admitted ; but if we look at the members of
such professions as are not deemed degrading, but wdiich, on the contrary,
are held to be highly honourable, we shall find, I apprehend, human nature
in your sense degraded to at least an equal d e p t h . "
" Y o u mean of course occasionally ?—by individuals ? "
" N o ; in the aggregate : looking at the principle which actuates them
all. T a k e , for instance, the profession of a soldier."
" Surely you do not mean to compare a soldier to a pugilist ! "
" W h y should I not ? Can the love of gain be said to have no influence
over him ? T a k e him as he is—as a man ; and tell me -vvliy, if fighting for
yain be indeed degrading, he is not in that respect as degraded as a
pugilist."
" But the soldier fights the battles of his country."
" N o doubt of it ; and were he occasionally to 7-efuse to fight what are
termed ' the battles of his country,' he would be just as good a p a t r i o t ; but,
apart from this, he fights with a view to his own aggrandisement : with this
view he enlisted ; for gain he entered the army as one willing to kill whomsoever he might be directed to kill, without remorse, because the country
calls it glory, and without the .slightest reference to the justice of the cause
in which he fights ; for that of course he is not supposed to understand.
It
may be said, indeed, that the leading star of the soldier is fame. F a m e is
equally the leading star of the pugilist. Its influence is equally felt; it is
ns dear to the one as to the other. But this is not the point : £?.e question
is simply this :—Is the pugilist degraded because he fights for gain ? If he
be, then are all men who fight for gain plunged into the depths of degradation,—no matter with what weapon they may fight, whether with swords,
fists, pistols, or tongues ? "
" Then you would place politicians on a level with pugilists ? "
" All of them, of course, who do battle for gain."
" And advocates generally—barristers, for example ? "
" I would place them considerably lower in the scale of venality, for
they—without having ignorance to plead in extenuation—will prostitute
their talents in any cause, however unjust to individuals, or pernicious to
society. Fur a fee, they will plunge the most amiable and exemplary into
wretchedness and want, by violating every just, every honourable principle,
to make the worse appear the better reason ; for a fee, they will snatch
from justice, and fling upon society again, those -whom they know to be
guilty of crimes the most hideous."
" Y o u will remember," observed Mr. Jones, " I admitted that the love
of gain urged men to acts more degrading to our nature than those even of
pugilists, while you, in turn, acknowledged that it did not follow that one
species of degradation should be countenanced, because another existed of
a character more vile. But, as I said, I look more at the tende7icy of such
exhibitions as these, than at either the exhibitions themselves, or the
characters of those engaged in t h e m . "
" And what do you conceive their tendency to be ? "
" T o generate pugnacity among the lower orders—to render them
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revengeful—to accustom them to scuffles and drunken brawls—and to lead
them into scenes of debauchery and vice."
" This is an awful account certainly," said Valentine. " But how comes
it that, since pugilism as an art has been discountenanced, the 1 ° ^ ^ orders
have been as pugnacious, as revengeful, as accustomed to scuffles and
brawls, and as vicious at least as before ? "
" Because the influence of pugilism, in its palmy days, has not yet been
effectually suppressed."
" I f it has been suppressed at all, these vices, if attributable to that
influence, must have decreased in proportion. Years have passed away
since the art was discouraged, and that its influence has been weakened no
man can doubt ; for, since its discouragement,—nay, its almost total suppression,—the cowardly spirit which actuates secret assassins, has supplanted
the manly courage it inspired. Knives and daggers are now the popular
instruments of revenge. T h e use of the fist is exploded. Men are murdered
outright in lieu of being disfigured. W h e r e they used to have cut lips,
black eyes, and swollen noses, they have stabs in the throat, the abdomen,
and the back. Wives are made widows, and children orphans, in an
i n s t a n t : where men received blows which simply made their eyes twinkle,
they now fall di|^d upon the spot."
" Deaths sometimes occurred, you are aware, in pugilistic encounters."
' ' T h e y did : but how rarely ! But, independently of all considerations
having reference to actual death, the practice of using deadly weapons in
silly private quarrels is repugnant to every British feeling. If the lower
orders must quarrel,—and quarrel they will,—let them not be made to
forget the use of their fists : let them rather be prompted to pommel each
other till they are tired, than induced to resort to the cowardly, murderous
practice of stabbing."
" But how can we ascertain that the increase of stabbing, which all must
deplore, is attributable to the suppression of the pugilistic art ? "
' ' By looking at the character of the lower orders of society in conjunction
with the promptings of human nature in g e n e r a l : they will quarrel; and
when they do, they must have weapons. Teach them to forget the use of
those whicli they have heretofore employed, and they will deem themselves
justffied in flying to others. T h e y have been taught this : they have been
taught to forget the use of their fists, and hence fly to knives, pikes, and
daggers."
" But pugilists in general are such abominable characters, so profligate,
so dishonourable ! "
" A l l this may be granted, without diminishing the inexpediency of
running them down like -wild beasts."
" But do you not perceive, that, if they were directly countenanced, we
should be in effect countenancing profligacy and dishonour ? "
" I do not perceive t h a t ; but if even it followed as a necessary consequence, we should attach due weight to the fact that they need not be in any
direct manner .sanctioned.
In all matters of this kind there is a wide
difference between direct sanction and active suppression. Let pugilists no
longer be hunted from county to -county by those elderly ladies who have
the honour to be in the commission of the peace, and that manly courage
by which the lower orders us..d 11 be distinguished will again be inspired ;
they will again, in the spirit of emulation, use their hands without deadly
tVeapons in them."

"Come, eome 1" cried Ll«wel2«ri, "j-e-a*vepm ioeijtg RII the g|>ort, !osk
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you ! Phot have you pin talking apout all this time ? Have you cot any
silver?" This put an end to the conversation ; and when Valentine had
given Llewellen his purse, he and Jones again turned towards the stage.
Although by no means convinced of the soundness of Valentine's arguments,
the philanthropist thought that there must be something in them, for he
found that the disgust which he had before felt had vanished. He was able
then to witness the exhibition with comparative pleasure, and to smile at
the ardour of Llewellen, who was really so delighted, that he continued, as
he had begun, to throw silver to the combatants after every round. The
more the evening advanced, the more judgment and science were displayed:
the best men had been evidently kept in reserve, and their tactics were so
various and so clever, that the spirit of the exhibition was kept up till the
last. " Hur can too it ! " exclaimed Llewellen, as he left with his friends,
" Hur can too it !—Hur'll py a set of cluffs in the morning, ant kiff you a
challench, look you."
" Oh, I'll accept it ! " said Valentine, and the thing was agreed upon at
once, when the philanthropist insisted upon their having supper with him
at his hotel, where they remained until Valentine, with a view to his own
reputation, deemed it highly expedient to take Llewellen home.

CHAPTER

LIE

Valentine at Gree7iwich Fair.
So much had Llewellen and Valentine been together since their reconciliation, that Louise, who had expected all sorts of amusement to spring from
the presence of her cousin, began to wish him at Wales again heartily,
before he had been in town a week. It was not simply one or two evenings
that she had been left alone : no, that she might have endured : they had
been out together ez'ery evening !—which was really very terrible to her
feelings. However men could wish to be out so often, she could not conceive. Whatever they could see was a mystery to her. She lectured
Llewellen, and insisted upon knowing where he had been, and whom he
had seen, and appealed to her father whether she had not a clear and
indisputable right to know, and pointedly expostulated with Valentine ; but
in vain : they agreed with all she said; but continued to go out—admitted their error, but would not reform.
This was not, however, Valentine's fault. He would have spent hi;
evenings with her, had it not been that Llewellen was continually at him.
It mattered not whether any appointment had been actually made or not,
when Llewellen awoke in the moming Valentine was the very first person
whom he thought of, and immediately after breakfast, if no engagement
had been made between them, he would call upon him in order to seduce
him out somewhere. He could do nothing at all without Valentine. He
could not move out without him. Valentine, of course, must go wherever he
went, and when Raven insisted upon his dining at home, Valentine, of
course, must dine -with him.
While this very manifestly tended to raise Valentine in the estimation of
Louise, it palpably diminished h-^r reg-a-.d for Lle-wellei'!. Upon hi' bi••:..'
?honld»« s'l was iv^, YMkntine was, Su her vi^Wj .!.i-^velten'- 'i'rtbi'
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Zealously did she labour to open his eyes to this interesthig fact; and constantly did she express her amazement that he should suffer himself to be
so led away ; she declared it to be her unbiassed opinion, that the practice
of going out every evening was fraught with pernicious effects and contended, that if the thing went on much longer thus, she should be justified
in believing that he loved Llewellen's society infinitely better than hers.
W i t h Valentine all this had great apparent w e i g h t ; but he did not conceive it to be strictly just that all the blame should be attached to Llewellen
H e , therefore, with the view of taking some portion of it to himself, did
inquire of Llewellen, immediately after Louise had been delivering to him
one of her most eloquent lectures—-whether he would or would not like to go
to Greenwich Fair ?
" Apove all things in the worit ! " exclaimed Llewellen, who was invariably ready for anything of the sort. " Phen is it to pe ? "
" G r e e n w i c h F a i r ! " cried Louise, quite astounded,—not only at the
idea of Greenwich Fair, but at the fact of that idea having proceeded from
him whom she had hitherto believed to be the v i c t i m , — " Greenwich Fair |
why surely you would never think of going to such a dreadful place as t h a t ! "
" Put phen is it to pe? That's the point," said Llewellen.
" O n M o n d a y , " replied Valentine, " a n d the sport I understand is superb."
" That's peautiful, look you ; hur'll pe retty, hur'll pe retty ! "
" W h y , Valentine," said Louisa, " you amaze me ! D o you know, sir,
what sort of place Greenwich Fair is ? Are you aware of its being the
resort of the very lowest of the low—a place in which any one would blush
to be seen who had the slightest pretensions to respectability."
" If anypotty sees m e plush—"
" H o l d your tongue, F r e d ! you cannot know anything about i t "
" I have no desire at all to see the fair," said Valentine. " I am anxious
only to go into the park, to see the pretty girls roll down the hiU."
" Peautiful! Oh ! I phoon't miss it for the worit ! "
" I am ashamed of you, Valentine,—quite ashamed of you. You do
not mean i t ; I see by your smiling that you do not mean it—do you ?"
" If he ton't mean it, look you, he ought to be smuttert."
" I have nothing at all to say to you, sir!—but, Valentine : you have no
real intention of going, now—have you ? "
" Really I cannot see why I
should not go. Llewellen will be there to protect me ! "
" Oh, hur'll protect every hair of your h e t ! "
" I have no doubt of that, sir. You will so far protect him as to keep
him out one-half the night."
" N o ; I mean to be home early, very
early. I do not intend to remain after d a r k . "
" \^'ell, if you will promise me that, I shall offer no further opposition,
although I cannot bear the thought of your going at all, I have heard so
many dreadful accounts of the place."
T h e thing was therefore decided ; and when the m'orning, to which so
many thousands, not in England alone, but in every part of Europe, look
forward with delight, had arrived, Valentine called for Llewellen -\vho of
course was quite ready, and had been for hours.
Having made up their minds to go by water, they proceeded to Hungerford Stairs, where they found a steamer just on the point of starting,
and at once got on board. T h e vessel was crowded in every part to excess!
T h e deck was covered with a mass of human beings, which must have
appeared at a distance to be as nearly as possible solid.
On pa.ssing London Bridge, a scene presented itself of a character the
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most imposing. This was and still is the grand starting-place for steamers ;
and thousands were on the various wharfs panting for a chance to get on
board of them, and thousands more were already on board, laughing and
looking so h a p p y ; while the water, as thick as respectable pease-soup,
looked at the time as if Vesuvius had been beneath it, so furiously did it boil.
Billingsgate was abandoned ; but the beautiful esplanade of the Customhouse was thronged. At the Tower Stairs, which used to be embelUshed,
on these happy occasions, with the stars of the east, the elite of Whitechapel
and Spitalfields, nothing could be seen save a few grim, withered old
watermen, sitting upon the bottoms of their wdierries, which were now fast
turning into touchwood, and mournfully bringing to each other's recollection
the bright characteristics of those truly blessed times when they were able
to carry eight at eightpence.
On arriving at Greenwich Valentine and Llewellen made at once for the
Park, and as they entered, it presented a scene of surpassing gaiety. Little,
indeed, of the green sward could be seen, while the hill which rose before
them appeared to be one moving mass of hats, bonnets, scarfs, ribbons, and
shawls. T h e effect was striking. Every colour that art could produce was
displayed, and in the sun all harmonized brilliantly. Such was the appearance of the mass ; but when analysed, its softness and beauty were lost.
As Llewellen was excesssively anxious to be active, and as Valentine was
not in a contemplative mood, they mounted the hill without delay, and
before they had reached the summit partook freely of the pleasure with
which all around them appeared to be inspired. It was delightful to view
their manifestations of happiness, for on all such occasions the poorest enjoy
themselves the most. Give a poor girl a holiday, place anything like a
sweetheart by her side, let her have some pink ribbon—and plenty of it,
that the ends may hang well over her shoulders,—with a little white handkerchief to carry in her hand, and, when in the Park, princesses might
envy her feelings.
" H o w peautiful all the cirls look ! " exclaimed Llewellen ; " can't we
have a came with them, look you ? H u r want to see more of them roll
town the hUl."
" I've no doubt we shall see plenty of them do that by-and-by. They
are not yet sufficiently excited. But the people appear to be flocking this
-way. Let us join them. There is sure to be something worth seeing, or
the attraction would not be so strong."
" Hur ton't think we shall too much petter," said Llewellen, " put
we'll CO." They went accordingly down the avenue which leads to Blackheath, and which was thronged by persons, of whom the majority were in
much better circumstances than others whom they saw, and who appeared
to be extremely anxious that those others should know it, they wallced so
stately and looked so severe. Llewellen felt as if every limb hung upon
wires. H e could not keep quiet. H e ran about like a young lunatic ;
now getting his hat filled with gingerbread-nuts to pelt the children of the
gipsies,—who have always swarms of those little articles at command,—•
and then pulling the girls about and kissing,—ay, absolutely kissing them,
and that too in the face of the sun ! H e did not know at all what to do
with himself, and at length declared that nothing could or should content
his soul until he had had a ride on one of the ponies. " Hur'll kiff you," said
he, " fifty yarts, look you, out of five huntert, and peat you, ant you shall
have which you please. There ! " he added, pointing to a poor little
pony, ' ' he's a Welshman : I know he's a Welshman : hur'll let you take
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him." Valentine looked at the little animal ; and he might have been a
Welshman: but he must have been foaled in the Middle Ages.
Phot
say you?" cried Llewellen, who was then all impatience. " W i l l you
accept my challench ? "
. .
" I will, if you'll ride that nice white one," said Valentine, pointing to
a little wretch of a mare that in point of years looked at least a thousand.
" No, no : that's too pat; there's nothing in her : there's no blut m her
potty: no pone."
•"Why, she's all bone !—what -would you have?—
Take her ; and I'll not have the fifty yards you offered."
" W e l l : hur'll try her speet! " And he mounted, when Valentine
mounted the Welshman ; and they made a fair start. The Welshman
went ahead, for there was a littie stuff still in him ; but the other, with all
Llewellen's jockeyship, could not be prevailed upon to believe that it was
necessary for her to go. The strongly exciting moment of starting indeed
did stimulate her into a trot, during which the active energies of Llewellen
caused the saddle to slip off, although he managed, by dint of great
dexterity, to stick on; but, after that great event, the mare would not stir
an inch : she would not even make the slightest effort to go along, knowing
perhaps that if she did, such effort would be unsuccessful, inasmuch as
the saddle was dangling between her legs, while her rider sat firmly upon
the girth. Of all this Llewellen was utterly unconscious until Valentine
pointed it out to him on his return. His firm impression was that he had
left the saddle behind him ! He could not understand at all the motive
of the mare, and wondered that all around him should be roaring with
laughter. He very soon, ho-wever, dismounted after that, and acknowledged that Valentine had won.
This calmed him a little for at least ten minutes, during which time he
walked very quietly along, but he broke loose again very soon after that,
and ran about as much elated as hefbre.
" My little tear, phot shall I treat you to? " he inquired of a servantgirl, who was rather a shrewd little creature in her way. '' Phot will you
have for a fairink? "
" That thimble and pincushion, please," replied
the girl, as she pointed to the articles stuck upon a stick.
" Which of course you shall have, my little tear," said Llewellen.
" Year yer har, sir !—Three throws a penny, and six for tuppence ! "
cried a fellow who approached with an armful of sticks.
" Hur want these two little thinks, look you : phot's the price?"
" Can't sell 'em hoff the sticks, sir ; it's three throws a penny."
" Oh, nonsense ! Hur'll kiff you photever price you ask. Hur shall
preak them, if hur throw, look you ! "
" Oh, no, yer von't, sir; yer safe to bring 'em down ! "
" Oh, hur'll pring them town !—there's no tout apout that ! " cried
Llewellen, and he at once took three sticks and repaired to the place
appointed. The first he pitched gently, lest he should injure the little
articles, but missed them ; the next he delivered with a sweep, and down
they came hi an instant. '' Hin the ole, upon my soul !'' cried the fellow,
who danced to the spot to stick them up again. Llewellen did not understand this proceeding, and expressed himself exactly to that effect, when
the proprietor explained to his own satisfaction that, in order to obtain
them, it was absolutely necessary for them to fall out of the hole. " Very
well! " said LleweUen, who threw the third stick, which, however, went
wide of the mark. " Ow wery near, swre-ly ! " exclaimed the active proprietor, who seemed to pride himself especially upon the performance of
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the most extraordinary antics. " T r y again, sir!—safe to get 'em—no
mistake, sir !—Year's three more ! " Llewellen now took a most deliberate
aim, holding the stick horizontally in the middle to make sure ; and again the
little articles fell, but again they dropped into the hole. Conceiving that
this was not exactly the way to win them, he seized the next firmly at one
end, and with a slashing swoop sent it whizzing at them !—he struck the
stick upon which the little articles were perched, but those articles dropped
as before into the hole. W h a t could be the meaning of it ? Did he not
throw with sufficient force ? H e threw the next more forcibly; but, alas !
with the same result.
" Try again, sir !—yer carn't be off gittin 'em !—'Ave another shy ! "
Lewellen now threw with desperation—he swept all before him, and at
length the little thimble on falling into the hole for about the fiftieth time
absolutely leaped out again ! Well ! that was something.
H e seized the
prize and presented it to the lady, and then wished to purchase the pincushion. Oh ! the proprietor would not take any money for it !—it was
invaluable to him ! Llewellen went, therefore, again to the sticks, which
he threw as if he -wished to knock a house down.
' ' Throw them perpendicularly," said a worthy mechanic, who was pained
to see so much money wasted upon a thing which was not worth three
farthings. " You will never get it fairly down by striking at the stick."
T h e proprietor looked at this mechanic with an angry aspect. H e wished
him dead and buried ; for Llewellen, by acting upon this highly correct
suggestion, went alarmingly near the pincushion at every throw, and did
eventually knock it off! when the proprietor gave another sweet look at
the mechanic ; and, conceiving that he had robbed him of a little fortune,
felt bound to inform him that, for " two p i n s , " he'd show him the difference
between them.
Llewellen of course was delighted. H e picked up the cushion in an
instant, and the very next instant discovered that the cause of its remarkable tendency towards the hole was involved in the fact of its being laden
with dirt. Considering, however, the various conflicting circumstances of
the case, he did not explain to the man his private sentiments upon the
point ; but presented the prize with great delicacy to the lady, whom he
moreover loaded with gingerbread-nuts, of which she appeared to be remarkably fond, and then left her.
" H u r tit pekin to t h i n k , " said he to Valentine, as they walked from the
spot, " that hur never shoult be apel to kit it at all, look you ! There's a
pair of peautiful plack eyes ! " he added, directing attention to a dirty
young woman, whose features were certainly of the most handsome cast.
" Phot is she? "
" A gipsy," replied Valentine.
" Shall I tell you your fortune, good gentlemen? " she inquired, addressing Llewellen, whom she pergeived to be the greener of the two.
" My fortune, pless you !—my fortune is mate ! "
" But I can tell you something much to your advantage.
I can tell you
the lady you love, and who loves you—the colour of her hair—the first
letter of her name, and something you'll be much pleased to k n o w . "
" Inteet, then : phot is it, look y o u ? "
" Let me see your h a n d . "
Llewellen at once held it forth, and the gipsy proceeded to examine the
palm with great intensity of feeling—to trace the cabalistic lines in all their
varied ramifications, and to look altogether mysterious.
" T h e r e is great
fortune here, good gentleman," she observed, after this minute examinat i o n , — " great fortune. Just cross your hand with silver."
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" T h a t of course is indispensable," said Valentine.
" T h e charm is in the silver," rejoined the gipsy.
Of course, Llewellen acted quite up to her instructions, when she
examined the palm again very minutely, and looked occasionally into his
eyes with the view of giving some additional effect to the thing.
" You will be married," she observed, in a low tone of voice, " before the
present year is out, to the lady you love."
" Inteet !—that's coot. Put who is she ? "
" H e r name begins with an L : she is handsome, rather tall, very rich,
has dark brown hair, and a delicate complexion."
" Peautiful !—Well ! ant how many chiltren, look you ? "
" I can only count eleven; but you may have more.
I can't take upon
myself to say to one."
" Oh, that's quite near enough ! Eleven will too. Well ? "
" I see nothing more but that you will always be prosperous and happy."
" H e r name begins with an L ! " thought Valentine. " H a n d s o m e , tall,
rich, dark hair, and delicate complexion !—Why, that is Louise ! "
" Shall I tell r r a r fortune, good gentleman," said the gipsy, who had a
splendid eye to business.
" N o , " said Valentine, abruptiy.
" Oh, too ! " cried Llewellen ; " too—too have it tolt."
" N o t I !—Cpme !" said Valentine, taking Llewellen's arm.
" I can tell you something which, if it does not please you, good gentleman, will put you on your guard ! "
A n d this was very ingenious on the part of the gipsy, and reflected great
credit upon her powers of perception ; for she saw in a moment that what
she h a d said to Llewellen had not imparted much pleasure to Valentine,
and felt that, under the circumstances, a warning was the only means available by which he could be caught.
" B e w a r e ! " she exclaimed, as she
followed him. " Beware of false friends ! "
And this had its effect; but
not the effect she desired, for he still kept on.
" It is strange," thought he, as they passed through the gate from the
heath into the p a r k , — " v e r y strange; and yet how is it possible that she can
tell ? Phoo ! Absurd ! A n d even if she could, it would not follow of
necessity that it should be Louise.
L is the first letter of Laura, Lucy,
Lucretia, Lydia, Leonora, and many other names which do not occur to
me at the m o m e n t ; and why should not one of these be handsome, rather
tall, and rich, with dark hair and a delicate complexion ; But the idea of
her being able to tell is ridiculous ! "
" P h o t is the matter, look you? Phy are you so t u U ? " inquired
Llewellen, whom ^^alentine, in spite of himself, again regarded with a feeling of jealousy.
" A m I dull ?—Well, we shall see more to enliven us presently."
' ' Oh ! too let us mount the other hill ! " exclaimed Llewellen, on reaching
the Observatory. " W h a t thoiisants of people there are ! "
" N o w then ! " cried Valentine, determined to shake off all thought of
the gipsy and her prophecy, if possible ; " let's have a r u n . "
" Apove all things !—come on ! " cried Llewellen, who started off at
once, very swiftly. Valentine stopped to watch him. H e had had some
experience upon Thetford-hill, and therefore felt that Llewellen would not
loiter long. Nor did he. N o man ever made so much haste. His strides
gradually increased in length as h e descended, until they became amazing.
H e .seemed to fly down. H e lost his hat, but would not stop to pick even
that up, he was in such a hurry ; and when he had happily arrived at the
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bottom, he flew over about five hundred yards of level ground before he
deemed it expedient to stop.
H e then sat down upon the grass and panted freely, while Valentine
descended. And, having secured Llewellen's hat, reached the spot from
which its owner had no immediate disposition to remove.
" H u r tit peat you there," he cried, " l o o k you ! Put in truth, hur tit
not mean to come town so fast."
" H a v e you hurt yourself at all ? "
" Oh, no, not a pit ; put hur might just as well have run against a tree,
as not, for hur tit not see phere hur was coink. H u r lost sight of everythink, look you ;. put hur thought hur could not too much petter than
stretch out my leeks."
" W e l l , come ; shall we mount the other hill ? "
" O h , y e s ! hur'm quite retty," said Llewellen, who rose up on the
i n s t a n t ; and it may be believed that, profiting by experience, he actually
did not run up that hill so fast as he ran down the other.
On reaching the top, they perceived that, as far as life and gaiety were
concerned, it was incomparably the more attractive hill of the two. It was
less aristocratic than the other. T h e people were more free and merry.
They laughed more loudly, and chatted more cheerfully, giving a more
extensive scope to the development of their feelings, and all was in consequence jollity and joy.
T h e grand point of attraction, however, was the slope.of the hill on the
other side, where thousands of comfortable creatures were seated, enjoying
the juvenile revels below. Some had gin in little bottles, to which they
applied their lips occasionally ; others had somewhat larger bottles of beer ;
others were eating cakes, gingerbread, and oranges ; while others were
glancing, and—it must be written—kissing !
It was pleasing to distinguish the lovers from the rest of those who formed
this extensive amphitheatre of happiness. They suffered not " c o n c e a l ment, like a -worm i' the bud, to prey on ///«V damask cheeks ! " they knew
better ! They loved,- and were not ashamed to let the world know i t ! —
wdiile the warmth with which they loved did develop itself in this, that,
whereas the ladies sported the hats of the gentlemen, the gentlemen
embellished themselves, p7'o te7n., with the ujaper habiliments of the ladies.
And, oh ? how dearly a lady loves to put on the hat of her lover !—how
well it becomes her !—how channingly she looks !—although, it must be
admitted, sometimes a little rakish. Still, she loves it ; and there was not
a single lady that sported a hat on this memorable occasion who tried to
conceal this fact from either-her lover or herself. They all, on the contrary,
made the very most of it : they felt that they looked most bewitching;
and so they did ; which is more than could be said of their lovers, seeing
that gentlemen in bonnets, caps, scarfs, shawls, and tippets, do not look
bewitching at all.
T h e great game going forward below, however, commanded the special
attention of both Valentine and Llewellen. T h e y saw from four to five
hundred' very lively little youths, with their mouths widely extended, giving
the very sharpest possible look-out for the oranges that were thrown from
the brow of the hill.
F o r each orange thrown there were at least a
hundred candidates, and the beautiful spirit of emulation it inspired imparted a high degree of pleasure to all around. If well directed, one orange
caused fifty youths to fall, which, of course, was about one of the purest
delights in nature. Scarcely anything, in fact, can be conceived more
delightful to a generous and intellectual mind, than the process of a mob of
little eager individuals rolling over each other down a hill after an orange,
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which is, of course, crushed by him who has the joy to fall upon it. It is
useless to throw them at the heads of the little mob, for they are caught by
the dexterous, and cause no fun : they must be rolled down rapidly to produce the effect desired, and whenever that effect is produced, what a
thrilling sensation of delight doth it impart !
Of course, Llewellen was at it in a moment, and Valentine very soon
joined him. They threw an immense number, and with so such dexterity
and tact, that they gave great pleasure to all around save one, and that one
was the lady who had supplied them with ammunition. They had used all
her oranges, for which she had had her own price ; but as she happened to
have a lot more at home, she left the spot with her empty basket, growling
graffly at herself for having been such a fool as not to bring them out with her.
" W e l l , " said Valentine, as soon as he found that no more ammunition
could be obtained, " have you anything like an appetite ? "
" An appetite ! pless you, hur never was so huncry ! I coot eat, look
you, anything in the worit ! "
" Then we had better return to the town at once, and see after dinner."
They accordingly descended the hill, and left the park, and found a decent
inn in the middle of the town, where they ordered whatever sort of dinner
could be immediately placed before them. In less than ten minutes the
table was covered. As they had ordered nothing hot, they had everything
cold ; but they nevertheless enjoyed it, and ate like giants. The window of
the room into which they had been shown commanded a fine view, not only
of the opposite houses, but of the street in which those houses were situated,
together with the people with whom it was thronged. To this window
they, therefore, repaired to enjoy their wine, and Valentine felt quite
resolved to return to town as soon as it became dark, as he had promised.
Llewellen was, of course, quite opposed to such a proceeding ; but as
Valentine was firm, his opposition was not urged beyond a certain extent.
There, then, they sat, sipping their port and smoking cigars, highly pleased
with the scene before them, until twilight arrived.
It may, by some few, have been remarked, that a man's feelings vary.-.
It is strange and mysterious, no doubt, that they should ; but that they do,
is a sound philosophical truth which no sophistry can shake. They will
vary; and as if with the view of proving to demonstration that they will,
Valentine, who had before felt so firmly resolved not to look at the fair,
now proposed a walk through it. Of course, Llewellen was delighted
with this proposition, and "plest the peautiful wine" that had induced it.
"Let's ring the pell for the pill," said he, " ant we'll co off at once, my
poy, look you."
The bill was therefore ordered, and, on its being discharged, they started
direct for the fair. The space between the booths was densely crowded.
They could scarcely get along, but being in, they went forward with the
struggling stream, and were driven past many great attractions, at which
they had not time even to look until they arrived at the top, where a rush
was made, and in an instant the crowd was wedged in ! " Now then,
take care of your pockets," said Valentine, who still stuck close to
Llewellen, and who understood the movement exactly.
" They must be clever inteet to kit anything out of me," said Llewellen,
with a chuckle which denoted security ; and, by drawing the tails of his
coat forward, he covered all his pockets at once with his hands.
The mass now moved to and fro for some moments very gently; but
presently the women began to scream, and, singularly enough, the very
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instant they left oft screaming, the pressure relaxed, and all were able
to move.
" Too let us CO into that show," said Llewellen, when the mass had
given way; " I shoot so like to co into one."
"Very well," said
Valentine; " I am quite willing. We may as well go up at once."
Up accordingly they went, and on reaching the place at which the money
was taken, Llewellen could not find his purse.
" I told you," said Valentine, on being informed of this interesting
fact, " t o take care of your pockets."
" A n d so hur teet !" cried
Llewellen, "until the cirls pecan to scream ! There were two little tears
just behind me, nearly smuttert: of course, hur teet all hur coot for them !"
" A n d while you were doing all you could for them, the little dears
robbed you of your purse."
" Phot, the cirls?"
" O f course? They are the most successful and dexterous pickpockets
we have. Whenever you hear them scream in a crowd like that, look to
your pockets. They do not scream because they are hurt : the fellows
whom they are with protect them."
" The little tevils. Oh ! hur wish hur hat known it ! Put never mint,
you are all right, that's a plessing."
The entertainments of the evening were varied and attractive. In the
bills—at which they glanced, while a brigand was bawling, " All in ! all
in ! "—it was announced that the performances would commence with a
serio-historical tragedy, called "The Speechless Spectre; or, the .Sanguinary
Stab ; " after which there would be an infinite variety of comic singing ;
the whole to conclude with the celebrated pantomimic pantomime of
" How are you off for Chips?"
This promised a highly intellectual treat ; and on reaching the interior of
the theatre—which they did, by diving through a large hole in a blanket,
that appeared to have been established expressly for the purpose—they
found " the house crowded to the ceiling."
The aristocracy, of course, were duly separated from the democracy.
There were both pit and boxes ; and, as in theatres of larger dimensions,
they convert the worst part of the pit into stalls, so here, as the crowd
poured in, they stuck up an additional plank, and called it " b o x e s ; " which
boxes -were immediately filled with the ^lite, to the imminent danger of
their necks.
When all had been thus satisfactorily arranged, the curtain rose and the
tragedy commenced. A person who appeared to have, for several months,
repudiated the practice of shaving, stole in,5and after bouncing about the
stage like a maniacal individual, and making a variety of desperate attempts,
stabbed a lady who was sleeping upon a plank, placed so as to convey the
idea of a couch, and who gave a loud scream, and all was over. This
finished the first act; and then came the second. The murderer entered
with a number of his associates, dressed in a variety of styles, from that of
the duke to that of the dustman—for he evidently kept all sorts of society—•
and when he had said something which appeared to be highly satisfactory
to them all, two sweet ladies entered; but no sooner had he taken the hand
of one of them, than the elements let loose their fury !—the thunder roared !
and the lightnings flashed ! and the rain came down in torrents ! Oh !
dreadful were the feelings of the murderer then ! A gong was heard !—all
nature shook !—from a hole in the^ earth white smoke arose, and the
Speechless Spectre stood before him l" The murderer trembled !-—he must
have been in a horrible way. He tried to speak ! in vain he tried ! but
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while he was trying, an infinite host of merry devils ran up to him with
links, and dragged him down into the bowels of the earth, as the blue fire
'blazed and the elements crashed !
Thus ended the historical tragedy : the moral of which was, that in
Nature there is such a thing as retributive justice. The comic singing
came next, and then the pantomime ; and as the performances concluded in
less than twenty minutes from the period at wdiich they commenced, it will
be highly correct to state that the attention of the audience was kept all
alive from first to last.
As they came out on one side, hundreds -who had assembled on the stage
in front, were waiting to go in at the other; which was pleasant to all concerned in the speculation, and tended to show the highly intellectual
character of the age.
" Now let us CO into that lonk pooth, look you," said Llewellen, " i n
which they were tancink."
" It is getting rather late," said Valentine;
" I think we had better return."
" Well, well ! put only just to look ! "
Valentine consented ; and after struggling back through the crowd for
some distance, they reached the entrance of a brilliantly illuminated booth,
which at that particular period was called the Crown and Anchor. On the
right as they et^f ered, rows of benches, and planks in the similitude of tables
were established for the accommodation of those who loved to pick periwinkles and shrimps, while discussing gin-and-water in mugs ; while on the
left about five hundred couples were engaged in the performance of an
extremely picturesque country dance.
To the left, therefore, Valentine and Llewellen went at-once, and found
the dancssrs looking all hot and happy. The freedom with which they perspired was perfect, while they seemed to breathe nothing but dust.
As in his innocence Valentine conceived that the place must be ventilated
somewhere, they went to the upper end, but there they found it hotter still,
and more dusty. They very soon, however, became accustomed to the
thing ; and while Llewellen was seeking a partner, Valentine sat upon one
of the tables to look on.
Valentine soon became aware that this was not the place for really innocent enjoyment. Llewellen, however, had diametrically opposite ideas on
this subject at that moment. He had managed to get a partner, and she
was a flamer : her face was as red as the setting sun, and her dress was as
red as her face. She was tall and stout, very hot, but very active, and when
she laughed, she did it fairly from ear to ear. With such a partner, at such
a time, of course, Llewellen could not but feel merry, and as he was not a
small man, it really was an awful thing for those against whom they came
in contact.
^Vhile they were thus happily engaged, a large party of gentiemen—each
of whom had a nice penny trumpet, which he played in the most engaging
manner possible—marched round the booth. Oh, it was such sport, and
they looked so interesting, and felt so happy ! Some of them had masks
on, while other were attired as fresh-water sailors, but the style in which
they dressed was of little importance, the thing was so truly delightful: for
they not only looked most valiant, but made " most healthful music."
"Now, my tear," said Llewellen, when the dance had concluded, " Phot
will you have to trink ? Put first allow me, look you, -to introduce you to
my frient ? "
The introduction took place with due formality, and Valentine felt him-
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self, of course, highly honoured ? and as the lady, immediately after the
introduction, declared that she preferred brandy-and-water to any other
thing, of course brandy-and-water was immediately ordered.
" I t is rather -warm work, I should imagine," observed Valentine,
addressing the flame of Llewellen.
" It is indeed warm," said the lady, " b u t then I don't mind i t . "
" Have you been dancing much this evening ? "
" Ever since they commenced."
" You have friends with you, of course ? "
" N o ; I expect to meet some here, but they have not yet arrived."
The waiter now brought the brandy-and-water, and the lady having taken
a very fair sip, politely passed it to Llewellen. " T o o you call this p7-anty
and water ! " cried Llewellen, after having put his lips to it.
" Yes, s i r ;
brandy-and-water, sir, you ordered I believe, sir."
" Put this is pranty and Avater without pranty, look you."
" They never give you anything better h e r e , " said the lady. ' " I f you
want a glass of good brandy-and-water you must go to one of the houses
out of the fair."
" Well, come then, let's co ; hur can't trink this ! "
" O h , with all my h e a r t ! " said Valentine, who was really very anxious
to get out of the place.
" Now, my tear, are you retty? "
" Don't take her with you," said
Valentine, having drawn Llewellen aside.
" Phy not? She's a coot cirl ! hur know's she's a coot cirl."
" I am
quite at your ser-vice," said the lady, who at this moment took Llewellen'sarin.
" I'm afraid that we are taking you from that which you much enjoy,"
observed Valentine, with great consideration.
" Not at all," eried the lady, " I can return if I wish it. I should like
a breath of air above all things." Of course, there was no help for it then ;
and as such was the case, why they left the booth together. T h e space
between the gingerbread stalls was not quite so much crowded as before,
and the consequence was that Llewellen was pulled into almost every one of
them expressly for the purpose of prevailing upon him to buy nuts. T h e
seductive arts of the ladies who attend these stalls surpass nature. They
are so zealous, their importunities are so fascinating, that it is almost
impossible to resist them. Llewellen on two occasions felt compelled to
make a purchase. They laid violent hands upon him ; they would not let
him pass, and as it was immaterial to the lady whom he was with, how
many nuts he bought for her, for of course she had them all, she with
admirable forbearance abstained from pressing him forward when she conceived he was most in danger of being seduced.
They did, however,
eventually get out of the fair, and when that important feat had been
accomplished, Llewellen's lady led them to an inn, in which the people were
singing very loudly. Valentine was not at all anxious to enter, but as
Llewellen explained that he.could not with any degree of propriety refuse to
give the lady some brandy-and-water, after having induced her to leave
the booth, expressly in order to point out the place, they went in.
' ' Oh, do come into one of the rooms to hear them sing ! " said the lady.
" Of course ! " said Llewellen ; and they entered a room in which between
two and three hundred persons were sitting.
I n the mouth of every m a n
there was a pipe, and in the mouth of every \\-oman a gingerbread nut.
A n d they were all getting tipsy ; and they looked upon themselves as being
just as good as the best, and cared for no man !
"•'silence for the ne.xt harmony ! " was now loudly commanded, and a
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gentleman volunteered to sing a song for a lady who had been called upon
in vain. He commenced. It was a plaintive ditty, and he had an extremely
small voice ; but at the end of the verse, to his utter amazement, he had a
chorus which broke forth like thunder. In vain the httle volunteer expostulated with them : in vain he explained that the song had no chorus ; a
chorus they would have ! and they had it throughout, and as it harmonized
sweetly Valentine and Llewellen at once left the room.
"Well," said Valentine, as they walked towards the place from which
the coaches started, " what do you think of Greenwich Fair? "
" Phy, I think it very coot, look you, very coot inteet."
"Then, of course, you do not think that it ought to be suppressed ? "
" Suppressed ! No ; do you think it ought to be suppressed?"
" As far as the fair is concerned, I most certainly do."
'' Put surely you are not one of those who would take away the innocent
pleasures of the poor ! "
" On the contrary, I would extend them : but
the suppression of this fair would not at all interfere with the innocent
pleasures of the poor. Let them assemble on these occasions as usual : let
the beautiful park be thrown open to them as now : let them enjoy themselves there ; and there the poor do enjoy themselves who seek only pleasures which are innocent."
" Put the sl^ows," said Llewellen, " the shows ! "
" If they are fond of dramatic entertainments, let them go to the theatres.
They can see there far more intellectual and attractive performances than
any that can be seen at the fair, and that, too, at the same price. The fair
itself is a mere nursery of immorality and crime, and as its suppression could
not in the sUghtest degree diminish the innocent pleasures of the poor, my firm
convictionis that it ought to be suppressed as a glaringly dangerous nuisance."
They now entered a coach, and as it started immediately, Llewellen
immediately dropped off to sleep, and did not wake until they had arrived
at Charing-cross.

CHAPTER

LIIL

I/i 'which a certain interesti7ig Questio7t is pi'oposed.
WHE.N Valentine called the next morning upon Louise, he found her in the
act of lecturing Llewellen with severity; she had him on the sofa, and nothing
(Could exceed the intensity of feeling with which she insisted upon his making
a full confession of all the circumstances connected with their visit to the
fair, but more especially those which had direct reference to what they did,
whom they saw, and what induced them to keep out so late.
At first Llewellen made an extremely clear and straightforward statement;
but as ladies in general conduct matters of this kind in the spirit of the celebrated Spanish Inquisition, so Louise, in this particular instance, although
i-)rofessing the discovery of truth to be her object, would not believe truth
when it appeared, because its appearance did not meet her views. Llewellen
•was therefore subjected to a very searching cross-examination, during which
she managed so to confuse his faculties, that at length he knew neither what
to say, what he meant to say, nor what he had said ; and as, under these
peculiarly pleasing circumstances, she, with infinite presence ofmindj Wf^A'
b.liated the evidence, and proved it thereby to be one diaotk iniisgi;.' Hw,'"'"
i?-k*!S{!s; !••# stajtse' ttb t'^f I'-'cy instsmt Vfilentfn.* •-•;iUftr?.'5:- ssafrt.lv-'^'ii!
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tear poy ! hur'm so glad you're come ; she's pin patchering me apout this
pisiness until hur ton't know inteet t' coolness phether hur'm standing upon
my het or my heels."
"What business?" inquired Valentine, as he approached Louise.
" Don't come near me, sir, until you have explained your conduct."
Valentine looked at Llewellen as if he did not understand it exactly; but
Llewellen threw a light on the subject at once by exclaiming, " It's apout
the fair, pless you ! hur never was so patgert in all my born tays."
"Oh, the fair! " cried Valentine, "just so. "Well, let us sit down
and explain all about it."
" Hur'll have no more to too with the pisiness,"
cried Llewellen, approaching the window. " Hur've hat quite enough.
Hur'll leave you to it. Cot pless you ! hur wish you joy ! "
" Now then, Louise, what am I to explam ? "
" Your conduct, sir,
at that wicked fair. I know that it's a wicked place : I'm sure of it ! "
" You are quite right: it is a wicked place, and I may say that perhaps
Fred and I were two of the most wicked persons that were present." At
this point Llewellen turned and looked quite bewildered. " His conduct,"
continued Valentine, '' was probably more dreadful than mine ; but I confess to you that mine was bad enough."
" Coot! " cried Llewellen, whose countenance relaxed.
" I know," said Louise, " that you are a very clever creature ; but I am
not to be induced to believe that you are better, because you choose to represent yourself ironically as being worse than you really are."
" Oh," cried Llewellen, " w e were poth pat poys."
" Hold your tongue, sir. I was not addressing you."
" If you wish to know seriously," said Valentine, " h o w we passed our
time there, I can assure you that we did so most innocently and pleasantly.
We saw thousands of happy people in the park, and thousands more upon
the river, upon the heath, and in the town, and as it was on the whole a
most enlivening scene, I shall never regret having visited Greenwich."
" U p o n my word," said Louise, "your explanation is very lucid, ana
very minute. I ought, I am sure, to feel obliged to you for being so explicit, for I find that I can make nothing of either of you ! "
Louise, however, did not despair. She privately made up her mind to
subject Llewellen to another severe cross-examination the very first opportunity, feeUng certain of being by such means enabled eventually to elicit
the trath.
The subject was then dropped, and Llewellen—who did not much like
the idea of Valentine being let off so easily, after 'what he himself had
endured—began to whistle, which act being invariably indicative of a desire
on his part to go out, Louise well understood, and therefore cried, '' Oh,
Fred ! if you want to go out again, go; for goodness' sake don't annoy us with
that dreadful whistling; really, one may just as well be in Smithfield."
" Come, my tear poy !" cried Llewellen ; " we've cot leave to co."
"You have, sir, but Valentine wishes to remain."
Which was an absolute fact : he did wish to remain ; for although he was
not inclined to put the smallest faith in the gipsy's prophecy, he found that
it ha4 made a deep impression on his mind, and was, therefore most anxious
to have a little strictly private conversation with Louise on a subject which
bore directly upon the point. Of this, however, Louise was entirely unconscions. When she suggested that Valentine wished to remain, she did so on
speculation merely ; but albeit that speculation answered her views as fas'
!'-'! the wish iNelf was concerned, it signally failed t© ifealiss the"h«s^« sh.*?
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entertained of getting rid of Llewellen. He was as anxious to go out as a;ny
man could be ; but, then, without Valentine nothing could induce him to
stir from the house. Where he went, his '' tear poy " also must go, which, on
that occasion, Valentine, as well as Louise, thought particularly disagreeable.
" Fred, I wish you would fetch Poodle's Poems from the library," said
Louise, who had conceived a vague notion that Valentine was anxious to
communicate something in private.
" Pootle's Poems. Phery coot," said Llewellen, who proceeded to the
library in search of them, at once.
" D o you feel at all disposed for a walk ? " inquired Valentine.
" Quite ; I should enjoy it ; but we shall have that pest with us."
" Oh, we shall be able to get rid of him. You can send him somewhere
when we get out ; let me see—oh ! send him for some ribbon or anything
of that sort."
" T h e only question is, will he go ? "
" No doubt of it. If he'll go for Poodle's Poems, he'll go for anything. Let him walk with us, for' instance, as far as the Horse Guards,
and then we can tell him where to find us in the park."
" Well, what will be the best thing to send him for ? Let me consider,"
said Louise, and while she was engaged with this consideration, Llewellen
re-entered the room.
" Inteet hur can't fint Pootle's Poems," said he.
" There's Cowper's ant Pyron's,'putt tevil of any Pootle's.
"You are a very stupid creature," said Louise, who could, scarcely keep
her countenance."
" Putt there are no Pootle's'poems, look you ! Is it a pig pook ?"
" N o matter. It's of no importance now."
" We are going for a walk," said Valentine, " will you join us ? "
'' Of course; but just come with me, my poy, while Louey is putting on
her ponnet, and see if you can fint this, Pootle's pook. Inteet hur can't
see it, look you !"
" Oh, never mind : the book is not wanted now.
You will not be long Louise ? "
" Scarcely a moment."
" I say Fred," said Valentine, when Louise
had left the room. " What was the matter this morning ?"
" Oh, Louey was poring and pothering me apout the fair, ant although
hur tolt her everything putt apout the cockshy pisiness and the pooth,
she questioned me just like a parrister, look you, until hur titn't know
inteet what hur -was apout. Put hur say, my poy, phere shall we go ?
Hur wish that little tevil, look you, wouldn't co with us."
" Oh, we must take her out sometimes, you know, poor girl ? "
" Yes, yes : put she is such a pore. Hur say ! phill this blue coat too
to walk with a latey, look you ? "
" Oh, that will do ; but run away and put on another, if you like."
" Phery coot. Hur'll not pe half a secont."
Immediately after Louise entered and Valentine thought that he never
saw her look so beautiful.
He took her hands and pressed them, and
gazed upon her fervently and exclaimed " My own Louise ! "—and kissed
her ! Louise blushed deeply, but was silent.
" Phot too you think of my new bottle-creen ? " cried Llewellen, as he
bounced into the room, and buttoned his coat, and looked over his left
shoulder, and tumed round and round with a view of displaying his figure
to the best advantage possible. "Ton't you think it looks peautiful and
smart?"
"Oh, very," said Valentine; but Louise said nothing,
although she wished him at Wales then, more heartily than ever.
Lleweflen was amazed that she failed to pronounce upon his bottle-green
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coat, seeing that generally she took particular interest in those matters, and
made him wear just what she pleased, and very few articles of dress,
indeed had he with which the expression of her pleasure had been unqualified.
At any other time she might have given her opinion upon the
subject ^vith some freedom, but her thoughts were then engaged on a
matter of greater moment, and Llewellen therefore naturally attributed her
silence to what he conceived to be a fact, that his new bottle-green was a
thing with which no fault whatever could be found.
They now started, and as they walked towards the point they had proposed, Louise and Valentine were both extremely thoughtful—not dull—•
but in the silent enjoyment of those happy feelings which spring from
reciprocal love. Occasionally their eyes met, and then they would smile,
but with such an expression ! the soul of each seemed to commune with
the other. "Oh, F r e d ! " exclaimed Louise, suddenly starting, as they
reached the Horse Guards, as if something of importance had just occurred
to her. '' Will you do me a favour ? "
"Anything in the work!"
"Run, then, there's a good creature,
and desire Bull the butcher to send home that beef."
" P h o t ! is it for tinner?"
"Desire him to send it immediately."
" Phery coot : phere toes he live ? "
" At the top of this street you'll
see a church, and then inquire of any one. Come back to us. We shall
be in the Park : but keep on that, the south side of the water."
Llewellen promised to be back as soon as possible, and started off in
search of the undiscoverable butcher. "Poor F r e d ! " said Louise, as
they entered the Park. " Upon my word, it is almost too bad." And so
it was in reality : for, as he had been directed to keep on the south side of
the water, they immediately proceeded to the north. If any doubt had
remained in Valentine's mind having reference to the feelings of Louise
with respect to Llewellen, this proceeding would at once have dispelled
i t : but he spumed the gipsy's prophecy, and utterly repudiated the idea
of Lewellen being in any shape his rival; still he felt that he might as
well make '' assurance doubly sure " by coming at once to the point.
Louise knew that a crisis was at hand—and the quickness with which
ladies generally discover these things is really very surprising—she knew as
well as Valentine himself knew that something relating to something which
had not before been mentioned was about to be communicated, and therefore she clung to him more closely than ever, and waited with breathless
impatience for him to speak, for as the subject was one of deep interest,
she conceived it to be entitled to the most profound attention.
For some
considerable time not a syllable was breathed : they walked upon the grass
very slowly, and felt very oddly ; but although the impatience of Louise
did prompt her to peep in order to ascertain what was going on next door,
not a single word on either side was uttered. Valentine knew that he had
to put a question : but how was that question to be put ? He felt puzzled.
He had conceived it to be a mere matter-of-fact kind of thing,which caused
simple people only to feel embarrassed ; but he now found that if indeed
such were the case, he was one of the most simple creatures breathing.
It is not perhaps to be with truth asserted that men who are anxious to
marry for wealth or convenience merely experience these feelings of embarrassment at such a time in any great degree. They in general find no
difficulty at all about the matter; they manage the preliminaries like men
of business ; they put the grand question as a purely commercial matter of
course, and come to the point without any unnecessary nonsense. It is,
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liowever, questionable whether any man who sincerely and tenderiy loved,
ever did, or ever could do, the thing quite so coolly.
It is perfectly
certain that Valentine could not, for he felt very droll, and thought
himself very stupid.
" Louise," said he, at length; "shall we sit down, Louise?"
Louise looked at him archly, and smiled, and then said, " Why, I have
no objection." Very well! This was quite satisfactory as far as it went :
and they did sit down, but were silent again; which Louise thought
particularly tiresome. She wished he would say what he had to say,
really, and yet she felt half afraid to hear i t : she knew not why she should
have this feeling, but t'nis feeling she certainly had, despite her natural
anxiety to give him every encouragement to begin. Still in silence they
continued to sit—she playing with the fringe of her Lilliputian parasol,
and he wringing the necks of the buttons of his waistcoat with his watchguard—until he began to think that this never would do, when he
summoned all his courage, and spoke.
" Louise," said he, softly. " Upon my word, I am very stupid."
" What a number of new and interesting observations you have made
this morning !" exclaimed Louise, playfully, conceiving that she might
perhaps encourage him in that way. " You have really become more
entertaining'than ever. One would imagine that you had something on
your mind which pressed very, very heavily !"
" I certainly have something on my mind, Louise, which makes me feel
very, very awkward. Can you not guess what it is ? "
" Now, how is that possible? Can you guess—I know you are very
clever—but can you guess what is passing at this moment in my mind? "
" I think that I am sufficiently clever for that ! You are thinking of
precisely the same thing as that which occupies my thoughts !"
" Dear me ! what an extraordinary coincidence ! But what were you
thinking of? "
" The day," replied Valentine, taking her hand.
" Oh ! the day ! Well, it really is a fine day. The sun, it is true, is
rather warm, but then the breeze is extremely refreshing."
" You are a rogue, Louise. You know that I do not mean this day,
but that on which we are both to be made happy."
" That on which
we are both to be made happy ? Are you not happy now ? "
" Not nearly so happy as I hope to be then. I expect, Louise, that
that will be indeed a happy day."
" Well, I'm sure I hope it may be :
but what particular day do you mean ? "
" T h e day," said Valentine, earnestly, " o n which we are to be
united."
" O h !" said Louise, between a whisper and a sigh, and she began to
pick the fringe other parasol again ; for although she had deemed it incumbent upon her to accelerate Valentine's arrival at that interesting point,
conceiving that nothing at all could be done if both were embarrassed at
one and the same time, she now found that it was her turn to feel rather
droll, and it really was a moment of very deep interest.
"Louise," said Valentine, who now began to feel a little better ; " Louise,
when is that happy day to be ? " Louise was silent, but she tugged at the
fringe with more violence than ever. " I need not, my dearest," continued
Valentine, " explain how sincerely, how fondly I love you : I feel that you
already know it all. Tell me, therefore,—come ! when—when is it to be ? "
"Indeed," said Louise, " I know nothing at all about it."
" D o you prefer May to June ?''
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"Really—I—it is such a curious question !"——"Perhaps it is, but I
think it one which might be very easily answered."
"But I don't know how to answer it. Upon my -word, I have had no
experience in such matters—I never had to answer such a question."
"Indeed, I never for a moment supposed that you had ; but what can be
in reality more simple ? Assuming—I will if you please put it so !—•
assu77iing that you were about to become a dear little wife, in which month.
May or June, would you prefer being married ? "
" Why, I don't know,—I cannot tell, really; but I think that if I were
ever to be placed in that dreadful position, I should perhaps like June
ratha- better than May."
" Louise !—let us come to the point : we have known each other long
enough to know each other well. I know you to be a tiresome little
creature, upon whom the happiness of my whole life depends, and you know
me to be the most handsome—I think the most handsome—and perhap?
the most affectionate fellow that ever breathed,—who will study to do all
in his power to make you -wretched. Under these frightful circumstances
now, what say you,—shall we, my sweet girl, be married in June ? "
'' Marry ?—I marry ?—in June ?—however could such a fancy have entered
your head ? "
" I cannot pretend to be able to explain the exact process ;
but most certainly you introduced it among other strange fancies which I
occasionally entertain when inclined to give a party of that description.
But, Louise, are you conscious of the fact that you have not yet given me
an answer ? "
" I really—I don't at all know—I—it is such a question—you have taken
me so much by surprise—I don't know how to give an answer, really."
•
" Let me teach you—say 'yes.' It will save a world of trouble. Say
' yes,' and have done with it. Take my advice and say ' yes.' "
"But do you think now, really, that this is a strictly proper question to
put to m e ? "
"Why, I think that I thought so, or I don't think I
should have proposed it."
"Have you forgotten that I have a father?"
" B y no means."
" Have you ever named the subject to him ? "
"Never, directly. But of course he is prepared to receive the dreadful
blow. He has, I have no doubt, been waiting some considerable period
for us to inflict it."
" But do you not conceive that he is the first person
to whom such a subject as this should be named ? "
" Why, Louise, I, like you, have had but little experience in these
matters ; but I really thought that he was the second : I did indeed. If,
however, you imagine that, in the present afflicting state of things, he
ought to be the first, I will first obtain his answer, provided you promise
me faithfully now, that if he should say yes—and I shall strongly advise
him to do so—your answer will be the same."
" W h y , I am bound, of course, to act in obedience to my father's
wishes : you would not, I feel sure, in the event of such an answer being
retumed, have me act in opposition to him ! "
" Believe me, not for the worid ! It is then understood : if he should
say ' yes,^let it take pjace in June,' you will also say ' yes, let it take place
in J u n e ; ' that is to say, that you are perfectly willing that it should take
place then, if he has no particular objection. That is it, I apprehend ? "
" You are a very teasing creature ; I'll have nothing more to say to you
Cn the subject."
" LTntil I have obtained the consent of your father ? '2 B 3
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" Indeed I'm not going to answer any more questions. You inveigled
me here, I perceive, expressly in order to tease me, and now, if you please,
we'll return."
" It was natural,—perhaps, highly natural,—that during this brief, but,
to the parties concerned, deeply interesting conversation, Llewellen should
have been altogether forgotten, or nothing could have been urged to excuse
their oblivion in this particular ; for they actually thought of him no more
than if he had not been at all in existence until they rase to return, when
they happened to see him on the opposite side, deeply engaged in the
delightful occupation of feeding the ducks. Under all circumstances, it
will not be deemed marvellous that Llewellen's attention could not be
drawn to the opposite side of the w a t e r ; and as such was the case, Louise
and Valentine were compelled to go round, where they surprised him in
the very act of playing with a mob of little Muscovites, that by dint of
zealous dillying he had seduced upon land.
" W h e r e on earth have you been ? " cried Louise as they approached
him. " P h e r e have you p i n ? " retorted Llewellen; " h u r ' v e pin pack
here a long time ! Phell ! " he continued, with a mournful expression,
" there'll pe no peef for tinner to tay ! Inteet hur can't find the putcher,
look you ! "
" W h a t ! " Exclaimed Louise.
" Nopotty knows Pull the putcher at all ! "
" Did you ever ! "
" Phell, hur ton't care ; hur tit all her coot to fint him out ; hur phent
into all the shops ; but no,—ephery potty laught phen hur inquirt, put
nopotty knew anything apout any putcher named Pull."
" T h i s is always the case," said Louise; " I don't think, Fred, that I
shall ever ask you to do me another favour while I live."
" H u r can't help it. H u r knew you't co on ; put hur tit all hur coot,
ant phith the tirection phich you cave me, the tevil himself cootn't find
Pull the putcher."
" W e l l , come Louise," said Valentine, " s a y no
more about it. It is not, I presume, of any very great importance. You
had better, perhaps, show Fred at once where Bull lives, and then he will
know where to find h i m . "
" Yes too, Louey, come ; hur shoot like apove all things in the worit to
know phere he's to be fount, for hur huntit him in ephery tirection. It
phill not take you much out of the phay, look you—come ! "
" Indeed, sir, I shall not do anything of the sort," said Louise, pinching
Valentine's arm severely; " i f people are so extremely stupid as to be
actually unable to find out the shop of a butcher, I really don't feel myself
bound to take any trouble with them at all. As to you, sir," she added,
adch'essing Valentine, " y o u ought to be ashamed of having made such a
suggestion : I beg that the subject may not be renewed."
Llewellen now conceived that she was indeed very angry, and therefort
said nothing more about it ; and as Valentine had no desire to induce him
to suspect that he had been played with, the propriety of adopting the
suggestion he had offered was not urged. They at once proceeded h o m e ;
and although the lovers were not quite so silent as before, they were still
very thoughtful, and w^ould, to common observers, have appeared very
didl. Of course, Valentine felt himself bound, under the circumstances,
to dine there that day. H e accordingly consented to remain, and continued
to amuse himself in the garden with Llewellen until they were summoned
to dinner, when he found that, in honour of the occasion, Louise had taken
pains to look more than usually attractive. H e r manner was, however,
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much altered ; she was far more reserved, spoke but little, and felt in some
slight degree embarrassed.
"You are ix)t yourself, to-day, my girl," said Raven, on noticing this
change ; "who has been putting you out ? "
" O h , pless you, she's only j^in plowink me up," said Llewellen, " p e cause hur cootn't fint, look you, Mr. Pull, the putcher ! "
"Indeed,
sir, you are mistaken," said Louise; " and I beg that you will be silent."
" What, have you been changing your butcher ? " inquired Raven.
" No ; it is only his stupidity—he gets worse and worse."
"Well, but I thought Scraggs supplied us?"—^—"Of course, replied
Louise.
" P u t you salt Pull! Titn't she say Pull, my poy ? Oh! hur'll take
my oath she salt Pull."
" Did you tvcr know any one so stupid ? "
"Perhaps," observed Raven, " h e was thinking of bull beef?"
" Oh, as likely as not! " said Louise.
" Put too you mean to say that you titn't say Pull ? "
"Good gracious, hold your tongue, Fred, and don't be so silly ! "
" Put hur say, Louey, look you,—too you mean, Louey—too you mean
to say that you titn't tell me Pull ? "
" I mean to say nothing more on the subject. I am ashamed ot you."
"Never mind, Fred," said Raven, "mistakes will occur; let me send
you a little more fish."
Llewellen had no objection to a little more fish, but he had an objection
—a very serious objection—to its being supposed that he had mistaken the
name of Scraggs for that of Bull. He would not, however, suffer that circumstance to interfere at all with his dinner ; he ate heartily—fiercely ; but
he made up his mind to have the thing satiefactorily cleared up anon. The
dinner, therefore, passed off without any further allusion being made to
the affair ; and 'when Llewellen began to exhibit strong symptoms of a very
deep anxiety to renew it, Valentine happily started a subject which precluded the possibility of its being edged in. In due time, Louise made her
exit, and as she had previously intimated to Llewellen that she had something of importance to communicate to him in the drawing-room, he almost
immediately followed, leaving Raven and Valentine alone. Of course,
Valentine perfectly understood this arrangement, although he had had
nothing whatever to do with it. He knew for wdiat purpose Llewellen had
been withdrawn, and he also knew that his absence would in all probability
be prolonged, inasmuch as Louise, if she could but get him near the piano
after dinner, had the marvellous faculty of playing him to sleep. He
therefore made up his mind to speak to Raven on the subject at once. He
felt certainly rather awkward at the moment, and scarcely knew how to
begin ; but being encouraged by the conviction that the consent which he
was about to solicit would not be withheld, he conquered his scruples, and
commenced.
" M r . Raven," said he, replenishing his glass, as if about to propose a
toast, which invariably fixed Raven's attention, it being a practice of which
he was paiticularlyfond,—" Mr. Raven : the uniform kindness with which
you have received me, and for which I shall ever feel deeply indebted,
induces me to hope that you will entertain that which I am now most
anxious to propose."
"Certainly; by all means," said Raven, who
filled his glass, and listened attentively again.
" T h e affection which exists between Louise and myself," continued
Valentine, " I believe to be mutual and firm,"

374

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

" I have no doubt of it, no doubt of it in the world."
" And as you have never appeared to discountenance the growth of that
affection, I am encouraged to beheve that you have no desire to check it
now."
" None at all my boy—not the least in life."
" Such being the case, then, my present object is to obtain your consent
to our union."
" M y dear boy," said Raven, "you have it ! I give it freely, and at
once. I will not disguise from you how highly I admire your character ;
and as I feel that as a husband you will be faithful and affectionate, take
her, and may every earthly blessing throughout life be yours.—God bless
you both ! " he added, raising the glass to his lips, as the tears stood in his
eyes. " But I am sure you will be happy : I am quite sure of that. She
is a good girl: I know that she is a good girl, and as a wife will be all
that a man can desire." He then drank off his wine, and having instantly
replenished, proposed the health of Louise in a bumper.
" Louise and I," said Valentine, when with heartfelt pleasure he had
done honour to the toast, " h a d some conversation on the subject this
morning, but as with great propriety she suggested that you were the first
person to whom I ought to speak, she left it in your hands entirely."
"Just like her ! " exclaimed Raven, highly pleased with the fact. " She
is the best and most amiable girl in the world."
" N o w I was thinking,"
said Valentine, " that June is a very pleasant month."
" So it is : but I must leave all that to be settled between yourselves.
Only tell me when it is settled. Let me see—^June—oh ! yes. I wish you
would give my compliments to your uncle, and tell him I shall be happy
to see him when convenient. Perhaps he will dine with us to-morrow ?
Just ask him." Valentine promised to do s o ; and after drinking a few
more appropriate toasts, they left the table to join Louise. " M y girl!"
said Raven, on entering the drawing-room. "Come here." Louise approached, and he placed her hand in Valentine's, and blessed them, and
then went to pommel Llewellen. That gentleman was soundly asleep on
the sofa : but although it was usually very difficult to rouse him under
those peculiar circumstances. Raven, being then in high spirits, soon succeeded in waking him up.
" Now don't you think, Fred, that you are a very pretty fellow ? " cried
Raven, when his effort had been crowned with success.
" Inteet, coolness knows, hur've pin asleep ! " said Llewellen, which with
him was an occurrence of so extraordinary a character, that he felt quite
confused! " P u t , " he added, " i t p h o s all Louey's fault. She setucet
me up here, and phootn't let me co town acain !"
Louise, doubtless, at any other time would have given free expression to
her opinion on the propriety of this observation ; but she was then too
much engaged, having coffee to dispense and certain feelings to conceal, to
attend to anything so really unimportant. Her reserve was remark-able.
She scarcely said a word. She looked, and blushed, and occasionally
smiled, but she did not by any means feel self-possessed. Valentine, on
the contrary, was buoyant and merry ; he chatted with Raven, and rallied
Llewellen with unusual spirit, until the evening became far advanced, -when
he took leave of them, and left the room with Louise, who appeared to be
somewhat anxious, on that particular occasion, to see him safely out.
" My dearest love," said he, stopping near the drawing-room door, " I
need not perhaps state that your father has freely consented to our union
With me, he thinks that June would be a very pleasant month ; but as he
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leaves that entirely to you, pray think of it : I shall see you in the morning.
Oh, Louise ! I have felt, and still feel, so happy !—My dear girl, good
night."
Louise was silent, but she returned his embrace with affectionate warmth,
when he once again bade her adieu, and departed.

CHAPTER

LIV

Valenti7te visits the Royal Acadei7ty, and Raven astonishes the Faculties oj
Uncle Joh7t.
ON reaching home, Valentine briefly explained the substance of all that
had occurred to Uncle John, who was in consequence highly delighted.
He had passed a mournful evening; for Whitely, who now despaired of
obtaining the slightest clue to the discovery of his children, had been his
only companion ; but when Valentine arrived with his "glorious news,''
he at once made up his mind to have an additional glass, and resolved
moreover that Whitely and Valentine should join him. He found it, however, extremely difficult to prevail upon Whitely to do this, for that
gentleman cherished his sad thoughts as if he loved them, and appeared
to have a horror of everything likely to cause them to be even for a mo.
ment dispelled ; but eventually Uncle John succeeded in inducing him, in
honour of the occasion, to yield, when despair by degrees was supplanted
by hope, and after an hour's enlivening conversation, he retired comparatively happy.
In the morning—after having held a deep consultation with Uncle John,
who felt that he had that day to perform a great duty—Valentine proceeded
to call upon Louise, whom he found still embarrassed, but affectionate and
gentle. She appeared to have been completely disarmed ; and although
she flew to receive him as he entered, she was silent, and subsequently,
whenever her eyes met his, which did not unfrequently happen, she blushed,
and seemed greatly confused.
" H u r say, my poy," whispered Llewellen, embracing the first opportunity of drawing him aside. " Phot is the matter phith Louey ? She
hasn't blown me up all the morning !"
"You have not offended her probably.''
" O h , coolness knows it,
that's no rule to co py : there's something pesites in the -wint."
"Don't despair," said Valentine. "You will have it no doubt by-andby.—Louise !" he added.
" No, no !" interrupted Llewellen. " Inteet
her ton't want it !—No, no ! her ton't want it !—pe still !"
" I was about to ask Louise if she felt inclined to go to the Royal
Academy this moming."
" O h , that's another pisiness! Hur shoot
like that apove all things in the worit."
"Well, shall we go, my love?"——"I should enjoy it much," rephed
Louise, softly.
" R u n away, then, and prepare. And, Louise!—tell your father that
my uncle will do himself the pleasure of dining here to-day."
Louise let the room ; and the moment she was gone, Llewellen said,
" My poy, you made me tremple. Hur was afrait that you were coing to
tell Louey phot hur salt, pecause then she woot have pecan, look you, at
once. Put, hur say !—phot's the matter ? Pelieve me, she titn't say a
wort all the time we were at preakfast. Is there anything wrong?"
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" N o t h i n g , " replied Valentine.
" E v e r y t h i n g is perfectly right. You
will soon know the cause of this change in Louise."
'• Phot ! Are you coing to be m a r r i e t ? "
" M a r r i e d ! H o w came you to think of t h a t ? "
" Pliel, hur titn't
know, look you. However, hur ton't care a pit, if there's nothing coing
wrong."
As Louise returned shortiy after this, they proceeded at once to the
exhibition. Llewellen was a great connoisseur : he could tell in a moment
if a picture pleased him, and wouldn't pretend to admire what he didn't.
T o such a connoisseur, the exhibition of the Royal Academy did at that
particular period present many charms which few others could see, and
hence it will not be held to be very extraordinary that Llewellen was
highly delighted. H e looked at the portraits. Very good ! As far as
the likenesses were concerned, why, of course, he knew nothing, and
didn't mean to care ; they all appeared to be very pleasant people, and
that was sufficient for him. T h e dogs, however, attracted his particular
attention : he was at once almost lost in admiration of them.
" H o w phery font people are kitting of togs," he observed.
" It would appear so certainly," said Valentine. " O n e would imagine
that we were a nation of dog-fanciers."
" H o w do you account," inquired Louise, " f o r so many being painted ?"
" Young artists are advised to direct attention to that particular branch,"
replied Valentine ; " i t being assumed that all who are anxious to have
portraits of their dogs can afford to pay handsomely for t h e m . "
" T h e n , if things co on so, phe shall have nothing put tog painters py
ant py, look you !"
" See how highly they are admired," said Valentine, directing the attention of Louise to two ladies and a highly-rouged gentleman, who were
extolling the sublimity of a portrait of a bloodhound.
" D e a r m e ! " exclaimed one of the ladies; " what a love !—is he n o t ? "
" Foine a n i m a l ! foine d o g ! foine creachor ! " cried the highly-rouged
g e n t l e m a n ; but he had no sooner got to the " creachor," than Valentine
made an angry growl proceed apparently from the bloodhound, which
caused the admirers of the " c r e a c h o r " to start back .-^-.mazed.
" Why,
what!—why!—aloive !" exclaimed the gentleman, with an aspect of
horror."
" Don't be alarmed, my love," said Valentine, whispering to
Louise ; " i t was I that made the noise."
" Y o u ! why, it appeared to be the dog !"
" Exactly ; I'll explain to you presently. T a k e no notice now."
I n a state of the most intense astonishment did the highly-rouged gentleman look at the ladies whom he had accompanied, and then at the bloodhound. H e couldn't make it o u t ! H e had heard it, surely ! Oh ! the
ladies themselves had borne testimony to t h a t ; for while one of them said
" Did you ever ?" the other exclaimed, " Well, I never !" which of course,
was conclusive. But, then, the " c r e a c h o r " was not a l i v e ! and if the
" c r e a c h o r " was not alive, why—what then? H e couldn't t e l l ; he only
knew that he had heard the " creachor" crowl. H e looked again, and
approached him gradually, until he was able to make a very minute inspection indeed. It certainly was not alive ! H e touched the " creachor"
—not near the mouth, it is true ; but he absolutely touclied him.
" Keep your hands off the pictchors," said Valentine, throwing his voice
behind the offender: " h o w dare you touch the pictchors ?"
T h e highly-rouged gentleman turned, and really felt quite frightened ;
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but, as he saw no one behind him that looked like a man who had the
courage to speak to him in that style, he naturally felt himself bound to
give the ladies a little idea of his valour. Perceiving a very quiet-looking,
elderiy gentleman on one of the seats, he therefore marched up to him
boldly, and said, in a tone which conveyed a great deal of indignation,
"Did you speak to me, sor? "
The old gentleman looked at him, over his spectacles, very inquisitively;
and, after having carefully examined the animal, replied, " I don't know
you; I don't understand you."
" I ask if you spoke to me just now, in that abrapt and particulariy
ungentlemanlike manner ? "
" Decidedly not."
" O h , " said the highly-rouged gentleman, " o h ! " and the ladies, becoming alarmed, drew him at once from the spot; but he turned to look
again at the " creachor."
" Is it possible," said Louise, " that it was you in reality ?"
"Qufte. But, Louise, you must keep what I am now about to impart
to you a most profound secret."
Louise promised to do so ; and, to her utter amazement, he proceeded
to explain to her his power as a ventriloquist, while Llewellen was particularly engaged with a painting, in the subject of wdiich he appeared to
take the deepest possible interest. This painting told a plain tale ot
heartlessness on the one hand, and weakness on the other—a tale of
seduction and its wretched results ; and while he sympathized deeply
with the victim, who was there represented sitting in abject misery upon
the steps of a mansion, with her infant at her breast, while the tears trickled
fast down her cheeks, he shook his fist at her seducer with an energetic
action which seemed to intimate that he could, with a great deal of pleasure, knock his head out of the canvas.
"Oh, do," said Louise, when Valentine had explained, " d o try the
effect upon Fred."'
"Well, but you must be cautious; I shall have
an opportunity presently. But see how excited he appears."
" What on earth is the matter?" inq'uired Louise.
" Inteet, now," said Llewellen, addressing Valentine, and pointing to
the seducer, "that's a creat scountrel look you !"
" A what?" cried Valentine,'whose voice seemed to proceed from the
figure alluded to, " a w h a t ? "
" K creat scountrel!" repeated Llewellen,
nothing daunted, for he was very indignant, and looked at the figure very
fiercely. He however recollected himself the next moment, and turned to
look alternately at Valentine and Louise. "Why, what in the name of
goodness are you about ?" exclaimed Louise. Llewellen, without immediately replying, examined the painting very closely ; but having satisfied
himself that it was really a painting, and that no one could possibly be
behind it, he thought it better, under the circumstances, not to subject
himself to the rallying sarcasm of Louise, and therefore, having said " Hur
only thought somepotty spoke," moved away.
"Dear me," cried Louise, " h o w excessively natural it seems. For
goodness' sake don't tell any one about it. We shall have such sport. I'll
assist you. But do you not move your lips at all ? "
"Can you see them move?" said Valentine, sending his voice behind
her. Louise turned in an instant. " Good gracious ! " she exclaimed,
" that person overheard us."
" Of course," said Valentine, throwing his voice as before.
"Let us go," said Louise, " he'll insult us,"
" Insult you ! "
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" Oh, do let US go into the next room."
" Why, that person has not
spoken," said Valentine, in his natural voice. " He has not said a word."
" But you don't mean to say it was you ? "
" Why, of course ! "
" Well, I never !—But you know—you must not frighten me!"
" O h ! any one else?"
" Nay, it will not be fair to frighten me ! You would not wish to do it,
would you ? No, let that be clearly understood."
"Very well. Of course, what you say now amounts to law! "
" N o , no, not so. At least," she added playfully, "not yet."
" I s Mr. Llewellen in the room?" cried Valentine, throwing his voice
to the opposite corner. " Cootness," said Llewellen, turning to Valentine,
" toes he mean me ? "
" M r . Llewellen, of Caermarthen!" cried Valentine as before, and
looking at the same time at the victim. " Y e s m ! " cried Llewellen,
"some frient of mine, no tout.
Who t' cootness can it p e ? " As
Llewellen walked anxiously towards the spot from which the voice appeared to proceed, every eye was upon him. The thing was so unusual !
The idea of calling out a gentleman's name in such a manner, and in such
a place ! It was evidently held by all to be extremely incorrect, and even
Louise exclaimed, " What a -vulgar person, to be sure ! "
" D o you really conceive him to be a vulgar person?" inquired Valentine, with a smile, which clearly intimated something.
"Why—gracious, Valentine !—surely that was not you then ? "
" Why, is it all likely to have been any one else ?"
" Oh ! how glorious. Well, I thought it very singular!—Now, let us
hear what he'll say. But you should tell me ! You should let me know
beforehand ! I should enjoy it much more if you were to do that. Here
he comes."
" H u r can't fint any potty," said Llewellen, as he approached with a
countenance remarkably vacant. '' Inteet t'cootness, now hur shoot like
to know pho it coot pe !—Phat are you laughing at, Louey? " he added, as
Louise covered her face to conceal her convulsions.
"Have you really no idea who it was ? " inquired Valentine.
"Pless you ! not the least It was some frient, no tout. Hur shoot
like now to fint him apove all things in thfe worit." And again he looked
round and round the room in the lively hope of seeing some friend from
Caermarthen.
"Louise," whispered Valentine, " this will never do ! You'll spoil all
if you do not keep your countenance."
"Yes, I know, but I really
could not help it. He did look so silly—poor Fred."
" H o w do you like that style of painting?" said Valentine, alluding now
—more with the view of restoring the tranquillity of her countenance than
anything else—to a flaming red and blue lightning subject, which appeared
to have been done by some eminent artist while looking through a pair of
kaleidoscopic spectacles—" Do you admire it ? "
"Why, upon my word, I cannot understand i t ! " replied Louise.
" N o r can I, nor can any one else, I should say, with the exception oi
the artist himself. But do you admire the style ?"
" It is so indistinct and glaring."
" There is an infinite deal of something about i t : it may by possibility be very sublime, but I should say its
chief merit consists in its being altogether incomprehensible."
"Well, well," said Louise hastily, "nevermind; I've no doubt that it
was meant to be poetic ; but do, there's a dear, tease Fred,"
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The fact is, after Valentine had entrusted her with the secret of his
power, Louise took but little interest in the paintings : it had at once so
delighted and amazed her, that she looked at them only as a medium
through which that power might with effect ba developed ; and as it was
but natural that Valentine should, under existing circumstances, be anxious
to please her by all the means at his command, he 'went up to Llewellen,
who had been running about in all directions in search of his undiscoverable friend, and, looking steadily at him, said, in the most cordial manner
possible, " Ah, Llewellen ! " The voice apparently proceeded from behind
him, and he turned on the instant and scrutinized the features of every man
whom he saw. But no! No friend was visible ! He could not see a soul
of whom he had the slightest knowledge ! which, in the abstract, was very
remarkable.
"There's somepotty having a came with me," he observed, when he had
satisfied his conscience that every creature behind him was unknown to
him. " Inteet, t' cootness, hur shoot like to fint him out!" And it was
not by any means extraordinary that he did wish to do so; more especially
as he felt in some slight degree displeased. " N o w , now," said Louise,
"make that picture appear to speak to him ; do !"
" N o ; it's too bad," said Valentine. "Besides, he will begin to suspect."
"Never mind," said Louise; " h e will not suspect us. Do, there's a
dear. Once more; come, only once ! "
"Well, well ; you must draw his attention to it."
" Oh, I'll do that.—Fred, I want you to give me your opinion upon this
portrait. Now, what do you really think of it? Be candid."
" Phell, look you, hur ton't know ; hur ton't pretent to pe a jutch; put
hur should say it's phery peautiful."
" D o you really," said Valentine, assuming the voice of a female, and
making it appear to proceed from the canvas,—"do you really think me
beautiful?"
Llewellen started, and then looked at the portrait in a very steady, unflinching manner, and then looked at Louise and then at Valentine, and
then at the portrait again. At length, being unable to make anything at
all of it, in the fulness of his heart, he exclaimed : " Inteet t' cootness, hur
think now the tevil's in the pictures !"
" F o r shame !" cried Louise. " How dare you make use of that wicked
expression?"
"Phell, hur ton't care, Louey; he's in the room somephere, look you, that's my pelief. Titn't you hear ? "
" I heard you say that the portrait was very beautiful."
" So hur tit! and then it asked if hur tit think it peautiful ! "
'_' It ! what, the portrait ? Why, you do not mean to be so ridiculous as
to imagine that the portrait spoke, surely ! "
" Hur ton't care a pit apout the pisiness, Louey ; put cootness knows
hur heart somepotty speak ! Titn't you, my boy 1—tit7i'i you ? "
" I heard some one speak, that's quite certain; but it couldn't, by any
possibility, be the painting !"
"Absurd !" cried Louise. " N o w really, P'red—give me your candid
opinion—do you not yourself think that you are getting very stupid ?"
"_Hur ton't care phot you say; you may call me stupit if you please,
put if hur titn't hear that phery picture ask me plain plank phether hur
tit think her peautiful, pless me !"
" But how is it possible ? How could it ? "
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" H u r ton't pretent to know how it c o o t ; pnt it tit! Cootness knows,
am hur not to pelieve my own ears ? "
All this was a source of great enjoyment to Louise.
She rallied
Llewellen cruelly, not only at the exhibition, but as they returned.
He
was a m a r t y r ; and with the characteristic firmness of a martyr he endured it.
On reaching home, however, Louise became thoughtful again. Knowing
that Uncle J o h n was to dine there that day, her thoughts reverted to the
cause of his being specially invited, and, although she was as happy as any
affectionate little creature under the circumstances could be, she could not
but feel in some slight degree embarrassed.
F r o m Valentine this was concealed as much as possible. She naturally
did not wish him to know a l l ; she therefore left him immediately on their
return with the full determination—and it really was a very important determination—not to m a k e her appearance again until Uncle John arrived.
T h e interim would doubtless have been somewhat tedious to Valentine
if matters had taken their usual course ; but the moment she had left him.
Raven entered the room, and, actuated by his characteristic love of display, begged Valentine, as a favour, to take the carriage for his Uncle.
Of course, anything calculated to please the bitter enemy of the aristocracy Valentine had then no inclination to oppose.
T h e carriage was
therefore immediately o r d e r e d ; for Raven suggested, that although it was
early, his old friend might like to have an airing before he dined ; which
was very affectionate.
Matters being thus arranged. Raven left the room with dignity, when
Llewellen claimed the privilege of going with Valentine, on the ground of
his being a great favourite of Uncle John.
" H u r too like him," said he,
just to strengthen his claim, " p e c a u s e hur pelieve him to pe a coot~tempert, kint, ant penevolent olt soul, and hur know he likes me, pecause
phenever hur speak to him, look you, he smiles."
This was held to be conclusive, and as in a short time the carriage was
announced, they proceeded to put Uncle J o h n in a fidget. This, strange
as it may appear, was the effect which the sight of that carriage invariably had upon him.
H e was sufficiently feverish when it came to
the door on any ordinary occasion, but whenever it was sent expressly for
him it threw him at once into a dreadful state of mind, for he held it to
be beyond all doubt or dispute, entirely out of the regular course.
Fortunately, however, in this particular instance he was sitting with
Whitely in poor Goodman's room when it dashed up to the door, and
•was therefore unconscious of the fact until Valentine announced it.
" Dear m e , " said Uncle John, pulling out his watch with great promptitude and tact, " why it wants P. full hour and a half of the time."
Whitely enjoined silence, for Uncle John's lungs were very powerful, and
Goodman was asleep.
They therefore repaired to the drawing-room, in
which Valentine had left Llewellen, a fact of which both Uncle John and
Whitely were unconscious.
" A h ! Mr. L l e w e l l e n ! " exclaimed Uncle John, " I hope sir, you're
very well ! Allow me to introduce to you my friend, Mr. Whitely."
" H u r 'm prout to know you," said Lkwellen, extending his hand.
" H u r 've heart of you t' cootness knows how often." Whitely during the
salutation looked at him intently ! H e seemed to be struck with Llewellen's
appearance, and yet there was nothing in it very extraordinary.
Still he
inspired on the instant some feelinii which caused him to tum pale as
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death ! " Neither Uncle John nor Valentine noticed the agitation into
which he had been thrown, but Llewellen did, and therefore said, " Y o u
are not well, my frient ? Come for a rite. Inteet t' cootness, it will too
you all the coot in the worit !" Whitely tremulously begged to be excused,
and almost immediately retired from the room.
"Now, then, my tear olt frient; come, let us have a clorious rite
before tinner, ant then you'll pe aple to keep me in countenance, for look
you, nopotty can eat at all here !—hur ton't know t' cootness how it is
people manache to hve phithout eating."
" But bless my life ! " exclaimed Uncle John, " I'm not dressed ! You
have taken me quite by surprise !"
"Oh, never mint that, look you!—never mint that. We can wait
phile you tress ! Cootness knows it, our time is not so precious ! "
Uncle John therefore left the room to make himself tidy, and Valentine
ordered up the tray, it being questionable whether he could by any other
means hold Llewellen in a perfect state of happiness. He had not the
smallest doubt of being able to effect this great object in that way, and the
correctness of his judgment in this particular was abundantly proved by
the result. The very moment Llewellen saw a ham and three ribs of beef,
that very moment did his eyes begin to sparkle with pleasure, and he set
to work like a new man.
" I think you will find that avery decent glass of sherry," said Valentine,
placing the bottle before him.
" My poy," cried Llewellen, "too let's have some peer ! "
The beer was ordered on the instant, and when that -was produced his
views were met to a hair. Nothing could have been better. He slashed
away, and ate with so much energy and gusto, that really any stranger
would have imagined that he had been experimentalized upon by the poorlaw commissioners, from whom he had just escaped.
Uncle John was, in spite of his being in a very great hurry, unable to
get ready promptly. He had a ten minutes' hunt for a particular stocking,
which as a matter of convenience he had thrown over his shoulder, and
a period of ten minutes more -was occupied in looking for a waistcoat he
had on.
Under these afflicting circumstances, Llewellen was in no danger of
being interrupted. But then he did not know that: which was a pity.
Had he possessed the slightest cognizance of the real state of things at
that period in Uncle John's dressing-room, doubtless he would have
been, although equally energetic, more cool; but working away as he was
in the dark as to the actual state of the case there, it was but natural that
he should have the unpleasant idea that courtesy would compel him prematurely to give in.
" I have to apologize," said Uncle John, on his entering the rooin in a
very great heat—" I have to apologize for keeping you so long."
" Hur peg you'll make no apology at all," cried Lewellen ; "hur've not
pin itle, look you! Hur'd recommend you to have a pit ! The peef is
peautiful ! "
Uncle John graciously dechned, and having miraculously found a pair
of gloves, he searched the whole of his pockets at once, with the view of
ascertaining if any important littie matter had been forgotten, and then
declared himself to be quite at Llewellen's service.
" Put hur must pit your olt frient coot py," cried Llewellen.
" He is now in a sound sleep," said Uncle John.
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"Tear t'cootness, how ott ! Toes he alphays co to sleep in the mittle
of the tay ?"
" Do you mean poor friend Goodman ? "
" No, look you, Mr. Phitely ! "
" O h , " said Valentine, " he is not
asleep; I'll go and tell him." He did so, and found him in tears, which he
hastened, but in vain, to conceal. " My good friend ! come, keep up your
spirits ! " said Valentine, " Llewellen wants to bid you good-day."
" I look at that young man with pleasure," retumed Whitely, "but
that pleasure is accompanied with a bitter, bitter pang."
" Then do not see him. I'll say I have said good-day for him."
" Yes do, please—yet—oh no, I'll bid him good-day." And he dashed
away a tear which stood in his eye, and went to shake hands with
Llewellen. " God bless you ! " said he, " I shall see you again ? "
'' Oh ! yes ; hur shall alphays be coming. Put hur wish you'd co phith
us for a rite ! Inteet it phoot too you a creat teal of coot."
Whitely begged to be excused, and having again shaken Llewellen
warmly by the hand, saw him into the carriage, and they started.
' ' Home ! " cried the servant, as he mounted behind.
" Phot a set of stupit togs, to be sure !" cried Llewellen, pulHng the
check-String with violence. The carriage stopped in an instant. " T'itn't
hur tell you the Park ! " cried the Welchman, as the servant reappeared at
the door ; " carount the Park, ant then home."
Correct orders were then conveyed, and they dashed towards the Park ;
and as they proceeded. Uncle John, although he had been put out of his
way very seriously, could not help thinking that a carriage was rather a
comfortable sort of thing than not ! He was cool and collected then, and
had the whole of his faculties about him, which was pleasant, and he
enjoyed himself exceedingly, and thought, as he rode round the ring, that
the Park was in reality very delightful.
"Phoot you like to co rount once more? We have plenty of time,"
said Llewellen.
" I f we have plenty of time, I really should," said Uncle John, "for
although I have walked in the Park frequently, I had no idea of its being
so pleasant a drive."
Llewellen therefore at once gave the necessary orders, and they went
round again, and then "home." It is a singular thing perhaps to place
upon record, and yet it is an absolute fact, nevertheless, that every time
Valentine saw Louise now, he fancied she looked more lovely than before.
Especially so was it in this particular instance, for on reaching the drawingroom he really did believe that he had never beheld any creature so beautifid.
She was calm, very calm ; except indeed when Uncle John held her hand
for a moment, and passed a high compliment, to the justice of which her
heart cheerfully subscribed; and when Valentine led her to the window
to converse with her alone, she really felt that she never was so happy.
Raven's reception of Uncle John was of the most cordial character, and
Uncle John did not fail to appreciate it highly ; nor did he omit to explain
how much he had enjoyed his ride, which pleased Raven perhaps more
than anything else. Llewellen was of course quite shut out; but he \yas
not inactive; he had got the little delicate Neapolitan greyhound,—which
used to be the very first favourite of Louise—upon the sofa, and while
instead of allowing him to bound with delight, he rolled him over .and
over, as if he had been but a surfeited pug, the little wretch looked at his
tormentor with all the intelligence of which those stupid things are possessed, for he really didn't like it. Dinner was now announced, and Uncle
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John took Louise with all the grace he had in him, when, as Raven took
Valentine, Llewellen, who couldn't take the dog,—and the dog didn't
want him !—went down with his appetite alone.
During dinner Raven proved that he was in the highest possible spirits,
which Uncle John of course was delighted to perceive; but as nearly the
whole of his observations had indirect reference to the coming event, Louise
was sadly embarrassed, although Valentine and Uncle John too did all in
their power to neutralize the effect of inuendoes which opened even the eyes
of Llewellen. Still Raven kept on : it was seldom indeed that he was in
a happy vein; but when this did occur, no trifle could stop him. It will
hence be inferred that Louise was not sorry when dinner was over, having
the power to leave when she pleased ; but it strangely enough happened
that Raven then dropped the subject, much to the mortification of Llewellen,
who, having had but httie time to attend to it while anything remained on
the table to eat, now prepared himself to listen to any observation which
might have a tendency to show him a light. It was therefore particularly
annoying to him, privately, that no such observation was made ; for up to
the time Louise rose to retire, they continued to converse exclusively upon
matters in which he took really no interest at all.
" Now then," said Raven, when he saw Louise move ; " now run aw^ay,
all you young people : we don't want you here ! "
Valentine, of course, started up in an instant; but Llewellen, who really
did not understand it, looked round very naturally for a little explanation.
The very moment, however, Valentine beckoned him, he rose, and permitted himself to be led from the room in a state of mental darkness.
"Well, my old friend ! " exclaimed Raven, when he and Uncle John
were alone. " In the first place, we'll drink the health of Val and Louise !
—God bless them both ; may they be happy !"
Uncle John most heartily responded to this toast, and made an addition
directly touching the little consequences of their union. He then gave the
health of Llewellen, whom he lauded as one of the best-hearted fellows
that ever lived ; and when Raven had made a very slight, but a highly
eulogistic, addition to that, he said, " Now let us drink our noble selves,
and then to business."
"Valentine," he continued, when this toast had been appropriately
honoured, " has doubtless told you that he has had a little quiet conversation with me on the subject of his marriage with Louise." Uncle John
nodded an affirmative. " He has told you that the result was my free and
unconditional consent to their union ? Very well. Now I admire the
character of that boy. Were he my own flesh and blood, I could not love
him more. He is a fine, noble, firm, affectionate fellow, and Louise is
about the best girl that ever breathed. They love each other fondly and
firmly : I know it! and they are worthy of each other. And as they are
about to be united to each other, now, what can we do for them ? "
" What I have," said Uncle John, promptly, " I have made up my mind
to divide with them. I have been thinking of this matter all the morning,
and as I calculate that I cannot be worth, on the whole, more than sixteen
thousand pounds, and as I shall have no one then but his mother to provide
for, I'll give them eight thousand at once to begin with."
" M y friend," said Raven, grasping the hand of Uncle John, "if you
have made up your mind to do that, I have made up my mind that you
shall not. You shall not, my friend, do anything of the sort !—and if we
are to have a quarrel about the matter, we had better at once fight it out.
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I don't wish to say anything in disparagement of your circumstances, but I
will say this, that I can afford to provide for them better than you can.
I'll at once give them twenty thousand pounds. I'll not give them a single
penny more, because I don't wish to spoil them by tempting them to launch
into a sea of aristocratic extravagances. No : I'll give them that—which
is as much as they ought to have, and as much as I will consent to let
them have to begin with—and if you will not allow me to do this alone,
why the only alternative is, you must fight me ! "
" I f I were
"
" Stop," said Raven, "stop. Before you speak, let us have a glass of
wine."
This interruption was indeed a great relief to Uncle John, who had been
so startied by Raven's generous proposition, that he scarcely at the moment
knew how to reply.
" Now," continued Raven. " What have you to say against it ?"
"Why, I hardly know what I have to say, with the exception that I
cannot consent to do nothing. I think with you, that they ought not to
have more than twenty thousand, but why can you not give twelve and let
me give the rest?"
" I ' l l not have i t ! "
" Well than—come, I'll meet your views if I can !—you shall put down
fifteen, and I'll give the odd money."
" I tell you my friend, I'll do nothing of the sort. I have made up my
mind to give the whole, and the whole I will give ! I, of course, do not
wish to deprive you of the pleasure of doing something !—Make them a
present!—I'll let you do that!"
" Well then, I'll give them a house to live in."
"Nonsense!" cried Raven, "young people don't like to be tied to a
house. If you give them a house to live in, they'll want to remove.
Now I'll tell you what I'll do—I'll conciliate you if possible !—I'll consent to your fu7-7iishi7ig a house for them, but, to nothing more will I
consent, I'm determined."
" M r . Raven!" said Uncle John, "really
your generosity has surprised me."
" I am not a man," said Raven, with dignity and pride,—" I am not a
man to boast of my wealth and resources ; but I m.ay be permitted to
state, in justification of the tone I have assumed, that as this sum of
money is to me a mere flea-bite, I feel that I have a right to insist upon
giving it alone. But come, the thing is now settled. I am to have my
way and you are to have yours."
" N o , no : not exactly !"
" T o the stipulated extent!—therefore, without saying another word
upon the subject, I'll give you—-what ?—Health and prosperity to the
forthcoming branches, and may they be numerous and strong."
" With all my heart !" cried Uncle John, "and may we live to see the
lovely little cherubs playing around us and strewing with flowers our path
to the grave."
A pause ensued; but it was not of long duration. The glasses were
replenished, and Raven said, " Now, sir, I'll give you—oh ! of course !—•
their grandmamma !''—•—" Again, with all my heart !" cried Uncle John;
"she is one of the best women in creation—a natural woman ! if
"
"Those are the women for me !" exclaimed Raven. "None of your
rouged, stuck-up, beggarly aristocracy !—a natural woman will beat them
all into fits."
•' If ever there existed a really Bc^c^d woman in the "fovld, she is one J"
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" We must have her u p ! " cried Raven. " We must have her up in
time. This affair, you know, must not take place in her absence. Apropos,
we've not drunk our absent friends !"
"Our absent friends !" echoed Uncle John, promptiy. " A n d may,"
—for he would ma\ie an addition to every toast—" may they always be as
firm—as firm—may they always be as firm as the rock of Gib7-altar !"
"Bravo!" cried Raven; "very good, very good ! And now I rise to
propose the health of one whom I highly esteem, whom I love, and will
cherish—of one to whom I owe my present state of existence—of one—of
—of a—brave—of a brave^who—of one who—who—I'll tell you what it
is, my old friend,—if I go much further I shall stick in the mud ! I am
no public speaker ; not a bit of i t ; but I do with all sincerity propose, and
I know—I feel sure—at least, I know you will -with equal sincerity, drink
the health of Valentine !"
" Let me see, I thi7ik we drank that before ? "
" Did we ? Well, I believe we did, now you have mentioned it;—you
are right. But never mind ! — let us drink it again. And yet, if my
memory serves me you know^z/" my memory serves me, we only drank
them together: so let's have them separately—Valentine! — he's a fuie
noble fellow ! I drink his health with all my heart! and success to him !"
Of course, after this. Uncle John proposed Louise, and then Llewellen,
and then every other toast which had been prejviously drunk, until really
he did begin to think that the things around him were getting particularly
restless ! Happily, however, the real state of the case did not fail to strike
him, and he addressed himself to Raven as nearly as possible to that effeot,
and suggested that albeit they were perfectly right then, the probability
was, that if they drank much more they should not be quite so right, and
as this correct suggestion accorded precisely with the views as well as the
feelings of Raven himself, that gentleman promptly made another suggestion, which had immediate reference to coffee. In vain Uncle John made
one more suggestion, which touched upon the abstract propriety of having
it below : Raven would have him up ! and up they went.
At first, Valentine feared, from the somewhat studied stateliness of his
walk, that Uncle John was not exactly so correct as he had seen him ; but
he found that he was merry, not tipsy — elated, nothing more. Immediately after coffee, notwithstanding, he conceived it to be proper to send
for a coach, and Uncle John, as he gracefully took his leave, declared
openly and warmly, that he never spent so happy an evening in his life.

CHAPTER

LV

The Day is na7ned.—Echo insists upon fo7'mi7tg an Alliance tvith Llewclle7t.
" H E is a prince, my boy ! —nothing less than a prince !" exclaimed Uncle
John, while in the coach, and this was all in the shape of explanation that
could be obtained from him until they reached home, when he entered at
length into the matter. That Valentine was dehghted when he heard, not
only of Raven's generosity, but of the high estimation in which he was held,
is a fact which it were usekss to attempt to conceal. Everything now
shone brightly before him : he knew of no joy which he could not possess ;
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with love on the one hand and competence on the other, he felt that he
and Louise had but to live and be happy.
"Now the very first thing," said Uncle John, when he had explained all
clearly-—" the very first thing, my boy, that you have to do is to get the
day fixed, that we may know what we are about. There are many important matters to attend to which cannot be done in a day. There's the house
to look after : there's that to prepare : there's your mother to run down for,
and a hundred other things which require time and study. Therefore, let
the day be fixed, that -vve may know how much time we have to do it all in."
Valentine promised to prevail upon Louise to name the day if possible in
tlie morning, and accordingly, when he and Uncle John called together, he
remained with that object in view. Louise was still very gentle, and
although rather timid, very happy; and as Valentine had, the previous
evening, imparted the secret to Llewellen, that gentleman correctly felt
that his presence was not on all occasions absolutely wanted. He therefore left them together on the morning in question the very moment they
began to converse, and as this was what Valentine deemed strictly proper
and very agreeable, he reverted to the subject at once.
" M y dearest
Louise," said he, " a l l is now happily settled, with the exception of one
point, whijfh rests with you entirely. The day, my Louise !—when is it to
be ? Indeed it pains me to tease you, appreciating, as I do, that delicacy
of feeling by which you are actuated ; but you know, my dear girl, that I
must be importunate until I can prevail upon you to give me an answer.
Gome, settle it at once ! Why, you silly girl!—why do you tremble ?
Smile, my Louise, and be joyous as I am ! ^ I know that we shall be
happy ! Do you not believe that we shall ?"
" I do—I do, indeed," replied Louise.
"Come, then, why are you so pensive? Look up, my girl, and settle
the point at once. Do you think that I would be so teased, when I could
put an end at once to it, and that with a single word ? Well, well, let me
manage it for you. Now attend to my instructions. It is to be in June :
I will therefore commence with the first of the month, and go on until I
reach the day on which you would like it to take place, when you must
kiss me and say 'yes,' or to simplify the thing gay 'yes,' and then I will
kiss you. Now then ; would you like it to be on the first of June ? "
" Y e s , " said Louise, but in a whisper so soft that, had it not been for
the hissing of the j-, it must have been mistaken for silence.
The moment Valentine heard it he pressed her to his heart, and paid his
debt in the coin above alluded to with the most usurious interest.
"Now, my love," said he, "you must be cheerful and gay ! I have to
tease you no more—all is settled now. Come ! banish that melancholy
look, Louise, and smile ! Where is Fred ? I must get him to put you in
spirits. I will not allow you to be dull. Shall we find him in the garden ?
Yes, there he is—come."
Into the garden they accordingly went, and Valentine, making his voice
appear to proceed from various quarters, shouted, "Llewellen!—Llewellen !—Llewellen ! " Llewellen promptly turned towards every point, and
then exclaimed, " Tear t'cootness, now phot an extraortinary ocho ! "
" Did you never notice it before ? " inquired Valentine.
" Cootness knows it, never."
" You try it—sing."
" T o l , lol, lol, lol !" sang Llewellen, correctly jumping up an octave.
'' Tol, lol, lol, lol ! " echoed Valentine, faintly, thereby making it appear
to proceed from an immense distance,
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" Phunterphul ! Phell, I never tit !—pecause there are no mountains, no
hills, look you, here ! "
" What is that to me ? " said Valentine, assuming
a female voice, which appeared to come from the adjoining garden.
" Pho is that ? " inquired Llewellen. "Some potty belonging to next
toor !—hur'll see pho it is ! " And he ran for a ladder, which he placed
against the wall, and cautiously mounted, with the view of peeping over.
" I see you," said Valentine, in the same assumed voice.
" H u r ton't care !" cried Llewellen, as he showed himself boldly.
" Get down : don't expose yourself there. If you wish to say anything
to me, I'll come over to you. Now," continued V.alentine, having drawn
his voice cleverly within the garden, — "now, what have yo;i to say?"
Llewellen stared with an expression of the most intense amazement.
The-re was no one in the garden adjoining ! he could not see a soul, and
yet he heard the voice as plainly as he ever heard anything in his life ! Of
course, Valentine and Louise stood as if they were astonished, which was,
perhaps, under the circumstances, venial.
" Co77ie down!" cried the voice ; " don't stand there ! "
Llewellen was not a man whom a trifle could alarm, but it must be
recorded that the blood left his cheeks. He, however, descended, and
feeling secure in his integrity, stood again upon the face of the earth.
"Now what have you to say ? " inquired the voice.
" Who are you ? " demanded Llewellen.
"Dear me, don't be alarmed! I'm only Echo!"
" E c h o ! put
t'cootness, phere are you? Hur can't see you any phere apout."
"See me ! How can you expect to see me when you know that there is
nothing of me left but my voice ?"
Llewellen held this, as far as it went, to be conclusive. He clearly could
not see a voice, and as there was nothing else of Echo, it followed, of course,
that there was nothing to see. But although this sufficiently accounted for
the invisibility of the nymph, Llewellen could not understand the exact
meaning of her immediate presence; nor had he ever either heard or read
of her having the power to converse. " Speak to her," said he to Valentine.
"Inteet, it's phery ott !"
"I'll have nothing to say to him," observed Echo, " I have this moment
taken a fancy to you, and to you only will I speak."
" Converse with the lady," said Louise ; " she will not harm you."
" Put, look you, hur ton't understand ! "
" Freddy," said Echo, " I love you ! Speak to me, my dearest! converse
with me—do, there's a duck ! "
" Oh speak to her, Fred ! " said Valentine, "speak to her."
" Put pho am hur to speak to ? "
" Oh, hear what the lady has to
siiy, and make suitable replies. Shall we retire ? "
"Not for the work !"
'' Well, come then, say something, as a matter of courtesy ! "
" P u t hur ton't know phot to say ! Inteet, hur ton't know phot she
wants !"
" I remain here," said Echo, "expressly for the purpose of
telling you how dearly I love you."
^^ Phell, you have toU me so pefore ! Is there anything pesites ?"
'^ Cannot your heart suggest the rest?"
" N o ; inteet it cannot,'Oh, Fred, you cruel creature ! "
" Oh, hur won't slant pothering here with a thing hur can't see ! " cried
Llewellen, who was about to bounce into the house, when Louise, taking
his arm, said, " Do obtain permission for me to speak to her."
3 c 2
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"Phill you allow this laty to speak to you?" said Llewellen, who
appeared to be rather pleased with the notion than not.
" By all means," replied Echo.
" Do you really love my cousin? " inquired Louise.
" Oh, most fondly ! and he knows it. He'll break my voice, the cruel
creature ! and when that is gone, I shall be no more ; I then shall have
nothing left to lose."——" Hur ton't care. Let her lose her voice ; inteet,
the sooner it's cone the petter."
" But would you marry him ? " inquired Louise.
" I will! I'll unite myself to him at once. He shall carry me about.
I'll mock his every word. I'll ride in his pocket. I'm in ! "
As the last words were thrown behind Llewellen, he thrust his hands
into the pockets of his coat very fiercely, and turned round and round, as
a cockchafer might under circumstances of a corresponding character, for
he couldn't tell at all what to make of it. " Hur'm in a mess ! " he cried ;
"cootness knows it, hur'm in a m e s s ! "
" H o w marvellous!" exclaimed Louise, with appropriate solemnity ; " how excessively strange ! "
" Well," said Valentine, " you have a wife that will stick to you, at all
events."
" Stick to me ! Put I won't have it."
" Well,.how do you mean to get rid of her? "
" How a7n hur to kit
rid of h e r ? "
" By smothering her voice. I cannot conceive a better
plan. Sew up your pocket, and smother her voice ! "
" Coot ! " cried Llewellen ; and on the instant he grasped the tails of his
coat with surprising tightness, in the perfect conviction that Echo must be
in one of them—he didn't care which.
"Now, then," said Valentine, "pull the coat off. But be sure you
don't relinquish your hold ! If you let go for an instant, she'll be out."
Llewellen was about to act upon this excellent suggestion, but he had
no sooner made the attempt than he was struck with an idea, which
prompted him to ask how it was possible for him to take off his coat
while he kept fast hold of the tails ?—which was indeed a highly correct
question to put. " Kif me a lift, my poy, look you," he added, " because
hur can't kit it off at all now myself." Valentine, wishing to meet his
views to some extent, pulled the collar of the coat off his shoulders.
" There, now you catch holt of the tails," said Llewellen, " ant then hur
can pull out my arms."
" No : although I suggested the murder, I'll
have nothing to do with its execution."
" Phill Louey tear ?"
" Not for the world ! " cried Louise.
" Cootness knows it now, that is too pat !"
" Let me out ! " exclaimed Echo, " let me out ! "
" N o t a pit of it, matam," cried Lewellen, who, grasping his tails yet
more firmly, hastened out of the garden with the view of obtaining the
assistance of one of the servants, and as he walked with the collar of his
coat below his elbows, boSi Valentine and Louise were convulsed with
laughter, he really did look in their view so ungraceful.
" How ridiculous these things appear," observed Valentine. " Without
having witn»ssed them, should we not regard it as impossible for men
possessing any sense at all to be placed in positions so absurd ? "
" I t appears to be so natural," said Louise. " Upon my word, I am
not at all astonished at its effect being to make people look so very silly."
"They are taken by surprise, you see. Were they to reflect for a moment, t-hey would doubtless repudiate the notions which alarm them; but
they are called upon to act on the instan*^ they are astounded at once;

VALENTINE VOX.

389

they have no time for thought. I have seen men—courageous, strongminded men—men whom nothing on earth visible could appal, so shaken
at the moment by sounds for which they could not account, as to appear to
be the veriest cowards in e?:istence."
"Oh, I've not the slightest doubt of it !" retumed Louise. " N o w ,
this echo : why, I really should have been alarmed myself!—altiiough
conscious of its having but a merely mythological existence, and of its
being in reality nothing more than a repercussion of sound, upon my word,
at the moment I shouldn't know what to make of i t : I am sure I should
be frightened; I am certain that I should ! But poor Fred ! Oh, do let
him carry his wife in his pocket. Don't let her voice be smothered just
yet. It will be so glorious ! "
This put Louise in high spirits, and her liveliness continued throughout
the day. It is true that occasionally the thought of her position would
intrude to cast over her beautiful features a slight shade of meditative
gloom ; but Valentine, whenever he perceived this, dispelled it, and then
all was sunshine and happiness again.

CHAPTER

LVi.

The Preparations for the Marriage.—A Su7prise.
BUSINESS was now the order of the day : and it is a highly popular fact
that business must be attended to. Uncle John pronounced himself to be
up to his eyes in it ! Valentine, Raven, Louise, and all concerned, were
now plunged into the depths of business. As the day—that day to which
lovers in general look forward with joy—had been fixed, all felt that no
time was to be lost. The preparations—especially those which had fallen
to the lot of Uncle John—were considered immense, for he had made up
his mind fully, firmly, and without any supererogatory deliberation, not
only to do his duty, but to astonish the nerves of Raven, if possible. He
felt strongly that he had but a fortnight to do it all in, and it took him a
week to look after a house. He never had such a job ! At the full expiration of that time, however, he got one, and then he did think he saw his
way pretty clearly.
Louise at this period felt dreadfully embarrassed.
She had no female
friends. The social position of Raven, since he retired from business, had
been so peculiar, that they had lived, although in the midst of wealth and
splendour, almost secluded from the world.
He scorned to associate with
any below the aristocracy, and the aristocracy looked upon him with
contempt. Hence his bitter hatred of them in the aggregate, and hence
the embarrassed position of Louise. She had no one" to advise with, no
one to confide in, but her maid. There were but two ladies in the world
with whom she had ever been on anything like terms cf intimacy, and
they were both absent from town.
She was, therefore, left entirely to her
own resources, which she naturally at that period felt to be very distressing.
Valentine—although every effort -was made to conceal it from him—was
not long understanding the state of the case precisely, and the moment he
did understand it he felt himself bound to d'^ all in his power to relieve her.
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" L o u i s e , " said he, at the very first opportunity that presented itself,—
" L o u i s e , I feel very much hurt. "
•" Dear Valentine ! at w h a t ? "
" Nay, I do not know, indeed, that I shall ever forgive you."
" My dear boy !—why, what on earth is it ? "
" M y mother," said Valentine.
" Y o u have not invited her.
You do
not know, my love, how happy she would be, if you were to send for her
at once to spend a week with you, to advise with you, to relieve you of any
little difficulty you may be under, to do, in short, anything for you."
" Dear Valentine ! " cried Louise, as the tears sprang into her eyes, for
she in an instant perceived his object.
" Y o u do not know how much I
love you for this. O h ! that would indeed make me happy.
I knew not
how to mention this, my love ; but believe me, situated as I am, nothing
could delight me so m u c h . "
" You are a good girl, Louise : she shall come up at once. I will send
her a letter by this night's post, and ran down myself for her in the morning."
" There's a dear ! But you v/ill not be long, my love, before you
return ? "
" I'll be back, my Louise, as soon as possible. She does not at present
expect to come up before the thirtieth : but I'll manage t h a t ; and as Fred
is now only in the way here, I may as well take him down with m e . "
Most gladly did poor Louise consent to this arrangement; and Valentine,
who would not detain her, went at once to csmmunicate with Llewellen.
T h a t gentleman at the time was in the library, reading " Fox's Book of
M a r t y r s , " with an aspect of terror, and when Valentine without ceremony entered, he gave a start and felt strikingly queer. " T e a r t'cootness ! " he exclaimed. " Y o u mate me tremple ! Hur've pin reating apout
these colt-plootet intivituals, until inteet hur pecan to pe frighte77t, look
you ! "
' ' Dear me ! " said Valentine gravely. ' ' But I hope it's all over ? "
" O h , it's all over now : put, upon my wort, phen her reat apout these
tevils purning poor people's pellies, ant the like of that, hur plush for
their prutality."
" Well, never mind them now ; I have something to
say to you, Fred.—To-morrow, I am going into the country."
" T o - m o r r o w !—Oh ! phot for ? "
" T o bring my mother u p . — I start early in the morning."
" T h e n inteet hur'll lie in ped all tay. H u r won't kit up ! It's no use
at all, look you ! H u r ' v e nopotty to speak to : Louey is pusy, ant ephery
potty's pusy : and if her co out, hur ton't know where to co t o . "
" Would you like to go with me ? "
" Phoot hur like !—My tear poy !—Apove all things in the worit ! "
" W e l l then, be it s o : we'll go down t o g e t h e r ; but it is upwards of
seventy miles ! "
" H u r ton't care a pit about the miles, if it's seventy millions.—You say
hur may c o ! "
" I shall be glad of your c o m p a n y ! "
"That's
enough. Hur'll pe retty ; if hur sit up all night."
' ' Oh ! we shall not have to start before n i n e ; so that if you call on
me about eight, we'll have breakfast together, and be off."
" H u r ' l l pe there, my poy : oh ! hur'll pe there.
Hur'll kit lots ol
cigars, and we shall have such a peautiful rite. Too you phont any coats ?
—-pecause Inteet hur've cot three of the pest in the worit."
" Well, you had better bring two : you may find them both useful. But
I must be off to tell my uncle : for he has no idea of it yet."
" H u r must'nt CO with you ? " " Oh, yes : come along." T o the delight
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of Llewellen, they accordingly started, first to book their places, and then
to search for Uncle John, whom they eventually found at " t h e house," in
the midst of the workmen, as dusty as any private gentleman Keed be.
" Ah ! Mr. Llewellen," he exclaimed, " here we are, you see, up to our
eyes in business. It will be a different place though to look at this day
week,*' he added privately. " I intend to have all this done up, and all
this. ' Before I have done with.it, Mr. Llewellen, it shall bo fit for any
prince !—mark my words." Valentine drawing him aside, now explained
to him what he proposed to do in the morning. " I am right glad to hear it,
my boy," cried Uncle John. " I was thinking of the same thing myself
this very day, for there are many little matters that I find I can't manage :
by all means, Val, bring her up ! "
" But I want her to be with Louise."
" Well,well ; so she can be, my boy ; so she can ; but she will also be able
to give me a little advice if I should want it ! You had better run and get
my cheque-book. The bank will be closed, you know, before I get h o m e . "
" I have quite enough money," said Valentine.
" W e l l , but your
mother may want some."
" I have plenty for b o t h . "
" If you are quite sure, why be it so. H a v e you anything more to say ? "
"Nothing."
" V e r y w e l l ; then run away with you.
Mr. Llewellen, I ' m going to
tum you out. I shall be home at six.
You will dine with us, Mr.
Llewellen?"
" Inteet hur shall pe most h a p p y . "
" Y o u will n o t , " said
Uncle John, taking his h a n d , — " you will not be more happy to be there,
Mr. Llewellen, than I shall be to see you. But be off with you—come,
you have no business here !"
Being thus fairly turned out of the house, Valentine took Llewellen home
vrith him, and gave him some cold beef and beer to amuse himself with,
while he wrote to his mother, when they went for a stroll until six.
At this hour Unele John retumed, and declared himself knocked up as
nearly as possible ; but as he felt an immense deal better during dinner,
everything passed off with spirit. Whitely and Llewellen became great
friends ; they paid the most marked attention to each other : they seemed
to be happy in each other's society, and conversed together with as little
restraint as if they had been intimately acquainted for years. T h e entertainments during the evening were various. Valentine related how E c h o
had determined on marrying Llewellen, and Llewellen related how the
portraits at the exhibition had mysteriously spoken, and how loudly he h a d
been called by some particular friend of his, whom he was utterly unable
to find, and as all this was perfectly well understood both by Whitely and
Uncle John, they were kept in one continued roar of laughter.
Poor Whitely had not spent so happy an evening for many, many years ;
he forgot all his cares until Llewellen had left, when the thought of his boy
buried gaiety in gloom.
With all the justly-celebrated punctuality of the sun, Llewellen reappeared in the morning, at eight, and he and Valentine sat down to breakfast ; but, strange as it may appear—and perhaps it was one of the most
extraordinary things that ever occurred to him—Llewellen couldn't eat !
H e had no appetite ! A most substantial breakfast had been provided—a
breakfast which was after his own heart, and to which he would at any
other time have done the most ample justice : but, while he tried hard,
and marvelled greatly what on earth could be the matter inside, all he
could do was to get down five small cups of coffee, three eggs, and a few
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extremely delicate slices of ham, which could not altogether have WMghed
more than a pound. With this, however, he felt himself bound to be
content; and as Valentine finished about the same time as he did, they
took leave of Uncle John and Whitely, and started.
As the coachman was about to mount his box when they arrived at the
inn, they at onee took their seats and were off, and no sooner had they got
quite clear of the smoke, than Llewellen sang every song he could think
of. He was in the highest possible spirits, and enjoyed himself exceedingly ; he got down efrcry time they changed horses, to have a glass of
"peautiful peer," and offered his cigar-case ever and anon to every creature upon the coach.
In due time—to his unspeakable satisfaction—they reached the house at
which the coach stops about seven minutes, to enable the passengers to
have what is technically termed, down there, " dinner," which customarily
consists of a roast leg of mutton, bread, potatoes, and cabbage. Llewellen
was not, however, at that particular period dainty, and therefore at once
set to woilv upon the mutton. He ought to have paid for six. Being resolved to make up for what he deemed his lost breakfast, he made the look
of the joint vanish, as if by magic. The passengers were amazed, but said
nothing—-vs'hich was, in all probability, much less than the host said, when
he looked at the remains of the departed.
They now resumed their journey, and mirth and good humour again
began to flow, and continued to flow until they arrived at their place of
destination.
It was not, of course, long after this before Valentine felt that he was in
the arms of his mother. In the arms of no other creature breathing could
he have had those feelings which he experienced then. The poor lady, it
is true, could scarcely speak, but she expressed so much rapture, and
smiled through her tears with so much visible joy, that Llewellen, as she
welcomed him eloquently and warmly, really felt he possessed a somewhat
sensitive heart.
" Well, now, my dear, tea is quite ready," she observed, as soon as this
burst of affection was over ; " I ' m sure you must feel very faint. I hope,"
she added, addressing Llewellen, " t h a t you will make yourself perfectly
at home."
-"Inteet, t'cootness, you have mate me at home alretty,"
replied Llewellen.
" I'm delighted to hear i t ; come, draw to the table. Well, and how
did you leave Miss Raven? I do so long to see her, you can't think !"
" She is quite well; all are quite well," replied Valentine; "of course,
you will be able to go up with us to-morrow ? "
" To-morrow ! impossible ! My dearest boy, consider ! I have not the
least thing ready ! I've been preparing ever since I received your letter
this morning ; but as for going to-morrow ; indeed, my dear, the thing is
altogether out ef the question. Besides, it is not proper that you should
return to-morrow. I would not have you do it for the world. To come
down one day, and go up again the next ! It would really be sufficient to
throw you on a bed of sickness. I am certain, my love, you couldn't bear
the fatigue. No ; what I was thinking of is this :—that if I can arrange
things to-morrow, we can go up the next day—that will be pleasant if we
can manage it so."
" You are not, then, quite sure, even of that ? "
" Why, I think it
can be done. At all events, I'll try. You have given me no time to prepare. The thing was so unexpected ! But I think, notwithstanding that,
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I may venture to say that I am sure we shall be able to go then." During
this colloquy the chickens were fast disappearing.—Llewellen was at them,
and doing justice to each particular joint.
_
" I am glad to see you eat," said the widow, very innocently.— Valentine my love, pray help Mr. Llewellen to some more ham."
^
"'Mr. Llewellen," said Valentine, " likes to help himself, mother.
" Cootness knows it, these chickens are peautiful," observed Llewellen.
" I am very glad you like them."
"Inteet, hur enjoy them much,
look you ; ant as for the peer, they don't prew such peer in Caermarthen."
" We are famous for beer here," observed Valentine ; "howold is this,
mother?"
" T w o years, my love."
"Two yeai's olt! Tear t' cootness, now; is it two years olt? Phy
town phere hur come from, they prew it on the Saturday, and trink it on
the Montay ! Two years ! phell, inteet now, it is very excellent."
And it -was very excellent; and he drank a great quantity of i t ; and he
enjoyed himself over it during the whole of the evening, which was spent
very happily by all.
The next day was occupied chiefly, by Valentine, in showing Llewellen
the ancient architectural beauties of the town; and by the widow, in making
preparations for her journey—which she looked upon as being tremendous
—and on the following morning they started.
As Valentine had duly advised Uncle John of their intention to come up
that day, he considerately met them at the coach, and conducted them
home. Here everything essential to their immediate comfort was prepared, and they had tea together, and were really very happy. The widow
thought that Uncle John looked, if anything, somewhat more pale than he
was wont; but as he assured her that he never was better in his life, she
was perfectly content.
" But do I look pale ?" he inquired. " Do you really now think I look
pale ? "
" Why, I do not mean to say that it is an unhealthy paleness ;
but you do not look so ruddy as you did."
Uncle John went to the glass, and examined the colour of his countenance
most minutely; but he really could not himself perceive any striking
alteration. But, then, seeing himself as he did every day, he admitted
mentally that he was not, perhaps, quite so well able to judge as one who
had not seen him for months. Still he did think that the change was not
very alarming, more especially as he remembered that while shaving that
morning, it had strack him that he looked extremely well. And yet when
he came to recollect himself he had felt for several days rather queer,
which might, it was true, be indicative of the gradual decay of nature;
but he really, when he reflected upon the matter calmly again, was not by
any means wiUing to believe that it was so. " T h e fact is, my girl," said
he, " I have been of late so flurried, that it wouldn't be surprising if I
looked even paler than I do. For the last week, indeed, I have scarcely
had a wink ; and I'll defy any man, if he's as strong as an elephant, to
look so well as he ought to look, if he hasn't his natural rest."
" Oh, you look very well. My remark applied simply to your colour ;
but mere colour does not always, you know, indicate the existence of
health."
Immediately after tea, Llewellen and Valentine left them, the one to
herald the virtues of the widow to Louise, and the other to assure her of
his safe return. Valentine found that he had been anxiously expected, and
when she had affectionately welco'^ed h'n. back, Llewellen commenced a
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long tale having reference to the admirable characteristics of the widow.
" She is a plain, good, kind, motherly creature," said Valentine, anxious to
put an end to Llewellen's warm eulogia. '' But Fred is going rather too far."
" N o t a pit," cried Llewellen; "she's a tear of a woman, hur atmire
her !—ant Louey !—she cave me such peer !—two years olt, Louey !—peer
two years olt !"
" Oh, I'm sure I shall love her !" said Louise. " I
know I shall dearly. I must be introduced to her, you know, the first
thing in the morning. What time .si»a-»V I call ? "
" O h ! do not call, my love," .
I'alentine. "There will be no
necessity for that : she can come 'with me here."
" But papa, my dear, insists upon my calling. He says that I ought to
call first, in order to prevail iipon her to return with me ; and I am sure
that I am most anxious to show her every possible respect." Valentine,
in a moment, saw how the matter stood, and, therefore, said no more about
it; he simply, at the suggestion of Louise, named the time and there left it.
" And now," said Louise, playfully, looking at her watch, " I'll allow you
to remain with me ten minutes longer, and then you must go home and
have a long night's rest."
" I am not at all fatigued, my dear girl."
" Oh, I am sure that you
must be ! Poor Fred, you see, is already asleep."
" Well, it certainly is extraordinary that he should be asleep."
" I am'aware, of course, that that is no criterion; but ten minutes
longer!—I'll allow you no more." Valentine consented to remain but
ten minutes; and they then conversed earnestly upon the subject which
almost exclusively occupied their thoughts, until something induced Louise
to look again at the watch, when she found that two hours had flown away
somehow.
"Good gracious!" she exclaimed. "There, do not remain another
moment. Here have I been keeping you all this time, when you ought
to have been at rest, poor boy ! There, good night. Be sure you give my
dearest love at home ! "
They embraced each other, and having mutually exclaimed, " God bless
you ! " with heartfelt sincerity—they parted.
In the morning, at the appointed time, Louise arrived in the carriage.
Valentine had quite prepared his mother for this, and had endeavoured to
convince her that it was "nothing," which the good lady, even when she
saw it, could scarcely believe. But, oh ! when Louise entered the room
and flew towards her, and kissed her, and hung on her neck, and expressed
herself happy, all considerations ha-ving reference to style vanished ; she
felt that she loved her at once. Louise, on this occasion, was dressed as
plainly as possible, and this tended not only to heighten the effect of her
natural charms, but to enhance the good opinion of her friend, who saw
in her, not what she would have termed a " fine lady," but a gentle, affectionate, amiable girl, one whom she could love without any restraint. On
the other hand, Louise was delighted with her : she felt that she had then
indeed a friend in whom she could confide : nay, she felt that she then had
a mother. Under these delightful circumstances—and they were most
delightful to both—they sat down side by side upon the sofa, chatted
together, and opened their hearts to each other as unreservedly as if they
had really been parent and child. Louise was impatient to take her home.
" I will indeed," she exclaimed, "endeavour to make you so happy! and
papa will be so highly pleased to see you; and everything will be sa
delightful."
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" Indeed, my dear child, I feel already that I cannot but be happy with
you ! "
" You are a dear, good soul,' retumed Louise, " a n d I equally
feel that I cannot but love you."
Valentine at this point re-entered the room, and as the widow then
retired to " put on her things," Louise began to laud her to the skies. And
she did so with the utmost unaffected sincerity ; she felt what she expressed :
she did love her with the purest affection.
" Now, my dear child; I am quite at your service," said the widow, on
her return, with much gaiety.
The bell was rung, and Valentine prepared to go with them, when it was
intimated that the honour of his company was not then desired.
" Well, but give me a ride ! " cried Valentine. " Let me see you home ;
I don't want to interfere with your mystic arrangements ! "
Nor did he. All he wanted was to be by the side of his mother, lest on
getting into the carriage she should feel at all embarrassed ; but as he found
that they both understood each other perfectly, he just saw her introduced
to Raven, and left them.
During his absence from to'wn great progress had been made. T h e carpenters, and the plasterers, and the glaziers, and the paper-hangers, under
the active surveillance of Uncle John, had prepared the house for the reception of the furniture, which had already been chosen, and which certainly
reflected great credit upon his taste. T h a t only had to come in ; and when
it did come in, it was interesting to notice the spirit and pride with which he
superintended the whole of the arrangements. I n his view. Raven must of
necessity be astonished. H e felt perfectly certain of t h a t ; and as that was
one of the greatest immediate objects he had in view, he was happy.
On the other hand. Raven had not been inactive. Jewels, which had not
for years seen the light, had been drawij from their obscurity, polished,
and reset, to embellish Louise on the bridal morn.
These Louise, in the natural pride of her heart, could not conceal from
the eyes of her dear, kind friend.
T o her all were displayed, and the
widow was amazed at their dazzling beauty ; but when Louise placed
before her a watch thickly studded with brilliants, which Raven intended
to present actually to her, she scarcely knew how to express, or what to do
with he>3elf, her delight was so intense.
And thus matters proceeded ; each taking the greatest pleasure in the
task to be performed, and all feeling in the highest degree happy. Louise
got on amazingly with the assistance of her friend, whom she considered
the most clever creature breathing ! Oh, no one could be by possibility
comparabk with her ! T h e Misses Stevens—who were to be the bridemaids—were nothing equal to her, although at one time she did think them
clever in the extreme.
The day approached. Louise began to count the hours, and Valentine's
heart beat high. Nothing could exceed in brightness the prospect before
them. Not a cloud was visible : all was clear to the horizon, and beyond it
they had not the smallest doubt that all was equally beautiful and fair.
Uncle John was nearly ready. T h e y felt certain, from the delight which
his features portrayed, that Lis views had been m e t ; but not one of them
was suffered to enter the house ! N o : whe7i the place was tidy, they
might all be admitted ; he should indeed be happy to see them all t h e n :
but not before !—Such was the edict.
The task which Raven had proposed to himself had already been performed, with the exception, of course, of that which was not to be accom-
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phshed until the very day. He had therefore more time on his hands than
the rest; which time he spent chiefly alone. On the evening, however,
before the day on which they were all to dine specially with him—which
was the day before that on which the ceremony was appointed to take
place—he took occasion to intimate to Valentine that he wished to have a
word with him in private. Valentine was then on the point of leaving
for the night, but he stopped of course then, and as the rest, hearing the
intimation given, at once retired, he and Raven were left alone.
" My dear boy," exclaimed Raven, after a pause, " t h e day is at hand—
the day on which I hope that you and Louise will commence a long and
uninterrupted career of happiness—and as I shall not have another opportunity of speaking to you on the subject, I wish now to say a few—but a
very few words, before you take my girl from me." He went on to say,
with great intensity of feeling—" All the confidence that man can have in
man I have in you. I know you to be affectionate, I know you to be firm:
I know that you possess too the spirit of a man, to bear up boldly against
difficulties, whatever shape they may assume ; but I am getting old, and
weak, and apprehensive my boy, and that weakness—in spite of my conviction of its being unnecessary—prompts me to claim of you now a solemn
promise, that whatever may occur to me—God knows what may—but
whatever piay occur, you will be firm, still firm to Louise ! "
"Most solemnly," said Valentine, " I do promise this; and every
feeling of affection, as well as every principle of honour, binds me to the
faithful performance of that promise."
" You will never desert her, let what may happen to me ? "
"NEVER!"

" I am content. I never doubted your firmness, I never doubted your
sincerity; believe me, my boy, I never did ; but I felt it to be my duty to
^ibtain this promise from you—although it was previously implied—being
.- ve that by any promise directly given, you would feel bound for ever. In
life, my dear boy, a variety of things occur to us of which we have no previous conception, while things of which we are daily, nay hourly, in dread,
s.ever occur to us at all. None of us can tell what may happen ; but I am
happy in the conviction, that whatever may happen to me, you will still be
firm to poor Louise."
" Heaven forbid that anything should happen to you of sufficient importance to bring my firmness to the test ! "
" To that I say Amen."
" I cannot conceive," continued Valentine, " the possibility of anything
occurring to you which could do so much as that, for were you even to be lost
to us, the effect upon me would be to make me feel that I was bound to
Louise by an additional tie, being the only one—as I should be then—to
whom she had to look for protection. Fear not then ; under any circumstances, I tvill be firm ; I cannot be a traitor to my heart ! "
' ' You are a noble boy ! I hope nothing may occur; still the brain of an
old man teems with strange fears. But away now with all apprehensions.
May you be for ever happy ! Were anything to happen to that poor girl,
I should never survive it. She has been to me all that a child should be to
a father, and I feel in my heart that to her I have been all that a father
should be to a child. God bless her !—bless you both ! You will not mention what I have said to a soul; for others might imagine that I should not
have said what I have if I did in reality—as I do in reality—place implicit
confidence in your honour ! "
Valentine promised that not a syllable nn the subject should be men-
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tioned, and when Raven had again assured him that he held him in the
highest admiration, he took his leave. Still he could not but think all this
strange. He could well understand how a father, on the eve of the marriage
of his child, should feel anxious—deeply anxious—for her -n'elfare ; but he
could not at all understand why troubles, of which no prospect appeared,
should at such a time as that be, without the slightest reason, apprehended.
He would not, however, dwell upon that then. Raven, he knew, was an
eccentric creature, and to that he attributed all.
In the moming. Uncle John, having completed his task, gave notice
that at one o'clock precisely he should do himself the pleasure of calling
at the residence of Mr. Raven, to take him, Louise, Valentine, Llewellen,
and the -widow, to see the house ; and accordingly, at the hour appointed
he did call, and found them all prepared, and very anxious to see it. " I
have the honour to announce to you, ladies and gentlemen," he observed,
with all possible pomp, as his little eyes twinkled with pleasure,—" I have
the honour to announce that the future residence of certain parties,—one
of whom shall be especially nameless, for her name is now scarcely worth
twenty hours' purchase,—is perfectly ready for inspection ; and I have also
the honour to announce that the humble individual who now stands before
you will be happy to conduct you thereto without delay ! "
This announcement was hailed with delight, and they were all most
happy to shake hands with the herald, and to place themselves under his
guidance. The carriage,—wliich had been ordered at one on the strength
of his reputation for punctuality,—was then at the door ; and therefore all
but Llewellen and Valentine entered it at once,—Uncle John having given
instractions to the two outcasts to take a cab and keep behind them; and
thus in due time they arrived at the theatre of his glory.
What pleasure they all expressed -when they entered the house; what
raptures they were in as they passed through the rooms; what delight,
in short, every arrangement inspired, may be conceived. Under less
auspicious circumstances, probably, they would have felt, as a matter of
course, bound to express themselves with some considerable warmth ; but
here was ample reason for their rapture. Uncle John had not only realized
his sanguine anticipations ; he had surpassed them !—he had, indeed, made
it " a residence fit for a prince ! "
Such being the case, then, Valentine, knowing that the cellars had been
also well furnished, proposed, with great eloquence. Uncle John's health ;
a proposition to which all responded, and the wine -was produced, when
his health was drunk, and then, " Health to the bride ! " and then that of
the bridegroom, and then Mr. Raven's, and then the widow's, and then
Llewellen's, the whole of which were honoured with the utmost cordiality,
and every heart seemed filled with joy.
All but Uncle John then returned. He had to go home to dress for
dinner, a»d to give an impetus to the movements of Whitely,—who, on
this particular occasion, had been specially invited,—which he did, and
that with so much success, that precisely at half-past six they left home to
join the happy people at the house of Mr. Raven.
On their arrival Louise, Valentine, Raven, Llewellen, and the widowwere assembled in the drawing-room, chatting so gaily, and looking so
joyous, that they seemed quite resolved that the cares of the world should
be shut out at least for the night.
At this happy moment Uncle John and Whitely entered, and Louise ran
to meet Mr. Whitely and to give him a smiling wekome, which he grace-
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fully acknowledged ; but the instant the eye of Raven met his, he started
as if struck with paralysis. In Raven he beheld the seducer of his wife ;
and he stood for a moment struggling with those feelings which the sight
of him had aroused ; but as the vivid recollection of his wrongs rushed
at once with overwhelming impetuosity upon him, he sprang at Raven's
throat with maniacal fury.
" Villain ! " he exclaimed, fiercely ; " cruel, heartless, monstrous villain !
My children !—where, where are my children ? "
" Stand off !" cried Llewellen.
" Are you mad ? " exclaimed Valentine. " Let go your hold ! " and he
instantly forced him back and held him.
Raven uttered not a word. He sank at once upon the breast of Llewellen,
by whom he was borne senseless from the room.

CHAPTER

LVII.

Explaining various Matters touchi7tg the ill-timed Recogttition.
FOR some time after Raven—who was instantly followed by the fainting
Louise and her dear trembling friend—had left the room, Whitely,
Uncle John, and Valentine, stood in mute amazement. The expression of
Whitely's countenance, however, amounted almost to that of madness ;
his eyes rolled frightfully, and he ground his teeth fiercely, while his hands
were tightly clenched, as if indeed he had had still Raven's throat in his
grasp. At length a word from Uncle John broke the spell which thus
bound him, and he exclaimed, " Why, why, do I stand here, when I have
him in my power ?"
" H o l d !" cried Valentine, as Whitely made an attempt to rush from
the room. " Would you murder the man ? "
" Murder him ! "
•" This is neither the time nor the place for you to
seek redress of -wrongs."
" W h a t are time and place to m e ? " exclaimed Whitely. "What is
courtesy to me, when I have that villain within my reach ? "
" By Heaven ! " cried Valentine, " you shall not leave this room except
with the view of quitting the house. If he be the man by whom you have
been injured, you know where he is to be found : proceed against him
legally as you please ; but while / have strength to prevent it, you shall
touch him no more."
Whitely stood and looked wildly at Valentine ; but knowing his resolute
character, he made no attempt to force his way.
" M y good friend," said Uncle John, soothingly, "pray be advised
pray, pray do not let passion blind you to reason. I know you have cause
for being thus ; I know that your wrongs have been dreadful; but come,
let us talk the matter over : let us see what is best to be done. It is certainly a melancholy thing—a very melancholy thing; but my dear friend,
no good can arise from any frantic desire for revenge ! Come, let us go
together : be guided by me : indeed I would not advise you to pursue any
course inconsistent with your duty as a man. There, let us return : there,
that's right : I knew that you would be reasonable : I knew you'd be
advised."
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Whitely was passive as Uncle John took his arm, and permitted himself
to be led from the house without uttering another word.
Valentine now was alone ; but although the event had come like a
thunderbolt upon him, he soon recovered his self-possession. " This, then,
is what Raven so much dreaded!" thought h e ; "this is the discovery
which he imagined would so strongly test my firmness. Well; the test
has been applied. Has that firmness been shaken ? Why should it ? why
should I love Louise less than before ? Doubtless her father deserves the
epithet applied to him by Whitely : doubtless he has been a seducer, a
villain ; but ought that to undermine my affection for Louise, or to induce
me to break my plighted faith to her, solely because she is his child ?
Are we never to admit the fact when we behold it, that a fair branch may
spring from a foul stem ? Is every beautiful bud to be blighted, because
corruption is to be found in the parent tree ? If the child cannot be free
from those vices which characteriz-e the parent, honour, innocence, and
purity can have no existence but in name. However desperately wicked
a father may be, it surely does not follow that he must of necessity contaminate his child. In this case I am sure that it is not so, and hence,
were he even loaded with iniquities, I could never desert her."
Having paced the room for some time, deeply engaged in suggesting,
with the view of repudiating every objection which could by possibility be
urged, he rang the bell, for all in the house appeared to be in a most extraordinary state of excitement. No one answered. He rang again; still no
one appeared. A third time he rang with some violence, and eventually
the sentimental porter came up, and with tears in his eyes, inquired if it
were true that he had rung.
" I want Morgan," said Valentine ; "tell her to come here."
" She's with missis, sir : poor dear missis ! which is very ill, sir. I'm
afeard that she never will get over it."
" Get over what, sir? What
do you mean ? Desire one of the girls to tell my mother I wish to see
her."
The fellow heaved a hea-vy sigh, and quitted the room with an elaborately lengthened visage. In a short time the widow appeared, and having
thrown her arms round the neck of Valentine, buried her face in his bosom
and sobbed aloud. " Mother, mother !" said he, as he led her to the sofa.
" Come, come, come, you must not go on thus."
" Oh, my dear, this
is sad, very sad : it is indeed very shocking, and at such a time too ! "
" It is unfortunate, most unfortunate : but how is Louise ? "
" Poor thing ! I don't know how in the world she wiU ever survive it.
She has been twice in the most violent hysterics, and she is now crying fit
to break her heart.'—I much fear that it will prove her death-blow."
" Nonsense, nonsense, mother ! The thing is bad enough, it is true,
but it is not so dreadful as it at first sight appears."
" Oh ! but it is a very terrible shock to the feelings of a poor dear girl, at
so critical a time as this."
"Well, well: can I see Louise?"
" Bless you, my dear, not on any account. She is in bed, and we have
sent for the physician, and I expect him here every instant. I am sure
that if she were to see you now, she would go off again, and we should
never bring her to."
" I am afraid that you are but a poor comforter, mother : but return to
her, and cheer her, and give her this kiss, and tell her from me that she
must bear up against it ; that the effects of the shock will very soon pass
away ; that it really is nothing particularly terrible, and that, notwith-
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standing what has occurred, I shall be ready in the morning at eleven
precisely. '
^
" O h ! that, my love, is altogether out of the question ; that must be
postponed."
'' Why should it ? "
" H a r k ! that is the physician; yes, there is his carriage. I'll come
again, my poor boy, as soon as I can ; but pray keep up your spirits."
"Keep up yours, mother ; and be sure you keep up those of Louise "
The widow promised to do so, if possible, and darted from the room to
receive the physician.
Valentine could not feel surprised at Louise having been shocked at this
ill-timed drscovery; he thought it, under the circumstances, but natural •
and as he did not apprehend that anything serious would ensue he resolved not to give way at all to dejection. He therefore rang the bell
again, and when the same puritanical person, whom Valentine did not suppose to be more virtuous than the rest of his caste, re-appeared, he desired
him to inform Mr. Llewellen that he was anxious to have a word with him
there. The porter, who appeared to be somewhat more dreadfully afflicted
than before, vanished gradually to accomplish the object of his mission, and
in a short time Llewellen came into the room. " My tear boy," said he,
"phot's all this treatful pusiness ? Inteet hur can make neither het nor
tail of it at aM, look you ! "
" How is your uncle ?" inquired Valentine.
"Inteet, now, he seems very poorly. Put phot tit Whitely mean py
his chiltren?"
" H e was enraged," rephed Valentine, who perceived
that Llewellen had not been much enlightened on the subject. " It appears to be an unhappy affair altogether."
" S o it is ; put hur ton't understand it ! Hur fear there's something
treatful at the pottom of it, look you ! Inteet t' cootness, hur to."
" I wish you would do me a favour," said Valentine, who felt that as
Llewellen knew nothing about the matter, he might just as well be kept
still in ignorance as not. " I wish you would tell Mr. Raven that I should
be happy to speak with him for one moment."
" By all means. Hur wish you coot kit to the pottom of it; for although
hur've pin sitting with him all this time, hur havn't pin aple to kit him to
explain a single wort."
" Tell him I'll not detain him long."
"Very coot," said Llewellen, who left the room at once ; and after the
lapse of three minutes, which were occupied by Valentine in rehearsing the
part he had to perform, he returned with a communication, the substance
of which was, that Raven was so unwell, that he felt quite unequal to the
task of conversing with him upon the subject then ; but he hoped that in a
few hours he should be sufficiently recovered to do so. " Hur ton't at all
know phot's the matter," added Llewellen. " Inteet, it's all a mysterious
tream to me ; hur only know that hur never saw tears in my uncle's eyes
pefore. Put hur say, my poy, how apout tinner ? Is that to pe totally
knocked on the het ? "
" Unhapptty, the dinner which we were to have had has been completely set aside by this unfortunate affair."
" Put we must have some sort of a tinner. We can't pe starved to teth.'
Hur wish t' cootness that Whitely hat pin at the pottom of the Tet Sea,
insteat of coming here to kick up a preeze before tinner. Put let's see
apout i t : let's co town at once. Hur know there are some peautiful
things, pecause poor Louey tolt me ; therefore let's co town and see apout
the pusiness. We shall all pecome skeletons upon the face of the earth !"
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Valentine consented to accompany him, not, indeed, because h e had the
slightest inclination to eat then ; but because, having nothing else to do,
it was, at least, as far as he was concerned, immaterial whether he sat at
the table or not. Llewellen, of course, did not suffer much time to elapse
before he ordered dinner up, and when in regular course it was produced,
he certainly held it to be a lamentable thing that the rest should have been
deprived of the enjoyment thereof
H e did not, however, consider himself
justified in permitting his grief, on that account, to interfere with his appetite. It would, perhaps, have been unwise if he had ; but whether such
would in reality have been the case or not, he thought it perfectly unnecessary, and therefore assailed each course with all his wonted zeal.
He
was, notwithstanding, much annoyed at the fact of Valentine being so
delicate on that occasion, and contended that the circumstance of a man's
appetite having the faculty of being destroyed by other means than those
of eating, was a phenomenon which had never been sufficiently explained.
This position was not impugned. Valentine had no disposition at that
time to supply the desideratum, for although he had firmly resolved on
bearing up against any disappointment of which the ill-timed event might
be productive, he was not in good spirits, nor did he feel then the slightest
inclination to force them.
It was not until Llewellen had nearly finished his dinner that the physician left the house; but the moment he had left, the widow came to
communicate to Valentine the fact, that poor Louise was in a high state
of fever, and that therefore she would have to be kept for several days
(juiet. " I explained to the physician," she added, " w h a t was to have
taken place in the morning ; but although he assured me that the poor
dear girl was in no absolute danger, he declared that every idea of that
kind must be utterly abandoned."
This point, then, was settled, and Valentine received the intelligence
with firmness ; and having begged of his mother to return to I^ouise
instantly, and to let him know the moment the slightest change took place,
he buried himself in his own thoughts, making his ardent anxiety for Louise,
to some extent, counteract the bitterness of that feeling of disappointment
which he found it impossible entirely to suppress.
While he was thus occupied, expecting every moment to be summoned
by Raven, Whitely and Uncle John were engaged in a warm conversation,
touching the most correct course to be pursued. Whitely, as might have
been anticipated, urged the propriety of vengean ce. H e contended that he
was justified in inflicting upon his enemy the utmost terrors of the law :
and declared that he would have him denounced in a court of justice to the
world, and held up to lasting execration. Uncle John, on the contrary,
suggested a compromise, and offered to effect it on the most brilliant terms,
having resolved, if even Raven would not accede to his proposal, to make
up the amount himself
But Whitely spurned the idea at once. " W h a t ! "
he exclaimed, indignantly, " c o m p r o m i s e in a case of this description with
so monstrous a villain ! ISTever ! I'll pursue him with the utmost rigour :
it shall never be said that I compromised my honour, which in reality I
should do, by consenting to compromise with h i m . "
" But let us look at this matter more calmly, my friend," said Uncle
J o h n ; " l e t us look at it solely as men of the world. You have been
wronged, deeply wronged : of that I cannot entertain the smallest doubt,
and you are justified in bringing him who has wronged you to justice—nay,
you are in a social sense bound to do so if it be possible ; but although
- 3 «
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I can have no moral doubt whatever of the fact, allow me to ask, what
legal proof have you that you have been wronged by this man ?"
" Oh ! I can produce a chain of circumstances sufficiently strong to
bring it home to him legally. I'll fix him ! Oh, he shall not escape !"
" Very well, in that case I still say that you are bound to act precisely
as you propose ; but for your own sake, be sure that ample means are
available before you pr.jceed too far."
It was perfectly clear to Uncle John that Whitely had no such means ;
and being, therefore, more anxious to effect a compromise than ever, he left
him to call upon Raven, with the view of suggesting to him the expediency
of some private arrangement.
On arriving at the house, he was immediately shown into the diningroom, which was occupied still by Valentine and Llewellen ; and although
he expected that, as a matter of course, the sudden shock would be sufficient to induce a postponement of the marriage, it affected him deeply when
he heard of the serious illness of Louise.
Having expressed his concern very feelingly, and endeavoured to console
Valentine by all the means in his power—knowing well that he felt much
more than he appeared to feel—he inquired for Raven, and on learning
that he was still in his room, he begged Llewellen to inform him that he
wished to have five minutes' conversation with him alone. " Tell him,"
he added, "that it is on a subject of immediate importance, and that
although it may be settled in five minutes, there is now not a moment
to be lost."
Llewellen accordingly went to deliver this message, and shortly retumed
with an answer to the effect, that although Raven still felt exceedingly ill,
he had consented to see him. Uncle John, therefore, followed his guide,
and was ushered at once into the room.
As he entered, Raven was sitting at the table in a state of extreme dejection, but he rose on the instant, and said, with a faltering voice, " My
friend,—for a friend I must still consider you, however much you may
loathe the sight of me,—this, indeed, is a terrible affair."
Uncle John took his hand and sat down beside him, and then said, " It
is a sad business. But," he added, " it is a thing which must be met ! It
is useless now to mourn the event, or to dwell upon that which induced it.
What has happened has happened. I wish not to refer to it now, but as a
thing which having been done cannot be undone. But here is an imrnediate difficulty, one which must be faced : the only question, therefore, is,
how is it to ba surmounted ? "
"That, indeed, is the question. How can it be? What can be proposed ? How am I to act ?"
" Can it not be in some way arranged? Can it not be done privately
without having recourse to law ? "
" As far as I am concerned, most willingly would I do anythirig to settle
it. I'll give him ten thousand pounds, or, if that wi'l not satisfy him, I'll
give him fifteen, or even twenty, provided he will u.idertake to annoy me no
more."
" It was in order to suggest something of inat kind that I came here this
evening. I have named the subject to him already, and although he was
naturally indignant, and spurned the idea of a compromise, declaring that
he would have law and nothing but law, I think that eventually he might
be induced to consent to some arrangement, which I am sure would be
better for all parties concerned,"
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" Let him but consent to any arrangement, and I am willing to agree to
it at once. I'll give him anything to settle it : any sum he thinks proper
to demand : and I could suggest something which would render the expediency of such a settlement apparent in his calmer moments, even to him."
" What is it ? Let me know, that I may urge him to adopt, as a matter
of expediency, the course you have now to propose."
"My friend," said Raven, with intensity, " I am perfectly well aware
that you abhor the crime of which I acknowledge to you that I am guilty,
as much as '.ny man can ; but as, before me, you have suppressed what
you feel, and have come to me in the character of a man of the world to
argue the matter upon worldly grounds alone, I will meet you upon those
grounds, with the view of stating what I conceive to be sufficient to convince Mr. Whitely—or Whitbread, as I always understood his name to be
—of the expediency at least of consenting to settle the matter, as I am
anxious it should be settled, and that without delay. In the first place,
then, let us look at the course which he proposes to pursue : I would not
injure that man more deeply than he has already been injured; I would
not have him incur legal expenses, which must, of necessity, fall upon him;
nor am I willing to take advantage of his position, as I sufficiently prove,
by offering him any sum of money he thinks proper to claim. But he proposes to go to law ; and he can do so, doubtless ; there is nothing more
easy than for a man to go to law ; but I am anxious to have him understand, at once, that no law can touch me ! He has, of course, told you
all. He charges me, in the first place, with the seduction of his wife.
How can he, legally, substantiate that charge ? How is he to prove it ?
He can produce no witnesses; and if he could, as the thing happened
nearly fifteen years ago, he could not bring an action against me now;
while, even, if we assume that he could do so, the amount of damages he
could obtain would be as nothing when compared with the sum I now offer
to give him. As far as that is concerned, then, it is manifest that he would
in any case be a loser by going to law; and when we come to the other
charge, which refers to his confinement as a lunatic, it cannot be shown
that I had anything to do with that transaction; and, even if it could, he
must know it to be perfectly ridiculous to suppose that I am legally responsible for the acts of the two physicians by whom the certificate was signed,
and whose signatures alone would indemnify me if I had even been directly
instrumental in obtaining them ; but I had nothing whatever to do with the
certificate ; my name does not in any way appear ; so that he can have no
possible grounds for proceeding against me as the person who caused him
to be confined. If, therefore, he will but reflect upon this ; if he can but
be brought to understand his position, which is in reality one of utter helplessness as far as the law is concern'-d, he cannot fail to perceive the expediency of consenting to some such arrangement as that BOW proposed. I
should not have spoken thus on a subject of this kind, had you not appeared here with the view, not of denouncing the crime of which I have
been guilty, but of suggesting the best means of meeting the difficulty which
that criine has induced. I should have been, under any other circumstances,
ashamed to argue the matter, as I have done, in this cool, calculating strain ;
for, however hatefiil I may appear, I still hope that I am not dead to every
proper feeling ; but as you wished to know what I could urge at all calculated to promote a private settlement of this most unhappy affair, I felt
myself justified in stating the case as if the point to be considered were one
of a pecuniary character solely."
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To every word of this Uncle John listened with deep attention. He
weighed every sentence as Raven deliberately proceeded, and could not but
feel that, in a worldly point of view, nothing could be more conclusive. He
had, indeed, formed an exceedingly bad opinion of his character as a man,
Uit he looked upon him then but as an advocate; and being firmly convinced that the course proposed was the only one which Whitely could
pursue with any chance of success, he at once expressed his determination
to employ all the means in his power, with the view of inducing him to
adopt it.
" Pray, do so," said Raven; " not for me, but for the sake of my child.
For her sake I am anxious that this matter should not be exposed in a court
of law ; for although I know that no law can reach me, the public disgrace
of which the fact of its being brought into court might be productive, would
render my poor girl wretched for life. He is justified, of course, in doing
all he can against me ; but by going to law, he will but injure himself, not
me ; except, indeed, in so far as the exposi may be concerned ; and I question much, whether he can bring sufficient evidence to induce even the public
to believe him, anxious as they invariably are to believe everything which
happens to be charged against a man. Urge him, pray, urge him ! to look
at the thing in this light. He cannot, in any way, benefit himself: he
will, on the contrary, have to pay ruinously for any attempt to obtain legal
revenge. Use your utmost influence : prevail upon him, if possible, to
consent to an arrangement. I think, that if he can bring himself to look
at the case as it stands, with reference solely to his power to injure me, he
will eventually yield."
" I think so, too," said Uncle John ; " I'll return to him at once, and
put each point as strongly as possible."
" But, my friend, independently of this, what is to be done ? "
" W e had better enter into no other subject at present. Let this be
settled first. That to which we have looked forward with so much pleasure must now, of course, be postponed."
" T h a t , " said Raven, "is inevitable. But, Valentine, he has been
waiting to see me all the evening, and I know that he bears up against it
like a man ; but I really have not nerve enough to meet him."
" It is unnecessary that you should do so now. I'll take him home with
me. He has been waiting, I apprehend, more with the view of being near
poor Louise."
•" Thank Heaven ! she is now much more calm. If
anything were to happen to her, the little time I have to live would be
passed in constant torture."
" Let us hope for the best. I have not the smallest doubt that, with
care, she will soon be restored. But, good-night. This task must be accomplished before I sleep."
" I leave it with confidence entirely in
your hands. Whatever you propose I will gladly accede to."
Uncle John then left him, and looked in upon Valentine, who, having
just heard from his mother that Louise was going on well, and that, moreover, she was then calmly sleeping, consented to accompany him home;
and on their way he applauded the anxiety of his uncle to effect a private
settlement of the affair; and his uncle, in return, applauded his declaration, that, notwithstanding what had occurred, or what might occur hereafter, prejudicial to the character of Raven, he felt, and should continue
to feel, bound to keep faith with Louise.
On reaching home, they were informed by Mrs. Smugman, who
appeared at the door, much perturbed, that Horace vva; m the house, in a
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state of intoxication, as she strongly suspected ; that he had forced his
way into Goodman's chamber; and that, after havhig acted with much
violence there, he went into the drawing-room, from which he declared
that he never would stir till they retumed. They were both, of course,
highly indignant at this, and proceeded at once to the drawing-room,
where they found Horace stretched fast asleep upon the sofa. It was not
.long before they aroused him, although he slept soundly, for they were
not very choice of the means by which he was awakened : they had him
up in the shortest possible period of time, and the moment their efforts
had been crowned with success, he exclaimed, " A h ! my two trumps!
Well, how are you ? "
" What is your business with us ?" sternly demanded Uncle John.
"Now, is that the way to address an old friend?" returned Horace,
with an extraordinary look, and in an equally extraordinary tone of
remonstrance. " Is it regular ? Does it sound at all pretty ?"
"Whatever you have to say, young man, say at once."
" There you go again—' young man !'
Why do you cut away in that
nasty manner ? "
" Why are you here ?"
" That's the point ! I am here in the responsible capacity of plenipoextraordinary from the governor, and when I produce my credentials, I
do expect to be treated -with all the courtesy that's regular.
I have got
a -whole lot of dirty documents here, -wdiich I am authorized to give up
on a certain condition. But come, do7i't be crusty; sit down, and look
pleasant, and then I'll let you into the whole business."
" I wish," said Uncle John, " you had come at a more seasonable hour."
" Well, how could I help it ? I started off this moming early enough,
and I should have been here at a more seasonable hour, only I happened
to meet with a few out-and-outers, who couldn't do without me ! "
Concci-ving that his object was to restore Goodman's papers, Uncle
John then gravely took his seat. " N o w then," said Horace, "here we
have, you see, a lot of rummy pieces of parchment, which the governor
wished me to deliver into the hands of his brother; but as that old fool,
who never was known to listen to reason when it proceeded from my lips,
has referred me to you, I have waited here all this time, and would have
continued to wait, if you hadn't come home till the week after next."
" Well, sir, what do you propose?"
" Why, assuming that you have full powers to act, I propose to deliver
them to you, on condition that, as the governor is not very flush, he is
never to be called upon to pay the little bill of those dirty scamps of
lawyers."
" A r e these all the papers which belonged to my friend ? "
" Why, of course ! Do you think that I would bring less than all ? "
" Very well, sir ; I am willing to receive them."—-—" And to give me
an acknowledgment of your having received them, and to name the condition, of course ? Then you know it will be all right and regular."
" Well, sir, I'll even take it upon myself to do that," said Uncle John,
who accordingly wrote an acknowledgment to the effect that he had
received the documents on the condition named, the terms of which he, on
the part of Mr. Goodman, had agreed to.
"Well," said Horace, on taking the receipt.
" A n d now, what are
you going to stand ? You never 'oring out the ghost of a glass of wine to
give a fellow."
" W e are busy, very busy," said Uncle John ; " I beg
that you will detain us no longer."
" Oh ! very well! Why don't you say at once, ' There's the door ;
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you'd better cut i t ! '
You want to offend me, I suppose, but you won't;
although it's enough to make a man go slap into hysterics, to see the base
ingratitude of this blessed world. But never mind. Ta, ta ! You don't
suppose that I want your eighteen-penny port. It's only the look of the
thing that stuns me ! But adieu ! It'll all be one in the grave.
We
never know the value of a friend till we've lost him."
Having calmly delivered himself to this effect, he stuck his hat on one
side of his head so ingeniously, that his right eye and ear were concealed,
and -walked with an air of magnanimity from the house, when Uncle John
at once proceeded to Goodman's chamber with the documents, conceiving
that the property of his friend was now secure.
It will, however, be proper to mention here, that these documents were
utterly valueless. Walter, yielding to his wife, who was warmly backed
by Horace, had disposed of every available species of property, and
had sent these worthless pieces of parchment back, in the full conviction
that his brother, being then much too weak to examine them, would
give instructions for all legal proceedings to be stayed, if indeed he did
not undertake to defray the expenses already incurred.
All this had been effectually accomplished ; Uncle John had undertaken,
in his friend's name, to settle -with the attorney, and when the documents
-were carried to Gioodman, he felt so exhausted, that they were at once set
aside without even being looked at. The fact of Horace having burst
into the rtiom, had thro-wn him into a state of excitement which nearly
proved fatal. It was evident to Uncle John when he entered, that another
such a shock would be the last he would ever experience. He trembled
violently even then, and gasped for breath as he pressed his friend's hand,
and begged of him not to leave him until he had become more composed.
"Valentine, that good boy," said he, after a pause, in a voice so faint
that it verged upon a whisper, " is going to be married in the moming. I
pray that he may be happy ! "
" T h e marriage," said Uncle John, " has been postponed. The young
lady has been taken very suddenly ill."
" I am very sorry for it. Young
or old, my dear friend, all have their afflictions."
Goodman, with a sigh, relapsed again into silence, which Uncle John
did not disturb, but sat patiently -with him until he conceived that he had
fallen into a slumber, when he stealthily quitted the room. It was then
that he ascertained that while he was with Goodman, Whitely, who had
been, contrary to his usual custom, from home the whole of the evening,
had retumed ; and having leamed that Valentine, by whom he had been
spoken to somewhat harshly at Raven's, was in the drawing-room, he had
retired at once to his chamber. Uncle John was, therefore, compelled to
defer the performance of the task he had proposed, but sat up till midnight
conversing with Valentine, who was still sustained by that firmness which
enables a man to regard difficulties but as evils to be surmounted, no
matter what shape they may assume.

CHAPTER

LVIII.

Interview of Uncle John and Whitely with Mr. Writall, an Attorney-at-law.
IMMEDIATELY after breakfast the next moming, Valentine left, with the
hope of hearing that Louise had made some progress towards restoration;
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and when he had done so. Uncle John cautiously reopened the subject of
the compromise he anxiously desired to effect between Whitely and Raven.
" I saw Raven last evening," said he, " and I do not believe that I ever
beheld any one so conscience-stricken in my whole life."
" T h e scoundrel ! " exclaimed Whitely, " I -wonder he is not ashamed
to show his face to you or any other honourable man."
" He is ashamed : he was ashamed to see me last evening. I had the
utmost difficulty to obtain an interview with him, and when I did, 1 found
him frightfully dejected. Of course, our conversation touched solely upon
this unhappy subject, and he urged me most earnestly to exert whatever
influence I might have, with the view of prevailing upon you to consent to
. some private arrangement, not for his sake indeed, but for the sake of his
child, who is now lying seriously ill."
" For her, poor girl, I am sorry—very sorry ; I feel that I could not be
more so were she even my own ; for Valentine, also, am I sorry; for
although he spoke unkindly to me, I cannot but believe that he did it
solely to check a species of perhaps unjustifiable rashness : I am sorry for
them both, and would do much to save them from annoyance ; but I cannot bring myself to believe that I should be acting as a man under the
circumstances ought to act, if I permitted that villain to escape."
" It was for them—only for them, that he pleaded. As far as he was
concerned, he acknowledged that you were bound as a man to pursue him
by all means in your power."
" And pursue him I will !"
" Of course, knowing him as I do, and being connected with him
through Valentine, as I am, it will be but natural for you to imagine that I
lean somewhat towards him without sufficiently considering you."
" Indeed, my d«ar friend, I do not. Your honesty of purpose, your
integrity, the pure principles by which I know you to be guided, tend to
strengthen my conviction that you are incapable of advising me to adopt
any course which you deem inconsistent with my honour."
" I acknowledge that I lean so far towards him as to be anxious to
have this melancholy affair settled, as far as it can be, privately : not for
him—for his conduct admits of no extenuation—but for his poor child,
whose heart any public exposure would go far towards breaking. But if
even I had no knowledge whatever of him or of any one with whom he is
connected, as your friend, I should advise you, for your own sake alone,
not to plunge into the uncertain depths of the law, being afraid—as I
should be in such a case as this—that although in reputation you might
seriously injure him, you would in doing so more seriously injure yourself
^ou know more of the law which bears upon this point, — doubtless, much
more than I do : but even in the event of my having no knowledge whatever of the party on the other side, I should argue with you thus : You
are anxious to go to law : very well. You cannot proceed criminally : you
must bring a civil action; you may even bring two : you bring two actions :
you succeed in both : and the punishment awarded is of a pecuniary character. Now, what amount of damages, I ask, would you be likely to
get ?—anything like five thousand pounds ? "
" In all probability, not half that amount."
"Well, assuming that there was a prospect of obtaining that amount,
what would you say if, instead of the trouble, the anxiety, the risk of a
trial, you were offered ten thousand pounds down ? "
" M y answer would be this: I cannot feel justified in entering into
anything like a compromise with a villain."
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" Are you justified in ruining yourself to be revenged on a villain ? And
would you not be utterly ruined in the event of a failure ? "
" I am poor, very poor : that cannot be disguised."
' ' Avoid then, going to law with a rich man."
" But if that doctrine were to obtain, the poor would be crushed by the
rich with impunity ! "
" N o t in a case of this description, in which the rich man proposes to
pay, perhaps, ten times the amount that could be gained by resorting to
law. This is not like a case in which a man offers to give a certain sum
to escape corporeal punishment. If it were possible to punish him in any
other way than that of attacking his purse, there might perhaps be some
grounds for hesitation ; but he can only be thus punished, and he offers to
punish himself : he offers to pay at once ten thousand pounds, and thus to
relieve you from all anxiety about the issue of a trial, and I must say that
the issue in this case, to say the least of it, is of an extremely doublfu\
character."
" I do not think so. From all that I can leam, I am induced to believe
that I ought not to entertain the smallest doubt about the matter. Last
night I was introduced to an exceedingly clever lawyer—with whom I have
an appointment this morning at twelve, -who assured me distinctly, when I
had explained the chief features, that in such a case as mine, which exhibits
so monstrous a oombination of wrongs, the law would fall upon the wronger
vWth terrible vengeance. Now, as I am anxious to remove the impression
you entertain, that the law is inoperative in a case of this description, I
shall be glad if you will accompany me this morning as my friend, that
you may hear how the law stands, and judge for yourself."
" I shall indeed be most happy to do so, feeling perfectly assured of
your belief, that although I am still in communication with Raven, I shall
take no advantage of any thing I may hear, which, if known on the other
side, might tend to prejudice your case."
" You may be assured that that is my belief. For were it not so, I
certainly should not have been so anxious for you to go with me. You can
appear in the sole character of my friend : your knowdedge of the other
party need not at all transpire."
It was at once then arranged that they .should wait upon this gentleman
together; and accordingly, at the hour appointed, they proceeded to the
office of Mr. Writall.
On ringing the ofiice-bell, their ears were addressed by a slight consumptive tick, when, on the door opening, they entered, and beheld an
emaciated little being, who was then in the act of enjoying a pinch of
snuff, which appeared to be the only luxury within his reach, and who, in
answer to Whitely's question, which had reference to the fact of Mr.
Writall being within, said he didn't know exactly, but he'd see ; he then
inquired the name of Whitely, and disappeared. He was not absent long.
He soon retumed, announced that Mr. Writall was within, and immediately ushered them into the sanctum. As they entered, Mr. Writall,
who was a man of immense personal importance, and whose cheeks were
peculiarly bloated, was standing with his right thumb in the arm-hole of
his waistcoat, and his left foot on a chair, looking particularly pompous.
" I hope you are well, sir," said he, in a dignified wobble, swelling each
word until it became as much as his mouth could hold. " A friend, I
presume ? " Whitely answered by formally introducing Uncle John, and
they sat do-wn with business-like views. '' I have been thinking, sir, oi
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this immense case, of which you told me. I have been turning it deliberately over in my mind, and having deeply consulted the best authorities upon
the subject, I have no hesitation in saying that the course is quite clear."
" I have," said Whitely, " an absolute hold upon him, then ? "
" Undoubtedly—beyond all dispute ; an immense hold."
"That is the grand point," retumed Whitely, for the satisfaction of
Uncle John,—" that is the grand point that I am anxious to have explained."
"Than which explanation, sir, nothing can be more easy. The defendant seduced your wife. He cohabited with her. She was under his
protection. Of course an action for cri7n. co7t. will lie there."
"Notwithstanding it occurred nearly fifteen years since?"
" Notwithstanding it occurred nearly fifteen years since. All we'shall
have to do will be to show, that by maliciously causing you to be confined
in an asylum for lunatics, he placed it completely out of your power to
bring your action within the period prescribed by the statute."
" Exactly ; I understand ; and this, of course, can be shown ? "
" O f course."
" Will you allow me," said Uncle John, '' to ask liov/ ? "
" By the production of witnesses."
"But, unfortunately, my friend Mr. Whi'cely has no witnesses."
" N o witnesses? Where is the proprietor of the asylum?—where are
the keepers ? Subpoena them all ; bring them all up ! "
" Can they prove that the defendant. Raven, compassed, or was in any
•way connected with the incarceration of my friend ? "
" T h a t remains to be seen."
"But, like all pitident men, Mr.
Whitely is anxious to see his way clearly before he proceeds."
" It is impossible for him not, sir, to see his way clearly."
" Upon
my word," observed Whitely, " I confess that I cannot at present."
" H a v e you the slightest doubt that these persons can prove the defendant to have directly or indirectly caused you to be confined ? "
" I am afraid they know nothing of him. His nams did not in any way
appear."
"Well, that is a difficulty very soon got over. If they cannot
prove it, other witnesses can."
" W h a t other witnesses ? " inquired Whitely.
" Oh, I'll undertake to produce witnesses," replied Mr. Writall, nodding
very mysteriously.
" I really cannot see where we shall find them."
" Oh, that is soon
overcome. I'll stake my reputation on finding sufficient witnesses."
" Then of course," said Uncle John, who looked at Whitely as if he did
not understand it, " we may assume that point to be settled ? "
" O f course."
" And that the settlement of that point will be sufficient ? "
" And that the settlement of that point will be sufficient."
"But on what authority was my friend here received and detained by
the proprietor of the asylu'n in question ? Was not his authority the certificate of the two physicians ? "
" Undoubtedly ; the certificate of the two physicians."
" How, then, can we impugn this, their evidence of my friend's insanity
at the time ? "
" I'll manage it. Leave that to me."
"But," urged Whitely, " h o w is it to be done ? "
" I f it cannot be done in one way, it can in another. We can even
indict all concerned for a conspiracy."
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" But what witnesses have we to sustain such an indictment ? "
"Witnesses are to be found—affidavits are to be had. Leave the whole
thing to me. If the worst comes to the worst, we can harass him so, that
he will be but too happy to compromise the matter, by coming down handsomely."
" A n d what, may I ask," said Uncle John, " would you consider a handsome sum in such a case ? "
" Why, as he is a rich man, I'd make him come down with a couple of
thousand pounds. I'd let him off for very httle less."
"But were he to offer to put down at once such a sum as—say ten thousand pounds
"
" Oh, such a sum as that is altogether out of the question. A large sum,
sir, is that of ten thousand,—a sum which is not to be picked up every
day ! But whatever sum he might offer, however large, I'd take care to
harass him well before I consented to receive it."
" But if, after having discovered that your object was to harass him, he
were to defy you, and refuse then to compromise at all, what sort of position would my friend be in then ? "
" Money," said Whitely, " is not the primary object. I want to punish
him, it is true, and he deserves to be punished severely ; but my chief aim
is to compel him to produce, or at least to give me some sufficient clue to
the discovery of, jny children."
"Punish him first," said Mr. Writall; "settle that matter first, and
the7i make him produce the children."
" B u t , " suggested Uncle John, "were he to propose, now, not only to
put down at once—say ten thousand pounds—but to give, with respect to
the children, all the information in his power, would it not be advisable to
accede at once to such a proposition ?"
'' Why, as I said before, ten thousand pounds, you know, is an amount
which is out of all reason; but if a round sum were to be offered, together
with the required information, I have no hesitation in saying that it would
be advisable to do so, but not before proceedings had been commenced, in
order that he might know that we are really in earnest."
" I , of course, can compel him to produce my children ?"
" Of course. And yet there is some slight difficulty there. I should
advise—nay, now I come to reflect on the matter, if he be obstinate, he
might be taken on suspicion of having murdered those children ! "
" Murdered them ! " cried Whitely, with a shudder.
" But," said Uncle John, " how can we prove that he ever saw them ? "
" Oh, that could be proved ; but as far as the murder is concerned—why
I confess that it is somewhat difficult to secure witnesses as to murder; but
even they are to be had."
" What may you mean by securing witnesses ? "
" It is a practice, sir, well understood in the profession. At all events,
assuming that we should fail in this, the threat alone of charging him with
murder would be sufficient to induce him to come down with a httle more."
Again Whitely and Uncle John looked earnestly at each other, and after a
pause of some seconds they rose.
" I will reflect, sir," said Whitely,
"upon all you have explained, and let you know my decision in the
moming."
" Very well, sir," retumed Mr. Writall, who was evidently
surprised at the fact of the consultation being so abruptly put an end to,
"very well, sir. If the case, sir, be placed in my hands, it shall be
properly managed. It is my pride, sir, that I never yet suffered a client of
mine to be defeated."
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Uncle John and Whitely then took leave of Mr. Writall, with whom
they were not highly pleased. He had, indeed, supplied them both with
food for reflection ; but while one of them looked upon him merely with
contempt, the other regarded him with ineffable disgust.
" I cannot say that I am even yet convinced of the incorrectness of my
view," said Uncle John, after having walked for some time in silence.
" But where could he get all those witnesses from ?"
" My friend," replied Whitely, " that is a legal scoundrel. Those witnesses are villains who can be got to swear to anything in any case, to the
ruin of any man."
" Is it possible ? "
" Quite. They are to be had at all prices, from ten shillings up to ten
pounds, either to appear and give evidence, or to make affidavits. Such
witnesses he proposed to secure in my case, for clearly none others exist."
Uncle John was amazed. He could scarcely believe i t ; and thousands,
who possess far more knowledge of the profession than he did, would have
been quite as incredulous, on being told that the practice of " hard swearing," more especially that branch ycleped " affidavit making," had become
quite a trade. This, however, did not shake the purpose of Whitely ; he
still was for law; but as, during the consultation with Writall, certain
doubts had arisen, he resolved on having the opinion of some eminent
counsel, upon whose judgment and integrity he might safely depend.

CHAPTER

LIX.

In which Valentine proves a good moral Physician.
THAT, under any conceivable circumstances, Louise would have felt the
postponement of her marriage severely, is a fact which must not be concealed, but under such serious circumstances as those by which the postponement had been induced, she naturally held it to be indeed terrible. It
was not, however, the mere disappointment which retarded her recovery
from the shock she had received ; when the physical effects of that shock
had been subdued, its moral effects continued in painful operation ; for she
could not but feel that the disgrace of her father would inevitably, to some
extent, reflect upon her. For three weary days she had not beheld him
whom she had taught herself to adore ; but although she had felt this to be
of itself very sad, and had panted for the time when she might again see
him, when that time arrived, her spirit shrank from the interview, as if
she feared that he could not be faithful to her then without dishonour.
Eventually, however, at the earnest soHcitation of her dear, kind friend,
whom she regarded as her mother, she tremblingly consented to see him ;
and when he entered the room in which she was sitting, pale as death, she
rose and flew to him, as if all cause for sorrow had vanished; but, having
embraced him, and passed her hand fondly over his brow, and gazed upon
him with an expression of rapture for an instant, the sudden flash of joy
was extinguished, tears gushed from her eyes, and she sobbed like a child.
" My own Louise !" exclaimed Valentine, pressing her fervently to his
heart. " Look up, my sweet girl ! You see / am firm, Louise !—you see
/ am firm ! " But as he spoke, his voice faltered, while the tears were fast
rolhng down his cheeks. He could not bear to see her thus afflicted. He
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could firmly endure anything but that; that alone had the power to
unman him.
A pause ensued, during which he endeavoured to conceal his emotion,
and led Louise to a chair ; while his mother, whom the interview had
deeply affected, was sobbing as if her heart were about to break.
At length, however, they all became comparatively calm ; and while
Valentine was standing with the hand of Louise in his, pouring eloquent
balm into her deeply-wounded heart, the widow sat down beside her, with
the view of imparting that solace which she deemed most effectual, and
coon after quitted the room.
" M y dear girl," said Valentine, the moment they were alone, "come,
you must not be so sad ; you must not, my love, indeed."
" Valentine," said Louise, with the most impressive earnestness, " I love
you—dearly, fondly—you know how I love you ; but this unhappy interview must be our last ! "
" Why, you silly girl, what do you m.ean ? "
" That I never will consent to bring dishonour upon you."
" I believe it : I am sure of it ; I know you never will."
" But this
I should be doing, if, after this, I consented to receive you as before."
" Louise, knowing the purity of your mind, and the beautiful delicacy of
your feelings, I cannot but be conscious that this lamentable affair appears
to you in the darkest colours in which it can appear to innocence : thus let
it appear still, my good girl; thus may it ever appear ! I would not have
those colours brighter in the eyes of one so pure. But, my love, even
assuming all we have heard to be true, and looking at it without the most
remote reference to any extenuating circumstances, how can my alliance
-with you bring dishonour upon me ? I will not affect, for one moment, to
be incapable of perceiving your views ; and that they spring from an amiable
source is quite manifest. But how can this act affect me ? It is not an act of
yours ; nor is it one over which it is possible for you to have had even the
slightest control. It is one of which you possessed no knowledge until
now !—How, then, can you or I be disgraced or dishonoured ? "
" Disgrace will attach to the name," said Louise.
" T h a t name will no longer be yours! "
" B u t will it not be said, and with truth, by the malicious, that you
married into a family whose character was tainted ? "
"This, indeed, by the malicious, might be said; but, if the characte'
of a family could be said to be tainted because the acts of any one oi
its members are impure, few families indeed would be in a position to
boast of their characters being without a stain.
But let the malicious
say what fliey will; they must be ingenious, indeed, if they show that
any disgrace that may attach to the name you now bear, can reflect, in
the slightest degree, upon me. But, my sweetest girl, no such disgrace
will attach even to the name. The thing will not be known. I have
the most perfect confidence in the success of the efforts which my uncle
is now making with the view of prevailing upon Whitely to consent to
some private arrangement. If it be thus arranged—and I have not the
smallest doubt that eventually it will be—unless we ourselves publish
the matter to the malicious, their ingenuity cannot be brought to the test."
"Still, I fear," urged Louise, "that you may be annoyed; and that
such an annoyance as that would interfere with your happiness, and cause
you to regret- "
" Louise ! if you did not at this moment look so delicately beautiful, 1

VALENTINE VOX.

4I3

really do think that I should scold you. Why, you httle trembling
creature !—who is to annoy me if the thing be not known ?"
" But we are by no means sure that it will not be known !"
"Well, even if it be; I am sorry to say that the world does not attach
so much importance to an affair of this description as you do. But, if
this be the case, the thing must not be known ! I'll go and tell Whitely
all about it. I will give your compliments to him, and tell him, that if
he will consent to an arrangement, you will have me ; but that if he wall
7iot, it's all over."
Louise slightly, but very slightly, smiled.
"You may think," continued Valentine, " t h a t I view this mattev
with levity, although, indeed, I do not ; but it really is useless to grieve
and mourn, and be miserable about it. Were we to fill the air with our
lamentations, we might astonish people certainly; but we could not alter
the case as it stands. The thing has been done, and we are bound to
make the best of it; but I question if even Llewellen himself can instance
a case in which any disagreeable position was rendered more pleasant by
an indulgence in excessive grief."
" You are a dear good soul," said Louise, arranging his hair as he sat
on a stool beside her.
" I ' m glad you think so," said Valentine; " I ought to terminate my
engagement with eclat. I ought to make a decent impression on this my
last appearance, as it must he the last."
" I would not lose you for the world ! " cried Louise, as she kissed his
fine brow and appeared to forget all her troubles; "yet," she added,
with intensity of feeling and expression, '' I would rather lose you, the
world, and all, than render you unhappy ! But, my love, this sad affair :
you say that there is a prospect of its being settled privately ?"
' ' A very fair prospect. In fact, I have no doubt whatever of its being
thus arranged. Whitely holds out at present, it is true ; but I'm convinced
that we shall eventually induce him to consent."
" Poor man ! I had no thought of my dear father having acted as he
has. I could not have believed it if he had not himself told me that it
was true. Poor Mr. Whitely ! how dreadful his feelings must have been !
But she must have been a very wicked creature ! I am sure that she must
have given my father great encouragement, or he never would have forgotten himself so far.
Of course that was the cause of Mr. Whitely's
insanity ? "
By this question Valentine perceived that she did not know all, and,
therefore, being most anxious not to throw any additional light upon a
subject which would tend to sink Raven in her estimation, he replied that
Whitely had never been insane, and that he had been confined in a lunatic
asylum by some person who wished to get him out of the way : which
was the fact.
"Then it is not so dreadful," observed Louise, " a s it would have been
had he been driven to madness by that."
" O f course not," said
Valentine ; " that would have been a different thing altogether."
" But oh ! you gentlemen, you gentlemen !—you are terrible people 5
But did Mr. Whitely treat her kindly?"
"Upon my word, I don't
know."
" Perhaps not : he might have been very unkind to her ; perhaps very
harsh; and yet nothing could justify her conduct. She must have been
bad. I am convinced that if she had not been, she never coitld have
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induced my father to bring upon us this dreadful calamity. But what
became of her ? It is a delicate question perhaps for me to put, but did
you ever happen to hear what became other ?"
" Indeed I never did."
" Perhaps she went to America, taking the poor children with her."
"Perhaps she did: but let us dismiss this subject. I have been
thinking, Louise, of a matter to which it strikes me I never alluded before,
but in deciding upon which you can render me very material assistance."
" Indeed ! Then, I am sure that I shall be most happy to do so."
" Your politeness is proverbial. Well, then; when do you think—I
will put it in that form as being the least unintelligible—when do you think
that that ought to be done which was to have been done on the first of the
month ?"
" The first of the month ?—Oh, indeed, my dear Valentine,
we must not think of that."
" B u t that happens to be the very thing of which I cannot help
thinking ! "
" But—I—I don't—really I don't—we must wait till this
sad affair is settled."
" Why should we, my dearest ? Why should we wait for that ? We
have nothing to do with the settlement of it."
" My dearest love, pray
do me the favour to say no more about it at present. It is useless, I find,
to oppose you on any subject. You cheat me of every purpose. I really
don't know hoiy it is ; but no one else could ever do so ! " The widow at
this moment entered the room, and was agreeably surprised to see Valentine smiling. " I beg pardon," she observed, " I only came for my bag.
Well, come ! " she added, gazing with pleasure at Louise. " Dear me,
how much better you look ! Well, really now, what an extraordinary
change !"
And it is a fact well worthy of being placed on record, that the change
thus noticed was particulf ^striking. Louise looked herself again; sadness
disappeared ; her eyes s' fkled with all their wonted brilliancy ; and she
felt that a heavy load of jrrow had been removed from her heart. And
thus for hours she continued to feel cheered by the affectionate eloquence
of Valentine, who sat with her until the widow tumed him out of the room,
deeming it quite inconsistent with her duty as a nurse to allow him to
remain with her patient any longer.

CHAPTER

LX.

Valentine visits Ascot Races.
VALENTINE was now unremitting in his attention to Louise, whose spirits,
by virtue of his enlivening influence, were, in a great degree, restored ; but
nothing could shake the resolution she had formed, not to fix another day
for the celebration of their marriage until her father's unhappy affair had
been privately arranged, although, when a fortnight from the day of the
discovery had elapsed, Whitely's consent to such an arrangement had not
been obtained. Uncle John, day by day, had endeavoured to induce him
to adopt the mode proposed, but in vain : he could not be, by any means,
prevailed upon to yield : he had made up his mind to take the opinion of
a certain distinguished member of the bar, who happened to be then out
of town, but had promised that the moment he had obtained that opinion
he would, one way or the other, decide.
Now it may not perhaps be improper to mention, that Llewellen, during
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the whole of this time, was a singularly miserable man. H e felt wretched.
His appetite was falling off frightfully ; and although he was utterly imable
to explain what was physiologically the matter, his feelings convinced him
that internally there was something uncommonly wrong. H e applied to
the physician who attended Louise; but the physician, instead of prescribing,
looked at him and smiled. H e applied again ; he drew him aside the very
next time he called, and put out his tongue and held out his wrist, and
described the diagnosis of his complaint very pointedly, and then indeed
he had a prescription : to take a run round his hat fifty times without
stopping, and to repeat the dose five times a day, keeping his forefinger
all the time strictly upon the crown. And an excellent prescription it was.
It was, however, one which he thought might be dispensed with, although
it did induce him to believe that a little exercise of some sort might not
prove pernicious. But then what was he to do ? H e had no one to go
out with ! Valentine was constantly engaged with Louise. H e could not
go out alone !—he would not go out alone ; and the consequence was, that
his case was getting daily worse and worse.
At length Louise, conceiving that a day's relaxation would be of service
to Valentine, suggested the propriety of his ha-ving a rural s t r o l l ; and as it
happened, by a strange coincidence, to be the Ascot race week, he hinted
to Llewellen that he did think it possible that he might go and see the Cup
run for, in which case he hoped to have the honour of his company.
For some few seconds Llewellen could not believe that Valentine really
meant this ; but when he was struck with the conviction that the thing in
reality was so, he was in ecstasies, and ran aboutt he room, and performed
a variety of extraordinary evolutions, some of which were of a character
strikingly original.
" Is Louey coing, too? " he inquired.
" No, I cannot persuade her to do s o . "
" Very well," said Llewellen, who was not at all sorry on that account;
' ' phen to we co, my poy, phen are we to start ? "
" I n the morning ;
but as we have no conveyance of our own, we must be off rather early."
" As early as you please. Well novr t' cootness knows it, look you, this
will pe peautiful ! Put how apout breakfast ? Shall hur come as hur tit
pefore ? "
" T h a t will be the better way."
" V e r y well. A n d phot coat shall hur put o n ?
Must hur co in
sporting style ? Hur've cot top poots and preeches."
" N o , no ; go as you a r e . "
" Very coot," said Llewellen, to whom Valentine's every word was law.
' Very coot, hur'll pe retty. Inteet t' cootness, now this is a plessing ! "
And he absolutely felt it to be one, and that feeling prompted him to run
about so much, that he ate that day a respectable dinner.
In the morning he awoke about four, and fearing that, as he had to be
with Valentine^ at half-past eight, he might oversleep himself somewhat,
if he suffered his head to remain upon the pillow, he rose, and embellished
himself deliberately, and whistled like a lark, and sang several new songs,
and then wended his way into the pantry, to see if any little article therein
had the power to tempt him ; and having discovered a variety of things
rather delicious, he laid a substantial foundation for a breakfast, and took
his departure for the day.
It vvas then nearly six ; and as he walked from street to street, he
couldn't tell what to make of the silence that prevailed. It struck him as
being rather awful. H e looked acutely up and down : not a soul could
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he seen : there he was walking about with his hands in his coat-pockets, a
solitary individual in a wilderness of houses. He didn't like it. His
intellects were, in some degree, confused. Was it a dream ? Had all the
people emigrated during the night ? Was he in some deserted city ? It
all at once struck him that the people were not up yet ; and when he
looked round, he really didn't wonder at it. Presently he heard a few
human beings singing, and the chorus he discovered to be strictly to this
effect :—
' ' For we're all jolly goodfellows.
For we're all jolly goodfellows,
For we're all jolly goodfellows !—
And so say all of us."
But although he could hear them with a distinctness which to him, at
that time, was peculiarly refreshing, he was unable to see them until he
arrived at the corner of the next street, when he beheld four gentlemen
coming towards him, arm in arm, with a striking irregularity of step,
appearing to be very happy, but looking indeed very pale.
" A h ! old fellow!" exclaimed \one of these gentlemen, " H o w are
you ?"
" How to yrsii too," said Lle.wellen, in return.
"Come tip us your fin, old fellow! you're one of the right sort!"
Hereupon the whole party shook him cordially by the hand, which was
very affectionate. '' I say, is there any house open about here ?"
" Well, inteet now, I think all the people are in pet, look you ?"
A loud burst of laughter immediately followed the announcement of this
thought, which was very remarkable ; but as Llewellen inferred, from
sundry vague observations which had reference to leeks and toasted cheese,
and other purely unintelligible matters, that the gentlemen were, to some
extent, tipsy, he passed on, and the last he heard of them was an exceedingly loud declaration in song, that they wouldn't go home till the morning.
At length Llewellen—which is really very singiflar—found himself
standing before the house in which Valentine dwelt ; but the blinds were
all down, no sign of life appeared; the house could not have been in less
of a bustle had all the occupants been dead. He would not, howevc
then leave the street; he walked up and down whistling, until he saw the
girl open the parlour shutters, when he knocked at the door, got into the
house, went at once up to Valentine's room, was admitted, and was happy.
Valentine was not long dressing ; nor was it long, when he had dressed,
before they had breakfast; and when that had been disposed of satisfactorily, they started for the railway terminus at Paddington, with the
view of going by one of the early trains. On reaching this place, a train
was just about to start, and immediately after they had entered one of
the carriages, they were off at the rate of some considerable number of
miles an hour.
" T i m e , " observed Llewellen, "must p'.it his ibest foot forward, to keep
up with us now."
" H e ' l l not allow himself to be beaten," retumed
Valentine. '' Let us go at whatever rate we may, he'll be there as soon
as we are."
" T ' cootness knows now, that's very extraortinary inteet, phen you
come to reflect upon it, look you."
" It is extraordinary, that while he goes at all paces, he should preserve
with perfect steadiness his own pace still."

VALENTINE VOX.

417

" Ant will wait for nopotty."
" Nor will he be hurried ! "
Llewellen was done. He tried very hard to come again, but failed,
although he did not entirely give the thing up until they had arrived at
Slough. Here they alighted ; but they had no sooner done so than down
came a pelting shower of rain.
" Hascot, sir !—'course, yer honour !—take yer there in no time !—slap
wehicle !—hex'lent 'oss !—ride, sir—ride ! "—exclaimed a number of extremely anxious persons, placing themselves before each other alternately,
as if among them no question of precedence had been settled.
" What's the fare ? inquired Valentine of one of the most forward.
" A guinea an edd, sir; ad no bistake at all about the haddibal."
Valentine looked to windward ; and as he saw at a glance the black
cloud coming up, leaving all fair behind, he decided upon standing under
shelter for a time, during which the individual whom he had addressed
came up and stated, confidentially, that he would take them both for a
pound. This offer was not accepted. The cloud passed over and the sun
again shone brightly, when the fellow again approached and offered to take
them for half-a-crown a head ! Conceiving, however, that the walk would
do them much more good, they declined even this, and passed on.
In due time they reached Windsor, where they stopped to have some
slight refreshment, and then started again ; and having enjoyed their walk
exceedingly up that delightful avenue called Queen Anne's Drive, the
course opened before them, and a brilliant scene it was. Llewellen's
rapture was unbounded '\vhen he beheld i t ; -«diile Valentine had never
seen anything to equal it in splendour.
Having sufficiently dwelt upon the spectacle at a distance, they drew,
near the course and viewed each attractive feature with admiration. For'
some time Llewellen was dumb with enthusiasm, but when they approached
the Grand Stand, he let his tongue loose at once, and it rattled away in
Welsh with amazing rapidity.
For some considerable time they promenaded the course, studying—and
it was, indeed, amusing, as well as instructive, to study—the distinguishing
points which mark those who move in each social sphere, from the highest
to the lowest—from that of royalty to that of beggary. .
"Well, inteet," observed Llewellen, "phot a horse-racing nation this
is, look you ! "
." It is the first in the world, certainly ; but we must
not suppose that the whole of these persons are here with the view of
seeing the races solely."
" No, inteet ? Phot pesites too they come for ? "
" T h e great majority to see and to be seen by each other. They themselves form the principal attraction."
"Then, look you, it must pe py
their own attraction they are attracted !"
" Very good, I don't know that we shall make anything better of it."
" A l l the worit comes pecause all the worit comes," added Llewellen,
who then really did think that he had done very -well.
The horses entered for the first race now appeared, and Valentine and
Llewellen at once made their way towards them, for the purpose of seeing
them saddled.
At various points groups of sharp-featured, hard-mouthed, sporting individuals were engaged in giving and taking the odds, with as much profound
earnestness as if, indeed, betting not only formed the principal business of
their lives, but the only great object for which they had been born. It
was pleasant to behold the sensation created by the appearance of a rich
2 £
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and inexperienced young fellow as he approached these acute old characters.
They eyed him, and wriggled round and round him, apparentiy bent upon
searching his very soul to ascertain in what way it was possible to take
him fairly in. It was evident that they viewed it as a general commercial
matter, and as they all seemed most anxious to do business, Valentine,
making his voice appear to proceed from the lips of the likely-looking
personage, cried, '' Fifty to one against the Saint ! "
"Done, my lord, in thousands !" cried one of the sharpest, producing
his book on the instant.
" / ' / / take you, my lord," said another.
" I'll take you over again," cried a third ; and his lordship, on being
thus suddenly beset, looked at them as mysteriously as possible.
" Is it to be in thousands, my lord ? " inquired the person who had first
addressed him, and who had already half-entered the bet.
" Is what to be in thousands?" demanded his lordship.
" W h y , the fifty to one your lordship offered."
" I never offered fifty to one."
" Beg pardon, my lord, but really I
fancied—indeed I—some gentleman offered that bet ! when, as they certainly were, under the circumstances, wonderful odds, he looked round
'with extraordinary sharpness for him who had offered to give them.
By this time one horse only remained to be saddled for the Castle stakes,
and he was, iftdeed, a noble animal, and seemed actually to know it. His
owner was standing by his side, apparently lost in admiration of his beauty,
while the little old jockey, who had adjusted the saddle upon his own
back, as if he intended to mount himself, was twisting about, and looking
knowingly at every point, as if powerfully struck with an idea that he
should win.
" I'll bet a hundred to one against that horse," cried Valentine. " He's
sure to be last."
"What, my oss ? I'll take you!" cried the little
old jockey, turning round with astonishing promptitude and spirit, while
the owner of the animal looked at him from whom the voice seemed to
proceed with an expression of ineffable contempt.
This person was a farmer, and one who would not have offered any
such odds ; and he said so distinctly, and with consummate point, as the
jockey observed, that if he meant anything, he had better then put his
money down.
The horse was now saddled; and when the jockey had mounted, they
all repaired to the starting-post at once. Although it was not the grand
race, great anxiety prevailed ; it was manifest that thousands upon
thousands of pounds had been staked upon the issue even of that.
" Hur say, my poy, every potty's petting," said Llewellen; " can't we
have a p e t ? "
"Why, I think we might manage even that," replied
Valentine.
"Well, phot shall it pe ?"
" Oh, I am not at all particular."
"Very coot. Hur'll pet you the pest tinner to be hat, that the horss
that was last sattled wins."
"Very well," returned Valentine, "let it be so. He ought to win-,
that seems quite clear : but a race is not invariably won by the best horse."
"Phot, font you think the jockeys will win if they can?"
"Undoubtedly they will, if they can get more by winning than by losing."
" T e a r now, t'cootness, are they not to pe trusted?"
"There are
but few of them whom / should feel at all inclined to trust. Human
nature, as we find it developed in jockeyism, certainly is not quite perfect."
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" Put, look you, if one of those fellows were to keep a horse pack,
wouldn't he therepy lose his character?"
" O h , not at all; he may
struggle with desperation ; he may apparently do his utmost to urge the
horse on, and get applatL.ied for doing his utmost, -without allowing him to
win."
" Phy, then, it all depends ;ipon the jockey ! " "Entirely, if he be
on t'ne best horse ; he has t'.:ie 'power in his own hands ; and prizes are
sometimes afloat, too brilliant to be resisted by even the honour of a
jockey."
"Then look you, wher v e pet upon a race, we in reality pet upon the
honour of the fellotr -vi lio h.-fpens to rite the pest horse! "
" Precisely. It amounts but to that."
" All was now ready ; the coast was clear ; the signal was given, and
the horses were off." "/T^-r^'they come; here they c o m e ! " shouted the
mass. " H a t s off there, hats off!—Hurrah!—Go along!—Ctit away \—•
Now ! now ! now ! Blue for a million !—Stripe ! Fly !—There's a pace !
Now then !—Beautiful! In to him !—Out and out I—BRAVO ! "
The race was decided, and the next moment all on the course knew
which had won. The excitement was no sooner raised than subdued. The
thing was over in a minute. No species of pleasure can be of itself more
fleeting than that of a race.
The horses are off; they pass, they are
in!—the eye can scarcely rest upon them before the issue is known.
" Well, my poy," said Llewellen, " hur've cot to slant the tinner. To
you think that little wretch tit his pest ?"
'' He appeared to do all in his power."
'' Well, perhaps he tit, look
you ; but t'cootness knows it now—hur tit think that he titn't. But come
along ; shall we have tinner now, or phen ? "
" Oh, not yet! Let us wait until after the Cup race, and then we can
take our own time."
" Very coot; yes, that will pe petter. But hur say, my poy, let's co
into one of those pooths, and win some money."
" Let us go in and lose some, you mean, of course."
" Phot, don't they play fair ?"
" Upon my word, I'd not undertake to prove that they do ; but if you
do play, you had better at once make up you mind to lose."
" Well, it won't matter much if hur too lose a little."
'' But why do you want to .play at all ? You have plenty of money ;
quite as much as you want: you have no use for more. But you are
terlain to lose."
"Well, never mind: hur'll only lose a sovereign;
a sovereign is nothing !"
" Fred ! " said Valentine, pointing to a poor withered heartbroken creature, who seemed to have travelled far to beg, but knew scarcely how to
doit, for she had evidently seen more prosperous days, "would a sovereign be considered nothing there ? "
Llewellen drew his purse, and having taken out a sovereign, placed it
in the hand of the poor old creature, who looked at it, and then looked at
him, and then burst into tears. From her soul she seemed to bless him,
but she had ot the power of utterance then. " Will not that do more
good than if you had given it to those swindlers ? " said Valentine.
" H u r feel it will," repHed Llewellen, " h u r feel it will. Put hur say,
my poy, let's co in only to look."" Oh, by all means ! All I object
to is the encouragement given to such pernicious scoundrels ! "
" Phot, are they all scountrels, look you ? "
" There's not a commonly
2 s .3
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honest man amongst them. They have no honour to keep them honest:
in fact, they know nothing of the feeling of honour ! "
" Then they must pe pat fellows, pecause they want put to pe poor, to
pe retty for plunder."
" They profess to be as honest as they can afford
to be, Fred, which has a most comprehensive meaning. Well, it matters
not, I siippose, which we go into : let us go into this."
They accordingly entered, and found everything arranged in brilliant
style : the place was elegantly festooned; the ground was carpeted ; there
was a table on either side, and one at the top, while a temporary sideboard stood near the entrance, on which there were sherry, champagne,
soda-water, and brandy, for those players who might descend to call for
a glass of either gratis. On each table an immense amount of money
appeared : piles of notes, heaps of gold, and imperial pecks of silver : but
as the upper appeared to be the principal table, they made their way to it
at once.
The person who presided at this table was one of those excessively
amiable creatures who appear to have no real enemy but the law. Hiscountenance was screwed into an inflexible grin ; every muscle appeared to
be at its utmost stretch. Men laughed when they looked at him^-^laughed
when they lost: he defied them to help it—he would make them laugh.
Had he picked their pockets in the most literal manner, they could scarcely
have felt offended with the man; while, if even they had given him in charge,
he would have made the police laugh too heartily to hold him.
Valentine watched him for a time with some interest, for he found him;
to possess^although he did grin perpetually—the keenest eye to business
he ever beheld ; and as he could not help wishing to ascertain if it were
possible to make him look serious, he made up his mind, having no great
respect for the profession, to try.
"Now, my leetle roley poley," cried the presiding genius—his custom
always when he sent round the ball—" off agin, my little hinnocent !—
there's a ' -'le beauty!—make yer game, genelmen's sons !—make yer
game !"
" Hush !" cried Valentine, with a desperate hiss, which he dexterously
sent beneath the table.
" Hul-lo ! " in a sweet tone, exclaimed the laughing creature. "Bless
yer leetle heart! Are you ony there ?—nothink more ? Veil, come now,
that's werry reasonable at the price. I say. Bill, my affectionate !—here's
ony a hindiwidual which is anxious for you to take him by the scruff (j^the
neck, and to shy him bang out off the booth."
" Vare ? " cried the affectionate Bill, whose general aspect was not quite
so amiable as that of his friend. " Vare his 'e ? "
" O h , ony under the table here ! and nothink less."
"Hunder the table ! " cried the affectionate, darting round with something like ferocity.
"Don't go for to wring the blessed neck of the genelman: don't mercycree
him, not by no manner ^ m e a n s . " •
"Hullo, I say," cried the affectionate, peering beneath the table with
remarkable acuteness ; now hout o' that!—vort d'yer vorht there?"
" H u s h ! " whispered Valentine, " Hush ! "
" Ony a kipple ! " exclaimed the laughing genius, " and no more !"
" Vort d'yer mean ? " cried the affectionate Bill, who now got completely
tinder the table, and looked about him with praiseworthy zeal. " Vy,
there's no coves here! " he added, addressing his friend.
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" Aint there ! I des say there aint. No, praps I didn't hear em ! No,
it aint a bit likely I did ! How imfoi-f nate I'm deaf."
" I tell yer, it's pickles!" cried the affectionate Bill. " T h e r e aint
nobody here. Can't yer believe me ? Look yerself "
" iVi)^ if I know it. What, don't you see the dodge? Don't you see,
if I was for to take my leetle eyes off the tin, their pals wouldn't p'raps
borrow a trifle ? Oh, no ! I don't s'pose they would."
" Camt yer kiver it up ? " cried the affectionate.
" Keep close !—keep close ! " whispered Valentine.
"There aint no one there, you think, don't you ? " cried the genius, and
m an instant his affectionate friend resumed his search, while he himself
kept rather a keen eye upon the specie, expecting every moment an attack
upon the bank. But the affectionate certainly could see no one there ! not
a soul !—which was indeed somewhat striking, and he said so pointedly,
and without the slightest fear of contradiction, and he felt himself in consequence justified in declaring that there was no one there, which, however,
failed to shake the conviction of his friend, -who intimated boldly that he
wouldn't believe him if even he were to swear till he sweat.
"Do you think," he added, with an ironical grin, " that you'll go for to
gammon me into that air? I'm hinnocent,. I know, but I wasn't born
yesterday exactly." Valentine now introduced a remarkably slight chuckle,
which, slight as it was, caused the laughing genius to come at once to a
decision. " I'll see after you now, my leetle darlings ! " said he, as he
gathered up the cloth with which the table was covered, to render the bank
more secure. / ' / / see what you're made on, and no mistake in any indiwidual pint. Now," he added, after having made all safe, "let's see the
colour off your complexion." He stooped, and looked round the interior,
with one fist duly prepared for the delivery of an extraordinary blow, and
one foot just as ready for the prompt administration of an equally extraordinary kick. But where were they for whom these favours were designed ?
He really couldn't see them !—he couldn't see one of them,—not even one !
He -wished he could ; and if he had, the immediate consequences to that
one—let him be whomsoever he might—would in all probability have been
unpleasant. "Where are you, my darlings?" he inquired, in the most
insinuating manner. '' Ony say ! I shall, indeed, be werry happy to see
you ! I'm sorry you should cut your little in* 5resting sticks."
" Vale, can you see 'em ? " spitefully demanded the affectionate.
" Not e-x.act. /Va/j-I wouldn't give a small trifle if I could. How they
managed their luckies, though, gets over me a leetle above a bit."
" They couldn't do it ! How could they go for to get out if they was in ? "
" That's the peticular dodge as walks over me, rayther. Howsoever,
the hinnocents ain't here now !—that's about as clear as mud !—still the
go's oncommon. But never mind : I've 07iy lost the pleasure off letting
'em know that I wouldn't have given 'em nothink by no means. But to
business," he added, readjusting the cloth. "Now, genelmen's sons,
make yer game !—make yer game ! Here's fortun at yer feet, and you've
ony got for to pick it up—make yer game ! "
During the whole of this time, the shining countenance of the genius
presented one immutable grin. A frown never came over it for an instant:
not a cloud even approached it—a fact which went far to induce Valentine
to suppose that his face was incapable of any other expression than that of
unadulterated glee. He was not, however, quite convinced of this, and
therefore, in order that he might not, on a point of so much importance.
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entertain a false impression, he resolved to bring the matter once more to
the test.
The genius was still actively engaged with the ball, lavishing upon it the
most endearing eulogia, and making it abundantly clear to all^ around that
he appreciated highly its innocence and beauty. Nor was this unnatural.
He was winning very fast, and the stakes were rather heavy, and as it,
strangely enough, happened that the more he won, the more rapturous he
became, he had just attained the highest pitch of ecstasy, when Valentine
sent beneath the table an extraordinary laugh.
" Hullo ! " cried the genius, who kicked out furiously, and by virtue of
doing so injured his shin. " Bill, come here ! Here they are again ! Ony
let me jist ketch 'em, the warmint ! "
His countenance fell !—This was not to be borne. He was reaping a
Aarvest of plunder, and his time might be valued at ten pounds per minute.
It was cutting. He couldn't bear it; and as the laughter still continued,
his rage rose to a high pitch of frenzy. No endearing terms were applied
to the invisibles then : they were no longer darlings—no longer little innocents : he no longer blessed their little hearts ; but on the contrary, his
epithets proved to all around that, like the rest of his patronized caste, he
was a most depraved raffian ; when, as Valentine was more especially
satisfied of thfs, he and Llewellen left the booth, duly impressed with the
conviction of its being monstrous that the practices of these degraded
wretches should be so extensively encouraged.
During the time they were in this den of "honourable" thieves, the
second race had been run ; they therefore established themselves in a commanding position to see the grand race of the day. In this all the interest
appeared to be centered. Thousands were waiting the issue with an anxietj'
the most intense, and although thousands more cared but little about which
might be the winner, it was the grand race, and that was sufficient to rivet
the attention of all.
" Well, my p o y ! " said Llewellen, "let us have another pet : come,
hur'l pet you a pottle of wine."
" About what ? "
" Oh, any thing you please. Hur tout know one of the horses. Come,
how is it to pe ? "
" Why one of us had better take the two first horses against the field."
" Very well ! Whieh shall have the first ? "
" Oh, it matters not ! You take them."
" Very coot! Now look out : the two first are mine."
The horses started. It was an excellent start. They were all off together
and seemed to fly. It was a long and most beautiful race, and being on all
hands admirably contested, the excitement was well kept up till the last.
The favourite won by half a length, and when the result became known,
it was interesting to discriminate between the winners and the losers.
Some, it is true, can bear to lose better than others ; for there are men who
cannot lose to the extent even of a pound without feeling remarkably
wretched; but although there are many who make a point CH kindling up
their countenances, in order to make it appear when they lose that they
feel just as joyful as if they had won, the amiable hypocrisy is perceptible
at a glance, so sure are they to overds the thing with a smile which is
truly expressive of nothing but pain.
Valentine lost, of course, but his loss was so inconsiderable that he
scarcely gave it a thought; yet even he did not appear to be so highly
pleased, quite, as Llewellen : for although it is possible for a man to avoid
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the expression of pain when he loses, he cannot avoid expressing pleasure
when he wins.
As soon as the excitement produced by the race had subsided, Llewellen
became impatient for dinner, and as his importunities increased in earnestness every moment, they entered a booth in which various kinds of provisions were displayed in the most tempting manner possible.
"Now, my poy," said Llewellen, "before we pekin, too let's have a
pottle of peer, for inteet cootness knows it, hur feel fit to trop."
A bottle of stout was therefore obtained, and while Llewellen was
whetting his appetite with that, Valentine ordered the dinner of an
extremely fat, fussy attendant, who obviously prided himself much upon
his agility. It appeared that he had never learned to walk : run he could
with any man in England of his size; but he was clearly afraid to trust
himself out of a trot. His pace was about eight miles an hour, and out of
that pace, when in motion, it was manifestly impossible for him to get.
V/ben called, he seemed startled : his legs were shocked ; they could no
more have kept still when a man shouted "Waiter !" than they could if
they had been at the moment powerfully galvanized. He was, in short,
one of the most perfect pieces of mechanism ever produced in the shape
of a man ; while the state of excitement in which he revelled was, in the
abstract, distressing.
While dining, Valentine watched the extraordinary movements of this
automaton with a high degree of pleasure. It was the first of the species
he had ever seen ; for a regular waiter is a different thing altogether.
There is little about him to excite admiration. He is all starch and method.
When sober he seems to know exactly what he is about. Nothing can get
him into a run ; he wouldn't do it to save the soul of any man upon earth.
But here was one of the "occasional" hands, whose assiduity is at all
times striking. They can no more be got to walk than the "regulars"
can be got to run : wherein lies the difference between the two classes.
No sooner had Valentine brought his mind to bear upon this highly impressive distinction, than an over-dressed personage marched into the booth
with a rather remarkable degree of pomposity, and having looked very
severely upon all around, took his seat -with an immense air, removed his
hat, of which the shape was rather recherche, adjusted his curls, raised his
stock, and called " Waiter ! "
The occasional on the instant flew to him, as if a flash of forked lightning had been pricking him behind, and rather trembled to behold the
immense one who, as he frowned, said with much regal dignity, " Waiter,
or—er, bring me some lunch."
" Weal an am sir chicken sir beef roast and biled ? "
" Well-or-m ! bring me a dish of ham an beef. And-or—" he added
with great dehberation, waving his hand with theatrical elegance—"You
may-or—" He was about to say more, but the occasional was out of sight,
and had they both kept on, by the time the one had finished, the other
might with ease have got a mile or two below the horizon. As the occasional, however, had not so far to go, he soon shot back with the dish of
ham and beef that had been ordered, and when the great man had given
another order for some stout, he set to work with considerable spirit.
It was then five o'clock—a fact which would not, perhaps, have been
placed upon record, but for the circumstance of the individual in question
having called for a "lunch"—and as Valentine thought that he did not
look much hke a masi who had been in the habit of dining at eight, he felt
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curious to know whether that dish of ham and beef was or was not to be
in reality his dinner.
By this time the immense one had about half-emptied the dish, and as
the occasional was assiduously hovering near him, Valentine, imitating the
voice of the pompous personage, who at the moment was raising a glass of
stout to his lips, cried, " Waitor ! take away, waiter !—cheese! "
In an instant the occasional seized the dish and plate, and before the immense one, who was drinking, could speak, he had reached the other end
of the booth, and shot the contents of both into a bucket of,kitchen-stuff.
" Waitor ! waitor ! shouted the immense one, half-choked, for the last
gulp of stout had been excessively violent,—" Waitor !"
" Comin, sir !—comin, sir ! " cried the occasional, who shot back at
once with a small sliee of cheese.
" What do you mean, by taking away my dinner before I'm half done ?"
" I beg pardon, sir; reely, sir ; I thought, sir, you told me."
" Told you !—Not a bit of it !—Bring it back instantly !—What do you
mean?"
Bring it back ! The utterance of these awful words made the occasional
look unspeakably blue. Bring it back ! It was all very well; but how
was he to get it ? He wasn't going to pay out of his own pocket for half
a dish of fresh ! A thought struck him !—He glided like a sound, substantial sylph towards the bucket, and fished the pieces out, and having
scraped them into cleanliness, he placed them picturesquely upon the dish,
and then did "bring it back" with great presence of mind. "Another
time, waitor," said the immense one, " remove not a gentleman's plate till
he is done ; " and having delivered himself with some striking dramatic
action to this effect, he recommenced operations, and appeared to enjoy it
ratich.
Valentine was now of course satisfied on the particular point proposed ;
but the actor—for an actor he evidently was-rcoutinued to behave in so
ridiculous a fashion, that had Valentine met,with him inany other pl.-ice, he
would doubtless have worked him into a high state of frothy excitement
" Garshong ! " cried the great one, when the ham and beef had wholly
disappeared. "Garshon ! " he repeated, being anxious to make a hit, as
there were several persons near him—" Gaishong ! "
The occasional heard him, but conceiving very naturally that some other
gentleman had been called, lie of course did not feel it to be his duty to
interfere. " W A I T O R ! " at length shouted the immense one, disgusted
with the fellow's profound ignorance of the French language, — " some frummidge here !—cheese ! "
"Yes, sir; beg pardon, sir; cheese, sir, and what else ?"
"Nothing, you unintellectual individual," replied the great man, who
looked round for some applause; but to his horror he "hadn't a hand."
When, therefore, the cheese had been produced, he set to work upon it at
once in a somewhat savage manner, whieh Valentine no sooner perceived
than, assuming his voice, and making it appear to proceed from his lips,
he cried " Waitor ! a bottle of the best champagne ! "
The occasional started off at a rate which rather exceeded his usual eight
miles an hour to execute this order, and on his return veiy naturally placed
it before the great one, who seemed somewhat struck.
"Waitor, what's this?" he demanded.
•"Champagne, sir."
" I -want it not; why bring it here?"
" Y o u ordered it, sir."
" F e l l o w ! what'do you mean? . I ordered it not."
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" I'd be Sony to say, sir, you did, if you didn't."
" Am I to inform your master of your insolence ? Away with i t ! Do
you hear ? "
" Beg pardon, sir, but I've paid for it. I'm obleedged to
pay for everything as I has 'em."
" And what's that to me ? Let me have no more of it, I desire."
" Very well, sir ; only you ordered it, sir, that's all. I shouldn't have
brought it if. you hadn't."
" Waiter !" cried Valentine. :
" Yes, sir," said the occasional, who approached rathei: gloomily.
" What have you there ?—gooseberry wine ?"
'' Champagne, sir; the best in the world."
-"' It is good ? "
" Excellent, sir ! the finest ever made."
" Then open it."
With all the alacrity in life the occasional drew the cork, and as he
evidently felt much better, he was off for another glass like a shot.
The immense one now prepared to make his exit. He did not appear
to feel happy. The production of the champagne had unsettled him somewhat ; but having made up his noble mind to leave with eclat, he cried,
"Waitor ! now then, what's the damage ? "
" Am an beef sir cheese sir bread, bottle stout—seven an six."
" What ! " exclaimed the great one, inspired with amazement.
" Seven an six, sir," repeated the occasional, coolly.
" Seven and sixpence ! Seve7t and six ! What, for a lunch ? "
"That's the charge, sir, for what you've had." - " W h y , they never
charged me seven and sixpence for a lunch at the Clarendon."
"Werry like, sir, some 'stablishments cuts werry low; but, sir, we
gives the best of every think here."
"Extortionate ! seven shillings and sixpence for a lunch ! Why I never
in my life heard of so gross an imposition ! "
" It aint a imposition, sir. It's nothink but the reg'lar charge."
".Silence, sir! Don't talk to me'. I say it is an imposition—a vile
imposition ! The idea of seven and sixpence for a lunch ! There's the
money. I'll post you all over the course."
. The waitertook up the, silver which' had been thrown down with great
indignation, and having counted it slowly three times, looked with singular
significance at the victim.
" Well! why look at me ? Is it right ?"
" Seven an' six, sir. Waiter, sir, please.'^
" Not the ghost of a copper, if I know it."
" W e has nothink, sir, on'y what we gets," urged the occasional; but
the immense one contemning this powerful argument in favour of a gratuity,
frowned darkly, and marched from the booth.
" H e is some creat man, I suppose," said Llewellen, who had been
watching his movements for some time with interest.
" No doubt," returned Valentine, " i n his own estimation he is the
greatest man of the age."
" P u t is he no potty inteet? Ton't you
think he's a gentleman, look you ? "
"Did you ever see a gentieman act like him ? But come, let us be off,
or we shall lose the last race."
" Very coot, hur'm quite ready."
The -vy-aiter was called, and when they had settled with him to his entire
satisfaction, they returned to the course full of spirit. All but the last race
hiid been decided, and Valentine began to amuse himself again by offering
the most extraordinary odds upon record. The betting men were perfectly
amazed. They perspired with anxiety to take the odds offered, but their
utter inability to discover him whom they so eagerly panted to victimize.
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was a thing wWch they could not at all understand, and which therefore
created a singular sensation.
To Llewellen all this was uninteresting, of course. H a J &e been in
possession of Valentine's secret, his rapture would doubtless have been
rather alarming ; but being in a state of utter ignorance on the subject, he
naturally held it to be extremely dull work, and therefore endeavoured to
prevail upon him to mingle with those who seemed somewhat more lively.
Valentine consented, and as there were yet no symptoms of an immediate
start, he proceeded to initiate him into the various systems of swindling
which characterize race-courses in the aggregate. Llewellen was absolutely
astounded when practices, of which he had never had the most remote conception, were explained; and when Valentine had pointed out to him divers
illustrations of the truth of what he had stated, he began to look upon all
who thus permitted themselves to be -victimized as fools, although on many
occasions he found it difficult to abstain from becoming a victim himself.
This was made more particularly manifest while they were standing at a
" prick in the garter " table, at which a gentleman had a long piece of list,
which he wound round and offered any money that no man could prick in
the middle. This seemed to be simple, very simple, indeed, and the
gentleman who presided laboured zealously to convince all around that
although he would bet all he had that none could do it, his private impression was that nothing on earth could more easily be done. Several gentlemen—who were perfectly unkno^vn to him of course !—tried and won
divers sovereigns off-hand, which had the effect of inducing Llewellen to
believe that the conductor was most intensely stupid, and ought not to have
been trusted out alone ; and so firmly did he entertain this belief, that he
pitied the man, and was about to stake a sovereign himself, solely in order
to convince him that as he had not the most remote chance of winning, he
had better shut up shop and go quietly home to his wife and family ; but
Valentine, the moment he perceived Llewellen's object, did, without the
slightest ceremony, drag him away.
The next respectable group they met with had been attracted by a
thimble-rigging gentleman, who seemed to have set his soul upon losing
every sovereign he had—and he displayed about forty—so bungling and
awkward did he appear. In Llewellen's view he didn't half understand
his business. It was perfectly ri(iu:ulous to suppose a man incapable of
discovering the pea; an infant might have told where it was ; the only
thing which seemed to him to be extraordinary was that a man with eyes in
his head should be sufficiently blind to make any mistake at all about it.
The thing was so palpable, so singularly clear, the impossibility of being
deceived was manifest even to the meanest capacity.
" W h y , my p o y ! " said Llewellen, "can't you tell phere it is every
time?"
" Yes," repHed Valentine, " / c a n tell, but you can't."
"Pless your soul ant potty ! Hur'll pe pount to tell ninety-nine times
out of a huntret."
" Where do you suppose it to be now? "
"Why, under the mittle thimple, of course."
" I t is not under either of the thimbles; depend upon it, Fred, the
fello-w has it in his hand."
" Put, my tear poy, hur saw him place the thimble right over it."
" He appeared to do so ; but as he placed the thimble down he took the
pea up : he has it now between his fingers, and were he to raise the one
nearest to us, he could make it appear to have been under that."
Llewellen held this to be impossible, and began to argue the matter aside
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with great spirit. He contended for the absurdity of the idea of a fellow
like that being able to deceive him, and expressed himself anxious to have
one trial for the sole purpose of convincing Valentine of his error. " How
strange it is," said Valentine, " that men will not be guided by the
experience of others."
"Put, my coot fellow, in such a case as this, it is only my own experience
that can satisfy me that what you conceive to be correct really is so. Shall
hur try ?—^Just to convince you ? "
Valentine smiled, and Llewellen took a sovereign out of his purse and
went close to the table. It was in an instant perceived that he had been
caught, and the thimbles were adjusted, when, with the most perfect confidence, he threw down his sovereign ; but on raising the thimble beneath
which he felt quite sure the pea was, he discovered, as a mere matter of
course, that beneath that thimble the pea really was not.
On this highly important discovery being made, the respectable individuals who were standing round the table began to laugh very loudly, as
if indeed they looked upon it as an extremely good joke ; but Llewellen,
after having made a series of mysterious faces, while he yet held the thimble
between his finger and thumb, made no sort of remark upon this general
manifestation of merriment, but left the spot with Valentine, wiser than
before. " You are right, my poy, quite right," said he, " t' cootness knows
it! Put phy tit they laugh so particularly phen hur lost ? Phen the others
lost they titn't laugh at all !"
" N o , the others are confederates; each has a share of the profits of
the speculation ; they have nothing to laugh at when they win or lose
among themselves ; they laugh only when they happen to catch a gudgeon
like you, Fred, and that they should \aw^ at such a time is not amazing."
"Weil, inteet, now hur never was pefore so much teceived. Hur was
as sure that that little fool of a thing was there, as hur ever was of anything in my life. Putt, however, they will have to kit up very early in
the moming inteet to kit anything like another sovereign out of me."
" You have made up your mind then not to patronize them regularly ? "
"Never more, my poy,—never more," said Llewellen, who after having
shaken his head with sufficient solemnity to convey an idea of the firmness
of his resolution, became as merry on the subject as if he had merely seen
the process performed upon some other victim.
The horses were now about to start for the last race, and the friends
took their station. They had another bet, of course; Llewellen would
have a bet, for as they had made up their minds to walk back to the
railway, he suggested the propriety of stopping to have one more bottle
of champagne at Windsor, and coffee at Slough, which suggestion was
unopposed, and the race commenced, and it singularly enough happened
to be as much like all other races as possible. The horses started ; they
ran the distance, and on reaching the winning-post one was a-head. It is
inscrutable, perhaps, that this should be almost invariably so ; but that it
is so almost invariably, is a fact which no man may dispute.
Immediately after the termination of this race all around became one
scene of bustle and confusion. Thousands of horses were put-to simultaneously, and every creature seemed anxious to quit the scene as soon as
possible. Had a hostile army appeared in the distance they could not
have been in more haste to retreat, while each charioteer seemed to
have made up his mind to break the necks of all under his immediate
protection.
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Valentine and Llewellen walked ooolly from the course, noticing everything worthy of notice, and, accompanied by thousands, reached Windsor,
where they stopped, as they had previously proposed. They then went on
ta Slough, and having had coffee, returned to town by one of the trains,
delighted with their day's recreation.

CHAPTER

LXI.

Describes several hitervieivs, but more particulai-fy one between Writall and
Raven.
ANOTHER week elapsed, and nothing had been decided. Whitely, who
had resolved not to act in any way until he had taken the opinion of
Serjeant Talbot, was waiting for the Serjeant's arrival in town,' although
Uncle John urged him again and again to delay the thing no longer, but
to take the best advice he could immediately procure. .In the meantime
Raven confined himself almost exclusively to his room. His spirits continued to be dreadfully depressed, and he had become so excessively peevish,
that the ser\»nts absolutely trembled to go near him. He had never been
a very affectionate master, and they knew it, but the way in which he
treated them was in their view insufferable beyond all precedent!—it
was indeed very harsh.
There was, however, one of them to whom he was particularly mild, and
that was Joseph, the sentimental porter, whose comprehensive faculties,
Valentine, who viewed him as a most superb hypocrite in his way, had
ever gloried in distressing. Raven's conspicuous kindness to this fellow
had always appeared to be inexplicable. No one in the house could at all
understand why he should be petted,—for petted he had ever been, albeit
he was a most decided wretch in appearance, and remarkably insolent if
lie happened to be put at all out of his way. His fellow-servants hated
him heartily, forasmuch as they did very strongly suspect him of having on
sundry occasions told divers abominable tales about them, with the view
of deprecia:ting their value as confidential individuals in their master's
estimation ; but they never did hate him so intensely as then, for while
Raven's special behaviour to him was rendered by contrast more striking,
he had become a gi-eat man, and boasted not only of the money he possessed, but of the'fact of his having a certain person under his thumb !—
which they held to be very mysterious, particularly as he often condescended to explain to them, "that he might, if he chose, have the best
place in the house, and would, but that the one he then occupied afforded
him more leisure for reflection." All this was intended exclusively for the
kitchen, but it soon reached the ears of Louise through her maid, wh<f
conceived it to be her duty on all occasions to be as communicative as
possible, and the moment she heard of it, it became known to Valentine,
of course, for he and Louise were now as one : they lived in each other's
hearts : they seemed to have but one soul, and while in him she found a
perfect realization of her dearest hopes, he loved her so fondly that
'• If Heave/t had made him such a7tother world
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,
Hid not have sold herfor it."
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" I t is very extraordinary," she observed, after explaining the whole
matter, " i s it not ? What on earth can he mean by his boast of having a
certain person under his t h u m b ? " - — " O h , servants will talk," said
Valentine, who was anxious for Louise to think nothing more of it. " We
ought not to examine such matters too closely; it were indeed a most
unprofitable task to analyze everything they say."
" But whom can he mean by a certain person ? Surely he cannot mean
papa ? And yet the way in which papa behaves usually to him has frequently struck me as being most strange. I cannot endure the creature
myself; I never by any chance speak to him ; but papa is continually
making the man presents. Upon my life I think there is something very
mysterious about it."
" Do not distress yourself, my love," said Valentine. " The probability
is that the man knew the secret which has just been disclosed, and presumed upon it, as such fellows will; but now that the thing is no longer a.
secret, his power is of course at an end."
" That was it!—no doubt of it. Well, now it never struck me.
I
have alvvays thought it singular that he should have been treated with so
much consideration ; but this accounts for it at once."
" If I were your father, I'd kick him out of the house. I'd not hava
such a fellow'about the premises."
" Nor would I ; for he is a very idle person, and moves like a sloth,
except indeed it be to promote any species of mischief. I'll speak to
papa about him. I should like to have the matter cleared up."
" You had better not mention the subject to him at present. It will but
annoy him. Let us wait till things are settled."
" Well, perhaps under the circumstances, it will be as well to do that.
But I do think it very bad conduct, and I am sure it ought not to be
concealed from papa."
Valentine now changed the subject; for although he affected to treat the
thing lightly before Lpuise, he felt that the mystery had not yet been solved,
and that therefore it was a matter upon which she ought not to be permitted
to dwell. A few days after this, Serjeant Talbot returned to town, and
Whitely lost no time in going to consult him. He explained to him how
the case stood precisely : every circumstance was mentioned : ha kept
nothing back, and the result was that the Serjeant, after due consideration, declared that there was no law in existence by which Raven could be
reached."
" He is in fact," said he, " shielded by the law. It is his panoply ; it
affords him the most complete protection. It is of course disgraceful that
it should be so ; but the law, as it at present stands, allotvs a man to incar'
cerate another, however sane, under the plea of insanity. It protects him
in the act; no malice can be shown, and if even it could, the signatures of
the medical men exonerate him ; their certificate is his indemnity, and they
are indemnified in turn by the law, which assumes that at the time such
certificate was signed, the victim was, in their judgment, insane. For this
then you have no redress, and as far as regards the collateral villanies—the
seduction of your wife, the disposition of your property, and so on—you are
not in a position to adduce a single particle of proof; you have not the
slightest evidence to bring forward ; not a witness ; not a document of any
kind to show. My advice to you, therefore, under the circumstances, is to
come to an arrangement with this person, and make the best terms you can."
"But is it not," said Whitely, " a duty I owe to society to expose such
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a villain ? "
" It may be : but have you the power to do it ? And if
you have, can you afford to do it ? These are two highly important questions to be considered. An attempt to expose him effectually would in all
probability cost five hundred pounds, and if you failed in that attempt, and
fail you most assuredly would, you would su'oject yourself to an action for
slander, which would cost you at least five hundred pounds m o r e . "
" B u t can I not compel him to restore, or at least to give me some
information respecting, my c h i l d r e n ? "
' ' N o . W h a t if he were to say that he knows nothing of them ? H o w
can you prove that he does ? Nay, how can you prove that he ever saw
those children ? You have no such proof: in law, his word, of course,
would be held to be equal in value with your own."
" But do you not think that if I were to threaten a public exposure in
the event of his withholding this information from me, it would have some
effect ? "
" As a man of the world he would despise such a threat. N o ; as he
„ppears not to be quite lost to every sense of justice—for clearly if he were
he would not have offered the compromise as a sort of reparation—you can
stipulate for such information being given : that is to say, you can promise,
provided it be given, to consent to a private arrangement. But let me, sir,
strongly recommend you to avoid mistaking perhaps a natural desire for
revenge, for any sense of public duty. T h e y are perfectly distinct, but
often confounded, so specious an excuse does the idea of such public duty
afford for indulging our most vindictive passions. Men frequently inflict
upon themselves irreparable injury by falling into this very e r r o r ; in your
unhappy case this mistake would amount to your utter ruin."
Whitely was convinced. H e now plainly perceived that Raven was
beyond the reach of law, and therefore immediately after his consultation
with Serjeant Talbot he decided upon giving his answer to Uncle John,
who had been anxiously waiting his return.
" W e l l , my friend," said Uncle John, as Whitely entered the r o o m ;
" h a v e you seen him ? "
" Y e s , " replied Whitely, who appeared to be unusually depressed.
" A n d what is his opinion? "
" H e has proved to me, my friend, that you were right,—that I cannot
with any degree of safety proceed. I have therefore no alternative. I
must consent to an arrangement, provided I receive from him such information as may lead to the recovery of my children."
" All the information he can give respecting them you can make up your
mind, my friend, to have. I'm quite sure he'll do it. H e can now have
no motive for withholding it from you. What, then, shall I propose ?
Shall I say that in the event of his giving you this information, you will
accept the sum he offered ? "
" N o , " replied Whitely; " I will receive
nothing from him but that which is m.y own. I cannot, of course, tell
what my property realized; but as he can—for I have not the smallest
doubt that he sold it and took the proceeds—let him return to me that
which it produced : I require nothing m o r e . "
" If he did sell it, as you imagine, he must be a very bad man indeed,
and one with whom I should not like to have any dealings. However, as
I have gone so far, I'll not retreat. I'll go to him, and, depend upon it, all
that I ca7i do to promote your views and interests shall be done."
" Of that I feel convinced, my dear friend," replied W h i t e l y ; " I leave
the whole matter with the most perfect confidence in your hands."
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Uncle John then started ; and at about the same time a person called at
Raven's house, and having ascertained that he was within, sent up his card
with an intimation that he wished to speak privately with him on business
of immediate importance."
"Mr. Writall!" said Raven, on looking at the card; " I don't know
him. Writall ?—Well—let him walk up."
Whea the servant had departed to fetch Mr. Writall, Raven endeavoured
not only to remember his name, but to conceive what this liusiness of
importance could be. In both points, however, he failed, and Mr. Writall
was formally ushered into the room.
"Mr. Raven, I presume," said Mr. Writall, with all his characteristic
pomposity ; " I hope, sir, you are well"
" Be seated, sir," said Raven, without replying to this affectionate interrogatory ; and Mr. Writall accordingly took a seat and coughed three times
in order that his throat might be clear, and drew out his handkerchief
gracefully and wiped his noble brow, and then said,—
"Mr. Raven, my object in calling upon you requires perhaps some
little preliminary explanation in order to its being distinctly understood. I
am a solicitor, sir, and among my clients I have the honour to number Mr.
Whitely, of whom I believe you have some slight knowledge." Mr. Writall
here paused to watch the effect of Whitely's name being mentioned ; but
Raven, who was reposing in an easy chair, said, "Well, s i r ? " without
displaying the slightest emotion.
" My client, sir," continued Mr. Writall, "having of course entered into
that unfortunate affair, to which I need not perhaps more particularly
alltJfle, has placed the matter entirely in my hands ; but as I find him
resolutely bent upon vengeance, and as I make it a point never to promote
the purely vindictive views of any of my clients, I have called upon you,
conceiving you to be a man of the world, to ascertain whether the thing
cannot be arranged, you know, privately between us."
" Has Mr. Whitely authorized you to call ? " inquired Raven.
" Decidedly not. No, he has not the most remote idea of my calhng."
" Then, in plain terms," said Raven, "your object is to sell him ?"
"Why—er—not exactly," replied Mr. Writall, who at the moment felt
somewhat confused by the prompt way in which this matter-of-fact question
was put. "Most decidedly, not exactly."
" A m I to understand," said Raven, pointedly, "that you regard me as
a mere man of the worid ? "•
" Most decidedly," replied Mr. Writall.
"Very well, then ; the plainer you speak to me the better. Let there
be no disguise : no beating about the bush; let everything be j- erfectly
plain and straightforward. What is it you propose ? "
" Mr. Raven, you have saved me a world of trouble. I'd rather do
business with a man like you, than with fifty who have no idea of the
nature of things, and who are laden with scruples, and doubts, and apprehensions. It is pleasurable in the extreme to transact
"
" Well, sir," said Raven, impatiently, "let us come to the point. You
have, you say, the management of this affair for Whitely ?"
" I have ; and he certainly has been
"
" N o matter what he has been : that has nothing whatever to do with
it. The question is, what proposition have you now to make to me ?"
" I n a word then, to be pldn, for I find that we perfectly understand
each other, I am prepared to undertake—of course for a cort.deration—
either to put him upon the wrong scent, by bringing actions which cannot
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be maintained, or to induce him to agree to whatever proposition for a
private arrangement you may feel disposed to make."
" I s it your impression that any action which may be brought against me
'^cin be maintained?"
" W h y , " said Writall, with an air of mystery,
•that is a question which you cannot at present expect me to answer. It
would hardly be honest to
"
" In this business," interrupted Raven, " we had better not speak about
honesty.":
"Well, I agree with you ; perhaps ft would be better to put
that altogether out of view; but you see, as far as I am alone concerned,
it would not.be quite prudent to explain just at present my own piivale
feelings upon that point."
" I understand you. Nor is it essential that you should. Your disinclination to answer the question is a sufficient proof to me that you do not
think that any action can succeed."^—"Why,' I don't know that."
" As a lawyer,' you' 77tust know that no law can touch me !'.'
" Well, even assuming it to be so, of course, you are aware that you are
in a position to be seriously annoyed."
' ' Now you speak ! I am quite aware of that, and am anxious to avoid
it. I wish to take no advantage of your client ; on the contrary, I am
willing to give him the sum I proposed, provided he will give me an undertaking that he will let the unhappy affair drop for ever. If you can induce
him to do this, you and I may come to terms ; if not, why he must take
his own course, and the matter as between you and me will be at an end.
" I will undertake at once to induce him to do this."
" You of course have the power ?"
"Beyond all dispute."
" Very well. As his legal adviser, you ought to possess the power to do
i t ; and in the event of its being done, what would you consider a fair
remuneration?"
" Why^—you see—I can scarcely telL I'd much
rather leave it to your liberality."
" Leave nothing to my liberality. Let us come to terms at once."
" Well, should you—as it's rather an irregular thing—should you consider
now, a hundred pounds too much?"
' ' N o ; I'll give you a hundred
pounds, and the sooner you earn it the better."
" Depend upon it, sir, it shall be done."
" Very well; then set to work immediately, and let me either see you or
hear from you as soon as his consent has been obtained."
" That I'll do," said Mr. Writall, and a pause ensued, during which he
looked mysteriously at Raven, who at length inquired if anything more
need be said ?
" W h y , " replied Mr. Writall, with great deliberation, "ofcourse yoii
are aw-are that in cases of this kind-—I can speak to you because you are
quite a man of business, a man of the world, and perfectly understand the
nature of things—I therefore say, that of course you are aware that in all
such cases it is usual, you understand, to pay in advance."
" Oh ! it is usual ? Well, I'll not dispute the matter with you. I take
it for granted that it is so, for I should say that few men know better than
you whether in all szich cases it be usual or not ! But if you imagine that
. •'" shall pay you in advance for this service, I may as well tell you at once
hat you are mistaken. You give me credit for being a man of business, a
nan of the world, and yet you would deal with me as with a natural fool.
Were I to pay you in advance, -..-hat security should I have that this service
will be performed ? "
" Oh ! I'll undertake to do it!—I pledge you my
honour it shall be done \"
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"Your honour, Mr. Writall, is a thing to which I should never dream of
trusting. You are a great rogue, Writall; you know it, and you hold me
o be almost as great a rogue as yourself." Mr. Writall smiled, and would
have laughed heartily, had not Raven continued : " L e t us, therefore, in
this busiiiess, deal with each other as rogue deals with rogue. When the
thing has been done, I'll pay, but not before." ,
" Well, sir, I like every man to be candid ; I admire him who tells me
at once what he means ; but when you speak of security, what security have
/, that, when I have effected the object, the money will be paid ? "
" I
am always to be found."
" And so am I ! I am always to be found, and you object to trust fne !
Besides, what if you are always to be found ? You well know that I
could not attempt to recover, were you inclined to be dishonourable,
without compromising my reputation as a professional man. No ; I'll tell
you what, as one of us must trust the other, we had better split the
difference thus ; you pay me now half the money down, and I'll trast to
your honour to pay me the rest when the work has been accomplished.
You understand ?"
" Oh, perfectly ! I tmderstand! But it will not do, Writall. I should
be sorry to mislead you on any point, and therefore I tell you at once that
it will not do.
You are as honest, I have no doubt, as you appear to be :
I am quite disposed to go so far as that, although I am bound to admit
that that is no great distance. It is, however, as well that you should
know this, in order that you may be well assured I shall not pay you until
you have accomplished the object proposed."
" Well, sir, that is certainly as it should be—plain, and much to the
purpose. But as you see I am entirely in your hands, or as it were at your
mercy, what say you to advancing five-and-twenty-pounds or so, just to go
on with, or rather as an earnest of what you intend to do when I have
performed my part of the contract ? Surely, you cannot with any show
of reason object to that ?"^
" Bring me in writing your client's consent
to my proposal, and I'll instantly give you a cheque for the amount; but
before that is brought to me I'll not advance a shflhng."
"But," urged Writall, who seemed determined not to give the thing
up, " do you conceive that to be, under the circumstances, quite fair? You
will not trust me to the extent of one quarter of the amount, yet I must
trast you to the extent of the whole ? "
" Why, surely, I am safe for a paltry hundred pounds ? "
" Safe, my dear sir! You are safe, I have no doubt, for a hundred
thousand ! But that has nothing whatever to do with it! I would trust
you in the regular way to any amount, because I perfectly well know that
I should in that case be able to recover. But you see this is an altogether
different thing ! It is not Hke a regular transaction. It cannot even
appear in my books. It depends entirely upon your honour ; and if you
should,—mark, I only say if yon should,—when I have done wfiat is
necessary, be indisposed to pay me, I should be utterly unable to compel
you to do so, without exposing myself and thus destroying my reputation,
which, of course, I would not do for a hundred times the amount. So
that you see I have no security at all ! "
At this moment Uncle John knocked loudly at the door, when Raven,
who knew his knock, exclaimed, " That's fortunate !" and rang the bell
to desire the servant to show him up. " Here is a friend," he continued,
" to whom the whole affair is known. He will be my surety,"
2 F
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" Is he a man upon whom you can depend ? " inquired Writall. " You
must remember my character is at stake in this business, and that tht, most
profound secrecy must be observed."
"Fear nothing from him," replied Raven; " I would trust him with
my life. Your cha.racter is as secure in his hands as it is in mine."
Mr. Writall did not rnuch approve of the idea of introducing a friend;
he felt fidgety for the moment, but on being reassured that his secret
would be safe, he had just succeeded in calming his apprehensions as
Uncle John entered. The very moment, however, he saw him, the
expression of his face was at all points peculiar. He recognized in him
Whitely's friend at a glance ; but as there was no possibility of escape, he
bridled himself up, and facing the enemy, like a rat in a corner, made up
his mind to the worst. Uncle John bowed distantly as Raven introduced
him, and wondered very naturally what had brought him there. He had
scarcely, however, taken his seat, when Raven proceeded to enlighten him
on the subject, with all possible gravity and effect.
" T h i s gentleman," said he, " who is Mr. Whitely's legal adviser, has
called to make a proposition, to which I am inclined t* accede : not
because I am desirous of taking the slightest advantage of Mr. Whitely,
but because I consider that man to be his friend who will induce him to
consent to ^ private arrangement, instead of foolishly having recourse to
law. Mr. Writall has offered to do this, and I am disposed to accept his
offer, conceiving it to be the best possible course he can recommend his
client to pursue."
Uncle John was surprised,—he scarcely knew what to make of it. He
looked at Writall and Raven alternately for some few moments, and then
exclaimed, " W h y , what a shameless man he must be who, while acting
as the solicitor for one party, betrays him by offering to meet the views
of the other!"
" We are aware," said Mr. Writall, "that this is not
a regular transaction."
" A regular transaction ! Why you ought to be strack off the rolls ! "
"Strike me off! Who's to do it? What can you prove ?"
' ' Are you not rather hasty, my friend ? " observed Raven, addressing
Uncle John.
" T h i s proceeding is dishonourable ; Writall knows it to
be dishonourable; and were it calculated to injure Mr. Whitely, it should
not have my countenance ; but as it must tend to his good, don't you
think that it would be better to sanction it, rather than induce him to
resort to law, in which he must of necessity fail ? "
" You don't know that man," said Uncle John ; "you don't know what
he is. Of course, you are to pay him for this service ? "
" He has offered to do it for a hundred pounds, which sum I have
consented to give him."
" You have not yet done so, I hope ? "
" N o , I have told him that I decidedly object to pay in advance."
" Then, he did want the hundred pounds down ? Of course !—just what
I expected."
"E'iJ. you indeed ?" said Writall, with a sneer.
"Dear m e ! How
very wonderful ! So it was what you expected^eh ?—was it ? "
"Why, what a disreputable man you must b e ! " said Uncle John.
" How disgraceful is your conduct ! You have had the audacity to come
here for the purpose of robbing this gentleman, when
"
" R o b , sir!—rob! What do you mean?" cried Writall, who, finding
that it was now all over with him there, felt that the best thing he could do
was to brazen it out; " D o you mean to say that / wish to rob any man ? "
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" I do, distinctly," returned Uncle J o h n ; "you came here for the
express purpose of getting a hundred pounds of Mr. Raven, under the
pretence of being Whitely's solicitor, -B'hen you perfectly well know that
you are not."
" You are uttering a falsehood."
"You infamous m a n ! " cried Uncle John, very indignantly, " h o w
dare you say so to me, when I never, to my knowledge, told a falsehood in
my life ! I say again that you are not his solicitor ! He never called upon
you but once, and that was when he was accompanied by me, and when
you disgusted him by offering to procure false witnesses to prop up his
case!"
" Did you go with Mr, Whitely to the house of this m a n ? "
inquired Raven of Uncle John.
" I did; at his request : he being anxious to prove to me that his intentions were perfectly honourable and straightforward."
" Leave the house ! " said Raven, pointing to the door.
" Leave the house ! " echoed Writall. " That is rather a cool way of
addressing a man."
" Do you wish me to have you thrown into the street ? "
" T h a t is still more cool ! Thrown into the street ! Very rich ! I
should like to see the fullow that could do it !"
" You bad man," said Uncle John, rising. " Do you mean, sir, to leave
the house ? "
" What if I don't ? "
" Why, in that case, you impudent person, I must make you."
" Make me ! You make me! Why, that's about the most spicy thing
I've heard yet !"
"You would soon be glad to retreat, sir, if my Valentine were here."
" Your Valentine ! Who's she? Did she send you anything very inflaming on the fourteenth of Febraary—eh?"
" M y friend, ring the
bell.—Now, sir, da you mean to leave the room?"
Writall placed himself firmly upon the edge of the table, and cried,
" N o !—not until I think proper. What do you mean by telling lies about
me, you abominable old slanderer ?" Uncle John was now excessively
rafifled, and approached him more nearly. " Touch me ! " cried Writall;
'' only touch me !—lay so much as a finger upon me, and I'll give you a little
law. Do it !—now, here I am !—do it!—you can't well miss me 1—I'm big
enough, and near enough !—why don't you do it ?—I only wish you woiald."
" Now, sir, am I to summon the whole of my servants ? " said Raven,
as one of them entered.
"Don't distress yourself," said Writall, " I beg. I should be sorry to
give a gentleman of your refined feelings the slightest unnecessary trouble ;
but if you think to intimidate me, sir, you are mistaken. I go, because,
and solely because I have no wish to remain; but I am not, sir, a man to
be intimidated !—of that you may take your oath. Good moming to you,
gentlemen ! Privacy is your object ! Oh, everything shall be kept strictly
private ! The time will come, sir, when you will curse the day on which
you insulted me!" Mr. Writall then screwed his thick lips into the best
expression of superb contempt of which they were capable ; and, having
most maliciously frowned at them both, stuck his thumbs into the armholes of his w^aistcoat, and marched, with a series of swings, from the room.
Uncle John now proceeded to describe the interview which he and
Whitely had had with this "limb" of the law; and concluded by stating that
he did not feel justified in entering before into this explanation, nor should
he have felt justified then, had not Whitely r-t length consented to a private
arrangement.
2 F 2
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" Is that a fact ?" exclaimed Raven, on hearing this. " I s it a fact ?"
" It is. I have just left him. He came to a decision this moming."
" I am very glad to hear i t ! My friend, I owe you much.—Well, how
is it to be ? What does he propose ? What 'will he consent to ?"
" He has authorized me to say that he will consent to receive the sum
his property realized, provided you will give him all such information as
may lead to the recovery of his children."
Raven paused; but as it immediately struck him that he might betray
the feehng by which that pause had been induced, he said, " Well, my
friend, and what did his property realize?"
" H e cannot tell! He
says that of course you know, as the sales were effected by you."
" Effected by me !—why, who could have told him this monstrous falsehood?"
" He received his information from a man who was formerly
his servant."
" And where is that scoundrel ? Where is he to be found ? "
" T h a t Whitely is unable to tell. He saw him but once, and desired
him to call, but he has not yet done so. He told him distinctly that you
—that is to say, he with whom his wife eloped—sold the property and
took the proceeds."
" I should like to see that villain ! Believe me,
my friend, it is a most groundless falsehood. I had nothing whatever to
do with i(: I knew nothing of it, as I hope for mercy ! No, n o ; I'm bad
enough, it is true, but not quite so bad as that."
" Well, I thought that it was rather—"
" Rather, sir !—But where were the title-deeds at the time ? "
" In the hands of his solicitor."
" And where is that solicitor ? "
" He is dead."
" He was some such solicitor, I apprehend, is the one who has just left
us. Besides, look at the absurdity of the thing ! Is it likely that he or
any other solicitor would have given those fitle-deeds to me ? "
" Why, when I come to look at it, I certainly must say that it does not
appear to be probable. It never struck me before, and I am sure that it
never struck Whitely. I'll name the point to him : I have no doubt he'll
see it at once."
" I hope that he will, for I declare most solemnly that
what I have stated is true. But, to the point. What does he consider
this property to have been worth ? "
"About six thousand pounds."
"Very well. The sum I proposed
then will cover the whole. I will give him that sum."
" He will not consent to receive more than the value of his property, I
know."
"/Then let it be thus settled. He shall have what he considers
its value to have been."
" Well, then, the thing is arranged so far !—Now, about the children ? "
" O n that subject," said Raven, " h e must not expect that I can give
him the slightest information."
" Ah ! That's the grand point. That is tiie very thing about whieh he
is most anxious. Can you give him 7to clue ? The man whom he saw
hinted that he could obtain information which might lead to their recovery.
If he can do so, what a pity it is he has not called, is it not ?—.-Although
I -must say that, after what you have told me, I am inclined to believe that
he knows nothing of them."
" What sort of man zaas this ? Have you any idea ? "
" Not the slightest. Whitely never described him ; but I'll get him to
do so."
" I wish you would. I should like to know, much."
" T h e n , " said Uncle John, " t h e thing amounts to this : that you will
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send him a cheque for this sum on his giving you an undertaking that he
will trouble you on the subject no more ; and that, unhappily, with respect
to the children, you cannot give him the slightest information."
" You see, my friend," said Raven, " it may be supposed that I ought
to know all about them ; but you are aware that the woman who proves
unfaithful to her husband, seldom prides herself much upon her fidelity to
another."
"Very trae," said Uncle John,—"very true."
" The subject, of course, is painful for me to enter into; but I have
stated enough for you to understand all."
" I see, I see! Well! You cannot do impossibilities, and therefore
this must be no bar to an arrangement. I should have been far more
pleased if you could have given this information; but as you cannot, why
you cannot, and nothing more can be said. I'll go back to him at once,
and explain all you have stated, for the sooner the thing is settled now the
better ; and as he is not an unreasonable man, I hope to be able to bring
you his written undertaking in the course of the day."
" D o so, my friend, and he shall at once have the cheque. I cannot
sufficiently express to you how much I feel obliged
"
" N o t a word, not a word," said Uncle John, who then left in the full
conviction that Raven's answers had been ingenuous ; although a man more
prone to suspicion would have perceived that, as far as the children were
concerned, those answers evinced studied prevarication.

CHAPTER

LXII.

Explains a variety of Matters of hnportance to the Parties concerned.
LLEWELLEN, a few days after he aecompanied Valentine to Ascot, relapsed
into wretchedness ; and as his appetite again most signally failed, he began
to suspect that he was somewhat consumptive—a suspicion which was to a
lamentable extent confirmed, on reading a highly popular work upon consumption, which induced him to feel the very symptoms described.
Under these unhappy circumstances he took to writing poetry, and in the
short space of two days did really succeed in composing the burden of a
song, which he sang aloud from morning till night for inspiration, thus :—
Peautiful peer,
Peautiful peer.
There's 7iotri7ik i/i Nature like peautiful peer !
But having miraculously accomplished the burden, he was utterly unable
to do any more. The rhymes puzzled him frightfully. They wouldn't come.
Let him drink what he might, or pull his shirt-collar down ever so low, he
couldn't get them ; and hence, having gone through a whole quire of paper
without any, even the most remote, prospect of success, he gave the thing
up in a fit of despair, and took to beauing out Valentine's mother.
Nor was this at all amazing. He had no one else to go out with !—and
certain it is that no one else could have appreciated his politeness more
highly; for he had always been a most especial favourite of the widow s
she had always esteemed him a well-behaved, good-hearted creature, and
therefore did not at all disapprove of his practice of taking her about s in
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point of fact she rather liked it than not. And so did Valentine ; ana SO
did Louise : for although Louise loved the widow dearly, while Valentine
possessed a strong feeling of friendship for Llewellen, in the view of the
lovers their presence was not at all times agreeable, and more particularly
now that Va-lentine, in order to raise the spirits of Louise, walked out with
her daily.
Now it happened that on the moming on which Writall had an interview
with Raven, Llewellen and the widow went to see the industrious fleas,
and they had no sooner started than Louise and Valentine left the house
with the view of having their customary walk in the Park. On their way,
however, the attention of Louise was attracted to the window of a linendraper's shop, in which w--., displayed a peculiar style of shawl, which she
admired very much.
" Dear m.e ! " she exclaimed, "how exceedingly elegant ! I should so
like to look at it ! Would you mind going in with me ?"
" O h ! not at all," replied Valentine; and they accordingly entered, and
were instantly addressed in the most obsequious style by an extraordinary
individual, the business of whose valuable life seemed to consist in walking
up and down the shop, with great presence of mind, placing chairs for those
who entered, with infinite grace, and calling "Forward!" in a highly
authoritative one, and with an expression which obviously signified something. ' What can we have the pleasure ? " said this remarkable being,
addressing Louise with a most winning smile.
Louise briefly explained, and when the elegant creature had placed her
a chair with all the tranquil fascination at his command, he cried " Forward ! " as if he had been addressing some dog that had had the unhappiness to introduce himself clandestinely among the silks.
In an instant an exquisitely dressed young man approached Louise with
Characteristic politeness, and having ascertained what it was she wished to
see, he produced it with all imaginable alacrity, and displayed it to the best
advantage possible.
While Louise was listening to the voice of the charmer, who spake eloquently, blandly, and with much poetic feeling of the innumerable beauties
which characterized this unparalleled article, Valentine was watching the
conduct of the individual who walked the shop with some interest, for he
had never before seen the tyrant and the slave by any one man so conspicuously developed. To those who entered he was the crii'.ging, smirking,
eel-backed creature ; but to all over whom he presided, he was the tyrannous, scowling, despotic bully : he would crawl and lick the dust from the
feet of the former, and the next moment frown down and trample upon the
latter. " Allow me," said he, addressing a customer who was leaving,—
'' allow me to have the happiness of sending that small parcel! I beg that
you will. I -will do so with infinite pleasure."
The customer declined, and was bowed out with the utmost humility by
the creature, who immediately walked up to him by whom she had been
attended and demanded to know why he had not sold her a dress.
" T h e 'lady didn't want one," replied the young m a n ; and Valentine
thought this a very good reason—substantial, conclusive, and perfectly
sound; but diametrically opposed to this view was the creature. "Not
want one !" he cried, as if no reason could have been more absurd. " Do
1 keep you to sell merely what people want ? Any fool, any idiot, can 10
that! I expect you to serve them with what they don't want, sir !—that.
Sir, is what I keep you for ! " and he scowled with great ferocity at the
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delinquent, who never raised hi« eyes, but having rolled up some material
that was before him, walked silently away.
" Why, what kind of men can these be," thought Valentine, " who thus
endure the degrading tyranny of so pitiful a slave? Have they neither
soul nor sense? What can they be made of? They seem to have been
decentiy educated : t-hey talk very well, although they dress very absurdly,
and have some of the most remarkable heads of hair tonsorial art ever
designed ; but they cannot possess a particle of manly spirit, they cannot
have the independent feelings of honest men, or they never could bear to
be thus tyrannized over and treated like convicts !"
"Why don't you show the six quarters, sir, do you h e a r ? " cried the
creature, addressing one of his slaves ; for he clearly conceived it to be
much to his own interest to degrade his young men in the eyes of those
whom they were serving.
" It strikes me that I must have a word with you," thought Valentine,
who was really disgusted with the fellow's behaviour ; and he had no
sooner satisfied himself that the pursuit of such a course would not be at
all incorrect, than throwing his voice behind him some distance, he said.
"Who is that ridiculous person in the middle of the shop?"
The person alluded to turned with great promptitude and frowned.
Ridiculous person, above all things in the world ! He didn't like it. In
the spot from which the voice appeared to proceed there happened not to
be a soul, which puzzled him a little; but he notwithstanding walked up
the shop with great dignity, and glanced at each customer as he passed,
•with suspicion. " Is that the proprietor ? " inquired Valentine of the
young man who was waiting upon Louise.
" Yes, sir, one of them : that is Mr. Todd."
Valentine waited the retum of Mr. Todd, whose nerves seemed seriously
unsettled, and when he c i ; rc;turn, he occupied his mind with the adjustment of his neckerchief and hair, during the progress of his fingers through
which latter ornament Valentine shouted " Here, Todd ! "
Mr. Todd looked contemptuously round. The idea of being addressed
as " T o d d " struck him as being extremely vulgar. "Mr. Todd" would
have commanded his immediate attention, but it appeared to be a settled
principle with him that plain " Todd" should not.
" I say. Toddy, my boy ! how are you?"- cried Valentine; and Mr.
Todd looked round again with an aspect of intense magnanimity. Who
could it possibly be ! There were but two gentlemen in the shop !—Valentine, whom of course he could not suspect, seeing that he was close to his
side, and another, -who was perched upon a stool at the end. He therefore concluded that it must have been the gentleman on the stool, and conceiving that he might be some person of importance, he approached him.
But no : that gentlemen took not the slightest notice of his approach : nor
did he appear to be a person at all likely to address any man with any
undue familiarity. Besides, his voice was so strikingly different!—it could
not have been he ; and as such was the case, Mr. Todd at once conceived
the horrid notion that it must have been one of the young men.
" W h o was that?" he demanded, with a withering glance, and the
young man addressed declared promptly, upon his honour, he didn't know.
" Don't tell me you don't know," said Mr. Todd, " you must know !—it
was one of you ! " Again the young man, with considerable earnestness,
rotested his ignorance of the matter, but Mr. Todd would not believe
im : he was sure that he did know, and having announced that, be the
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delinquent whomsoever he might, he should " start" on conviction, he
returned to his station near the door.
Valentine, assuming the voice of a female, now made a dead set at one
of the slaves. " How dare you ! " he exclaimed, "you insolent fellow !
I'll tell Mr. Todd, sir ; I'll tell Mr. Todd ! " and the voice was so loud
and so shrill, that every eye was directed at once towards the spot from
which it appeared to proceed.
Mr. Todd was there in an instant, and looked right and left with indefatigable zeal, and perspired at the idea of being able to make nothing of
it. He could perceive no lady in a rage ! They all appeared to be perfectly
tranquil. What could be the meaning of it ? It was quite clear to him
that one of them had been insulted. Could she have been pacified on his
approach ? In his view nothing could be more probable, and he therefore
went round and inquired of them if anything unpleasant had occurred, but
as they all declared that nothing of the kind had, he could not but deem it
remarkably strange.
" Did you not hear some lady complain of insolence ? " he inquired of
j)ne c»f the slaves, who having nothing else to do, was endeavouring to
ascertain how long it was possible for a man to be smoothing a piece of
coloured muslin. " Why," replied the individual who was engaged in this
experiment, " i t struck me that I did."
"Just give a look out, then : there's something wrong somewhere."
" Mr. Todd," said Valentine, in an assumed voice, of course.
" Well, sir !" cried Todd, with great sharpness.
" Mr. Todd," repeated Valentine.
" Well ! what do you want ? "
" Have the goodness to step here for one moment."
Mr. Todd marched to the point to which the voice had been thrown,
and said, " Now, sir ! what is it ? " to the first whom he approached ; but
as this person intimated boldly that he had not called, Mr. Todd very
naturally wished to know who had.
" Mr. Todd !—Mr. Todd !—Mr. Todd !" cried Valentine, in three distinct voices, and making them apparently proceed from three different
points. " What is the meaning of this ?" cried Todd, on looking round,
for he began to feel very indignant. " Who called me ? "
" Mr. Todd," repeated Valentine, in a very calm tone.
" Come here, sir, if you want me ! come here, I desire ! "
Valentine now introduced a very highly effective laugh; indeed, so
effective was it, that he was joined by almost every person present, to the
utter annihilation of Mr. Todd's tranquillity of spirit. " What are you
laughing at, sir ? " he demanded of the slave who stood near him.
"Nothing, sir, nothing," -v\'as the prompt reply. " D o you always
laugh at nothing ? I desire to know instantly why you were laughing ? "
" I don't know, sir. I laughed because the rest laughed—for no other
cause."
; " If you cannot conduct yourself properly, sir, you had better make out
your account."
Here Valentine burst forth again, and was again joined with spirit. The
customers gave full swing to their mirth, having nothing whatever to fear,
but the people behind the counter laughed only at intervals ; when the
awful eye of Todd was upon them, each seemed to have his mouth quite
full of a laugh, which was struggling to burst his lips asunder. In the
midst of this general joy, Todd stood with a dignified frown. Why they
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were laughing he could not pretend to tell, but as every eye seemed to be
upon hioi, he was suddenly struck with an idea that they were actually
laughing at him ; and as in his judgment this could be possible only in
the event of something being very wrong in his dress, he put it plainly to
Mr. Jubbins, his partner, whether such were the fact; and although Mr.
Jubbins declared solemnly that he could see nothing, so firmly had the
idea taken possession of Todd's soul that there must be of necessity something incorrect, that he quitted the shop with the air of a man quite
resolved on having prompt satisfaction.
Mr. Jubbins now performed
Todd's duty of looking as fascinating as possible in the middle of the
shop. He was a better-looking fellow altogether than Todd, and if
possible, more highly dressed, but his manners were precisely the same.
"You seem to be merry here," said Valentine, as Jubbins approached.
"Yes, very, very, very!" replied Mr. Jubbins. " I t ' s a mystery tr
me : it passes my comprehension altogether. I cannot make it out.
It's
excessively odd. By the bye, sir, we have just received fifty thousand
pounds' worth of superb cambric handkerchiefs, the immense superiority
ef which over the French is universally acknowledged, and which we are
now selhng at a sacrifice truly alarming. Allow me to have the pleasure
of introducing them to your notice. Mr. Higginbottom, where are those
handkerchiefs ? "
" Which, sir? "
"Which? Have you lived all these years and ask me which? Why
the P'ses Q's of course, sir ! Which should I mean ? " This seemed to
be conclusive, for Mr. Higginbottom immediately produced the P'ses Q's,
which Jubbins submitted to Valentine's inspection. " This, sir," said he,
is the most elegant lot imaginable, and dirt cheap, sir !—two and eleven
pence three farthings."
"They appear to be cheap," said Valentine, " but I am ignorant of
the value of these things."
" T h e value, sir, is seven and nine. Had they been purchased in the
regular way, sir, I couldn't have sold one for less, but having picked the
whole from a bankrupt's stock, we are enabled to put them in frightfully
low. The size, sir, is alarming for the price, while the texture is magnificently delicate !—Allow me to say a dozen ? "
" I have plenty at present," said Valentine.
" Were you to purchase them to put by, sir, they would pay you good
interest for your money."
" I have not a doubt of its being a splendid investment," said Valentine,
"but unhappily at present my capital is tied up."
Mr. Jubbins smiled sweetly, and said, "But, upon honour, I hold this
to be an opportunity which seldom presents itself : in point of fact, I don't
know that we are not running counter to our interest in pushing them ;
but let me say a dozen? Haifa dozen ? I assure you they are an article
seldom to be met with. It is a sacrifice of upwards of seventy per cent.,
which is very distressing."
" S o it is: so it i s : " said Valentine. " Did the person of whom you
bought themfail formuch? "
"About forty thousand pounds."
" That
is rather a large sum for a man to fail for, especially as he had about fifty
thousand pounds' worth of cambric handkerchiefs in stock. What do you
suppose the value of the entire stock to have been when he failed ? "
" W h y , " replied Mr. Jubbins, who did feel a liitle confused, for he
happened to remember that he had purchased the fifty thousand pounds'
worth, " I scarcely can tell. It is difficult to form a judgment, very diffi-
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cult, very."
" Of course he will be able to pay a very decent dividend ?"
"Yes, a very fair dividend, I should say, I've no doubt of it, very.—
Then you'll not allow me to tempt you with a dozen ? "
" N o , I think not to-day."
" Anything in Irish linens or gloves of any kind?"
" No, they never
allow me to purchase those things : they imagine I am not to be trusted."
Again Jubbins smiled; but as he understood the state of the case precisely, he said nothing more about the matter.
" Well, now I have indeed tried your patience," said Louise. " Dear
me, what a quantity of things I have purchased ! There now," she added,
addressing the clever creature by whom she had been tempted to spend
twenty pounds, although she had no idea of purchasing anything but the
shawl, "you must show me nothing more : you really must not, indeed."
" Has the lady seen those satins ? " inquired Jubbins, with a scowl.
" I cannot look at anything else," said Louise; " no, let me have my
bill as soon as possible, or you can send it with the parcel, any time after
four." Louise then presented her card; and after observing to Valentine
that she was sure that he had lost all patience, they were bowed out of
th« shop most gracefully by Mr. Jubbins, who, notwithstanding all the
young man had done, was exceedingly angry -with him, because he had
not introduced " those satins."
" What singular creatures they are ! " observed Valentine, on leaving
the shop.
" T h e y are, indeed," returned Louise; "and their pohteness is so excessive, that you positively feel yourself in a measure bound to
purchase the things they introduce to you, whether you really want them
or not."
" But while admiring their politeness, did you notice the brutal conduct
of those tyrannous, slave-driving dogs, their employers ? "
" Oh yes ! that is generally conspicuous. But what I object to most is,
their interference with him who is serving me. That is very annoying, and
whenever it occurs, I have done : no matter how many articles I may
want, I take those which I have purchased, but will have nothing more."
They now proceeded to the Park, and had a most dehghtful -walk ; and
while sitting beneath their favourite tree, Llewellen and the widow unexpectedly approached them.
" Hur knew we shoot fint them," cried Llewellen. " Titn't hur tell you
they were sure to pe nere ! O Louey ! such peautiful fleas ! Trest, ant
armt, ant mounted on horse-pack like Christians I Oh ! too co ant see 'em
apove all things i'i the worit ! "
" W h a t sort of horses are they?" inquired Valentine. " F i n e cattle,
Fred?"
"Horses? Fleas !—every horse is a flea, look you, prilled
ant sattled ant all ! "
" We must go and see these warriors on flea-back ! " said Valentine to
Louise. " D o , by all means, my love," said the widow; "they are wonderful creatures !—such active, intelligent little dears. I'm quite in love
with them, really ! Do go there this evening : I should so like to see them
again."
" This evening ! " said Llewellen, looking archly at the widow ; " have
you forgotten your engagement this evening ? "
" T h e promenade concerts!" cried the widow; "dear me, how very
stupid ! Oh ! is not that kind of Mr. Llewellen ? He is going to take me
to the promenade concerts ! "
" Upon my hfe. Master Fred!" observed Valentine, "if you continue to
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go on in this way winning the heart of my mother, I shall feel myself bound
to demand an explanation of your intentions ! "
The widow blushed, and patted Valentine playfully on the eheek, and
Llewellen informed him that all had been settled, and that he was therefore
quite ready to explain, which was very agreeable and highly enjoyed.
" A t all events," said Valentine, addressing Louise, " i t will be our duty
to accompany them to the concert this evening."
" T o o co, py all
means ! " said Llewellen ; and as this invitation was backed by the widow
strongly, it was decided that they should all go together.
While they were thus happily engaged. Uncle John was endeavouring to
prevail upon Whitely to allow the assumed impossibility of Raven giving
the required information about the children, to form no barrier to an immediate settlement. He had already succeeded in convincing him that
Raven had had nothing to do with his property; but he found it extremely
diffieult to induce him to believe that he knew nothing whatever of his
children. " T h e only thing," urged Whitely, "-which tends to justify
such a belief is the assumed fact, that she became so abandoned as
to leave even him for another : but even in that case it seems scarcely
probable that, being lost, as she must have been, to every sense of decency,
as well as to every proper feeling, that she would have taken the children
with her."
" Why, I don't know that," said Uncle John. " It is very clear to me
that her affection for those children was very strong : my firm impression
is, that had it not been, she would not have elting to them so tenaciously
when she left you ; and as it is natural to suppose that, as they grew older
and more engaging, the strength of that affection increased, I am inclined
to believe it to be extremely probable that she did take them with her ; for
clearly if her affection for them did increase, she would have been less
disposed to part -with them then than before."
" Very true, very true ; but this is merely assumption."
" I grant it; but it is a very natural assumption. Besides, what motive
could he possibly have in withholding this information, if he really possessed the power to give it ? Upon my life ! I cannot conceive what motive
he could have. He can scarcely be supposed to have cared much about
them, and if he had provided for them, he would surely be proud to let you
know it, in order that you might not deem him quite so depraved as you
do. But even assuming that he could give you such information as might
lead to their recovery, his refusal to do so ought not to prevent an imm.ediate arrangement, at least in so far as pecuniary matters are concerned ;
but feeling, as I do, quite convinced that he is utterly unable to do so, I
cannot see why you should hesitate for a moment.
" Well, my friend, if I give him an undertaking to annoy him, as he
terms it, no more, it must be with this proviso, that if I should at any time
discover that he absolutely does know where they are to be found, I am
not to be precluded from demanding of him such information as may be
essential to their being restored."
"Most decidedly. You will still have the right to do^o. I look at the
spirit of this arrangement. You agree to it on the assumption that he does
iiot know where the children are : should vou at any time discover that he
does, your right with reference to them will, of course, stand the same as if
no such arrangement had been made."
'' Very well. Let this be, on all hands, distinctly understood, and I am
ready to sign the undertaking."
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Uncle John now opened his desk, and they began to draw out an agreement, but how to introduce the proviso, without leading Raven to suppose
that they believed him to have told a direct falsehood, was a task which
puzzled them exceedingly. In the first place, they drew up a " sketch "—
which of itself would have done very well—and then their labour commenced ; but they stuck to it zealously, amending and erasing, until their
interlineations stood perfectly unincumbered by a single word of the
original, when, on being summoned to dinner, they left it thus, to be
tackled again when they had done.
Whitely was by no means scrupulous about the matter : he was an advoeate for its being done as plainly as possible; but Uncle John, judging
from the sensitive character of his own feelings, contended for the correctness of its being done with so much delicacy, that while it had the force of
a law, not a word should be introduced at all calculated to inflict the
slightest wound upon the feelings of him whom it bound. On this, as on
all other occasions, Whitely wished to meet the views of Uncle John, and
immediately after dinner they again set to work, and did eventually succeed
in accomplishing their task in every point to their entire satisfaction. Two
fair copies were then drawn up, and when both had been signed by
Whitely, Uncle John left, in order to obtain the signature of Raven.
The party .which had been formed in the morning for the concert prepared to start soon after dinner, and Uncle John happened to arrive in
great spirits at the moment they were about to leave the house. "Any
news ?" inquired Valentine. "Yes, my boy; good news: come here,"
said Uncle John, taking his arm and leading him into the parlour.
" Please let me come, too ?" said Louise.
'' May she come, Val ? Yes, you may. But I mean to set a price upon
the information I have to impart. I intend to have a kiss for it."
" Oh ! that you shall. I will pay you with pleasure ! What is it ? "
" All's settled ! " exclaimed Uncle John ; "All's settled."
" Bless you !" cried Louise. " You deserve two for that. But are you
sure?—quite?"
" I have the agreement now in my pocket, with
Whitely's signature attached."
"Well, this is indeed great news. Oh ! I feel so delighted ! "
" Of course," said Valentine, " Mr. Raven knows nothing of it yet."
" H e expects it, and I have come to put an end to his suspense. But
where are you all g o i n g ? " ^ — " T o the promenade concert."
" Very well, let your minds be at ease. Now, be happy, both of you :
there, run away. I must be detained no longer."
Valentine and Louise shook him warmly by the hand, and having kissed
each other fervently, they rejoined the widow and Llewellen, and proceeded
to the theatre in -which the concerts were held.
As they entered one of the boxes the first piece was being performed,
and the action of the conductor was so extremely striking, that he riveted
their attention at once. He was a small man and singularly thin ; his
cheeks were hollow, but his eyes were full, and while at certain forte
passages they appeared to be anxious to start from their sockets, he closed
them at each piano phrase, with the view of conveying to the performers an
idea of how mild were the moonbeams contrasted with thunder. The performers, however, seemed not to take the slightest notice of his eloquent
gestures, for they worked away like blacksmiths, with their eyes fixed
firmly upon the music, with the single exception of the individual who did
the drums; and even he, having thirty or forty bars' rest, seemed to be
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counting his one two three four, two two three four, three two three foun
up, with extreme depth of thought.
Having sufficiently admired the poetic action of the conductor—who,
had the whole of the instraments been mute, could have rendered the thing,
by virtue of his pantomine, effective, so distinctly and so delicately was each
phrase expressed—the happy party left their box for the promenade. The
place was crowded, but to the majority the music was but a secondary consideration, which indeed is invariably the case in England, and speculators
generally would do well to understand that patronage here is extended,
not in proportion to the excellence of an entertainment, but precisely
in proportion to the facilities which it affords for the display of wealth,
fashion, and beauty. On this occasion the display of these three attractive
articles was in a measure magnificent, but if any one could be said to surpass the others, it was fashion. The dresses both of the ladies and of the
gentlemen had been made in conformity with the most extraordinaiy conceptions, while the hair was so arranged—if an arrangement, as far as the
gentlemen were concerned, it could be called—that it covered the ears as
completely as if, at that particular period of British history, it had been no
uncommon thing for those useful and ornamental organs to be nailed, for
political offences, to posts.
As the space behind the orchestra was the only spot which could be
promenaded with comfort, thither Valentine and Louise repaired, and
walked for some time in silence, but with feelings of pleasure, listening
attentively to the various pieces which were admirably performed, and
which seemed to inspire general delight.
" Valentine," said Louise, at length, " why are you so silent ? "
" I apprehend it is because I am so happy ! "
" Are you happy? Well, so am I ; very, very happy ; I could cry I am
so happy. And I shall cry, I am sure of it, unless you make me laugh.
Now do, there's a dear, put some poor unfortunate person in a fever. You
will, to please me ; -will you not ? "
" Oh ! I had better astonish the whole house at once ! "
"But you must not startle me ! You know that is a thing which is
perfectly understood."
" Of course ! I am sure you will be an excellent
wife, Louise; you are so fond of looking at home ! But listen."
At this moment the band was playing a set of quadrilles, in which an echo
was introduced by dint of establishing an individual in the one-shilHng
gallery to do the refrain out of sight. Thi« had a good effect, and on its
being repeated, Valentine sent an echo into the slips, and then one into the
upper boxes, and then one into the dress circle near the proscenium, and
then another, most dexterously, into the chandelier ! This of course produced se\'eral rounds of applause, and the demand for an encore was
universal ; but the conductor stood struck with amazement ; he could not
even guess what it could mean, and his first impulse was to send round to
the various parts of the house from which the sounds had apparently proceeded, with the view of setting his face against every echo save the one which
he himself had established. On turning the matter a^ain over in his mind,
however, he could not—as tiie thing was effective r nd had brought down
thunders of applause—see why it should not be repeated. He therefore
gave the usual signal, and the band recommenced, and when he came to
the echo, he listened with a peculiar expression for the invisible auxiliaries;
but what was his dismay when Valentine, instead of following the established orthodox echo, introduced, in various parts of the house, snatches
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of popular tunes, and thus produced fits of laughter 1 " H a ! " said he
gutturally, grinning hke a griffin in great anguish, and holding his ears as
if a couple of wasps had introduced themselves clandestinely therein—
'•^ Perdu! " whereupon the whole house was in a roar.
" Bravo ! bravo ! " shouted the audience. "Encore ! Encore ! "
" Not if I know it," the conductor seemed to say confidentially to himself, for he looked very droll, and almost buried his head between his
shoulders; but although his indisposition to repeat the thing was manifest;
although it was evident generally that he wished to intimate that he had no
hand in the matter, the enlightened audience still continued to demand an
encore, which, to his own private feelings, was very afflicting. He sent an
emissary up to the slips, and another into the upper tier of boxes; and while
he planted sundry confidential fiddlers as spies upon the dress circle, he
himself strained his eyes with the bright and lively hope of discovering one
of the individuals among the multitude of promenaders. In this he was,
howevei", unsuccessful; and as the audience still remorselessly demanded
an encore, he did, in his extremity, shake his head with much significance,
and having given the signal, the band made a dash at the next piece.
This silenced the majority at once, and they would with due patience
have waitetj for a repetition of the novel echo, had not the minority, who,
having somewhat more refined and experienced ears, on perceiving that
this was not the same piece, shouted, " No, no !—Encore ! encsre !—No, no,
no, no ! " which had the effect of inducing the whole house to join them.
The band notwithstanding kept on. The conductor was firm. He
would have no more ad libituiri echoes : he had already had quite enough
of them, and hence resolved within his own mind that, come what might, he
would go through the piece then in hand as completely as if nothing whatever had happened. The audience, fortunately for him, were in an excellent
humour : they had enjoyed the echoes much, and that they did wish to have
them again is a fact which ought not to be disputed, but when they saw the
distress of the conductor, who was an accomplished, and withal a very
amiable man, they pitied him as an individual, and soon became cairn.
" Dear me ! " said Louise, when the storm had subsided, "how very,
very cleverly that was done, to be sure Irr-Poor man !—what odd faces he
made ! " " They were rather droll," said Valentine. " I wonder what
he thinks of it. I should like to know his strictly secret feelings upon the
point."
The band ceased : the first part was concluded, and shortly after, a small
thin man, in an old hat, came close to the spot with several persons whom
he knew. He seemed excited, and looked very fierce, and said in answer
to a question which touched upon the echo, " Sare, I sail give you five
pounce with great plaisir for to discovare sem tam pepel."
" They ought," said one of his friends, " to have their instruments taken
from them and broken about their heads."
" Instrumence !—say vas
ton wisout instrumence ! Say teed him wis sare mouse, and pe tam ! "
This caused Louise to laugh so immoderately, that Valentine was compelled to remove her from the spot, and when the conductor had given
sufficient vent to those feelings of indignation which were plainly effervescing
within him, he gave one desperate shrug, which seemed perfectly conclusive, and then left the inquiring group to cool himseff with an ice.
" M y poy," said Llewellen, on coming up with the widow, after a very
long absence, " Teet you hear that wonderful echo ? "
" The whole house heard it, I apprehend," replied Valentine. " Ther.^
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is a numerous family of the Echoes, it appears. T h e y are all isiatives,
you will remember, of your invisible wife."
" H i s invisible w i f e ! " cried the w i d o w ; " has Mr. Llewellen an invisible wife?"
" Y e s , the mother of the whole family. She became
enamoured of him in the garden, and would have him."
The widow, who now saw it all, exclaimed, " Gracious, my dear, and
was that really you ? " Louise instantly placed her finger upon her lips to
enjoin silence; but Llewellen, who was struck with the singularity of the
question, had a very strong desire to know what it meant. " T h e r e is
some creat secret apout this,—some extraortinary secret.—Too tell me phot
it is ?—Pless your soul, too !—Inteet hur shoot like to pe tolt, cootness
kno-rt's i t ! "
" W h a t secret do you allude to ? " inquired the widow.
" H u r ton't know inteet t h e n ; put
"
" This is not a place for telling secrets," said Valentine. " Come, come,
let us go in and have some refreshment."
" A p o v e all things in the
w o r i t ! " cried Llewellen. — " Phot have they cot ? "
" W e shall see by the carte," said Valentine.
' ' Well, my poy, you order a l l : hur'm font, you know, of any thing in
the worit."
" O r d e r ices," whispered Louise, " a n d let us see how
Fred will like them. W e have had none at home since he came up, and I
don't think they ever gave him any in W a l e s . "
Ices were accordingly ordered, and when Llewellen took his, he looked
at it for some time studiously.
" It's a mighty littie trifle," said he, at length. " Cootness knows i t . "
And having taken the whole of it up with the spoon, he put it bodily into
his mouth. It was, however, no sooner in than out. H e shuddered, and
dropped it without a second thought.
" I s i t too hot for y o u ? " said Valentine, gravely, although Louise and
the widow were convulsed.
" Hot ! " cried Llewellen. " It makes me shiver to think of it !—Ci-uel
cold !—My potty's freezing, look you ?—Ant my teeth !—Oh ! "
" Did you never have an ice before ? "
" N o , . never,—cootness
knows : ant hur never wish to have one again."
" Well, what will you have ? "
" Any thing in the whole worit put t h a t . "
" Well, as I have been
so unfortunate, I must leave you now to order for yourself—There is the
garfon."
" Phot's his name ? " inquired Llewellen.
" Upon my word I don't know.—You had better call ' Waiter.' "
Llewellen did so ; and a foreign individual, whose mind seemed to be
intently fixed upon something, approached him. " Waiter," said Llewellen,
in a confidential tone ; " h a v e you cot any peer ? " T h e foreign individual
dropped his head upon his right shoulder, and shrugged up his left, but
said nothing. " Not coot ? " said Llewellen, who misunderstood altogether
what the action of the Frenchman was designed to convey. " Is it not
coot in p o t t l e s ? " T h e Frenchman employed the same gesture as before,
with this addition : he extended his chin, which was naturally a long one,
and looked most intensely mysterious.
" This is a very honest fellow," thought Llewellen. " It isn't often one
meets with a man who will refuse to sell an article which is not quite the
thing to a stranger.—Well," said he, " n e v e r mint. You're a coot fellow
to tell me, for hur hate pat peer apove all things in the w o r i t ; put let me
have some pranty-and-water, look y o u ; w a r m . "
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The Frenchman again gave a national shrug.
" Phot ! " said Llewellen, " is that pat too ?—Cootness knows i t ! "
" Ve sal vas, monsieur," said the waiter, who prided himself especially
upon the purity of his English. " V e sal nevere is eau de vie non,
monsieur."
" Phot to you say?" inquired Llewellen, as Valentine, Louise, and the
widow were laughing convulsively. " Come, let's have it at once."
" Mais I sal vos non oempendre a tall vous."
" Yes," said Llewellen, " hur'll pe pount it's all right, olt poy, so you'd
petter run away now, and fetch it." And as he waved his hand precisely
is if he wished him to be off, the puzzled Frenchman took the hint at
once, and started. " W e l l , " said Llewellen, addressing Valentine: " I
shall pe all right at last."
'' What have you ordered ? "
" Some peautiful pranty-and-water, look you ! ant cootness knows it! "
" He'll bring you no brandy-and-water."
" Inteet then hur'll wring his plesset neck, if he ton't."
" If he brings you any thing, he'll bring you an ice."
" An ice !—Oh ! it freezes my pint!"
" I f he don't bring you that, he'll bring nothing."
" Phy, hur ortert it, look you ! "
" A n d he told you, as plainly as he
could, that they hadn't got i t ; and you sent him away."
" O h , hur'll see apout that," said Llewellen. " Here, waiter ! "
" Gargon ! " cried Valentine, throwing his voice a short distance from
him. " Oui, monsieur."
" Gargon !—Gargon !—Garjon ! " cried Valentine, at appropriate intervals, and in three distinct tones.
" Oui, monsieur, oui ? " cried the Frenchman, who seemed in some
measure perplexed. " If hur ton't make an effort, my poy," said Llewellen,
" h u r shall not, hur see, pe aple to get anything, look you !—Phot am
hur to orter ? "
" Why, as you want something warm, ask him why he
has not brought the glace. Tell him you want a glace, distinctly, and then
he'll understand you."
" There's a coot fellow," said Llewellen. "Now, waiter ! "
" Oui, monsieur ? "——-" Come, come, you have not brought my glass !
—There, never mind making those faces—hur prefer pranty-ant-water;
put pring me a glass of anything, no matter what, if it's put a coot glass.
The Frenchman bowed, and looked as if he saw his way now pretty
clearly, which rather delighted Llewellen, who, when he had left, said :
" Well, hur have mate him unterstant me at l a s t ! "
" I'm glad of it," said Valentine.
" But if he should make a mistake,
you had better tell him what you mean in Welsh."
The Frenchman now returned with a strawberry ice, which he presented
with characteristic grace to Llewellen. Llewellen looked at it !—he knew
what it was in a moment !—and then he looked at the Frenchman. His
blood was a little up : he felt indeed very angry, and proceeded to explain,
with due severity of aspect, the precise state of his feelings in Welsh to
the Frenchman, who was perfectly amazed, and on perceiving that
Llewellen was very indignant, he let loose in French, and thus made a
duet of it, which was interesting, because highly calculated to bring about
a good understanding between them.
Valentine, however, when he fancied that the thing had gone quite far
enough—for Llewellen was turning very red, while the Frenchman was
—grinning and gnashing his teeth fiercely—shouted " Garjon !—gar9on !
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—gargon! " when the Frenchman, hearing himself thus imperatively called,
screwed up his lips, and with a ferocious look of scorn, left the spot much
excited. "Tit you ever in all your born tays," said Llewellen, "hear
anypotty chatter like that littie wretch ? "
" I was afraid you would come to blows," said Valentine.
" Plows ! hur coot eat him, cootness knows it."
" You are always getting into some scrape," said Louise.
"Well, Louey, it wasn't my fault.
Phen a fellow prings an ice for
warm pranty-and-water, it's enough to make a man's pint poll! "
"It's too bad, said the widow, who sympathized with Llewellen; " i t
is, indeed," and she looked at the carte, and then consulted a female
attendant, and in a short time some p07ich ct la Ro7nai7te was produced,
which she presented to Llewellen, who, having tasted it, was in extacies, and
called her an angel. " N o w , " said Valentine, when Llewellen had finished
his punch, which he indeed highly relished, " a little more music, and
then we'll retum."
Llewellen, who was blessed -with a most happy disposition, had now
forgotten all his troubles, and on their return to the body of the theatre,
he chatted and laughed in the merriest mood, and enjoyed the scene
perhaps much more than any other person present. The pleasure 'wdiich
Louise felt was probably of itself not less pure, but its brightness was
occasionally dimmed by thought, which was perfectly absent from the mind
of Llewellen. Could she hope to be always as happy ? Should she always
experience in Valentine's society the same degree of pleasure"? Would he
always be the same kind, good, dear creature—always as anxious to inspire
her with delight ? These were questions which would suggest themselves
constantly ; for although she had no reason to suppose that he would ever
change ; although she tried on all occasions to repudiate the notion; she
was still apprehensive, because, and solely because, she neither knew nor
could conceive more perfect pleasure than that which she invariably experienced when with him. Her fears on the subject, however, were vain.
Valentine was always himself. He never thought of assuming another
character: he never desired to make himself appear to be that which
he really was not. This, of course, it was impossible for her to know ;
and as she thought on the subject most, when she felt most happy, she,
on this occasion, while clinging fondly to him, gazed occasionally upon him
with an aspect of sadness.
" My poor giri," said h e , " are you fatigued ?"
" Oh, no ; not at all."
"You look so s a d ! "
" I am so happy," said Louise, and as she
spoke, a tear glistened in her eye.
They now went in search of Llewellen and the widow, who were perfectly certain to go astray the very moment the attention of Valentine
happened to be directed to soirc other quarter, and having eventually discovered them engaged in close examination of certain plants which were
placed round a fountain, Valentine gave them the word of command, and
they followed him and Louise out with all due obedience. They then
entered a coach, and at once proceeded home, and it may be said, that no
party was ever more happy. They were on the highest possible terms
with themselves and each other, and it is not quite certain that both Louise
and the widow did not, on their way home, shed tears of joy. The verj'
moment they arrived at the house, Louise, as usual, inquired for her father,
and on being informed that he was still where she had left him, •2.nd that
it was supposed he was asleep, as they had heard nothing of him for more
& G
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than two hours, she ran up at once to his room, and as on reaching the
door she heard Joseph, the porter say, in a loud and threatening voice,
" I'll not go for a shilling less : and if you don't give me that, I'll blow up
the whole affair ! "—she, without the slightest ceremony, entered the room,
and was struck with amazement on finding him seated at a table v/ith her
father.
" H u s h ! " whispered Raven, the moment she appeared.
" H o w dare you, sir, thus address your master ! " cried Louise.
" M i n d your own business. Miss ! " said the fellow ; " M a s t e r '11 mind
hisn, and I'll mind mine."
" You insolent man ! how dare you speak
to me ? Leave the room, sir, I desire ! " T h e fellow did leave the room;
but with a sneer, which, to Raven, was one of great significance. " W h y ,
papa, whv do you allow yourself to be thus insulted by one of your own
servants ? " cried Louise.
" My dear child ! " said Raven, " do not distress yourself. I shall very
soon get rid of him now ! "
" B u t how dare he presume even to sit in your presence? Father ! have
you anything to fear from that man ? "
" A n y t h i n g to fear from him, my child ? "
" I f not, why keep him
in the house ? If he knew of that which is now no secret, and kept it faithfully, rewSrd him ; but do not allow him to remain."
" My child, have I not said that I am about to get rid of him ! But why
do you imagine that he knew of that s e c r e t ? "
" Because he was continually boasting of the power he had over you ;
nay, he boasts that you are in his power now ! "
" Indeed ! to whom does he make that boast ? "
" T o the servants. H e is constantly telling them that he could command
the best place in the house ; that he could force you to do anything for him
he pleased, and that, to use his own expression, he has you under his
thumb."
Raven pressed his lips and breathed very hard, and having drawn Louise
closely to him, kissed her with much warmth.
" D e a r p a p a , " she continued, " t e l l me, pray tell me, what mystery is
this ? "
" M y s t e r y ! W h a t myste7y, my child ? "
" I fear that there is more than has yet transpired, and if so, do disclose
it ; but if there be not, I do beg of you, father, to discharge that man, for
there is in him something which, while I look at him, I feel that I have
reason to fear.
" F e a r nothing, my child. You are correct in supposing that he knew
my secret; he did know it ; he knew it from the first; had it not been so,
I should never have kept about the house so pernicious a scoundrel. But
you have nothing to fear from him n o w . "
" H a v e you ? You will not object to answer me the question. Is there no
other secret ? H a s all been explained ? Hnr. that man the power to make
kno-wn any circumstance you are anxious to keep unknown ? "
" My good child," said Raven, " y o u shall know all anon. H e shall
quit Ihe house to-morrow! Go, my girl : go, there, leave me. But, Louise,
tiCt k ^ ^ r d of this to Valentine ! You will promise me that ? "
Louise did so, and kissed him ; but she left with a heavy heart, and a
•iiviftd-lteieming -with fresh apprehensions.
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Good7nan quits the Scene for ever.
UNCONSCIOUS of all that had occurred between Louise and her father
during their interview, Valentine in due time left for the night. He did
indeed perceive, on her return to him, that she was agitated ; nay, he perceived that she had been in tears; but as she frequently wept for joy, and
as, since her father's secret had been proclaimed, her smile had always beea
seen through a soft veil of sadness, her appearance failed to make a deep
impression ; and, therefore, having playfully delivered a lecture on the
physical operation of tears upon beauty, he gave his sweet pupil the preliminary kiss, when as usual, at lingering intervals, they twenty times
reiterated,—as if they had really become enamoured of the words—" Good
night !"
As in the early part of the evening Uncle John had explained to him that
Whitely had consented to a private arrangement, Valentine hastened home,
being anxious to ascertain if that which formed the only bar to his immediate union with Louise had been entirely removed. A mournful scene,
however, awaited his arrival: poor Goodman was dying. He had been
tempted by that fallacious strength which declining nature, struggling to the
last, seldom indeed fails to summon on the near approach of death, to make
an effort to walk across the chamber; but no sooner had that effort been
made than he sank upon the floor in a state of absolute exhaustion. This
occurred about an hour before Valentine arrived ; and as, immediately on
his arrival, he was informed of the fact, he proceeded at once to his good
old friend's room, in which, besides the attendants, were Uncle John and
the physician.
As he entered Goodman smiled ; his appearance seemed to cheer him.
He took his hand, and pressed it feebly, but with earnestness, and kissed
it. There is before the eyes of men on the brink of dissolution a glassy
film, which Death appears to impart that they may have a brief prospect
of eternity, when some behold the angels of light, while others have the
demons of darkness before them. This film theit glazed the eyes of Goodman ; but his spirit was calm, and his look serene : resignation was seated
on his brow: for him Death had no terrors. Ha-ving gazed for a few moments
at Valentine with an expression of pleasure, a slight cloud seemed suddenly
to pass over his countenance, and he looked round the chamber, and then
gently drew Valentine nearer, when whispering in his ear, he said, " My
brother : I should like to see my brother : do you not think that he would
come to me now?"
" H e would be but too happy," said Valentine. " I will go to him
instantly."
" Do, my dear boy : Heaven bless you ! Tell him I am
anxious to say farewell; but haste, for I feel that my hour is come."
Valentine again pressed his hand, and left the room, and then proceeded
without delay to Walter's residence, in the full conviction that fraternal
affection would overcome shame, and that the summons would be instantly
obeyed. He reached the house : no light was to be seen. It was late,
certainly, but earlier than Walter was wont to retire. He knocked ; no
answer was returned : he knocked again and again ; still no one appeared.
At length, however, after knocking and ringing with sufficient violence to
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have aroused the seven sleepers, he heard one of the upper windows open,
and on looking up, saw the head of a female, who half screamed, " Who's
the7'e?"
" I must see Mr. Goodman immediately," cried Valentine,
"open the door."
" G o away, tipsy man ! " cried the female ; " there's no one of that name
lives here."
" My good woman," said Valentine, having satisfied himself that he had not mistaken the house, " he did live here : can you tell
me where he is to be found ?"
" I know nothing about him. I'm only in the house to take care of it.
The family that left last week are gone a long way in the country; I don't
know where—but they're gone."
The female then disappeared and closed the window, when Valentine
went to the public-house opposite—to -H'hich he knew that Horace had
been in the habit of going—and there learned that Walter and his family,
after having sold everything off, had indeed left town ; but how they went,
or where they were gone, he could not ascertain.
He therefore immediately retraced his steps, and being anxious, of ccarse,
to keep everything from Goodman at all calculated to give him the slightest
uneasiness, he made up his mind on the way to conceal from him all but
the nakedjact of Walter being absent.
As he cautiously retumed to the chamber, the eyes of Goodman were
closed as if in death ; but they were re-opened the very moment he entered,
and tumed inquiringly towards him as he drew near the bed.
" He will come ? " said Goodman, feebly, for he was sinking very fast—
" He will come ?"
" He would," returned Valentine, " I am sure that
he would -with pleasure ; but, unhappily, he is at present out of town."
" Well, -well. The meeting might have been painful to him—yes, it
might have given him pain. You will not fail to let him know that all—
all has been forgiven ? I should have been pleased—-much pleased—but
for his peace—for his peace—it is perhaps—as well."
Valentine now sat beside him, with one hand in his; and while the
physician, who expected his death every moment, was watching his countenance with the utmost anxiety, Uncle John was in an easy chair, blinded
with tears, though his sorrow was silent. Goodman was his oldest friend :
he had been his companion in infancy; and while his name was associated
with his earliest recollections, their friendship in manhood had been
cemented by the knowledge of each other's integrity. He was therefore
much affected, and wept bitterly, albeit still in silence.
1 Philosophy at such a time as this has no effect; nor can religion and
philosophy conjoined check, when over the bed of death, the tears which
will flow. We must weep. But why ? The dying do not weep !—they
may be calm, serene, free from pain, happy—most happy in the enjoyment
of the prospect of celestial bliss—still we weep ! Is it to lose them ? They
lose us ! But, in their view, then they lose us but for a time, while in ours
we lose them for ever. We therefore weep—we weep to he left in the
world without them, while the fountain of their tears is dried up with the
sweet hope of meeting us " where the wicked cease from troubling, and the
weary are at rest."
" H u s h ! — h u s h ! " exclaimed the dying man, in a thrilling, startling
whisper, after having gazed on vacancy for some time in silence. '' Hark !
—do you not hear ? " The physician raised his hand to enjoin silence.
'' Hark !—hark ! " he continued, with an expression of rapture, raising
his feeble hands and straining his eyes upwards. A sigh escaped—a heavy
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lingering sigh : it was his last—he breathed no more ! His eyes were still
fixed, but his spirit had fled !
#
#
*
*
*
*
Thus died the benevolent, amiable Goodman, the victim of a monstrous,
a barbarous system, which had long been a foul and pernicious blot upon
civilization, and of which the existence reflected the deepest disgrace upon
us as Christians and as men.

CHAPTER

LXIV

Horace a7inounces the Fact to Walter.
NEARLY a fortnight elapsed after the mournful occurrence detailed in the
preceding chapter, before Valentine was relieved in any sensible degree of
the sadness that scene had induced. His knowledge of poor Goodman had
been in reality but slight—the seiziire having been effected so soon after
his arrival—but his death still had made a deep impression upon his mind,
for he had seen sufficient of him to feel well convinced that no man ever
did or could possess a more purely benevolent heart. Louise, too—albeit,
under the then existing circumstances,' it was but natural for her to partake
of any feeling which gave him pain—was affected more deeply than might
have been anticipated, considering that Goodman was a man whom she had
never even seen. She, however, knew his history : she knew of his cruel
incarceration, and of the brutal means by which his death had been induced,
and that knowledge was accompanied by the ever constant thought that the
self-same means had been employed by her father. She therefore felt it
very acutely, as indeed they did all; for while Uncle John mourned the
loss of his friend, as if, indeed, he had been a brother, Whitely became
still more inveterate against Raven, and Raven himself appeared to have
lost his own esteem. There was, however, one who felt it more deeply
still : and that was Walter.
Horace had been left by him in town to watch the progress of events,
and to report from time to time; and as he was in constant communication
with the servant by whom Goodman was attended, and whom he had promised to marry " when the old man was dead," he, of course, was informed
of that event as soon as possible, and no sooner did he hear of his death
than he called to inquire particularly after his health.
Of course, on receiving the only answer he could receive on that occasion,
he was perfectly struck with amazement ! He had made up his mind to be
suddenly strack ; it was part of the plan he had deliberately laid down,—
and after having, in his own peculiar style, expressed his concern to the
widow Smugman, whose grief was excessive, he thanked her for feeling so
much for his uncle, and begged of her to prevail upon Valentine to see him,
that he might know if there was anything in the world that he could do.
The affected widow—who began to look upon Horace as an individual
who had been scandalously libelled—of course consented, and proceeded to
the drawing-room, in which Valentine was sitting with Uncle John, with
the view of inducing him by her eloquence to see him whom she termed
"the poor afflicted young gentleman." Valentine, however, needed no
such inducement: the very moment he heard that Horace was below he
came down, and was by no means displeased to perceive that he was not
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dead to every proper feeling, for he had made up his face for the occasion,
while the tones in which he spoke resembled those which are subdued by
real grief The interview was but short. Valentine explained to him all
that had occurred, but dwelt emphatically upon Goodman's earnest wish to
see his brother before he died; and when Horace had ingeniously got at
the fact that the will had not been altered—which, indeed, was the only
thing he cared to know—he promised to communicate immediately with
his father, and with that view at once took his leave.
The country is beyond doubt the most unpleasant place to which a man
with a slinging conscience can retire. Such a man must keep in town if
he expect, even partially to drown his thoughts : the country cannot calm
his troubled breast: its tranquillity affords no peace for him.
This Walter felt strongly. The peace which he there saw around him
so strikingly contrasted with the perpetual agitation within him, that it
drove him almost mad. Drink was the only means of excitement which
he found available there. Whether he walked abroad or remained at home,
to him it was still the same : everything appeared to be tranquil but his
conscience, and by that he was tortured so perpetually that the very day on
which Goodman died he made up his mind to return to town ; not only
with the view of escaping the torture which the peaceful character of a rural
life induced, but in order to see his brother, and to solicit his forgiveness.
Upon this he had fully and firmly resolved, and was on the point of
explaining that resolution to his wife, and to urge her to prepare immediately for their departure, when Horace arrived to announce his brother's
death.
" What has happened? " inquired Walter, as he entered.
" There now, sit down," said Horate, " and don't be in a fever. Take
a drop of brandy, and give me ditto, and then as soon as I've got off my
benjamin, I'll tell you all the news. I can't before." Walter trembled.
He had no conception of his brother's death, but he felt that something
might have occurred that would plunge them at once into ruin. " Well,"
said Horace, having adjusted himself to his entire satisfaction, " w e seem
to have made a bit of a mull of this business after all."
' ' What business ? " cried Walter, impatiently.
" Why, the old buffer's gone, and
"
" Gone ?—dead ?"
" Why, of course !" replied Horace. " Come, come," he continued, on
perceiving the strong effect the announcement had upon Walter. " There,
that's quite enough ; you do it, on the whole, pretty well; but now—come
—cut it. It's all very natural to be struck all of a heap when you've got
your game to play, but here there's no necessity for i t — I say, governor !—
do you mean it ? "
" Silence! " shouted Walter, with an expression of rage.
"Well, that's very pleasant and very pretty, and would sound very
correct if set to music ; but the tone doesn't harmonize exactly with my
feelings, I must say. Haven't I done all I could do ?—didn't I swindle the
buffers into the belief that the papers I retumed were the papers, and
nothing but?—didn't I get a written acknowledgment for the lot?—and
didn't I get hold of the slavey, and make her believe that I was single, and
was going to marry her, in order to get at the bottom of every move ? and
yet it's ' Silence !' This is the reward of virtue ! "
" Horace ! Horace !" exclaimed his mother, " don't, for goodness' sake,
go on so !"
" Go on how ? This is what I call gratitude, this is !"
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" W e know that you have done a great deal, and we appreciate it."
" Yes, so it seems!—it bears a striking resemblance to that ! "
"But do, for Heaven's sake, talk more like a Christian ! "
" Talk more like a Christian ! Well, that's rather rich—rich enough to
disagree with any stomach, that is. How am I to talk ? "
" With less vulgarity, Horace ! It is really quite shocking."
"Well, I shouldn't be surprised. But what's the govemor dreaming
about now ? He hasn't heard above a quarter of what I have to tell."
" Tell me all," said Walter, " and at once."
"Now don't speak in such an uncomfortable tone. It would be much
more mild if it wasn't so strong. I should before have pulled it all out at
once if you hadn't stopped me. But to whom do you think he has left all
his property now?—guess."
"Perhaps to that Valentine," exclaimed
Mrs. Walter; " I shouldn't be surprised."
" I care not if he has," said Walter, " I am reckless of everything now."
"What ?" exclaimed Horace, " what would you say now if he had left
the lot to you?—made you his sole executor, notwithstanding what has
occurred ?—forgiven and forgotten all, like a good Christian ? "
" Is that the fact ? " inquired Walter, with the most intense earnestness.
" Has he really done that ? "
" He has. He has left no one else the value of twopence."
" Thank Heaven !" exclaimed Mrs. Walter ; but Walter himself became
motionless and silent. Had his brother displayed the slightest feeling of
enmity or revenge ; had he, as a punishment for his unnatural conduct, left
him destitute, it would have affected him but slightly : he would have
regarded it but as a punishment, and all his energies would at once have
been directed to the means of avoiding it by retaining illegally that which
he had ; but as, notwithstanding the injuries he had received at his hands,
notwithstanding he had been treated by him with the most unnatural
cruelty, he had acted precisely the same as if he had experienced nothing
but kindness and brotherly affection, it cut him to the quiclc : for hearts are
wounded far more deeply by kindness undeserved, than by the barbed
shafts of malice or revenge.
" W h y , " said Horace, who expected fully that his father would, of
course, be elated, "you don't appear to be particularly up in the stirrups
even now." Walter rose and left.the room, and as he left, his eyes seemed
to be starting from their sockets, while he groaned and ground his teeth,
and with his clenched fists strack his head with violence. " Well," said
Horace, " did you ever see anything to come up to that ? I tell him the
very best news that could possibly be told, and instead of being in regular
ecstasies, he cuts away, and knocks his old head about, just like a man
without hope."
" T h e news of his brother's death," said Mrs. Walter, "has affected
him, and very naturally."
"Well, that may be regular, as far as it
goes ; but it won't go very far, you know, when he has been expecting
his death daily for months."
"Very true; still, however long it may have been expected, when it
does come we cannot but feel it."
"Well, I shouldn't be surprised. But it wasn't the death that affected
him most; it was the property that put him in that state of mind. But I
say though, what donkeys we have been in this business ! That's wliat I
look at. Here have w-e been muddling away the money like mad individuals, in the first instance sacrificing one-half in order to keep the other,
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and then cutting away with that as if we hadn't above six months to live,
-when, if we had but kept quiet, we should have had the whole in the
regular course of nature, and that too in a lump, which of course would
have enabled us to live like fighting-cocks, in a state of the most pleasant
independence for the rest of our days."
" Very true; very true ; we have indeed been extravagant."
"Extravagant, yes; but that which hurts my feelings most is the fact
of our having seen nothing at all for it ! The money has been regularly
slobbered away. It is true we haven't had much luck : that must be
admitted by universal nature. That fool of a fire was the first go—that
cost a littie above a trifle. Then there was the buying of that Spanish,
only just as it was 07t the point of dropping down to nothing. Had we
waited but half-an-hour longer, we shouldn't have been in time for that.
Then the loss of the governor's mysterious pocket-book containing those
notes—that was another nice blessing. I never saw such a sweet ran of
luck ; it beats all my acquaintance. And then again you see, buying that
houseful of furniture at the very highest price, and then selling it at about
the very lowest to come down here, and now we shall have to buy another
houseful, at the very highest. You see all these things tell! "
" They do, indeed. We have had neither a moment's piece of mind nor
anything but misfortune since your uncle was taken to that place."
" It was a badly managed business ; nay, the whole thing has been most
miserably muffed, and I don't care who knows it. However, we must
make the best we can of it now."
- " I am very sorry we disposed ot
that furniture. Had we delayed the sale but a few days, you see there
would have been no necessity for selling it at all."
"That's the beauty of it!—That's the very thing I look a t ! We are
always just in time."
" But, then, who could have supposed it ? Who
could have supposed that your uncle, after all, would have been so considerate, so good ? I am sure, for my own part, / never expected it. I
never supposed it to be at all probable. I fully made up my mind when
you mentioned the property, that the whole had been left to that young
man, to whose arrival in town I attribute all our misfortunes, and that we
should have been in consequence compelled either to quit the country or to
remain here concealed, to avoid being ruined by actions at law. But say
what you will Horace, your uncle must have been a good man."
" Oh ! he was a decent old fellow enough, I dare say. I should have
liked him, perhaps, better had he liked me better, for there is always a
great deal in that ; but as he didn't much care about me, why I didn't
care much about him. But where's the governor? It will never do,
you know, to allow him to get into a state of confirmed uncomfortables.
I must say I don't like the look of him sometimes."
" I fear that he never will be himself again."
" Well, you'd better see after him, you know. He may give us a little
more of his hanky-panky business, and set us all in a blaze as he did
before. There's no accounting for buffers that see apparitions."
Mrs. Walter took the hint and left the room, when on entering the little
back parlour, she found Walter seated at the table, with his eyes fixed on
vacancy, and groaning with intense mental anguish. She spoke to him,—he started, but returned no answer. She tried to rouse him from his
reverie, but in vain.
From that hour his misery became appalling.
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In which the Day is fixed again.
WHEN a month from the period of poor Goodman's death had passed
without a single syllable on the subject of the marriage having been mentioned, Valentine naturally felt, that as everything which might have been
considered a bar to its celebration had been effectually removed, it would
be absurd to defer the renewal of that subject any longer, and he began to
be very impatient. He dined and conversed with Louise daily; and he
could not but think that they might as well be married as not; nay, he
thought it would be better, inasmuch as their minds would be more at
ease, and they would feel far more settled.
Accordingly, having satisfied himself that nothing could be more correct,
he resolved to revert to the subject at once, and, as at the time this resolution was formed, he and Louise were in the drawing-room alone, he closed
the book he had in his hand, and drew up to the table at which she had
been working for some time in silence.
It is a curious fact in natural philosophy, that ladies in almost every
case of interest, clearly understand the designs of their lovers. The process
by which they arrive at this understanding is inscrutable of course, but
that they do possess the faculty of perceiving it at once, when an interesting
proposition is about to be made to them, is a fact which experience has
placed beyond dispute. It is hence that at such a time as this they are
never off their guard; for let a man go round and round, and beat about
as his apprehensions or his natural diffidence may prompt, they well know
that [his design is to come to the point, and that, sooner or later, to the
point he will come ; and hence it was that in this particular instance
Louise no sooner perceived Valentine draw mysteriously up to the table,
than she began to work away at an extraordinary rate, and to feel her
cheeks glowing with "ineffectual fire."
" Louise," said he, " I mean to be merry again. I have been solemn
already too long ; for although the mournful scene which caused me to be
sad made an impression which I sincerely hope may never be obliterated,
still I hold it to be the very reverse of wisdom to cherish gloomy thoughts
until they obtain so great an influence over the mind as to tinge every
feeling of pleasure with sadness."
At this point he paused; but Louise kept on working with great
intensity and zeal, without offering the slightest remark, or even raising
her eyes for an instant. "Louise," he continued, "you are very industrious
to-day!"
"That is rather an equivocal compliment," said Louise.
" Am I not always industrious ? "
" Your mind is always active, I admit; but I never saw you work quite
so fast, I think, before ! Shall you be long about that business ? "
" What business, dear ? "
" Why, that muslin affair. What is it ?—
Oh ! by no means !—I have no wish to know !—But you'll not be long
about it, I presume ? "
" O h ! no. But why do you a s k ? "
"Because, when you have
completed it—whatever it may be—I should like to have a little conversation with you on a subject of some interest."
" Can we not converse while I am working, quite as well 1"
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" No, my Louise, not quite ; for your eyes are then fixed upon the work,
when I am anxious to have them fixed upon me."
Louise bowed, and having set the work aside, was all attention.
"_ You heard me say just now," he continued, " that I me;m to be merry
again. Louise, we must both be merty."
" I fear," said Louise, "that
I shall never again be habitually cheerful."
"That, my dear girl, is the effect of the very influence to which I
alluded, and against which we must take care to guard. I am glad, however, to find that you fear you never shall, because as that implies a wish
that you may, I have no doubt you will. Cherish that fear until you prove
it to be groundless. Entertain it till then, and you are safe. But / have
no fear of the kind : I have not even a doubt that you will be—and that
soon—the same light-hearted, animated, merry httie tyrant you were three
months ago." Louise shook her head, and sighed. " You do not think
so, of course," he continued ; " I don't see how you can ! But, my good
girl, we must not hug sorrow to our hearts as if we loved it. We shall
have enough of it, without courting its society. It will come often enough,
without any invitation, and stop long enough, without being either welcomed or fostered. We must give it no encouragement ; if we do, it will
stick to us, and make itself so perfectly at home, that after a time we shall
not be able to get rid of it at all. They are the wisest people who turn
sorrow out af'once ; for it really has no engaging qualities : it is always
looking wretched, and groaning about something. However rational beings
can love such a companion I cannot conceive."
" Its visits," said Louise, " are, unfortunately, not confined to those by
whom it is beloved."
" Of course not. It will force itself anywhere; it is eternally trying to
extend the circle of its acquaintance ; but having gained an introduction,
the length of its visit depends entirely upon the treatment it receives. If
you meet it with spirit, it will be too much shocked to remain long ; but
if once you fall into its views, it will love you too dearly to leave you.
Now I perceive, my dear girl, that it is getting rather too fond of you : its
affection for you, indeed, is becoming very conspicuous, and as such is the
case, -M-ould it not be wise to make it understand that on your part there is
no reciprocity of feeling ? What is your opinion upon the point ? "
" Upon my word," said Louise, " I cannot say."
" Are you enamoured of sorrow? "
" No."
" You have no desire to be wedded to it for life ?"
" Certainly not."
" I f you knew how to remove the heavy burden from your heart, you
would do so willingly ? "
" I would."
" Then the thing shall be done. I will undertake to show you how to
do it. But let us have a clear and distinct understanding. You engage to
be guided by me ? You promise to act upon my instractions to the very
letter? " Louise paused, but at length said, " I do."——" Very well. In
the first place then—(now I expect the most implicit obedience)—in the
first place, let me see, this is the sixth ; yes; well then, decide upon what
day, between this and the twentieth, we shall take full possession of our
house."
" O h ! that's an entirely different t h i n g l " exclaimed Louise. " W e
were speaking on the subject of sorrow ! "
" We were; and as I have made up my mind to entertain no sorrow at
that house, the sooner we take possession of it the better. Remember,
you have promised obedience !—^between this and the twentieth."
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"Nay, but this is a snare ! You can hardly expect me to feel myself
bound by a promise into which I have been entrapped ! But seriously,
my love, pray let us defer it a httie longer."
" Well, my dear girl, I will consent to defer it—provided you can prove
to me that it ought to be deferred."
" Would not the mere expression
of my wish, on the subject be sufficient ? "
"Why, that depends entirely upon what form of government we are
under. If it be an absolute despotism, of course the wish would have but
to be expressed to be obeyed; but if it be but a limited monarchy, the
consent of others must be obtained before it can have the force of law.
But I thought you were my pupil—my subject for the time being. I
thought you premised to obey me. Was it not so ? "
" I certainly did promise ; but
"
"That is sufficient ! Your will then, of course, is quite out of the
question : my will is the law te which you have promised obedience;
nevertheless, if you can show me any just cause or impediment why we
should not take possession of that house before the twentieth, I am perfectly willing to yield; at the same time, I think that I am quite safe in
making that promise, believing that no sufficient reason can be adduced.
But what have you to urge ?"
'' I know of nothing which you would consider a sufficient reason ; but
I don't, my love, feel—exactly—prepared."
" Well, surely you will have plenty of time for preparation before the
twentieth ! Consider, an immense deal can be done in fourteen days !
Besides, look at that furniture ! Now, I should be very sorry indeed to
see that fall into decay ; and is it not likely that it will all be spoiled if we
drive this affair off much longer ? "
" Oh ! but I hope it is well taken care of."
'' It may be—I say it may he ; but you know what servants are when
they have no one to see after them. Independently of that, I don't like to
see the house as it is now. We should feel more at home there—much
more at home. I admire the house. And shall we not be happy in it, my
love ? Yes, I feel that we shall; and you feel that we shall, too. Let us,
then, be happy at once. I am not at all particular as to the day; any day
bet-ween this and the twentieth. The earlier the better, of course. Come,
my Louise, we must have no more gloom—no more melancholy thoughts
or afflicting apprehensions. To-morrow^-1 will not press you too closely
now—but to-morrow let me know the day on which our happiness is really
to commicnce, and then we'll make serrow fly before the prospect ! "
Louise was silent. Valentine had drawn his chair quite close to hers, and
had both her hands in his ; and although she endeavoured to fix her eyes
firmly upon her dress, they would almost every moment meet his, which of
course she couldn't help. "Louise," said he, after a pause, during which
he gazed with the highest and purest feelings of admiration upon her,
" what say you,—shall we go this morning to look at onr house, and see
how the furniture stands, and so on? "—•—" Oh, yes ! I should like it,,
indeed."
" Then we'll go, my dear girl; so, ran away and prepare."
Louise now raised her eyes, and before she left the room fixed them
firmly upon him, and said that he was a dear, good creature, and that she
loved him more and more; for which, of course, Valentine appropriately
rewarded her, and a heavy burden seemed to have been removed from the
hearts of both.
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" Oh, Louey ! " exclaimed Llewellen, who happened to enter unperceived
at the very moment their lips accidentally met,—" Oh!"
Louise blushed, and darted from the room with all possible speed.
"Well, Fred," said Valentine, precisely as if nothing at all had
happened, "what's the news?"
" Well, cootness knows it, now, that's the first time I ever frightened
Louey ! Hur'm so clat ! Won't hur tease her now, look you ! "
"Tease her? "said Valentine. " W h a t about?" Llewellen made a
very droll face, and gave five or six very deliberate nods, as if he quite
understood it. " Why, you don't suppose, Fred, that it is very extraordinary for a lady to receive a kiss from him to whom she is just on the
point of being married ? "
" N o , " said Llewellen, " n o ; it isn't extraortinary, that; but, look you,
there's a tifference between kissing phen nopotty's apout, and kissing phen
somepotty's hanty ; and, cootness knows, Louey woultn't have hat me seen
her for the worit; so hur'll roast her to teath apout it, look you ! Put, hur
say, my poy, woultn't you like to have a walk ? Hur've pin reating those
plesset pooks pelow till hur'm plind."
" Louise and I are going to look at the house."
" Oh, apove all things in the worit! Hur may co, hur suppose ? "
" Of cours* !—that is to say, if Louise has no objection ; but I know she
jill put her veto upon it if you say another word about the kiss."
" Oh, very well; hur ton't care so long as hur can co ; only hur shoot
jfike to tease her a pit apout that."
" But her spirits, poor girl, have of late been depressed, and you ought
not, you know, to take any advantage
"
" Not for the worit ! " cried Llewellen, with much feeling ; "not for the
worit ! For hur love Louey, look you; were she my sister, hur coultn't
love her more." Valentine grasped his hand, and shook it warmly; and
having said that he was a good fellow, strongly recommended him to go
and brush his hair, not because it was at all disarranged, but in order that
Louise, when she returned, might not feel at all embarrassed. " H u r
ton't think hur can make it look much petter, look you," said Llewellen,
after having surveyed it in the glass. " Phot's the matter with it, my poy ?
Ton't you like the co of it ? "
" Oh, go and give it a brush ; it will look all the smoother, especially
behind."
" Very coot: hur'll make it co petter, if hur can."
" That's right; but be quick—don't keep us waiting long. Run away,
Louise is coming." Llewellen was off like a shot to arrange his hair, and
Louise the next moment returned. "Oh, where is Fred ?" she inquired,
having looked stealthily around. " Gracious !—what did he say? "
" What did he say ! Why, he said that he should like to go with us."
" Yes ; but about—you know what I mean. Did he make any remark ? "
" I believe that he said ' O h ! ' or something of that kind, playfully,
before you left the room."
" Dear me, what a fidget I was in !"
Llewellen now entered, with his hair in the best trim. He had altered
the " go," and it looked rather tidy. " Will it too ? " he inquired.
" A y e ! now it looks more like the thing ! "
" Hur wish, Louey,
tear, you woult puy me some pears' grease, will you, Louey ?—there's a
coot cirl! " Louise promised to do so, and they left the house, and, at the
suggestion of Valentine, called for Uncle John, whom they found alone,
and in rather low spirits. He was, however, pleased to see them, for their
.appearance was cheering, more especially that of Louise.
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" W e are come," said Louise, after a most cordial greeting, " t o steal
from you those gloomy thoughts which Valentine thinks we have all entertained long enough."
" A n d I believe that he is right, my dear,"
returned Uncle John, " I believe that he is right."
" I am glad that you think so, too," said Louise. " You will accompany us ? We are going to look at the house."
" T o o come," urged
Llewellen; "it's a plessed deal petter than peing here, and cootness
knows it."
" O h ! I'll go with you with pleasure."
"But I thought," said Louise, " that my dear friend was here ?"
" She has been here ; but we shall find her there : I have just sent her
to see that everything is going on right."
" Well, that is fortunate. I hope she will not have left."
" Shall hur co pefore," said Llewellen, " and tell her you are coming ? "
" Yes, do," replied Louise, " there's a dear fellow, do."
Llewellen started off, and they followed him leisurely ; and on the 'way
Valentine hinted to Uncle John that between that day and the twentieth
they should be in possession, which pleased Uncle John, although it
slightly, but very slightly, embarrassed Louise.
" I do not see," said the old gentleman, " the slightest necessity now for
delaying the thing any longer ; on the contrary, I think that as eveiy
obstacle has been removed, any further delay would be folly ; for, of
course, we shall all feel unsettled until it takes place."
Valentine was delighted to hear his uncle speak out on the subject, and
Louise was by no means unhappy about it, albeit she was silent.
On arriving at the house, they were received by the widow, who, with
Louise, at once proceeded to make a most minute inspection, wliile
Valentine, his uncle, and Llewellen were having a glass of wine. This
inspection, however, did not occupy the whole of the time the ladies were
absent; for Louise, embracing the earliest opportunity, opened her heart
to her affectionate friend, and having explained the substance of all that
passed between her and Valentine that morning, it was decided then that
the fifteenth should be fixed, and the widow was deputed to announce the
fact to Valentine, in order that he might immediately communicate with
Raven.
Accordingly, on entering the drawing-room in which the gentlemen were
enjoying themselves, the widow drew Valentine aside, and to his great
satisfaction, imparted to him the result of their private conference ; but
Louise at the time felt so excessively awkward, and trembled with so much
violence, that she dared not attempt to raise the glass of wine presented by
Uncle John to her lips : nor was it until Valentine, on rejoining them with
a smile, began to converse on general topics with the highest consideration
for her feelings, which he on all occasions studied, that she was able to
reassume her self-possession. On recovering herself, however, she began
to explain how much delighted she was with the whole of the arrangements,
and soon made it manifest that she really did feel that the sooner matters
were settled the better.
The object proposed having been thus accomplished, Valentine, Louise,
and Llewellen left the house in the occupation of Uncle John and the
widow, who remained to give additional instructions ; and as Valentine
was resolved that Louise should be gay, that she might feel as little
embarrassed under the circumstances as possible, he suggested that they
should go to a certain scientific exhibition, which he had seen advertised
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in the papers that morning.
Louise—always peculiarly happy to visit
exhibitions with her Valentine, who had the power to render them all sources
of infinite amusement—applauded the suggestion, and they proceeded to
act upon it at once.
On passing Langham Church, however, Valentine's attention was attracted by two persons who were in earnest conversation at the corner. He
saw at a glance that one of these persons was Whitely ; but being anxiou
that the thoughts of Louise should not revert to the affair -with which his
name was associated, he of course took no notice, and they were about to
pass on, when at the moment Llewellen exclaimed, " Look you !—Is not
that Mr. Phitely ? "
Louise in an instant tumed her eyes, and saw not only Whitely, but
Joseph, her father's late porter. " T o o you know the other, Louey?"
added Llewellen. " Apove all other people in the worit, it's that lazy
scountrel, Joe, ant cootness knows it! "
"Don't appear to notice them," said Valentine. " T h e fellow is, perhaps, merely trying to get another situation."
" Phitely ton't live with you now, I pelieve ? "
" No, he left about a fortnight ago."
They passed on, and Llewellen again expressed his wonder that Whitely
should converse with a fellow like that; but Louise neither said a single
word upon the subject, nor felt at all surprised ; indeed, as she knew that
Raven's secret had been known to the man, she viewed it as a thing to be
expected that whenever he and Whitely happened to meet, they would
speak on the subject as a matter of course.
To Valentine this was unknown, and hence he thought far more of the
matter ; but he appeared to be as gay as before, and conversed in as lively
a strain, and kept Louise constantly smiling until they reached the exhibition, being anxious for her to think as little as possible about that which
they had seen, and which on his mind had made a deep impression. On
entering the exhibition, the first thing which attracted their notice was the
process of spinning glass by steam, which Llewellen pronounced to be
" wonterful beyont all things in the worit," and when informed that the
glass thus spun could with silk or thread be manufactured into various
articles of dress, he declared in a confidential whisper to Valentine, that he
would have a pair of "peautiful preeches " made of it, but that, if he " tit
happen to tumple town, then they would certainly preak into pits." They
then proceeded to the principal room, which was crowded with models and
scientific apparatus, which Llewellen minutely examined, and upon which
he made divers extraordinary remarks.
" Valentine," whispered Louise, " I don't think that Fred has ever been
galvanized. I wonder how he would like it ! "
" We'll see," said Valentine, " there's a wire in that basin: drop something in, and ask him, as a favour, to get it out."
" Oh, that will be glorious ; but what shall it be ?—my purse ? "
" Anything : a ring will be better ; he'll be some time getting at that."
Louise drew off a ring, and let it fall into the basin, and when Llewellen,
who had been looking at the model of a steamboat, approached, she cried,
" Oh, Fred, I've just dropped my ring into the water ; can you see it ? "
" Y e s , " replied Llewellen, "there it is at the pott-om. Wait a minute ;
/ ' / / get it ! " He drew off his glove, and put his hand into the water, but
it was out again of course, in an instant !—the shock, being perfectly unexpected, astonished every nerve he possessed- " Why, Fred, what's the
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matter?" inquired Valentine. Llewellen couldn't tell. He stood and
looked at the water with great intensity of feeling, and with a very remarkable aspect ; but what it was that had thus travelled through his system
•with the velocity of light, he was not in a position to say. ' ' My poy,','
said he, at length, " do you see anything there in that pasin ? "
" I see a ring at the bottom."
" Put nothing alive, look you ?—nothing alive? "
" No," replied Valentine, gravely.
" N o r can I—and yet there was something which made my pint curtle,
and shook every pone in my potty."
" Come, Fred," said Louise, who
had been convulsed from the first, " you said you would get me my ring."
" So hur tit, Louey,-—yes, ant so hur will—put cootness kno-ws i t ! "
Hereupon he put his hand into the water again, and as it was out in an
instant, as before, he demanded to know what it was. " Phot is i t ? " he
cried,—" Phot in I'i" r^m° of Sain^: Ta-^H cn:- it pe? Hur never saw water
alive pefore ! Just try it, my poy : just try it."
" I s it hot?"
" Oh, no, cootness knows it's not hot, put so queer ! "
"Nonsense," said Louise, affecting to be serious. " I suppose that I
must get it out my^eh.'
'- iNui u r ihc worit ! " exclaimed Lle-wellen,
— "not for the worit ! it will shake you to pits ! No, hur'll get it out
presently, put inteet hur ton't know phot to make of it at all." He now tried
very cautiously with one of his fingers, and the result caused him to feel a
deep interest in the thing, and he became less alarmed, still he could make
nothing of it. " Now," said Louise, "did you ever see so silly a creature?
There has he been for the last ten minutes dipping for my ring, and hasn't
got it up yet I"
" Hur ton't care phot you say, Louey : there's a mystery in this pusiness,
cootness knows, ant hur'll get to the pottom of it, look you ! "
'' Well, I wish you -would, for at the bottom lies the ring."
" Hur ton't mean that: but hur say, my poy; try i t ; too try i t ! "
" Oh ! I've no objection," said Valentine, who quietly removed the wire,
and drew out the ring, without the smallest inconvenience.
"Well," said Llewellen," how very extraortinary! Put titn't you feel
something that mate you tremple ? "
" No," replied Valentine, as he slipped the wire in again.
" Well, hur can't pear to be peat !—hur'll try it again, look you ! "
He did so, and on finding that, as a matter of course, the effect upon
him was the same, he became quite distressed. " How very remarkable,"
he cried ; "how very t7-oll!"
" Oh! Fred, Fred !" cried Louise.
" Hur ton't care, Louey, the water's pewitched. You try i t ; only try
one finger ! If Valentine can stant it, hur can't; and hur'm sure it will
shake you to pieces."
" I've no particular desire to wet my fingers,"
said Louise, as Valentine again removed the wire, " but in order to show
what a very silly creature you are, Fred, I will." She then at once introduced her little hand into the water, and held it there, of course, with
perfect steadiness, which so amazed Llewellen, that he scarcely knew how
to express what he felt. " Now," said Louise, " I do hope you are satisfied." But Llewellen was 7iot by any means ; and he was about to explain,
with great force, that he was not, when Louise playfully told him to say HO
more about it, and with gentle force led him away.
At that moment a man in a diving-dress was about to enter a basin at
the upper end of the room, about twelve feet in diameter and eight feet
deep. They therefore drew as near as possible at once, in order to have a
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good view of the operations, and when he had got beneath the surface, he
appeared to walk about with very great deliberation and safety, his movements being marked by the water which continually boiled above his head.
Having been down for some time, he ascended, and when a box had been
handed to him with the view of giving a practical illustration of the power
of voltaic electricity, he went down again, but he had no sooner done so,
than Valentine, having whisperea M Louise, threw his voice towards the
diver, and cried, " Pull me out! "
In an instant the men who were in attendance threw ropes to the diver,
and held a life-preserver above his head, and would doubtless have proceeded to great extremities in order to save him, had he not, on perceiving,
through the glass in his helmet, a very unusual bustle above, reascended
the rope ladder to see what it was all about, in the perfect conviction that
so7nething was decidedly wrong. He had scarcely, however, got above the
surface, when he was seized by the attendants, who exhibited the most
laudable anxiety to render him every assistance in their power, which
astonished the diver more and more, and he shook his head at them, and
seemed by his gestures to be demanding an explanation ; but it had no
effect; they led him, with great humanity, to the edge of the basin and
made him sit down, and having carefully removed his helmet, they anxiously
asked him hdw he felt himsdf then.
Of course, the diver didn't know what to make of this display of affectionate zeal, and very naturally begged to know what it meant; for being
totally unaccustomed to such considerate attention, it rather confused him
than not. " What was the matter ? " said he, " anything broke ? "
" What's the matter wi'Cnyou- 9 " inquired one of the men.
' ' The matter with me!—nothing."
'' What did you call out for then ?"
" / c a l l out! How came you to think of that! /didn't call out !"
Here the spirit of incredulity seized them all, and they asked him distinctly if he really mea7it to say that he had not uttered the words " Pull
me out."
" Of course I do," he rephed. " Why should I want to be
pulled out ? If I'd felt queer, couldn't I have come out of my own account
in about the space of half an instant ?" The men said no more ; but they
looked at each other as if they felt something very acutely. The helmet
was now readjusted, and when the submarine explosion had taken place,
the diver again went down for a short time, and having completed his task,
reascended. " A n y lady or gentleman for the diving-bell?" shouted one
of the attendants. " H a v e you courage enough to go down, Louise?"
said Valentine, hardly expecting that she had.
" I have courage enough to go anywhere with you," replied Louise. " I
fear nothing when you are with me." Valentine smiled, and pressed her
hand. " Would you like," said he, " to go down with us, Fred ? "
"Apove all things in the worit!" replied Llewellen. " H u r should
like it, if only to say that hur hat pin town, look you ! " The necessary
tickets -were therefore procured, and they entered the bell, which would
have held five persons ; but they were alone, and the moment they were
seated they were launched into the middle of the basin and began to
descend. The pumping then commenced, and they began to experience a
singular sensation, which gradually increased as they descended, until it
became one of absolute pain. Their ears seemed to be completely stopped
up one moment, and the next to have a passage directly through them,
while their heads felt as if they were quite prepared to split. " Oh ! I
shall tie I " cried Llewellen, " and cootness knows it."
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" Nonsense I" said Valentine.
" Oh ! put hur can't preathe !" Valentine knocked for more air, and
they immediately felt more oppressed; he then knocked for less, and
although they felt in some degree relieved, the sensation was still very
painful. " Oh my poor het !—it will pust ! " cried Llewellen.
" We are ascending now, my love," said Valentine, who regretted exceedingly that he had brought Louise down; for although she exhibited
no signs of fear, he well knew that she must be ill pain.
" Oh ! my potty's as empty as a putt! " cried Llewellen ; " ant rayhet!
Oh ! my het !"
" We are very near the surface now," said Valentine.
" Only let me once more get apove i t ! " cried Llewellen—"hur'll never
get pelow it in a tiving-pell acain." And he shook his head, and gave
some extraordinary winks, and appeared to be altogether very uncomfortable. The next moment they got above the surface, and began to
breathe freely again ; and the instant the bell had been landed, Llewellen
rashed out, holding his ears, and looking very mysterious. The persons
who stood round smiled, of course, but the knowdedge of that fact did not
hurt his private feelings : he thought of his head—he then cared about
nothing in nature but that. "You are in pain, my poor girl," said Valentine, having handed Louise from the bell.
" N o , I don't feel much now," replied Louise; " I have a tingling
sensation in my ears, but it isn't very painful."
" I am, indeed, very sorry that I induced you to go down; but I had
no idea of its having this effect."
" Oh, it will very soon go off ! Do you feel much of it ? "
" Very little. But look at poor Fred ! "
Llewellen was at that time standing •with his hands to his ears, and his
elbows on the frame, looking very severely at the water. His expression
was that of a deaf individual, and the whole of his intellectual faculties
appeared to be in a most distressing state of confusion.
" How do you feel now, Fred ?' said Valentine. " Better ?"
" Petter ! " cried Llewellen. " My het's in a roar ! It's tangerous, look
you !—very tangerous inteet !" Valentine admitted that it was dangerous ;
and that ladies especially ought never to go down : for although in the bell
there were instructions to knock once for more air, twice for less, and so
on, nine persons out of ten, when they experience a difficulty in breathing,
suppose that they have too little air, -when they have too much, and knock
for more : independently of which, his decided impression was, that its
tendency in many cases of weakness was to produce instant death. An
announcement was now made, to the effect that something was going
forward in the theatre of the institution ; and as Valentine and Louise had
nearly recovered from the effects of their diving experiment, they playfully
rallied Llewellen, and having insisted upon his keeping his fingers out of
his ears, proceeded with him in the direction pointed out. As they entered
the theatre, it was perfectly dark, which rather alarmed Fred, who displayed an inclination to retire. " I s this another scientific experimental
pusiness ?" he inquired. " Pecause, if it pe, hur can't stant it, my poy,
hur can't, inteet."
" It is only the microscope," said Valentine ; and the next moment the
disc appeared before them, exhibiting a mass of unhappy little wretches,
that appeared to be in a frightful state of excitement. They darted about,
and drove against each other, and lashed their tails, and kicked as if con2
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scious that they had not another minute to live, and were therefore resolved
to make the most of the time allowed them.
Llewellen was delighted. He at once forgot his head, and took the
deepest possible interest in the evolutions of the little animals, which were
somewhere about a million times less than they appeared.
" P h o t are they?" he inquired. " P h o t are they all about? They
appear to have pins in their tails, look you ! "
"Listen," said Valentine ; and at the moment an individual began to
explain that what they saw was merely a drop of Thames water, and that
the animals therein were so minute, that the idea of being able to see them
with the naked eye was about the most ridiculous that could be conceived.
'' Oh !" exclaimed Valentine, sending his voice some distance from him.
" How then can they see each other ? Are their eyes stronger than ours ? "
This was done, of course, merely to create a sensation, and that object was
in an instant achieved ; and the lecturer paused, but disdained to reply to
so strikingly irregular a question.
" Well ! " said Valentine. " But I suppose you cannot tell."
The lecturer scientifically straggled for some time with his feelings ; but
at length said, with very great solemnity, " What is it the gentleman wishes
to know?"—;—"Whether," replied Valentine, "their eyes are more
powerful than ours ? "
" Beyond doubt!" said the lecturer, in a very severe tone,—" infinitely
more powerful in their sphere. Eyes are not powerful in proportion to their
size. If they were, the eagle would be able to see a far less distance than
the elephant ; and assuming that the elephant has the power to distinguish
objects at a distance of twenty miles, the ant would be able to see nothing
beyond half a millionth part of a quarter of an inch." Here the lecturer
was applauded; and, by the light of the lamp beside him, it was perceptible
that he felt a little better. " VVhat avery silly person he must be," observed
Louise, " t o ask so ridiculous a question."
" Very," retumed Valentine,
when, assuming the same voice as before, he added, " Who is it that says
I am a very silly person ? "
" Good gracious ! " cried Louise, " I had no idea of his having overheard
me ! "
" Who is it ?" again demanded Valentine, when many began to
laugh, and many more cried, " I !—I !—I !—We all say that you are a
very silly person."
" How dare you laugh at m e ? " cried Valentine ; and the laughter recommenced. " I know," he continued, " I well know the laugh of one
excited individual : it is that of Fred Llewellen, who has just been down in
the diving-bell."
" Oh ! " cried Louise, " it is you !"
" Hush ! " said Valentine.
" Tit you hear ? " cried Llewellen ; " t i t you hear ? Co phere hur will,
hur am sure to pe known."
" I know you," cried Valentine.
"Silence!—silence!—Order !—order ! " shouted several persons, who
began to feel indignant.
" Am I to be insulted by a Welshman ? " cried
Valentine, in a very scornful voice. " Is it likely ? "
" Phot to you mean, sir ? " pointedly demanded Llewellen, for his blood
began to boil. " Phot to you mean ?—Who are you ? "
"Gentlemen," said the lecturer, soothingly, " i t will be perfectly
impossible for us to proceed unless you are silent."
" Do not be brow-beaten, Fred," said Louise, in a wicked whisper.
" T o o you think to prow-peat m e ? " shouted Llewellen, whoni Louise
had thus inspired with unlimited courage. " If you too, you are mistaken.
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You're no gentieman, sir ! "
" W h a t ! " shouted Valentine, at the same
time patting him encouragingly on the shoulder.
" Hur say you're no gentleman!" repeated Llewellen, under the
influence of the liveliest indignation.
"Gentlemen!" said the lecturer,—"Gentlemen! I would put it to
your own good sense whether this ought to be. Is it decent ?—Is it
correct ? Is it a thing which ought to be tolerated for one moment ? You
really must be silent, or we cannot proceed."
" H e may be silent,"
cried Valentine, "but I will not : I'll have satisfaction ! "
" I t is to you, sir, I more particularly address myself," said the lecturer.
"You are the aggressor."
" Do you tell me that to my teeth ? " said
Valentine. " I'll have satisfaction of you ! "
Loud cries of '' Turn him out !—tum him out! " now proceeded from
every quarter, and when the noise and excitement had reached the highest
pitch, the shutter of the skylight was suddenly removed, and about three
hundred persons were discovered in a state of great anxiety. This unexpected and instantaneous introduction of light had a striking effect. The
noise ceased on the instant, but all appeared to be panting to catch a
glimpse of him who had created the unseemly disturbance.
" Which is
the gentleman," inquired the lecturer, " who is so anxious to have satisfaction ?" No one answered. The question was repeated more emphatically ; still no one answered.
" As he thought proper to insult me personally," said Llewellen, " hur
shall be clat if he'll make his appearance, that hur may invite him to walk
quietly out."
" H e durst not show himself," cried several voices.
'' Who says that ? " demanded Valentine, promptly, making his voice
appear to proceed from the other side of the theatre.
" I ! " cried Llewellen, looking towards the quarter from which the
sound apparently proceeded. " I say you tare not show yourself"
Another pause ensued, and every eye was directed towards the spot;
but although a low muttering was heard distinctly, no one appeared, with
a view of asserting his dignity as a man. " My impression is, that he's a
plackcart !" cried Llewellen, '' a tirty plackart! "
"That's enough! " said Valentine, throwing his voice as before, " that's
enough ! I'll be with you ! " The effect which this had upon those who
were in the quarter from which the voice seemed to come was extraordinary.
They looked at each other in a state of amazement, and marvelled not
only that they were unable to see him there, but that they could not
discover him while he was speaking. "Now then ! " shouted Valentine,
throwing his voice towards the door, " are you coming ? " This puzzled
the audience still more. They had seen no one making his way out, and
they felt sure that if any one had, they 7nust have seen him. It was
a mystery to them; they couldn't understand it. Llewellen, however,
without waiting to see what effect this had upon the audience generally,
started out the very moment he heard the summons with all the alacrity at
his command. Valentine and Louise followed, and the majority of the
audience, who seemed to take particular interest in the matter, followed
them, and found Llewellen very naturally looking about the entrance for
the person by whom he had been challenged. " Well, have you seen
him?'', inquired Valentine, " N o , cootness knows it; hur'm afrait he
knows petter than to let me."
" N o w then!—Here I a m ! " cried
Valentine, throwing his voice among the crowd. Llewellen again looked
about v/ith great acuteness, and the crowd, who sympathized with him.
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assisted him in his efforts to discover the individual, but in vain ; he was
there—there could be no doubt of that, but he evidently had not the
courage to stand forth.
'' Now, phot can you too with such a fellow ? " said Llewellen, appealing
to Valentine. " Phot can you too with him? If hur coult see him, hur
shoult know petter about i t ; put as he wont pe seen, phy cootness knows,
hur ton't know phot's to be tone ! "
" Treat him with contempt," said Valentine, in his natural voice. " He
is quite beneath your notice. I thought from the first, you'd be unable to
discover him. Now, let us be off."
" Put we had petter not co just tirectly, my poy ! He will say that hur
was afrait, and ran away !"
" N o t he," returned Valentine ; " but we shall walk out leisurely, and
if his courage should come up, he can follow us to the door."
They then proceeded towards the entrance, and on the way Llewellen,
—the thought of whose head had gone out of that head altogether,—
turned to see if the invisible individual had plucked up sufficient courage
to follow ; but no one did so—no one approached to announce himself
boldly like a man, which Llewellen could not but think strange; but still
more strange did he consider the fact of his invisible enemy having
addressed him by name. Of course, Louise was delighted with this little
adventure. She thought it, indeed, too bad that poor Fred should have
been teased to so great an extent ; but he was soon made perfectly happy
by her and Valentine, who felt themselves bound to applaud the invincible
courage he had displayed.

CHAPTER

LXVL

In which a7iother important Seci-et is revealed.
O N the following morning, when Valentine called at the usual hour, he
just presented himself to Louise, and then proceeded to the library, having
ascertained that Raven was there alone, with the view of communicating
with him on the subject which then almost exclusively occupied his mind.
It was the first time that he had sought a private interview with him since
the unhappy recognition took place. He had seen him—he had dined with
him indeed almost daily since then ; but as he had on all occasions appeared
to be anxious to avoid being with him alone, Valentine had, of course,
never thrust himself upon him. The time, however, had now arrived when
it was absolutely necessary for him to do so ; and as he entered the library,
Raven appeared to know his object, for he threw aside the paper he was
reading, and having shaken his hand warmly, pointed to a seat. " Well,
Valentine," said he, " so you have come to have a little private talk with
me at last. Of course I know upon what subject, at least I presume that it
is on that of your marriage ? "
"Exactly," returned Valentine. " I t is thought that, if it meet your
views, the fifteenth will be a very correct day."
" T h e fifteenth, my dear boy, then let it be, by all means; and the
sooner the fifteenth comes, why the sooner I shall be happy. I hope that
/,^/j-time nothing may occur to cause the slightest disappointment."
'' I hope so, too. I have no fear of that."
" Nor had you before, and yet, you see
"
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"Nay, nay," said Valentine, gently interrupting him, "don't let us
revert to that subject ; let us shun i t ; let us forget it. The thing is over
now—settled—let it rest."
" You are a fine fellow, Valentine—a noble fellow : there is none of that
sickly, sentimental aristocracy about you. You see things at a glance, as
they are. I have the highest opinion of your judgment."
" The fifteenth, then," said Valentine, " is to be the day ?"
" The fifteenth. Exactly. And as your wish is to avoid all allusion to
that affair, I had better not enter into any explanation."
'' That will be by far the better way. I should like things to go on
now, precisely as if nothing of the kind had occurred.
" VVell, it's useless to make ourselves miserable eternally about that
which, being done, can't be helped. It was a sad affair, certainly. However, it's passed, and w'e'll say no more about it. Will your uncle be here
to-day ? "
" It's very likely he'll call."
" If he should, let me "»" ^3L.. We
have not to go over the same ground again, exactly; bui—aon t let him go
away without looking in upon me."
Valentine promised that he would not; and as the object for which he
had sought the interview had been accomplished, he was about to leave the
room, when Raven, as if a thought had just occurred to him, said,
" Valentine !—Mr. Whitely has left you, has he not?"
"Yes," returned Valentine.
" Have you seen him lately ? "
" Not to speak to him."
" I am not very anxious to know ; but you have seen him ? "
" Why, I just sazo him, yesterday."
"Yesterday! Oh! indeed, so recentiy as that? Then he intends to
remain in town, I suppose ? "
" Upon my word, I am unable to say."
" Oh ! it's a matter of no
importance. I thought that he intended to go into the country : that's
all." Valentine looked at him intently. He was half inclined to mention
the fact of his having seen Whitely with Joseph; but as it struck him that
its tendency could only be to reproduce unpleasant feelings, he abstained,
and left the room.
Louise and the widow now began to be excessively busy again; for
although it is true that everything, from the most important even to the
most minute, had been previously prepared to their entire satisfaction, it is
equally true that when they came to look again calmly over everything,
everything required to be slightly altered. They therefore became as full
of business as before ; nay, their minds •were more constantly occupied,
seeing that, whereas in the making of matters a great deal had been left tc,t'he judgment of other persons, the alterations were effected under their
immediate superintendence, it being absolutely necessary for those alterations to be in accordance with their mutually improved taste.
In this business, of course, Valentine was shut entirely out of all confidence. Generally he stood in the position of family counsel, for his
opinion was solicited in cases of emergency, and acted upon without another
thought; but in this particular case he was not applied to at all!—a fact
which did not, however, disturb him.
Uncle John, having been deeply engaged about the house—the appearance of which, in every point, may be said to have been the subject of his
" thoughts by day, and his dreams by night "—did not, as was expected,
call the day on which Valentine had his interview with Raven. On the
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following morning, however, having been informed that Raven had expressed a wish to see him, he did call, and found him in unusually high
spirits. He had just received a letter, it appeared, dated from a vessel
which had that moming sailed. He did not, however, enter into the
subject of this letter; but he seemed to feel that the whole of his troubles
were at an end, and shook the hand of Uncle John with extraordinary
warmth. " My friend," he exclaimed, " w e shall not sink beneath this
blow now."
" I hope not," said Uncle John, " I hope not."
" I t must all be forgotten, my friend, it must all be forgotten. We
have had these aristocratic miserables too long. We must now tum and
dwell upon the prospect before us.''
" I am glad to perceive," said
Uncle John, " that you have come to that wise determination."
" A weight," cried Raven, striking his breast with violence ; " a dead
weight has been removed, and I feel myself again. Oh, my friend, you
don't know what I have suffered; you can't know : but as Valentine says
the marriage-day must not be one of gloom, it shall not be ; it shall be a
joyous day ; I have not felt so happy for years ! "
" I am right glad to hear it," said Uncle John; " I hope sincerely that
that happiness will be lasting."
" It's sure to be now," said Raven,—
"quite sure to ^e now ! But to business," he added; and he proceeded
to open a secret drawer in his desk, and to deposit the letter therein.
It was perfectly evident to Unde John that something had happened
more than Raven cared to explain. He felt sure that the fact of the
marriage-day having been fixed again had not alone elated him thus. Since
the day of the recognition, he had been a wretched being : he had kept
himself almost entirely secluded, and had worn the aspect of a miserable
man : yet now he was in raptures : his eyes sparkled with pleasure, and he
spoke of happiness as if ,^e jiad then felt it for the first time. In the judgment of Uncle John, thert •was far more in this than appeared, seeing that
Raven had not dined, and therefore could not be supposed to have been
under the influence of wine. However, he felt that he had no right to pry
into the matter, and that, as no explanation was offered, it was a thing
which Raven had no desire to explain.
"Valentine," said Raven, having settled down, "has informed you, of
course, that his marriage has been fixed for the fifteenth? "
" Yes ; that is to say, this day week."
"Precisely. Well, then, my friend, this day week must be a day of
perfect happiness ; and as happiness 7/iust be the prominent feature, what
can be done to secure ft ? "
" Why," replied Uncle John, deliberately,
" I don't exactly see that we can do much more towards the accomplishment of that object than we have done already."
" I have done nothing. I must do something. What can I do ? "
" I really don't know what you can do ! I know of nothing that requires
to be done. There is everything prepared for them—everything ! As far
as their own personal happiness is concerned, it, of course, depends now
upon themselves ; we have, at least, the satisfaction of knowing that we
have done all we could to promote it."
"You have that satisfaction ; but I have not. I have as yet done nothing.
I wish you would suggest something. What can I do ? "
"Well, now, do you know," said Uncle John, "you couldn't possibly
have asked me a more puzzling question ! "
' ' Of course, the transfer of the sum we before fixed upon has been
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arranged, and the little marriage-presents have been prepared, and so on.
It strikes me, however, that I ought to do something more."
" Well, I am sorry I am unable to assist you in deciding upon what that
something is; for, upon my honour, I can't conceive what it can be ! No,
my friend, be assured that nothing more can be done. We start them
fairly, and I should say that few, indeed, ever had a brighter prospect of
happiness before them."
" That I feel," rejeined Raven ; " nor have I the smallest doubt of that
prospect being realized. Still I should like to bring the affair off, as the
beggarly aristocracy say, with iclat. Now let us put our heads together.
How is this to be done ? "•——" For my own part," said Uncle John, " I
am inclined to believe the less display we make the better."
"Well, what would you suggest? some arrangement must be made.
How do you think we ought to proceed ?—on the day of the marriage ? "
'' Why," said Uncle John, '' I don't know what your views on the subject
may be, nor what arrangements you have in contemplation; but I would
suggest that, on returning from church, we should have some slight refreshment, and that the young people then should start off to spend the honeymoon, leaving us in a pleasant mood to view the prospect of their happiness,
and rejoicing in having done our duty."
" What, then ! are we two old fogies to be left dreaming at home ? "
" I dare say that they would rather be without us than with us."
"Well, now, do you know, I don't think so. I think that they would
enjoy themselves more if we were all to be actively happy together. The
consciousness of having performed one's duty is all very well, and very
pleasing ; but that is not exactly the thing : it doesn't meet my views of
what a wedding-day ought to be at all. My impression is, and always has
been, that on such a day as that we ought not to be becalmed ! It ought
to be a joyous day—a merry day—a day upon which we can all dine, drink,
and be jolly together !"
" Well, what do you propose ? "
" Why, to act upon your suggestion in all but one point. Let them
leave, by all means, to pass the honeymoon at Brighton, or wherever else
they may please; they shall have my carriage and four, or six if they like :
immediately after the ceremony let them be off. But let us go with them.
Let us start immediately after them : let us race them down ; let us have a
joyous, glorious day of i t ; and a glorious night, too ! "
"Well, of course," said Uncle John, " I can have no objection. I
should like to be with them."
" Of course you would : I know you would. Why should they go
moping down there alone ?"
" They would not be exactly alone ; they would have the bridesmaids,
and the old lady, and
"
"What are they? What can they do? How can they of themselves
form a really happy party ? They have all the elements of happiness in
them, but they want a couple of young fellows like us to inspire them with
spirit. Just imagine the party down there. There they are, after a fifty
miles' ride—say, at dinner. There's only one man amoKgst the lot, and
that man's the bridegroom. Why, -w'hat can he do with them ? How can
he keep them from sighing themselves down into a state of sentimental
misery ! He can't do it ! I'll defy him to do it. But even if he could,
look at him ; mark his position. Give him the best of it; say that the
dinner passed off well, and that they were all full of gaiety and joy, which.
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of course, they wouldn't be—but say that they were. Well, an hour after
dinner the women retire—of course, they retire, and when they do, look at
him I There's a Hvely position for a bridegroom to be placed in ! —there's
joUity !—there's joy ! He sits there, silently sipping his wine : not a creature to speak to ; perfectly alone. Why, such a position is monstrous for
a man to be placed in at such a time as that. Come, let us go with them."
" Oh ! with all my heart ! " said Uncle John, "-1 should enjoy ft ; but
I didn't know how far such a course might be correct."
" Why, you see, our arrangements wouldn't interfere with theirs. Besides,
why should we follow the stupid aristocratic fashion of dividing families
at the very time they ought especially to be together ? Let us accompany
them. I am sure that they will be much more happy with us than without
us. They are sure to be merry then; but if we let them go alone, my
friend, mark my words, neither for them nor for us will it be a joyous day."
" Well, then, let it be so ; let us all go together. There can be no doubt
about our being more merry in that case."
" None, whatever. You see I'm not one of your beggarly aristocracy ;
I haven't fifty thousand dowagers, and toadies, and hangers-on, to give a
sumptuous dinner to on such an occasion ; with the exception of yourself,
there's scarcely a man whom I'd care to break bread with in any place,
much less at my.own table ; and although I have no doubt that you and I
should enjoy ourselves, and be in a measure jolly, it wouldn't, it couldn't
come up within a mile of my notions of what ought to be the glorious
characteristics of a wedding-day. As, therefore, you are willing to fall into
my views, I would suggest that it be proposed to the young people,—who
will agree, I know, to anything of the kind,—that immediately after the
ceremony—which ought to be over early, say ten—they take my carriage
and four horses, and start, say for Brighton, in the lively expectation of
being passed by us on the road ; that we drive there together, and then
stop a week or a month, or in fact, just as long as we like."
"Very good," said Uncle John. " A n d if the bride and bridegroom
wish to leave us after a few days, why they can start off and go where they
please."
" Exactly ! they may start the next day if they like. All I am
anxious for is, that we may have the wedding-dinner together."
"Very well." It was decided that this plan should be proposed forthwith both to Valentine and Louise, and Uncle John was deputed to make
the proposition before he left the house, which he did, and they were both
much delighted.
Valentine, however, was not exactly at ease ; he had nothing to do ; all
were busy but him, and they would not allow him to assist them. He
could scarcely be said to be uncomfortable or annoyed, but he felt fidgety
and impatient, and looked at his watch very often, and walked about without an object—in a word, he was unsettled.
Such being the case, having plenty of time for thought, he conceived the
idea of getting up a dinner at the house, that Louise might officiate as
mistress before her time. He thought that under the circumstances it
would tell extremely well, more particularly as they should not be able to
give a dinner there for some considerable time, and therefore as all kind of
restraint had worn away,—for the party to be invited felt as if they were
already one family,—he named the subject to Uncle John immediately after
he had communicated the result of his interview with Raven, and that
gentleman not only had no objection to the course proposed, but applauded
the notion highly, as one calculated to be a soui'ce of great amusement and
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delight. The next step was to obtain the consent of Louise, and with that
view Valentine retumed to her at once.
" My love ! " said he, " I want you to be my wife before we are married."
" O h ! of course," said Louise, with a playful expression, " b y all
means. What have you got for me to do ? I have not much time you
know, to spare; but I'll do it if I can. What is ft ? "
" Why, I am
anxious that we should give a party at our house to-morrow, in which case
you, of course, must be there to receive our guests."
" We ? Of course you mean that you and your uncle will give a party ?"
" N o ; I mean that you and I should give the party, Louise."
"What, already?"——"Ay! a sort of preliminary party, just to let
them know what we can do."
"ButwilHt be correct?"
" I should say that there will be nothing at all incorrect about it."
" Oh, well, if you think that, I should enjoy it amazingly. Oh '. it will
be glorious !—the idea is so new. I am sure that it is yours. I need not
isk that. Did you ever hear of such a thing before ? "
" I confess that I never did ; but I don't see why that should prevent us
From doing it ! "
" By no means. On the contrary, it will be all the
better. I shall enjoy it the more. The novelty of the thing will be deightful ! But understand, sir, I must not be teased too much. Oh ! my
Valentine, do not suppose that I am inclined to treat the great subject of
Dur marriage with levity. Indeed, indeed, I am not ; but I am so happy !
Dh, so happy ! I feel that the time is passed for it to be necessary to
;onceal my feelings from you."
" My own Louise ! " exclaimed Valentine, with fervour, " I know that
:he native purity of your heart is to be equalled only by the correctness of
t^our mind. Fear not, my love, that I can entertain a thought which can
:end to diminish my estimation of either. My object in proposing this is to
ender you, if possilsle, more happy still! "
" I know i t : I feel it, oh, believe me, I am quite sure of that. Well—
.veil ! " she added, playfully, " and whom shall we invite?"
" W h y , it must, of course, under the circumstances, be confined to
ourselves."
" Why, of course !—what a silly thing I am ! Well, then, let me see,
here'll be papa, and—oh ! six altogether. Well, have you any invitation;atds ? If not, I have some; how long they have been printed I can't
;ay ; at all events we have had them ever since we came here, and not one
)f them has ever been, by any chance, used. I'll go and hunt them up
mmediately. Get the envelopes ready, and we'll despatch them at once."
Louise then ran for the cards, and on her return they were prepared and
inclosed ; and when Valentine went to the house with the view of giving
he necessary instructions for the dinner, he despatched them with all due
ormality, by one of his own servants. This, as Valentine expected, deiglited them all; but not one of them was so much delighted as Raven. He
,vas in ecstasies ! He declared to Uncle John confidentially—for he spoke
o no one else on the subject—that it was, beyond every species of doubt,
he best thing he ever heard of.
" We must go full-dressed," said he. " What can we we.ar to astonish
hem ? Let me see. That, perhaps, doesn't much matter ; but we must
JO full-dressed. We must keep the thing up. We must do it in style. I'll
;all for you in the carriage at a quarter to six."
The thing being thus arranged, he did call with the widow and Llewellen,
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and when Uncle John had joined them, they proceeded, full of hfe and
spirits, to the house, where Valentine and Louise, with due dignity, received
them. Valentine had ordered the best dinner that could be—on so short a
notice—prepared ; leaving the thing, of course, entirely to the cook. But
although it was really excellent, the dinner itself was quite a secondary
consideration with them ; it was the fact of their having been thus invited
which rendered their enjoyment so rich; for they really were in raptures the
whole of the evening, and left inspired with the highest and purest delight.
On the following moming, however, as Valentine and Louise were in the
drawing-room, conversing in a most happy strain, each pointing out to the
other the various bright little features of the prospect in view which had
before been overlooked or indistinctly perceived, a coach drove up to the
door, and Whitely, with an expression of mingled pleasure and indignation,
alighted. '' Good gracious ! " exclaimed Louise, as her heart sank within
her. " What can be about to happen now ! "
" Be calm, my sweetest girl; be composed," said Valentine;
" Look ! " she exclaimed, starting, and bursting into tears, as Joseph
also alighted. " Valentine ! Valentine !—my dearest love ! Some dreadful
mystery is about to be revealed ! "
" My Louise !—Come, my sweetest !
—Courage ! Why inspire these fears on speculation ! "
" What can tHey want here ? "
" Oh ! Whitely may be dissatisfied ;
he may wish to have the terms of his engagement slightly altered—a
thousand things may have occurred to induce him to call."
" B u t why bring that man with him? O my Valentine ! I cannot
but anticipate the disclosure of some dreadful secret."
'' Well, my Louise, let it be disclosed ; and let us meet it boldly, whatever it may be; not tremblingly sink beneath it, as if a consciousness of
guilt made us imbecile. Be firm, my Louise ; I know that you can be
firm ; let it come ! Let it be even the worst that can befall us, my love, it
shall not subdue us without a straggle. But, my girl, it may be nothing
of importance after all ! Come, let us wait the result of this interview
witk patience."
By this time Whitely and his companion had been shown into the
parlour. The latter was unknown to his successor, who therefore made
no distinction between them, but bowed to both as he left to take
Whitely's card to Raven, who was at the time in a pleasing reverie, almost
buried in an easy-chair. The very moment, however. Raven saw the card,
he started, and turned pale as death, and then fixed his eyes wildly upon
the carpet, until after a time he seemed to become again conscious of the
presence of the servant, when he made a strong effort to rally. "This
person," said he, waving his hand, and affecting an air of supreme indifference," may walk up.—Be a man!" he continued, muttering to himself, when the servant had left him. " Display the spirit of a man ! What
have I now to fear ? What danger is there now ?"
He rose, and struck his breast, and breathed deeply, and tried to subdue
every feeling of fear, and succeeded at least in recovering his apparent
firmness by the time Whitely was ushered into the room.
" Well, sir ! " said Raven, with marked deliberation, " and what is your
business with me ? " Whitely stood and looked at him fiercely for a moment,
and then said with a sarcastic smile, " A r e you at all astonished to see me ?"
" I am," replied Raven. " I am astonished. I thought that you were
to annoy me no more ? "
" I did undertake to annoy you no more ; but
with this proviso, that if at any time I discovered that you had not dealt
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fairly and openly with me, the undertaking should be cancelled. I have
discovered this; I have discovered
"
" Well, sir ! what have you discovered?"
" T h a t you are a more
consummate villain than I even supposed you to be before."
"Sir!"
shouted Raven, as he rose from his seat, fiercely; " I can
endure much; I have endured much : but, if you suppose that I am to be
tra7npled upon, you are deceived. Have you come here expressly to insult
me ? Is that your only object in coming ? "
" N o ! " replied Whitely ; " my object in coming here is to claim my
children !—my children !—villain !"
At this moment, Valentine, Llewellen, and Louise rushed into the room.
"What, in the name of Heaven, is all this?" demanded Valentine, as
Louise dew to Raven^ and tried to calm him. " W h a t does it mean? "
" He is a madman ! " cried Raven—"A madman ! "
" W h a t is this?" said Valentine, addressing Whitely. "Why, why
are you here ? Is it fair—is it just—when the thing was understood to have
been for ever at an end ?"
" Valentine," said Whitely, looking at him
with a most intense expression—" I respect you ; I always have respected
you highly !—do not destroy that respect by interfering hotly in this matter
while in ignorance of its merits. I have come to claim my children ! They
are here !—These are my children ! "
The effect produced by this announcement was electric. A thrill ran
through the veins of them all; but Louise clung still more closely to
Raven, who again and again declared that Whitely was mad.
" N o ! " cried Whitely—"I am not mad. They are my children.
They know me not; of course, they do not know me, although there was
a time—but that is passed."
" M r . Whitely," said Valentine, " a r e
you acting advisedly in this matter ?—What proof have you ? "
" Aye ! " cried Raven, "what proof has he ? Let him produce it."
" I have proof—ample proof; and will produce i t ? " cried Whitely,
who instantly rashed from the room. During his absence not a syllable
was spoken. They were dumb with amazement, and remained in.a state
of breathless suspense until he retumed with his witness. The very instant
Raven saw this man, he started, and looked at him as if he had been
a spectre. " Don't you know me ? " said the fellow, with a sneer.
" Devil! " cried Raven, "is ft you ? "
" It's nobody else ! What,
you're caught then at last ! You thought I was off to America, didn't you ?
I hope you received my affectionate epistle, because
"
" Silence, fellow ! " cried Valentine. " State what you know of this
matter, and no more."
" I shall have my revenge on every one of you before I've done with
you, it strikes me. I owe you all a grudge—the whole set of you !"
" N o w , " said Whitely, "suppress whatever feeling of enmity or anger
you may have, and answer me distinctly, and with truth. There stands
' Miss Raven,'—there ' Mr. Llewellen ; ' whose children are they ? "
" Yours ! " Here Raven rose suddenly, as if about to seize the witness,
-who, placing his foot against the door, cried, '' Come, keep off! keep off!
I know what you're up to ; I won't be tumed out ! "
" No one wishes to tum you out," said Valentine.
"Don't they? I don't want nothing from you. I speak nothing but
the truth, and he knows it ! and that's what cuts him to the quick."
" Now, sir," said Whitely, "attend to me : You say that these are my
children ? "
" Of course they are, and he knows it."
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" State how yon know them to be mine."
"Why, wasn't I with 'em when they were infants? and haven't I been
with 'em all along ? Whose should they be ? He never had no children.
He never had no wife, but your wife, which died of a broken heart ; and
didn't she take 'em with her when she left home ? I can't be mistaken in
'em it strikes me !"
" Have you no other proof than this man's word ?" inquired Valentine.
" Are you yourself sure that he has not invented this tale for the gratification of some malicious feeling ? "
" Certain," replied Whitely.
" O f course, he is certain ! " cried the man. "And if he wasn't, I
could make him. It don't depend upon me ; if it did, he'd stand me out
in it. I can produce both documents and witnesses ; but look at him !
That '11 tell you whether what I say is trath or not. Only look at him !
That's quite enough ! He hasn't got so much as the face to say they're
his. He knows that what I say is right. He don't deny it ; he hasn't
denied it yet. Let him deny it, that's all! Let him deny it ! "
" Father 1" exclaimed Louise, in agony. " Father !—I feel that you are
my father still; you have always been like a father to me, is it—7to :—^I'U
not believe it."
" Let him deny it ! Let him deny it !"
" Say but one word," cried Louise ; "but one word, to silence for ever
this slanderous man. Is it true ? "
Raven sank into his chair, exclaiming, " My dear child, it is !"

CHAPTER

LXVII

Iti which a Variety of Matters ai-e explai7ied.
As this confession at once sealed the lips of incredulity—albeit Louise
clung to Raven still as if she felt it even then to be impossible—
Valentine, whom nothing could deprive of self-possession, on the instant
begged of Whitely to retire with him, in order that the effects of the
sudden disclosure might in some degree subside before any other decisive
steps were taken. To this Whitely consented, and they quitted the room,
leaving Louise with her face buried in her hands by the side of Raven,
who appeared to have reached the very depths of despair, while Llewellen
stood at his back, as motionless as if he had been absolutely petrified.
On reaching the drawing-room, Valentine and Whitely, with the view of
considering -what course would be the best to pursue under the circumstances, drew to the table, while the sentimental Joseph, in order to listen
without being suspected, went to one of the windows, where, having
drawn a hymn-book from his pocket, he seemed to be lost in religious
contemplation.
" Well," said Valentine, "of course there can be no doubt now about
the correctness of that which this man has disclosed. Raven himself having
admitted it to be true : the only question therefore is, what is best to be
done ? "
" T h a t is the only question," said Whitely; " I wish to do nothing
with rashness—nothing without due consideration."
" I am sure of i t : I am also sure that, however great may be your

VALENTINE VOX.

477

contempt for the feelings of Raven, you will avoid doing anything which
may inflict an additional wound upon those of poor Louise."
" I am of course anxious, most anxious, to act with strict regard to the
feelings of my own dear child," said Whitely.
"Being quite certain of that," rejoined Valentine, " i t is with confidence I suggest that the immediate departure of Louise from this house
ought not to be insisted upon."
" W h a t ! " exclaimed Whitely, "leave her here, and that with the
wretch who would have kept her for ever from me ? "
" For the present!—until she becomes more calm !—until matters can
be arranged ! You would not surely insist upon her leaving at once,
without having time allowed to make the slightest preparation ? But I
wish you would speak with my uncle on the subject. Will you remain here
till he comes ? I will send for him instantly.
" I'll wait for him with pleasure. Before I act in this matter I'd rather,
much rather, see him."
Valentine therefore rang the bell, and having written a hasty note to his
uncle, requesting him to come without a moment's delay, he desired the
servant to take it with all possible speed, it being a matter of the highest
importance. While the servant was waiting for this note, he caught sight
of the sentimental Joseph—notwithstanding that pious individual was so
deep in the beautiful spirit of his hymns that he kept the book strictly up
to his eyes, that those organs might not vainly wander—and having
become assured of its being the Joseph, and no one but the Joseph, he
took the note, and promised to make all possible haste ; but before he left
the house, he communicated what he had seen to the rest of the servants,
who undertook to keep a remarkably sharp look-out till he retumed.
Valentine, as soon as the note had been despatched, begged Whitely to
excuse him, and returned to Louise, whom he found in tears on the sofa
with Llewellen, while Raven, with his hand over his eyes, still sat in his
easy-chair motionless.
" T h i s , " said Louise, extending her hand to Valentine as he entered.
" Oh ! this is a heavy blow indeed ! "
" It is," returned Valentine, as he approached and sat beside her ; " i t
is a heavy blow, my dearest girl; but we must not sink beneath even this."
Louise moved her head mournfully, and sighed.
" Courage, my own
Louise, courage!" continued Valentine. " Retire for the present; come,
let us seek my mother ; with her you will be more calm : come !—come !'"
He raised her from the sofa, and led her gently to the door, but they
had no sooner reached it than Raven cried " L o u i s e ! " when on the
instant she turned and flew into the arms extended to receive her, exclaiming, " M y father!—Oh, be my father still!"
For some time she remained clasped in Raven's arms, but neither
uttered, nor attempted to utter another word : she sobbed aloud, while
the tears gushed down his furrowed cheeks, and they both seemed to
endure the most intense mental anguish.
At length Valentine approached, with the view of prevailing upon
them to separate until they had become more tranquil, and eventually
succeeded in inducing them to do so, having declared again and again
that he would not allow Louise to be taken abruptly from the house.
" I rely with the utmost confidence upon you," said Raven. " I feel
that whatever I may be, or may appear—for I appear, in this case, to be
worse than I am—-you will not suffer her to be torn from me yet."
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Valentine repeated his assurance, and left the room with Louise.
The widow had heard nothing of this revelation. She had, indeed, been
informed by one of the servants that there had been something of a stir ;
but of the cause she continued to be in the most perfect ignorance until
Valentine explained it on bringing up Louise. How great her surprise
was then may be imagined. She confessed that she in reality knew nefther
what to think nor what to say, and when Valentine had intimated to her
that, until the whole matter had been explained, the less she thought and
said about it the better, he left her and Louise, to rejoin Whitely and his
pseudo-sentimental companion.
On the stairs, however, he encountered Llewellen, who was in a truly
wretched state. The whole of his intellectual faculties appeared to be
deranged : he looked like a morally disorganized man.
" My tear poy," said he, "here's a pleasant pusiness !—^here's tooi7igs,
and cootness knows i t ! Put phot's to pe tun, my poy, phot's to pe tun ?
Too step here, and just tell me phot hur'm to too."
Here he took the arm of Valentine, and, having led him into an apartment, with an expression of vacant wonder, resumed :—
" Now, phot's to pe tun ? How am hur to act ? Phot can hur too, look
you ? I never tit !—Oh I my tear poy, too tell me how hur'm to proceet."
" Have patience for a short time, Fred, and I shall know how to advise
you. At present there is but one thing I feel myself justified in recommending you to do, and that is to keep silent."
'' Put it is such a pusiness ! Am hur pound to pelieve that Mr. Phitely
is really my father ? "
" Wliy, I think there can be but little doubt about it now."
'' Well, put inteet, now, look you, cootness knows, it will pe so very ott
to call him father, inteet."
" I have no doubt it will seem strange at first; but you will soon get
accustomed to that."
" Very coot, my poy ; put hur'll not pelieve i t ! Haven't hur another
father town at Caermarthen ? "
" I should say that the chances are, if Mr. Whitely be your father, that
you have not."
" P u t hur ton't pelieve that he is my father. Hur'll write town to
Caermarthen py this plesset tay's post, and ask my own father—that is, my
father Llewellen—phether he is my father or not. If he says that he is,
hur shall know phot to too : hur'll not pelieve Phitely, nor ten thousand
Phitelys pesites ! Hur'll write town this plesset tay, look you."
'' Wait, my dear fellow; have patience," said Valentine ; " a t least, for
a day or two wait."
" Well, well, if you think it will pe petter to wait, phy, hur'll too so.''
'' Before the day is at an end, we shall doubtless know more, much more
than we do now."
" Very well; then hur'll tefer writing, look you ; put hur ton't, inteet,
like to pe pount to pelieve that anypotty's my father that chooses to say so
without any particle of proof, and cootness knows it. Put hur say, my
poy," he added, with a singular expression, "phot a very troll co it
will pe if Louey shoot pe my sister !,—hur say, if she shoot ! If that phere
all, look you, hur shoultn't care a pit apout that, for hur always tit love
Louey tearly; put hur won't pelieve Phitely's my father, pecause hur
shootn't mint if Louey phere my sister."
" No, that would be scarcely worth while. I confess to yovj that at
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present I have very little doubt about it myself; but we shall see. In a
few hours the thing will be placed beyond dispute."
A coach at this moment drew up to the door, with the servant who had
been sent for Uncle John upon the box. " N o w , " cried Valentine, " w e
shall soon know all. Here is my uncle. I must go and explain to him
before he sees Whitely; but immediately after our interview I'll let you
know, Fred, precisely how the matter stands."
He then ran down, and met Uncle John in the hall, and having led him
into the parlour, related what had occurred with all possible brevity. Uncle
John was astounded at the intelligence.
" Is it possible ?" he exclaimed, " i s it possible ? Is it—can it be possible ? Whitely's children—not his ? He has not kept faith with me ;
I've been deceived ! He led me to believe-^What could be his motive ?
Not his, but Whitely's, children, after all ! Are they together ? "
" No. Whitely is in the drawing-room, with the man whom he brought
as a witness. He is waiting to see you. I beggSd of him to do so, being
anxious for you to prevail upon him not to insist upon the immediate removal of Louise, because, as that, must not be, his refusal to consent may
create a disturbance, which it would be, of course, better to avoid."
" Of course, my boy ; of course : yes, I'll go to him at once. Come
with me. Bad conduct ; bad, very bad conduct."
They now reached the drawing-room, and Whitely rose to meet Uncle
John as he entered, and they shook hands with all their wonted warmth.
" Why, my friend," said Uncle John, wiping his perspiring brow with
great energy, '' I have been amazed !—absolutely amazed ! "
" A n d well you maybe," cried Whitely, "well you maybe amazed;
but not at the falsehood of a villain !—no, that is not amazing! "
" I couldn't have believed it ! " rejoined Uncle John ; I really couldn't
have believed it ! "
" I don't see that we had any right to expect that what h: stated was the
trath. It is now, however, useless to dwell upon that. The question is,
having (thank Heaven !) discovered my children, how am I to proceed ?
As I explained to Valentine, I wish to do nothing rashly. Before I act, I
am, therefore, anxious to have your advice."
" Upon my word," said Uncle John, " I scarcely feel competent to give
any advice at all ; I seem bewildered ; the thing appears like a dream.
Did Raven himself enter into any explanation ? "
" N o t the slightest; nor was any explanation demanded. It was sufficient
for me that he confessed that the children were mine."
" B u t I cannot conceive what induced him to wish to keep them from
you ! What object could he have ?—what motive ? Until I have some
explanation from him, I shall not feel myself justified in advising you how
to act. You are not, I hope, in haste ; let me go to him at once, and hear
what he has to say upon the subject. I shall then be better able to judge.
Shall I do so ? "
" B y all means, if you wish it," replied Whitely ; " I ' m in no sort of
haste, I can wait."
" I'll detain you but a short time," said Uncle J[ohn ; " I'll be back as
soon as possible. Valentine, remain with Mr. Whitely till I return. '
He then left them, and having sent to Raven to request an immediate
interview, which was granted, he proceeded to the room in which the secret
had been revealed, and in which he found Raven apparently half-dead.
Their meeting was awkward. Raven himself seemed ashamed to advanca,
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while Uncle John felt that, if he offered his hand as a friend, he should 1
a hypocrite. They, therefore, regarded each other with coldness ; b
Uncle John, the very moment he had taken a chair, said, " My goc
friend, how came you to mislead, to deceive me ? While conducting tl
arrangement which it gave me great pleasure to conduct, I did expect,
had a right to expect, that, acting as I was in the capacity of friend to boi
parties, both parties would treat me with fairness and candour. I ar
however, sorry to find that you were not candid with me — that yc
induced me to believe that which has been proved to be false."
" I t is trae," said Raven, " that although I was guilty of no direct fals
hood, I led you to believe when I said that I would not, that I meant th;
I could not give any information on the subject of the children : that
admit, and I was prompted to this species of prevarication by a mo
powerful motive ; but as I have ever regarded you as one who would scoi
to press heavily upon a fallen man, harshness from you is what I did m
expect: it is, sir, a thing which I will not endure."
" I have no desire to be harsh," said Uncle John ; " I have no right 1
be harsh ; but I have a right, when a man misleads me, to let him kno
that I feel myself aggrieved."
"Even assuming that you have this right," rejoined Raven, "is it correc
is it generous, t o exercise it just as you see a man's spirit broken down ? '•
"Heaven forbid that I should augment any man's affliction! but—-—"
" Had I been lost," resumed Raven, " to every sense of generosity an
of justice, or dead to every virtuous feeling, viewing the world as it is, an
like a man of the world holding its opinion in contempt, all this woul
have been avoided. I should not have been placed in so humiliating
position ; but as—by virtue of endeavouring to conciliate those who nev(
could be conciliated, instead of putting at once a bold face upon the matte
and setting them at defiance—I am in this position, unkindness at the banc
of those from whom I expected friendly advice and assistance, has a ter
dency to make me callous, and to incline me to treat the world, as th
world treats me, with disdain."
"Mr. Raven," said Uncle John, gravely, " I do not think that you wi
feel yourself jiistified in saying that I ever behaved in an unfriendl
manner towards you."
" I t is unfriendly to speak with harshness to me at such a time as thi:
At any other time I could have borne it. It is only when a man is in a
extremity that he needs a friend, and that is precisely the time when h
finds himself deserted. All that I have done since the first false step w<
taken the whole world may know : with that single exception there is n
act of mine of which I need be ashamed, having been prompted by gen(
rosity on the one hand, and on the other by the purest affection. Howeve;
I have no wish to explain ; I find that all are against me."
" I am not against you; none who were previously for you are again
you. I spoke to you on the subject rather sternly, I admit ; bit why ? nc
because I wished to be against you, but solely because I conceived it to 1
a pity that you were not more ingenuous—more candid."
" I was as candid as, under the circumstances, I could be, or at least coul
feel myself justified in being. The fact of those children being Whitely's
I wished from my heart to conceal. I promised her who was their moth«
—I promised her on her death-bed that I would keep from them all know
ledge of her shame ; and for ever would it have been kept from them, ha
it not been for that atrocious, hypocritical villain whom I have pampere
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for years, and who, of course, sold the secret, after having sworn solemnly
to preserve it in consideration of my having given him a sum sufficient to
keep him independent for life."
" T h e n , " said Uncle John, " their mother is dead ? "
" Yes, she died soon, very soon after she left her husband ; for although
she had every possible comfort, and was treated by me with the utmost
tenderness and affection, the step she had taken weighed so heavily upon
her heart, that it was not long before that heart was broken.
Her
children I loved as dearly as if they had been my own, and had they been
my own they could not have displayed a greater affection for me. T h a t dear
girl, Louise, was especially fond of me : I need not add that I doated upor^
her, I doat upon her s t i l l ; I love her with all the fond intensity of an affectionate father, and must continue thus to love her till I sink into the grave.
She has been more than a child to me ; she has been an a n g e l ! — M a y the
angels hover round and protect her for ever ! Oh, my friend, it may have
been thought that my commerce with the world would have destroyed the
best feelings of my n a t u r e ; but if you knew how purely, how devotedly I
love that affectionate girl, you would not be surprised at my having descended to prevarication, in order that she might still be, in her view, as
well as in the view of the world in general, my own dear child. As my own
I have cherished her fondly, tenderly : she was my comfort, the fountain of
my joy : it w'as my delight, and the highest delight I ever experienced—to
promote her happiness ; and yet on the very eve of my pleasurable task
being perfected-—^just as that happiness was about to be permanently
secured, she is proclaimed to be not my own child, and torn from me for
ever ! It is this which afflicts me beyond the power of expression. Nothing
could have afflicted me more ; no calamity which could have befallen m e
could have struck so deeply into my heart, for I now feel completely alone
in the world, deprived for ever of her who was my solace—my child ! "
Here Raven was much affected, and so indeed was Uncle John, who,
scarcely knowing what to say, remained silent.
A t length Raven, with
considerable emotion, resumed :—
" It may have been w'lor.g," said he, " nay, I cannot but feel it to have
been wrong, very wrong, even to wish to conceal those children from their
father. I cannot justify myself, nor can I, on any grounds, be justified;
still, in extenuation, it may be said that I did not conceal them wantonly,
or with any cruel aim, my object for such concealment^besides that of
fostering that fond, devoted girl as my own—being the performance of my
promise to her broken-hearted mother, that her children should, if possible,
be kept for ever in utter ignorance of her disgrace. This was the great
object I had in view, and that object would assuredly have been attained,
had it not been for the treachery of that pernicious miscreant. But the die
is cast—I am alone ! "
Raven again paused, but Uncle J o h n still knew not what to say. H e
could not tell what Raven really was. H e could not believe him to be an
absolutely heartless villain ; for, notwithstanding his conduct towards
Whitely himself had been villanous in the extreme, he, in the -view of
Uncle John, had certain redeeming points, to which he was not indisposed
to attach due weight. H e therefore did not feel justified in saying anything
which could be construed into an opinion upon the subject; but at length,
finding that Raven was not about to proceed, he, conceiving that he ought
to say something on the occasion, inquired why Fred had in infancy been
separated from Louise.
2 I
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" I parted them," said Raven, " I brought them up, not as brother and
sister, but as cousins, in order that the secret might be the more effectually
preserved. I regarded it as being highly probable that when Fred became
a man his curiosity would prompt him to go back, with the view of
ascertaining certain matters having reference to their origin, which Louise
would not think of herself, or if she did, she would not have those facilities
which would be at his command. I therefore sent him into Wales, and
placed him under the care of a kind, quiet creature, who brought him up
as his own son, and a good fellow he has made of him ; a better-hearted
boy never breathed : still the loss of him, my friend, I could endure : I
have not, of course, those feelings for him that I have for Louise ; she has
ever been with me,—she has ever been my joy, my sweet companion, my
pride ; I cannot bear to part with her : I feel that I shall not long survive
it; but, at all events, she must not be torn from me yet."
" We shall be able to arrange that, I have no doubt," said Uncle John.
"Valentine has already spoken to Whitely on the subject. I'll return to
him, and urge it still further. I think that I may say you may be sure
that that at least will be arranged."
" Now that I am in your hands again," observed Raven, " m y mind is
more at ease. You will do the best you can for me, I know."
" All that i?an be done shall be done : be assured of that. I will go at
once, and make the best arrangement I can."
Uncle John then returned to the drawing-room, where Valentine and
Whitely were still engaged in earnest conversation, while the sly sentimentalist, with the utmost attention, was listening at the window with the
hymn-book in his hand.
It was abundantly evident to Uncle John, as he entered, that Valentine
had been applying the balm of reason to Whitely's inflamed passions with
success, for he was perfectly calm, and spoke with the utmost composure.
"Well, my friend," said he, when Uncle John had taken a seat beside
him, " are you now in a position to give me advice?"
" I now feel that I am," replied Uncle John. " But, in the first place,
in order that you may judge for yourself, I'll not only relate the substance
of what passed between us, but will repeat it word for word, as nearly, at
least, as I can remember."
He did so : he went through it faithfully : he made no effort to colour
any fact: the points which related to Raven's great affection for Louise
were extremely effective; but that effect was produced without design.
Whitely was throughout most attentive. He weighed every word.
Sitting in a studious attitude, his head resting upon his hand, not a single
muscle moved, nor did he utter a syllable until Uncle John had concluded,
when he exclaimed aloud, " H a d he not been the seducer of my wife, I
could have honoured him !—had he taken the children of a fallen woman,
not being himself the cause of her fall, and thus cherished them until the
feelings of a father had been engendered, I would have -worshipped—aye,
worshipped that man !—but being the seducer, the murderer of my wife,
his love for them prompts me to hate him the more ! But I will be calm
—I will still be calm !—he has robbed me of their affection—the dear love
of my own children—still I will be calm."
During this burst of passion, brief as it was, the sentimentalist at the
-window placed the hymn-book upon his knees, and rubbed his hands in
a state of ecstasy. He was in raptures, and would have gloried in it had
Whitely, in a paroxysm of rage, rushed into Raven's room, and either
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strangled him or stabbed him to the heart. Whitely, however, as if to cut
the sentimentalist to the soul, resumed his former attitude, and after a
pause, said, tranquilly, "Well, my friend, what do you advise?"
" W h y , " replied Uncle John, " I should say that, for the sake of poor
Louise, and for her sake alone, things ought to remain for the present as
they are. You of course would not think of compelling her to quit the
house at an hour's notice. Under the circumstances, that would be on
your part impolitic, seeing that it might tend to shock her feelings, and
thus to create an unfavourable first impression. N o ; let what is to be done
be done gently. For a day or two, say, let no stir be made in the matter;
in the interim, you know, something may strike us : at all events, nothing
can be gained either by harshness or precipitation."
" I n that I quite agree with you," said Whitely. "Well, my friend,
'well!—I will be advised by you : for the sake of my child, I'll allow her
to remain for a day or so, in order——•"
" You're a fool, sir, if you do so, sir ! " exclaimed the sentimentalist.
" Come here, sir," said Valentine.
" D'yer think I'm afeared, then, to come ? " cried the fellow, closing his
hymn-book, and bouncing up to the table with great ferocity of aspect.
"Now, sir," said Valentine, "why will Mr. Whitely be a 'fool' for
allowing his daughter to remain here for the present ?"
" W h y will h e ! " cried the sentimentalist—"why will h e ! What!
d'yer think I'd let her stop with him ? No, not another hour ! I'd drag
her away at once ! I'd break his heart! That would do it ! I know
it ! I'm sure of it ! Oh ! I'd let her remain with that son of Satan !
not
"
"Joseph," said Whitely, with much coolness, " I don't think that I
shall want you again to-day : you can go now, but let me see you early in
the moming."
" Very well, sir ! Oh ! very well; but you take my
advice, sir; don't you let her stop."
" At ten in the morning," said Whitely, " I shall expect you."
This quiet way of repudiating the advice of the sentimentalist did not
exactly meet his approbation ; he, notwithstanding, prepared to depart,
and having exclaimed " Oh ! very well! " he raised his extensive cravat,
and left the room with the air of an offended individual
" Is that the man who was formerly in your service?" inquired Uncle

John.

" Yes," replied Whitely, " a n d I believe him to be one of the vilest and
most contemptible scoundrels that ever had existence, although in this case
I have been of cour'^e compelled to employ him. However, to revert to
the great subject—for to me it is great, indeed all in all—I am willing to
follow your advice : that is to say, I'll consent to allow my children to
remain here a day or two longer, or until they shall have recovered from
the sudden effects of the disclosure, provided, my friend, you feel sure,
quite sure, that there will be nothing like concealment."
" I do feel sure," said Uncle John, "so sure, that I would willingly stake
my life that nothing of the sort will be attempted."
" A n d so would I," cried Valentine; "indeed, I might perhaps be
justified in declaring, in the name of Louise, that if, under the circumstances, such a proposition were made, it would be spurned."
" I am satisfied," said Whitely. " Thus, then, let it be. I shall probably see you in the course of to-morrow ? "
"At any time," replied Uncle John ; "but if you are not engaged, let
3 S 2
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us dine together to-day. Walk home with me, and then we can talk
matters quietly over. It will be much better : come, what say you ? "
Whitely consented, and they almost immediately afterwards left the
house, much to the gratification of Valentine, with whom Whitely shook
hands with unusual warmth, on being accompanied by him to the door.
While descending the stairs with them, Valentine heard a most singular
uproar below ; but the moment they were gone, his ears were assailed with
half-stifled cries of " Murder !—murder !—Fire !—fire !—Help !—help !—
Fire 1 " minded with certain shouts of indignation and derision.
As all this -was extremely irregular, Valentine, without the slightest
ceremony, hastened below, and on arriving at the door of the kitchen,
beheld a strikingly effective and deeply interesting scene.
Joseph—the sanctimonious and sentimental Joseph—who, on being dismissed by Whitely, had been silently seized by the servants, who were
anxious to settle certain matters with him privately—was at that particular
period before the fire, betw^een the reflector and the dripping-utensil, in the
central pool of which his devoted smalls had been immersed ; and while
the coachman held him tightly by the collar, and looked at him very
fiercely indeed, the cook shook him with great ability with one hand, while
with the other shg held to his noble breast a sacrificial spit, which rendered
it impossible for him, without being pierced, to move forward, and, as for
stepping back !—why, the fire was very large, and very clear at the bottom,
while at the top the flames ascended with a roar. It was an affecting sight.
In the Martyrology of the middle ages, there is nothing at all like it described. The idea of an individual, of sentiment and feeling, being pinned
in this position—the tails of his respectable coat being scorched, even
ifter his smalls had been saturated with hot mutton-fat, is appalling in the
highest degree !
And yet there stood Valentine coolly at the door, while the victim was
being thus roasted behind and assaulted in front by two creatures, neither
of whom had the slightest respect for his feelings, and who were stimulated
by the applause of the butler, the footman, and two housemaids, who were
absolutely base enough to glory in the scene ! And why was that outrage
committed ? Why simply because this individual had, in the plenitude of
his politeness, undertaken to pay into a certain savings bank certain sums
of money belonging to those two creatures, which money, while lost in
the contemplation of the world's unrighteousness, he had altogether forgotten to pay in, albeit every sum, without a single exception, had been
entered in their books with the utmost regularity! It was for this, forsooth
—this omission, this oversight—that he, a respectable person, was pummelled—that he was made to sit with white kerseymere smalls, first in a
dripping-pan's well-supplied pool, and then in an adjacent scuttle of coals
—that he was throttled, half-strangled, and shaken by the coachman, and
scarified, nay, almost sacrificed by the cook, while, the perspiration starting
in a state of alarm from every pore, he was being roasted behind into
actual crackling ! Again, it may be said to have been an affecting sight. It
was touching in the extreme to hear him implore them to desist. He spoke
to them with all the ardour of a righteous man upon the subject. He
besought them for their own dear sakes to give in : he assured them, with
a beautiful expression, that if they did not they could never be saved ; but
he couldn't reach their hearts;—he could make no impression; they still
kept on, until he caught a glimpse of Valentine, to whom he on the
instant cried aloud foe aid.
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" Oh ! save me, sir !—save me ! " he exclaimed, in the most touching
tones, and with a heart-rending aspect, " save me or I drop ! "
" W h a t is all this ? " cried Valentine, coming forward.
" W h y are you
here?"
" They dragged me down here, s i r ; I didn't come down o' my own
accord."
" W e l l ! why do you make so much noise ? "
" Oh ! they've been a-murdering of me, sir : they've been a-using me
shameful ! They have, indeed ! "
Hereupon the ill-used individual burst into tears.
" W h a t is the meaning of all t h i s ? " inquired Valentine of the coachman. " W h a t is ft all about ? "
T h e coachman and the cook on the instant set to work, and explained it
all with amazing cleamess, considering they made a duet of it throughout.
" Y o u are a scoundrel ! " said Valentine, addressing the sentimentalist,
which was highly reprehensible; but he said, " Y o u are a scoundrel ! "
and then added, " D o you mean to return this money ? "
" You haven't heered the merits of the case," cried the grossly ill-used
man, while with a knife he was endeavouring to scrape the grease off his
clothes, and thereby to restore the respectability of his appearance.
" You received this money to pay in, did you not ? "
" I certingly did."
" A n d you did not pay it i n . "
" W h y , that's where it is—that's the point ! "
" E x a c t l y ! " said Valentine, " t h a t is the point. Instead of putting it
into the bank, you put it into your pocket. There's no mistaking the
poi7it!
Now, villain, I mean to take this matter entirely into my own
hands. T h e sum you have thus stolen is twenty-five pounds."
" I didn't steal it!—nor it ain't twenty-five pounds! But I'll give 'em the
twenty-five pounds ! Lor, bless us ! I ain't destitute of twenty-five pounds !"
" I know that you are not," said Valentine; " b u t we shall want a
hundred pounds of you to settle this affair."
" A hundred p o u n d s ! You won't get a hundred pounds out of me, I
can tell you."
" Oh, yes, we shall ! " said Valentine. " C o a c h m a n ! I -want you to
run to Mr. Whitely."
" Mr. Whitely has nothing to do with my private affairs."
" Oh ! but in this case he will have a little to do with them. You have
a cheque of his now in your possession. T h a t cheque shall be stopped."
" B u t it shall not be stopped ! A n d if it is, I can recover: I can
recover, sir, by law."
' ' Law ! T h a t is well thought of !—an excellent suggestion. It will be
the shorter way. Oh ! never mind the money. Coachman ! fetch me an
officer."
" A n officer! W h a t for ? "
" Merely to take you into custody."
" But I've committed no crime ! It's only a debt—it ain't a robbery ! "
" W e shall see what it is when we get before the magistrate ; and since
I have taken the matter in hand, be assured that if it be a transportable
offence, you shall he transported. Fetch me an officer."
" Oh ! for the love of grace, sir, don't send for no officers ! I don't like
officers ; I don't, sir, indeed, sir ! I'll give cook and coachman the money
back with pleasure."
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" Y o u shall give, sir, fifty pounds to each of them. By doing so only
can you induce me not to proceed according to law."
" But fifty pounds a-piece, that is to say, a hundred pound, sir, consider,
sir, what an enormity ! "
" W e l l ! it is not of much importance. It will be better that you should
pay in person, perhaps, after all."
" But I'd rather not, sir; much rather not."
" What's the amount of that cheque ? "
" I t ' s only a hundred and fifty, sir : only a hundred and fifty."
"Very well. Mr. Raven had provided amply for you when you betrayed
him : you will therefore take your choice : either give one hundred pounds
out of that cheque to those two persons whom you have robbed, or take
the consequences of being pursued, as I will pursue you, with the utmost
rigour of the law."
"But fifty, sir ! fifty between 'em !—surely that will content 'em ! They
wouldn't like to press upon me too hard ! "
" Nothing less than the sum I named shall they receive. Decide at once.
If you hesitate
"
" No, no, no ; I don't hesitate, only it is very hard ; I'll send them the
money to-morrow»"
" You are not to be trusted. No, that will not do."
" Well, as soon as I get the cheque cashed, sir, I'll come back—upon
fny word and honour."
'' I have rjo faith in either your word or your honour. Besides, I am
inclined to take the responsibility entirely off your hands. Give coachman
the cheqiie. It will save you a deal of trouble. Let him get it cashed,
and then the thing -will be settled."
"I'Jl not give him the cheque ! I'd rather die than be thus plundered
of Kry money ! I won't do it."
"Very well. We now see the value of your word and honour. You
have taken your choice. We'll have no further parley. An officer shall
be sent for at once, and I'd have you understand, that if once you get into
an officer's hands, the thing must go on,—a compromise, then, will be out
of the question."
The cruelly ill-used individual did not like this by any means. He wept
bitterly, and sobbed like a child ; but having a natural horror of being
brought to justice, and being ignorant of the amount of punishment that
would be inflicted upon him, in the event of his being unable to convince
the court that, in keeping the money he had no dishonest motive, he
eventually drew forth the cheque, and gave it to the coachman to get
cashed ; and while doing so it was really heart-rending to see him. The
coachman was, of course, in the highest possible spirits, and so was the
cook; but the rest of the servants were not, perhaps, in such ecstasies as
they would have been, had it happened that they had been plundered as
well. They were not, however, displeased; on the contrary, they enjoyed
the thing much ; and endeavoured, in their way, to solace the victim, who
was at that time a most intensely miserable man.
As the coachman had been ordered to take a cab to the banker's and
back, he soon retumed with three fifty-pound notes, which he placed in the
hands of Valentine, who, in the name of the victim, gave one to cook,
another to coachman, and the third to the victim himself, at the same time
intimating to him that he was then at perfect liberty to go.
Of course, the state of the sentimentalist's mind at that period was
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extremely afflicting: his heart was wounded to an unfathomable depth,
while the feelings which reigned in the ascendant were those of agony.
H e , notwithstanding, without delay, took the hint that he might leave ; for,
having deposited his note in a bag, he looked at his enemies with unspeakable ferocity, and stepped into the area, from which he declared, with great
solemnity, that they should suffer for what they had done, and that he
would have his revenge upon them a l l ; and having delivered himself freely
to this effect, he rushed up the steps in a state bordering upon madness.
Valentine, who felt that although the settlement of this matter had taken
up some time, that time had not Iseen altogether wasted, now returned to
Louise, whom he found with the widow, still in tears.
" Come, my dear girl," said he, taking her hand, " this, indeed, must
not b e ; I must not have you trembling as if you were on the brink of
despair."
" Oh ! my dear Valentine ! " exclaimed Louise, again bursting into tears :
" you are the only one on earth now, to whom I can -ivith confidence look
for protection ! "
" I know it," said Valentine, assuming a gaiety, with the view of relieving her, to some extent, of her sadness. " I know it, my Louise, and
I shall presume upon it accordingly. I have you now in my power, and
shall, therefore, of course, m a k e you act precisely as I may command."
" I am not afraid of you, my dearest," said Louise, with much emotion.
" T h e more I might feel myself in your power, the less I should fear your
tyranny, my love."
" H a v e you so much confidence in me ? W^ell, I believe it. You are a
dear, good girl, but you want more courage."
" But consider, my dearest boy ! " cried the widow, " consider what an
awful thing it is ! It is not like one of those common occurrences which
may be borne without a pang, because their character is ephemeral. It is
a permanent thing, my love, you must remember, and a dreadful thing it
is to Je permanent, when you come to think of it ! "
" i'hat is a very correct observation of yours, mother. You are perfectly
right. But I can't see very distinctly why we should either cover ourselves
with sackcloth and ashes, or lie down and die, because a circumstance
occurs over which we had and could have no control ! Resignation,
mother,—your own favourite resignation,—is a great Christian virtue, I
a d m i t ; but I hold that it does not become us, as Christians, to sink under
every trouble which may assail us, seeing that we are morally and physically
formed to oppose them with success. It is our duty to grapple with troubles
as they rise : if we do so boldly, and at once, they are perfectly sure to be
overcome."
" Y e s , my dear boy, that is all very well, but we cannot help feeling ;
when troubles like these come so suddenly upon us, we cannot but be
shocked : it is natural."
" I admit it : but it is not natural for a shock to continue. It soon ceases
to be a shock. W e have no control over it : we cannot grapple with it.
But we have control over, and therefore ought to grapple with, the effects
of that shock. A shock no sooner comes than it goes, leaving fts effects for
us to manage, which effects can be managed, and ought to be managed :
he who allows them, in any case, to obtain the mastery over him, must never
presume to boast his moral strength."
" Yes, my dear, this mode of bidding defiance to Fate, by standing
erect, and with a bold front exclaiming, ' N o circumstance shall ever bow
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me down to the earth; no series of troubles shall ever break my spirit ;
nothing shall ever prevent me from grappling with an enemy who will be
sure to conquer me if I fail to conquer him !'—this, I say, is all very correct,
and very laudable in you men, and nothing more than we have a right to
expect; but with us it is totally different, my dear ; we haven't the strength,
we haven't the nerve to bear up against these things : we are more sensitive ; our feelings are more acute ; our hearts are more easily wounded,
more delicate, more tender, more susceptible of sad impressions ; this boldness is not to be expected from us."
" I have often," said Valentine, as the widow took the hand of Louise,
and pressed it, and held it in her lap, " I have often thought it a pity that
it should be the fashion to cultivate female weakness. If you examine the
morally enervating tendency of the present system of female education, you
ivill find that weakness in every point is cultivated studiously, and that
therefore the application of the term ' fashion' is correct. Whatever your
physical weakness may be, your moral strength—although enervated by
education—is naturally equal with ours. You have the power to meet
troubles—for troubles form our text—with equal firmness. If you repudiate the exercise of that power, of course weakness will prevail."
" B u t this of ours," said Louise, "can scarcely be called one of the
ordinary troubles-of life—a mere casualty ! "
" Granted. If it were, its importance would be diminished. If such
things were to happen every day, we should think but little of them ; but
troubles, my love, are the emblems of cowardice : you no sooner oppose
them than they take to their heels ; but if you fear them, or try to run from
them, or sink before them, or exhibit the slightest irresolution, they will
tyrannize over, trample upon, and torttlre you. Meet them boldly, my
Louise, and behold how they fly ! "
" .P.ut how is this to be met ? How^am I to meet this ?"
'".. can tell you, and will, if you promise to act upon my advice."
" Well, I 7tever saw any one take things so coolly in my life ! " exclaimed
the widow. " Whatever may occur, however serious, however momentous,
you look at it as calmly as if you had expected i t : nothing seems to disturb
you—nothing seems to put you out."
" Many things disturb me, mother ; but I look at whatever difficulty may
occur as a thing which ought promptly to be met, and I accordingly make
up my mind at once to meet it."
" What, then, in this instance, would you p'/opose?" inquired Louise.
" You promise to be guided by me ?"
" I have so much confidence in you, my love, that I do, without a
moment's hesitation. I place myself entirely in your hands. I will go by
your directions; whatever you direct me to do shall be done."
" You are a dear, good, confiding little creature, my Louise: but I believe
you know that I knew that before. Now, attend : Mr. Whitely is your
father—there can, of course, be no doubt of that now—and, as a father,
you are called upon to regard and to love him. Very well. Now, although
we have frequently heard of such things, and have frequently seen them
represented on the stage, I hold it to be impossible for you at once to
inspire those feelings of affection for him which a child ought to feel for a
father, and which, although they maybe indeed engendered in infancy, time
and constant communication alone can establish. But your position is one of
even greater difficulty than that : your affections as a child having been
engrossed, cherished, and ripened by the love and fostering care of another.
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you are called upon suddenly to transfer those affections from him whom
you have ever believed to be your father, to one of whom you had previously no absolute knowledge."
"Precisely so," interposed Louise. " I t is that which I feel most
acutely. It is, indeed, the very difficulty which I fear is insurmountable."
" A moment's patience," said Valentine.
" T h a t is the point to which
we are coming. It is abundantly clear that if, under these circumstances,
you were to leave this house—in other -words, that if you were to leave Mr.
Raven to live with Mr. Whitely—you would feel, to say the least of it,
excessively awkward !"
" Oh, I should be wretched !-—perfectly miserable ! "
"Exactly. However highly you might esteem Mr. Whitely, however
sincerely you might respect him, or however anxious you might be to love
him, you would be conscious that you possessed not those feelings towards
him which a child ought to have towards a parent—for those feelings must
be established by degrees—and that very consciousness would rentier you
unhappy."
" I t would, indeed ; I might, perhaps, in time, teach my heart how to
love him ; but to love him at once, as I feel that as his child I ought to
love him, would be impossible, and the impossibility of doing so, to me,
would be dreadful."
"This, then, is the difficulty which we have now to meet. It is manifest
that you will not be permitted to remain here much longer. It is scarcely
to be expected that Mr. Whitely will consent to that. The question, then,
resolves itself to this. I'll put it plainly, because I conceive that,
in all such cases, plainness is much to be preferred. Will it be better,
under the circumstances, for you to live with Mr. Whitely, or—with me?"
Louise blushed, and dropped her head.
" N a y , " continued Valentine, " I do not expect you to answer this
question. I have undertaken to answer it for you ; / have to decide, and
really, to give expression to that which I most sincerely feel. I do think
that, all things considered, it will be infinitely better for us to marry at
once, when, without the slightest annoyance, you will be able to imbibe and
to cherish by degrees those feelings for Mr. Whitely which, of course, you
will be anxious to entertain."
Valentine paused ; but Louise was still silent.
" W h a t think you, mother?" he at length continued. " D o you not
think that that will be the better course to pursue ? "
" Why, my dear," returned the widow, " that, you know, is an extremely
delicate question for me to answer. It would certainly at once do away
with that which we conceived to be the greatest difficulty to be encountered."
" Of course," rejoined Valentine. " W h a t I propose, then, is this:
that the fifteenth be still the happy day,—that we, Louise, be, as we had
previously settled, on the fifteenth, united. This is what I p7-opose, and
as I can see no objection at all to it, I hereby direct you, seeing that
you have promised to go by my directions, to prepare for our union on
the fifteenth instant, not only that you may escape that position of
embarrassment which we have just been considering, but that we may
no longer be subjected to those disappointments and delays which we have
found so particularly disagreeable."
Still, with downcast eyes, Louise was silent ; her heart beat an approval,
which her tongue, however, refused to express.
" Having thus," resumed Valentine, with a smile,—" having thus, then.
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given my directions, my task is for the present at an end, unless, indeed—
for I have no desire to be despotic—you can give me a single reason why
those directions should not be implicitly obeyed. Am I," he added, after a
pause, " to understand by your silence that you know of no such reason ?"
" M y dearest Valentine!" exclaimed Louise, fervently, " I am at your
disposal. I said that I would be guided by you, Valentine ; I will ! But
do not, pray do not, wish me to take this step before the consent of Mr.
Whitely—I mean, of my father—has been obtained."
" Of course, my love, he must be consulted; I -would not, on any
account, proceed without first consulting him."
"There's a d e a r ! "
"Although I, on one occasion, did speak harshly to him in order to
protect Mr. Raven, I believe that he has ceased to think of that; and I
feel quite convinced that when I point out to him the peculiar position
in which you will otherwise be placed, his consent to our immediate
union will not be withheld. He dines to-day with my uncle. It may
perhaps appear too precipitate if I name it to him to-day; but when I
join them in the evening—they -will, no fdpubt, have been conversing on
the subject—I will in-vite him to dine with me to-morrow, at our house,
when I will lay the whole matter before him, and I have not the smallest
doubt that, for th'e sake of your feelings, which, I am sure, he is anxious
to study, he will readily give his consent. Do not, therefore, for a
moment, anticipate an unfavourable answer from him; feel certain, as I
do, that we shall have to encounter no opposition, and act precisely as if
he had consented already."
" I will do so," said Louise; " you have made me comparatively happy ;
you have, indeed, proved to me that difficulties, when promptiy met,
vanish, and have thereby taught me a lesson which, if acted upon, must
smooth the path of life."
" I t is the grand secret, my love," returned Valentine. " But I wish it
were a secret no longer; if it were but universally known, the happiness
of mankind in the aggregate would be very materially enhanced, for it
would then be apparent to all, that although men are ' bom to troubles,'
they are also born to surmount them."
"Well, now, really!" exclaimed the widow, "upon my word, this
appears to be comparatively nothing, my love, now! "
" T h e difficulty," said Louise, "does seem to be, in a measure, overcome. I shall not, at all events, be placed in that distressing position, if,
indeed, we are not opposed."
"Expect no opposition from Mr. Whftely," said Valentine. " I am
convinced that he will gladly agree to anything calculated to promote your
happiness."
" Do you think so ? "
" I am sure of it! He has proved it already."
" He is a good creature ; I feel that I almost love him now."
" Proceed with your preparations," said Valentine, rising from his seat;
" you have nothing to fear, nor have you any time to lose. You will
remember this is the tenth ! The fifteenth will soon be here, Louise, and
then, my love !—and then ! " he added, embracing her, and gazing upon
her with the fondest affection—" But you know the rest! I'll now detain
you no longer ; for the present, adieu ! " And again he embraced her,
and having given the widow, who was more than ever proud of him, a
filial kiss, he left them in tears ; but they were not tears of sadness.
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During the whole of this interview, Fred was in the library, waiting
with the utmost impatience for Valentine to communicate to him the
result of his conference with Whitely and Uncle John. He was very,
very wretched ; for although his case differed from that of Louise, inasmuch as he had never regarded Raven as his father, he had the feelings
of a son for Mr. Llewellen of Caermarthen, whom he believed, of course,
to be his bo7iA fide father still.
When, therefore, Valentine, on leaving Louise, related to him all that
had passed, as -well between him and Whitely as between Raven and
Uncle John, he felt and looked more bewildered than before.
" P h o t ! " he cried, " t i t my uncle—that is, Mr. Raven—tit he confess
it himself inteet ? Tit he say my father—I mean Mr. Llewellen, cootness
knows it, hur ton't know phot hur'm apout; hur ton't know phether hur'm
slanting upon my het or my heels ; its like a tream !—put tit he say that
my father was not my father, ant that my name was Whitely, ant not
Llewellen, look you ? Now tit he say that ? "
" He did," replied Valentine; " and it is of course perfectly certain that
he would not have said it had it not been true."
' ' Oh ! there's not a pit of tout at all about it if he said so : it's evitent
he woot have teniet it if he coot; putt t'cootness, now, phot am hur to
too ? It is such an extraordinary pusiness ! "
" I t is an extraordinary affair; but we must manage to get over it, Fred,
in some way."
"Well, how am hur to act, look you? Only tell me what hur'm to
too, ant hur'll too it ! "
"Well, we shall see. Shall we go and have a dinner together somewhere ? "
" Apove all things in the worit ! You are not, then, coing to tine here
to-tay ? "
" W h y , I think it will be as well for me not to see Raven, under the
circumstances: you understand ? "
'' Oh, perfectly !—ant hur tecitetly acree with you. Phere shall we co ? "
" Why, as we have just time to run down to Greenwich, I'll give you
some white bait. It will be a change of scene. We'll have a quiet dinner,
and then immediately return. I wish to go home early to join my uncle."
Fred was highly pleased with this proposition, and as they started at
once, he seemed at once to forget all his troubles. It is trae that on the
way the fact of Whitely being his father did occasionally occur to him ; but
the thought seldom occupied his mind more than a moment; forasmuch
as he was not a deep thinker, the appearance of almost every new object
was sufficient for the time being to engross his attention, 'while Valentine,
being himself in high spirits, made him as gay as if nothing of an extraordinary character had occurred.
On arriving at Greenwich they proceeded without loss of time to the
best house in the town, and ordered dinner ; and until it was produced,
Fred amused himself at the window by throwing sixpences into the depths
of the mud—it being happily low water—that sundry interesting and ragged
young gentlemen might dexterously dive after them, and then turn ingenious
somersets, to show that they did themselves a pleasure thereby. And it was
extremely glorious to behold the development of pure joy which accompanied
these agreeable evolutions, which seemed to be the principal business of
their lives. They were in raptures as they picked up the sixpences, and
translated them freely from the mud t-o their mouths, as well to cleanse as
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to secure them, while they plunged with surprising grace for more. Fred
enjoyed it exceedingly. It was the very thing for him ; indeed, he entered
so fully into the spirit of the scene, and was so much delighted with its
chief characteristics, that when dinner was produced, he rather regretted it
than not—a thing which never did happen to him by any mistake before.
Once at the table, however, he quite forgot the mud-larks, having transferred the whole of his attention from them to the scene before him. He
ate, and ate, and praised everything he ate ; but when he came to the
"phite pait,"oh ! he never did in all the world taste anything so delicious,
as he shovelled them into his mouth with the fork with, at least, as much
spirit as grace.
When he had quite given in, when he felt and expressed himself perfectly
sure that he was done, Valentine recalled his attention to the subject of the
position in which he then stood, and after having briefly touched ujton
various points connected therewith, he explained to him that Whitely was
then dining with Uncle John, and that it would, in his judgment, have an
excellent effect if they were both unexpectedly to join them. To this proposition Fred was at first most unwilling to accede. " Hur shall pe so very
awkward," said he ; "hur sha'n't know how to act, nor phot to too, nor
phot to say."
" Why," said Valentine, " you have but to act as you would under any
other circumstances. There will be no necessity for you to allude to the
matter : I question, indeed, whether the subject will be mentioned this
evening at all."
" Put it's unpleasant, look you. Hur'd rather not, inteet."
" Well, I'll not press i t ; but I'm quite sure that nothing would delight
him more; and as you are his son, while I am his son-in-law nearly, I
think that we ought to begin now to do all in our power to please him."
" Phy, my poy !" exclaimed Fred, suddenly throwing himself back in
the chair, with }iis eyes, mouth, and arms very widely extended, — "phy !"
Here the idea stopped his breath again. " Phy ! " he resumed, at length,
"phy, phen you marry Louey, you and I shall pe prothers-in-law, look
you ! Well, I never heard of anything to come up to that ! "
" D i d it never strike you before?"
" Ne-ver \ — cootness knows it, now, that will pe peautiful, inteet!
Well, apove all other things in the worit ! Oh! hur ton't care now a pit
apout ft !"
" Then, shall we go this evening ? "
" Oh, yes ! hur'll co, my poy, hur'll co ; hur shall feel very awkwart,
put hur'll CO."
" I think it will be better. Besides, it will break the ice. In a few days
you will have to live with him, you know."
" Hur unterstant. Very coot. Yes, hur think it will pe petter. Put,
my poy !—the idea of our peing prothers-in-law ! "
He dwelt upon this idea for some considerable time, and carried it out to
a great extent, and viewed it in every shape with pleasure ; in fact, the
subject in all its varied ramifications at intervals lasted him until they
returned to town ; indeed, it may be said, until they entered the room in
which Whftely and Uncle John were sitting.
To Whitely their appearance was happiness. He rose the moment they
entered, and grasped them both by the hand, and stood and looked at them
alternately, as the tears gushed from his eyes, scarcely knowing which gave
him the great'^r pleasure—the presence of Fred, or the fact of Valentine
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having brought him. Uncle John, too, was dehghted to see them come
in : indeed, the introduction made them all very happy, and they spent the
remainder of the evening together in the most pleasant manner possible."
On the following day—Valentine having, in the course of the previous
evening, invited Whitely and Fred to dine with him and his uncle at the
house—they all met at the time appointed, and had a very agreeable
dinner ; shortly after which, Fred—as had been previously arranged—was
sent for post-haste by Louise; and as soon as he had left, with the promise
to retum as soon as possible, Valentine opened the subject which was
nearest his heart.
"Well," said he, gaily, " y o u have not told me yet how you like the
house ? "
" I like it much," replied Whitely; " it is an elegant house, and the way
in which it is furnished reflects great credit upon somebody's judgment and
taste."
Uncle John bowed and smiled : he felt that remark to be particularly
agreeable.
"Mr. Whitely," said Valentine, with some deliberation, "this house,
as you are aware, was taken and furnished for one special purpose."
" I am aware of it," returned Whitely ; " and as I guess your object in
introducing the subject now, I will say at once that I hope that that
purpose will be eventually fulfilled."
" As I view this," said Valentine, " as a consent on your part, as the
father of Louise, to our union, I am anxious, in connection with this subject, to appeal at once to your feelings as a father, and to your judgment
as a man. Of course, Mr. Whitely, I need not explain to you the position
of that good girl, Louise; you understand her feelings as well as I do : of
that I am quite certain. But first allow me to ask you what you intend to
do with her when you take her away from Raven's house ? "
" I mean to give her to you :—to enjoy for a few months her sweet
society alone, that our affections as parent and child may be developed and
cherished, and then to give her to you."
" Give her to me now," said Valentine, with great fervour of expression ;
"forego the pleasure which you anticipate from her society before marriage,
and give her to me now."
Whitely was for some time silent ; but after weighing the matter deliberately in his mind, he said, " If I should oppose your immediate marriage
•—I do not know that I shall, but if I should—you must not attribute that
opposition to any objection on my part to you as a son-in-law ; for I candidly confess to you that I have none : you must ascribe it solely to my
desire to cultivate previously those feelings of affection which I am, of
course, anxious should exist between me and my child."
" Precisely," said Uncle John, " I understand your motive, and I appreciate it highly. Although not a father myself, I can enter into your feelings
as a father, and I must say that the anxiety you have expressed is very
natural, very."
"You see, my friend," said Whitely, " I have been deprived of the
affections of my children from their infancy. They have been unconscious
even of my existence. Others have taken that place in their hearts which
I ought to have occupied, and hence my desire to resume my natural
position with regard to them must by all be understood and respected.
" Of course," said Uncle John, " a n d I am sure that Valentine sees the
Tuatter in precisely the same light."
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" I do," said Valentine, " I do understand that desire, and I respect it.
Heaven forbid that I should wish it to be in the smallest degree diminished.
But why are you anxious to cultivate those feelings of affection previously
to our marriage ?"
" Because," replied Whitely, " after marriage, I apprehend her affections
will be devoted to you."
" I hope they will: I am sure that they will: but not exclusively ! That
kind of affection to which I, as her husband, may be supposed to be entitled
will not, I submit, interfere with her affection for you. Women, I apprehend, do not love their parents less for loving their husbands more. If that
were the case, marriage would be destructive of the love which exists between parents and children, and he who gave his daughter in marriage to
the man whom she loved would be thereby surrendering the affections of
his child,—a thing of which he never dreams."
" I see that," said Whitely, " I clearly see that."
" Take it in another point of view," continued Valentine : " assume that
Louise loves me—^which I believe from my very soul—is it to be expected
that, in the event of her remaining for some time single, her love for me
will be diminished in proportion as her affection for you shall increase, or
that, foster her affections for you as you may, she will love me in consequence less?" •
"Decidedly not."
" If, then, her affection for her father would not interfere with her affection for her lover, why should her love for me after marriage interfere with
her love for you ? But waiving that point—for under the circumstances it
is not the grand one—let us look at her feelings in the matter without
reference to our own. She leaves Raven, whom from infancy she had
looked upon as her father, to live with you, who have been, up to this time,
a stranger. Conceive what her feelings must be in such a position, while
striving to transfer her affections from one to the other ! Must it not be one
of great embarrassment ? Must she not feel awkward in the extreme ? If
so, why should she be placed in that position at alL? I am perfectly sure
that whatever feeling you may have of a selfish character—^if I may in its
mildest sense use the term—is so natural, that you cannot repudiate its
entertainment; but I am also sure that you are inclined to study her feelings
in preference to your own."
" In that you do me but justice," said Whitely.
" D o you not conceive, theB," said Valentine, "that she would rather
escape the position to which I have alluded than embrace it ?—that she
would rather—to speak plainly—be married, and then imbibe and fondly
foster those feelings of affection for you gradually, than be compelled to
wait until you have become satisfied that her affection as a child has been
firmly established ? Which do you think she would prefer ? "
" Why, I must confess," replied Whitel}', "that I think she would prefer
entering into the marriage state at once. I must say that under the circumstances it would be but natural for her to give that the preference."
" But independently of that," continued Valentine, " as a matter of expediency, I would urge the adoption of this course, without the fear of being
regarded as an advocate pleading for myself. Your great immediate object
is of course to gain the affections of Louise. Very well. How would you
proceed to accomphsh this object ? Is it easier or more effectually to be
done by opposing in limine that step in which she believes that her happiness is involved, than by allowing that step to be taken, and thereby
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proving not only that you have her happiness at heart, but that you are
willing to sacrifice your own strictly personal feelings with a view to promote
it ? Will you not, by giving your consent, be laying the foundation of her
love ?—in other words, will she not rather love you for giving that consent
than for withholding it ? I do not mean to say that I believe for one
moment that your opposition would have the effect of engendering in her
mind any species of dislike, but I do think that, as matters now stand, the
surest and the speediest way to win her affections is by giving your consent.
It will strike her at once as being an act of kindness : it will prove to her
that your great object is to see her happy : it will force the conviction that
you fondly love her, and will thereby inspire her with fond love for you."
" I am inclined to agree with you," said Whitely ; " I am quite inclined
to agree with you. You have put it very forcibly and very correctly. I
did not see it in that light before. Having set her mind upon marriage,
certainly my consent would be more pleasurable than my opposition, however mildly, or with whatever arguments it might be urged. There is no
absolute necessity for any further delay : that is quite clear ; and as by
withholding my consent I now perceive that I should be studying my own
feelings alone, it shall not be withheld. I give it freely. I have so much confidence in you that I will -willingly accede to whatever you may propose. She
has had, poor girl, sufficient trouble already. I feel now that I ought not
to disappoint her in this matter again. Let the day be named—no matter
how early—you will meet with no opposition from me."
" I felt certain," said Valentine, " that I should induce you to take this
view of the matter; but I am not on that account less happy in having
succeeded."
" Upon my life, though," observed Uncle John, " I didn't see it in that
point of view : much as I desired the settlement of this affair, I thought
that another delay of a few months must have taken place, as a matter of
course."
" That was certainly my impression," rejoined Whitely, " but I perceive
the force and justice of Valentine's observations, and I therefore need not
ask if Louise is—I will not say anxious, but—willing for the marriage to
take place immediately."
" O h ! " cried Uncle John, playfully, "they have settled it between
them, there is no doubt of that. It was all arranged, my friend, before
we knew a -word about the matter."
" A s far as the consent of Louise is concerned," said Valentine, " i t
certainly was : after much persuasion on my part—for lihad far more
difficulty with her than I have had with you—Louise did consent, but only
on the condition that I succeeded in obtaining the consent of her father."
"Did she make that a sine qud non?" inquired Whitely, with much
feeling.
" Indeed she did ; and urged it with great eamestness."
" God bless her ! God bless her !" exclaimed Whitely, with a broken
voice, as the tears sparkled in his eyes, " God bless her ! "
" She is a jewel," said Uncle John, " a jewel! You are a happy fellow,
Val—a happy fellow."
" I believe him to be worthy of her," said Whitely ; " I am sure of it.
Well," he continued, addressing Valentine, "and when is the day to b e ? "
" W h y , as the fifteenth was fixed before the secret was revealed, I
thought it would be as well not to alter the day. I therefore propose that
the ceremony take place on the fifteenth."
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" Well, be it so : I have no objection to urge. The fifteenth will soon
be here ; but the sooner the better, perhaps. Let it be the fifteenth. I
have, however, one stipulation to make : she must not marry from the
house of that man."
" Of course not," said Valentine; " I anticipated that, and have arranged
it in my own mind thus : that on the morning of the fourteenth she leaves
Raven's house with my mother, to take up her abode here ; that we dine
here together on that day, and that the next morning you accompany her
from here to church."
" That will do ! " said Whitely, " tliat will do. I quite approve of that
arrangement; it will do very well."
It was accordingly thus settled, and immediately after the settlement had
taken place, Fred returned in high glee. Louise had introduced him to
Miss Lovelace, a young lady who was to be one of the bridesmaids—and of
all the most peautiful cirls he had ever seen in the worit, with the single
exception of little sister Louey, she was the most peautiful, and cootness
knew it!
This, of course, was quite sufficient for Valentine to go on with. He
seized it with avidity, and rallied poor Fred in a style which produced
roars of laughter. He assailed him at every point, and Fred met him in
a manner too dl-oll to be resisted. He again and again declared that he
felt himself in love, and didn't care if the whole world knew it ! Thus
the remainder of the evening was spent very merrily, and at eleven they all
left the house, much delighted.
Valentine, however, was determined to communicate to Louise the
pleasing result of his consultation with Whitely, without delay. He had,
therefore, no sooner seen Whitely and Uncle John home, than he walked
with Fred to Raven's, and found that Louise had been expecting his arrival,
her heart having told her that, however late it might be when the party broke
up, he would call. When, therefore, he entered the drawing-room, she flew
to meet him, and with a look of intense anxiety, read the expression of
success in his countenance, and was happy.
" W h y do you look so intently at m e ? " asked Valentine. " I s it
to see if I have been taking too much ? "
" No," replied Louise, with a playful movement of her head, " i t is not
that. You know why I look at you so earnestly. You know that it is to
read that which I feel that I do read, the fact of my father having given
his consent. It is so, is it not ? "
" My dearest girl, it is," said Valentine, who then sat beside her and
explained to her all he deemed it necessary for her to know, and having
impressed upon her how worthy Whitely was of her affection, he drew one
picture of happiness, and left another behind him.
It was then past twelve ; but as the night was calm, though dark, he
decided on walking home, notwithstanding he knew that Uncle John would
not retire till he retumed. He had scarcely, however, left the house,
when an emaciated form, with an aspect of madness, hurried past him,
muttering incoherently to himself, and then suddenly stopped, and then
hurried on again, and then again stopped, and turned, and then again
hurried on, alternately laughing and groaning.
Valentine, when the form turned, felt a sudden thrill. He had certainly
seen that figure before ! Who could it possibly be ? Resolved on being
satisfied, he quickened his pace. Again the figure stopped. He passed it,
and, on reaching the next lamp, turned, that the light, by falling upon the
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face of the man, might aid him in discovering who he was. The form
came on, groaning and gnashing his teeth as before ; and, on reaching the
lamp, stopped again, as if struck. The light fell full upon him ; it was
Walter !—mad ; obviously mad ! His sunken eyes glared, and he looked
like a fiend.
"Just Heaven!" thought Valentine. "This, indeed, is a dreadful
retribution !—Do you not know me ? " said he, addressing Walter, and
taking his arm.
"You can't prove i t ! " cried Walter, fixing his eyes upon Valentine,
wildly. "You have no proof. I must be acquitted. I did not murder
him !—let me go."
" Do you not remember Valentine ? "
" Yes ! he was the cause ! the only cause !—I know him : I know him."
" He is here : he stands before you : I am he."
Walter again glared upon him, and seized his arm ; and having passed
his hand over his eyes several times, shook his head, and said, "No—no
—no. You are not ! Let me go home !—home."
" I'll go with you," said Valentine. " Tell me where you live."
" I told you before. Let me go. I must not be detained. You have
no proof, I tell you ! Ha, ha ! No proof!—no proof ! Do your worst!
No proof!—I'll 7iothe detained !"
Having suddenly disengaged his arm from Valentine's grasp, he hurried
on, still muttering wildly to himself, and occasionally giving a maniacal
chuckle.
Valentine now scarcely knew how to act; should he give him in charge
of the police, or follow him ? He had spoken of home. He might then
be going home. Valentine knew not at all where he lived, but eventually
decided on allowing him to proceed without interruption, resolved, hov/ever,
not to lose sight of him until he should enter some house. He accordingly
kept a few paces behind him ; but, in order to do so, he was compelled
to walk as fast as he possibly could, and sometimes, indeed, to run, for
Walter's pace could not have been much less than six miles an hour.
On reaching Bloomsbuiy Square, Walter suddenly stopped; but as, on
turning sharply round, he saw Valentine approaching, he kept on, and got
into Holbom, where he increased his speed, being evidently anxious to
avoid all pursuit. Valentine, however, kept up with him, marvelling at
the extraordinary strength he displayed, and expecting every moment, of
course, that he would either turn or stop at some house ; but he still kept
on, until he reached the bottom of Holbom Hill, when he turned up
Farringdon Street, muttering and laughing—clenching his fists, and striking
out with increased energy.
Valentine then thought that his keeping behind him might accelerate his
pace, and perhaps deter him from going in even when he reached home,
so he resolved to cross the street and to walk on the opposite side.
Still Walter kept on. He passed Fleet Street, and when he had done
so he looked sharply round, and as he could perceive no one behind him
he slackened his pace, but stopped not until he had arrived at the foot of
the Bridge, where he made a dead stand, fixing his eyes upon the ground,
dropping his hand listlessly, and muttering aloud. Having thus stood for
some few moments without raising his eyes, he suddenly started off again,
and proceeded over the bridge at a rapid rate, apparently most anxious to
get home. Just, however, as he had reached the centre arch of the bridge,
he tumed into one of the recesses and leaped upon the seat. In an
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instant Valentine flew towards him and called to him by name ! The
wretched maniac heard him, but uttering a dreadful yell of defiance, sprang
over the balustrade, and Valentine but reached the spot in time to hear
the water opening to receive him.
How was it possible to aid him ? How could he be saved ? "Police!
police ! Help ! help !" shouted Valentine, darting to the stairs, and a
person on the instant ran towards him.
" A gentleman has thrown himself from the bridge," cried Valentine.
" How can we save him ? "
" I fear we can render him no assistance," said the stranger. " There's
no waterman near."
Valentine rushed down the steps, the stranger following. The tide was
running down : it was nearly low water : every boat was aground, and
nothing could be seen moving upon the river within hail.
"Nothing can be done ! " said the stranger. " He's lost."
The tide glided smoothly on; not a ripple could be seen. Once
Valentine saw, or imagined he saw, the head of a man rise above the
surface, but in an instant it disappeared, and was seen no more.
Still he lingered at the water's edge, his eyes fixed upon the stream,
while dwelling upon the frightful catastrophe, almost in a state of
unconsciousness, until the stranger aroused him, when, with a heavy
heart, he proceeded home, and by relating the sad event filled the mind
of his uncle with horror.

CHAPTER

LXVIIL

/ « which the History draws to a Co7tclusion.
NEARLY the whole of the following day Valentine was endeavouring to
ascertain if the body of Walter had been found; but his efforts were
unsuccessful. He took a boat at the Tower Stairs, and was rowed far
down the river, stopping to make inquiries at every point, but could hear
nothing of him ; nor could he communicate with his family, not knowing
where they resided.
He could, therefore, do nothing; and although he
strongly felt that it would have been better had he arrested Walter's pro.gress on perceiving his madness, and placed him at once under restraint,
he could not reproach himself under the circumstances, seeing that he had
done that which at the time appeared to him to be most advisable ; still
the dreadful event made a deep impression on his mind.
Frqm Louise, of course, this was concealed. Whitely was informed of
it, but it went no farther: the preparations for the marriage, therefore,
proceeded as if nothing of the kind had occurred, and Valentine, in the
presence of Louise, .appeared to be as gay as before.
As Raven had been informed of its having been decided that Louise
should leave his house the day previously to that of her marriage, his
spirits now became more than ever depressed. He was indeed a wretched
being. He felt that, although in the midst of wealth and splendour, he
should be thenceforth alone in the world without a child to love him,—
without a friend to esteem him,—without a single creature near him with
whom he cared to associate.
Sometimes he would shut himself up in his room for hours, and seek
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relief in tears ; sometimes he would bitterly rail at the 'world; at others
he would sit and gaze upon Louise with all the fondness of a father, for
that he loved her dearly no doubt could exist. To him this parting was a
heavy blow indeed—blasting every prospect, withering every earthly hope.
As the day approached, his wretchedness increased, and when the
thirteenth arrived, he sent to beg Uncle John to look in upon him, if even
it were but for a quarter of an hour.
Uncle John went as requested, and found him dreadfully dejected,
utterly spiritless and nerveless.
" M y friend," said Raven, " if I may still call you so, I am a miserable
man. I cannot bear to part for ever with her whom from infancy I have
reared, loved, and cherished as my own. I am childless, friendless, helpless. I have been battling for more than half a century with the world,
but my spirits never deserted me, my strength never failed me, till now.
What am I to do, my friend ? Give me your advice."
"Why, upon my life," said Uncle John, " I can only advise you to
raise your spirits, and to bear up against the calamity."
"Which is precisely what I feel that I can't do. I seem to have no
moral strength, no courage, no nerve, as if I were the only man in the
world by whom a wrong had been inflicted.
Other men can commit
crimes and think comparatively nothing of them. The fact does not afflict
them; they are not bowed to the earth by the reflection; they can stand
erect, and bid the world defiance ; yet I, who in a moment of passion,
folly, phrenzy—call it what you will—committed an act of which thousands
upon thousands around me have been guilty, am thus struck down and
tortured."
" I t must not be imagined," observed Uncle John, "that he who,
having committed a criminal act, braves the world, is not afflicted. He
may feel it the more, for that feeling is usually most acute which a man
takes most pains to conceal. I hold it to be impossible for any man
capable of reflection in its popular sense, to inflict any serious injury upon
another, or to commit any crime, which in his heart he acknowledges to be
a crime, without being afflicted. Some men may show it more than others,
but that is no proof that others feel it less."
" O h ! I remember the time," continued Raven, "when my pride
would have swelled, •when my heart would have revolted, at the idsa of
asking any man's forgiveness ; but my spirit is now so subdued, I am now
so humble, that if you think that he whom I have injured would forgive
me, I would solicit his forgiveness—ay, even on my knees."
"Why, as far as his forgiveness is concerned," said Uncle John,
pausing—" But what do you mean by forgiveness? As Christians, we are
taught to pray for forgiveness of our trespasses as we forgive them that
trespass against us ; but the forgiveness which we pray for is so perfect
that it comprehends reception and reconciliation. Do you mean by forgiveness," said Uncle John, "reception and reconciliation?"
" I would willingly gi\'e all 1 possess in the world to be thus forgiven by
that man."
'' You mean, of course, for him to be reconciled to you, to associate with
you, to receive you as a friend ?"
" I do."
Uncle John shook his head with a very, very doubtful expression.
" You think it impossible?" said Raven.
" Most certainly I do. I have heard ef men who, actuated by the vilest
3
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and most sordid motives, have received and associated with the seducers of
their wives, but I never heard of a virtuous man becoming reconciled to, or
receiving him by whom the wife of his bosom had been corrupted. Inasmuch, therefore, as I feel that Whitely passionately loved his wife, and as
I know him to be a strictly honourable man, I do think it utterly impossible
to prevail upon him to receive you now as his friend."
" I am," said Raven, "quite satisfied now. But without such a full
reconciliation, might I not be allowed occasionally to visit his children ? "
' ' Why, that may be managed. It may be managed without any formal
consent on his part. He will not be always with them."
" Y o u see, my friend—I know that you see and understand the position
in which I am placed. I have studiously kept aloof from all society : I am
a man of no family : I have not, to my knowledge, a single relative in the
world. I have formed no connections, no frientlships : I have not a single
creature to care for me, with the exception of yourself, Valentine, Fred,
and Louise : there is, it is true, one besides, whose favour I would conciliate—I mean Valentine's mother; but I feel that I must not think of
that. If, therefore, you desert me,—if I am henceforth deprived of your
society, and that of those with whom you are connected,—the world will
be to me a perfect wilderness ; I shall, indeed, be alone."
" You speak like a man without hope," said Uncle John. "You will
not be deserted. I will not desert you : Valentine will not desert you :
nor is it at all likely that you will be deserted by Louise, whom you have
treated with so much kindness and affection."
" My friend,—and you have proved yourself to be a friend indeed,—we
are all fallible : not that I wish to shield myself under this general proposition ; but we are all of us occasionally led into temptations, which we feel
at the time to be too strong to be resisted. This was my case; at the
period from which the birth of all my troubles may be dated, I yielded to
the temptation into which I had been led ; but although I cannot expect
that he, whom by thus yielding I wronged, will so perfectly forgive me as
to receive me as a friend, I do think that—having proved that I am not
only sorry for having acted as I have done, but anxious to make all possible
reparation—others may without dishonour."
" I would rather," said Uncle John, "associate with a man who, like
you, not only feels, but acknowledges that he is sorry for having committed
an offence, than with one who treats that offence with levity, and affects to
hold the opinion of the world in contempt."
" T h e n will you come often and see me, notwithstanding what has
occurred ?—and dine with me, too ? "
" I •will," replied Uncle John.
" I am very glad to hear it. I think I need not say that I shall be at
aid times most happy to see you. When my poor girl is gone, I shall feel
most truly wretched."
" Come, come, you must bear up against it."
" I will, as well as I possibly can ; but this is a dreadful position for an
old man like me to be placed in," rejoined Raven.
" Well, well ; we must make the best we can of it. These things always
seem to be greater in anticipation. You will feel it, no doubt; but we
must endeavour to let you feel it as little as possible."
" My dear friend, I have no right to expect this kindness from you."
" Yes, you have ; you have a right to expect kindness from every man
who professes to be your friend. But let us say no m^re about it. Although
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we cannot do all, something may be done ; and you may rest assured of
this, that all I can do I will."
Raven, whose spirit •was indeed subdued, again and again thanked him,
and the gratitude which he warmly expressed was unfeigned. He did feel
grateful to him — very, very grateful; for the loneliness of his position
pressed heavily upon his heart; and none appreciate kindness so highly as
those whom society in general spurns. An act of friendship then shines
forth as an act of friendship indeed. The veriest wretch feels it—it strikes
to his heart's core : he would fly through fire and water to protect or to
serve him who treats him with common kindness, when he feels that he
is treated by all but him with scorn, or who extends the hand of friendship
when all other friends are gone.
The conduct of Uncle John may, in this particular instance, be by some
rigid moralists condemned; but let those who would condemn him point
out what save penitence can be offered for injuries which cannot be redressed ; and if, on discovering their inabiUty to do this, they still condemn
him, they must deny that that heavenly attribute, charity, ought ever to
enter the soul of a just man. He viewed the crime of which Raven had
been guilty as an act that could not be expiated ; but when he saw him
spiritless, bowed to the very earth, and broken-hearted, he would not
tra7nple upon him : no !—prompted by the voice of nature, he extended his
hand to raise him, with those charitable feelings which he felt that he could
not repudiate either as a Christian or as a man.
But notwithstanding he thus benevolently sought to inspire him with
sufficient strength to bear the pang of parting with Louise, Raven was still
much dejected. He felt, indeed, greatly relieved while Uncle John was
with him; but when he had left, he sank again beneath the pressure of
remorse and sorrow.
Having passed a restless night, he rose early, and tried to raise his
spirits, but in vain; on being summoned to breakfast, he burst into tears.
Louise, who, as usual, presided at the table, rose to meet him as he
entered the room, when he took her hands and pressed them; he then
gazed upon her mournfully, kissed her pale brow, and gazed upon her
again; but neither uttered a word—their hearts were too full to speak ;
they sat down in silence, and scarcely, during the time they were at
breakfast, was that silence broken.
Fred, who, like the rest, felt miserable, was the first to leave the table,
and soon after him Louise and the widow retired, leaving Raven in
sadness alone.
" W i t h whom shall I breakfast to-morrow," thought he, "and tomorrow, and to-morrow ? Henceforth I shall be desolate. What comfort,
what joy can I hope for now ? This, twenty years since, or even ten, I
might have borne : I had energy then—spirit—nerve : I could have
struggled with it then ; but to be left thus now in the vale of years, when I
most need the comfort which those whom I have cherished alone can
impart, when my faculties, both moral and physical, are withering, when I
am sinking, fast sinking into the grave, is—just, just; I admit it to be
just, but—dreadful."
Pursuing this sad train of thought which afflicted him, he sat weeping
like a child, until the clock struck twelve, when he started up, and paced
the room, trembling with violence.
It was the hour appointed for the departure of Louise, and soon afterwards
she entered the room to take leave, accompanied by Fred and the widow.
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" I know, my dear child," said he, with a tremulous voice, as she
approached him in tears, " I know—your object—in coming to me now.
I t is—it is—yes—I am getting, my dear child, a feeble old man—^bowed
down—bowed down by bitter grief! Well, well—the grave—the cold
grave—God forgive me !—God forgive me ! "
" Father ! " exclaimed Louise, passionately, — " i f you are not my father,
I feel that you have beeii to me all that a father should be—for mercy's
sake, do not—do n o t — f a t h e r ! " she added, falling upon his neck, " m y
heart will break ! "
" My child ! " exclaimed Raven, whose utterance was half choked, while
tears of agony gushed from his e y e s , — " m y dearest child, you must not be
unhappy ! Wretchedness is mine—I alone must be wretched ! T h e only
comfort, the only comfort I can hope for now is to see you happy—to set
you happy ! You will not deprive me of that !—No, you will not—Bless
you ! Come, come," he continued, albeit scarcely able to articulate a
word, " come : to-morrow, you know, to-morrow ? You only leave this for
a happier home ! But you will not forget me ? You will not despise me ? "
" N e v e r ! " exclaimed Louise, fixing her eyes earnestly upon him,
although they swam in t e a r s ; " my heart tells me that, whatever may
have happened,-whatever may occur, I can never despise, I can never
forget, I sail never cease to love him by whom from my infancy I have
been treated with so much affection."
Again Raven blessed her and pressed her to his heart, and endeavoured
to cheer her, although tears were trickling fast down his cheeks, and he
continued to sob bitterly.
" I'll no longer afflict you, my dear girl," said he. This parting is sad,
veiy sad. You would say farewell to me : yes, it may be the last—the last
tiij\e. I know I am sinking ; my strength has deserted me ; I am getting
very feeble ; I feel that I can't survive it long. But," he added emphatically, " in the midst of my affliction I have one comfort—one consolation,
which is, that whatever I may have been, whatever I am now, I have done
towards her of whom I am now to be deprived all that a parent could concieve to be his duty to a child, and that she leaves me now with a heart as
guileless and a mind as pure as when in infancy I fondly adopted her as my
own."
A t this moment a coach drew up to the door, and Fred—who had been
standing at the window, apparently firm as a rock, while his eyes were
overflowing with tears—announced Valentine's arrival. Raven took Fred's
hand, pressed it warmly, and then drew Louise aside.
" My dear girl," said he, producing a small pocket-book, and placing it
in her hand, " before you leave me, my love, take this : give it to Valentine.
H e will take care of it for you ; but promise me—it may be my last request,
Louise—yes, my dear, it may be my last—promise me that you will not
name it to your father. I know that you will not refuse to take it—for my
sake—I know you will not ; but it need not be mentioned to him, my
dear : it 7ieed not. You promise ? "
Louise then gave the required promise. Raven, in broken accents,
prayed Pleaven to bless h e r ; and Valentine just then entering, he placed
Louise in his arms, and, sobbing aloud, left the room.
His utter prostration of spirit touched them painfully. Even Valentine
was deeply affected ; but as upon him devolved the task of restoring them
all, his feelings were studiously concealed. H e assumed an air not of
gaiety, by* of catowes.s .• and as he felt that the sooner they left the house
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the better, he hastened their departure as much as strict delicacy could
sanction, and soon succeeded in getting them into the coach. Here he
allowed their feelings to have free vent. He did not attempt to check
them; but on arriving at the new house, he soon subdued them by explaining
how ill they would accord with the feelings of Whitely, and how calculated
to induce him to believe that Raven still held that place in their affections
which ought to be occupied by him.
.,
Louise saw at a glance the justice as well as the expediency of acting
upon this suggestion, which Valentine no sooner perceived than he began
to talk in a livelier strain, and thus by degrees raised her spirits.
Louise and the widow shortly after left Valentine and Fred, having intimated that they hoped to have the honour of their company at six. Before,
however, Louise left the room, she gave Valentine the pocket-book which
Raven had presented to her, and having explained to him the promise she
had given, told him to see when she was gone what it contained. He did
so : it was the cover of a pocket-book merely: but he found therein twenty
one-thousand pound-notes, and a packet, apparently of parchment, sealed
and addressed to him, with instructions that the seal was not to be broken
until after Raven's death.
" I scarcely know," thought Valentine, " that we ought to receive this ;
and yet, were we to return it, it would perhaps break his heart! Well,
well ; we shall see."
'' Hur never tit ! " cried Fred, as if he had that moment awakened from
a dream.
" Did you speak ? " inquired VnVntine.
" Hur was only thinking ap.i.t tne treatful scene petween my uncle—
that is, Mr. Raven—ant Louey. Hur titn't like to let them see me. Put
hur say, my poy, how full he must pe now, without anypotty apout him !
Hur wish he was coing to dine with us to-day, after all ; hur too inteet."
" F r e d , " said Valentine, "to-day you must on no account suffer his
name to escape your lips."
" No, hur know, hur know !—it's only to you. Put as true as hur'm
alive, hur wish he was coing to tine with us."
" You -would rather that he should dine with us than Miss Lovelace ? "
" No, cootness, no. Put is she coming, my poy ?—is she coming? "
" She will dine with us, of course. Are you really in love with that girl,
Fred ?"
" Over het ant ears ! Put isn't she a peautiful creature ? "
" She appears to be a very sweet girl. But I shall know more about
her in the morning. I shall have to kiss her to-morrow, you know—all
day long I shall be at it."
"Phot! kiss Miss Lovelace ? "
" A s the bridesmaid, of course."
" Is that the etiquette of the pusiness ? If it is—oh ! hur wish hur was
you ! Ant yet hur ton't, pecause then hur shoot pe marriet to Louey, and
shoot have to love nopody pesites. Put hur ton't think hur coot kiss Miss
Lovelace ! Hur think hur shoot plush too much, and tremple. However,
hur'm very clat you tolt me she was coming, pecause hur must co ant tress
a little for tinner."
" Of course ! That is indispensable. But will you first go with me ? "
" Anyphere in the worit ! " replied Fred.
" L e t us start, then," said Valentine ; and they left the house at once
and proceeded to a jeweller's, where Valentine purchased several rings, but
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especially one which he was anxious for Louise to present to Whitely.
They then called upon Uncle John, and while he was dressing, Valentine
summoned the widow Smugman, and commissioned her to purchase a bridecake—the richest she could meet with—and an extraordinary number of
white kid gloves, which were to be sent to the house forthwith ; and when
Uncle John considered himself sufficiently beautified to accompany them,
they entered a coach, and drove round for 'Whitely, who was delighted with
the idea of their calling fof him under the circumstances, and joined them
without delay.
On arriving at the house, they were graciously received by Louise, who
introduced them to Miss Lovelace, the only stranger present ; and then
addressed herself almost exclusively to her father, whom she thereby made
perfectly happy. Fred managed to get to one of the windows with Miss
Lovelace, and while Uncle John and the widow were conversing about
sundry domestic arrangements, Valentine was giving various instractions to
the servants, but more especially for the cake to be produced in the event
of its arriving in time for the dessert. He was, however, but a short time
absent, and soon after his return to the drawing-room dinner was announced,
when Whitely of course took Louise, and Valentine Miss Lovelace, which
Fred thought particularly hard. He sat, however, next to her at table,
which was a great consolation ; but then he couldn't eat ! He managed
the soup very fairly ; the wine, too, he managed ; he also disposed of.^a
little fish, but after that he had no more appetite than an infant. He could
not tell at all what to make of it. He was more than half inclined to
become alarmed. He did fancy at one time the breast of a chicken ;• but
as it happened that on its being placed before him he caught the eye of
Miss Lovelace, the breast of the chicken remained untouched. He held this
to be somewhere about the oddest thing in life ; but that which he considered more particularly odd, was the fact that Miss Lovelace arranged it
so that her eyes met his every moment. He had no idea that her immediate object was to give him every scope to take wine with her. No : that
indeed was the very thing he was anxious to do, and he tried to do it
several times; but the very moment her eyes were turned towards him
with an encouraging expression, he averted his, and looked extremely
stupid. To his purely private feelings this was very distressing, while it
-was not very pleasant to Miss Lovelace, for she certainly did try very hard
to give him courage, and thought it very odd that it should be without
success. At length, being quite out of patience, she gave the thing up,
when he became more composed ; still he never in his life made so frightful
a dinner !—the quantity he consumed was out of all character trifling ;
indeed, so trifling was the amount of food he partook of, that, until the
cake was produced with the dessert—according to the instructions of
Valentine (who conceived that its production could not be very incorrect,
as they were by themselves), when Fred fully made up for lost time by
setting to work upon it with amazing zest.
There was, however, one at the table whose enjoyment was superior to
that of any other person present, and that was Whitely. He felt intensely
happy : his felicity was tranquil, but his heart was filled with the purest
delight. He addressed himself chiefly to Louise, with whom he felt more
than ever charmed, and whose name he appeared to be unable to pronounce
without evident emotion.
.rAs they had all to be up early in the moming—ten being the hour
appointed for the ceremony to take place—they sat but a short time over
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their wine. But certain considerations which had reference to the repose
more especially of Louise, induced them all to take their departure early,
when Uncle John—suddenly recollecting that although the health of the
bride and the bridegroom had been drunk, it had not been drunk properly
—would have them all home with him, and with him they remained till
past midnight.
In the morning at nine precisely, as had been previously arranged,
Valentine and Uncle John called for Whitely and Fred, and then proceeded in the highest possible spirits to the house which contained the fair
bride.
On this happy occasion Louise looked more lovely than ever. She
was dressed with extreme neatness, and this imparted to her appearance
an additional charm, while from her eye softly beamed a look of fond
affection.
" Well, now, inteet," said Fred, addressing Miss Lovelace, as Valentine
and Louise were exchanging terms of endearment, "phot am hur to
too, look you, phen hur'm in church? Hur've peen looking over the
pusiness, put cootness knows hur can fint no instractions inteet neither for
you nor for me, look you !—phot have we poth cot to too ?"
" Why unfortunately," replied Miss Lovelace, as her merry eyes twinkled,
" we have to do nothing but to stand and look on."
" Tit you say unfortunately ? " inquired Fred with much emphasis.
" Why—I think—yes—I'm quite inclined to believe that I did. But do
you wish to have something to do ?"
" Tecititly !—ant something to say."
" And so do I. What a remarkable coincidence ! Suppose we insist
upon having something to say !—suppose we are married at the same time ! "
" Oh ! apove all other—putt too you mean—cootness knows !—too you
really mean that? "
" Why"—said Miss Lovelace, archly hesitating—"not—exactly."
" N o w that is too pat!—pecause if you tecititly tit, inteet the pusiness
shoot pe tone ! "
"Your politeness is conspicuous. I appreciate it, believe me. But I
am strongly disposed to think, that if we defer our marriage it will perhaps
—taking all things into consideration—be as well ! "
" You are a very creat tease to me," said Fred, " ant cootness knows it.
You first raise my hopes, ant then tash them to the crount."
Had Fred studied for a month to make a formal declaration, he could
not more effectually have imparted to Miss Lovelace the knowledge of how
matters stood. She, ho-wever, prudently did not make it appear that she
knew aught about it, and continued to address him in the most playful
style, without apparently giving it a single thought that, with her playfulness, she was dealing destruction to his peace.
The time for starting now arrived, and the carriages dashed up to the
door, when Whitely took the hand of Louise, and having fondly embraced
her, he blessed her with fervour and led her forth with pride.
On arriving at the church, Valentine saw a figure anxiously hurrying
into one of the curtained pews near the altar. He merely caught a glimpse
of that figure, but he knew it in an instant to be Raven. He was, however, silent on the subject, for as he alone had seen him he was anxious, of
course, that to all besides the fact of his presence should remain unknown.
At length the nuptial ceremony commenced, and during its progress the
firmness of Louise never deserted her for an instant. Whitely shed tears.
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and so did the widow and Uncle John : while the eyes of Fred sparkled,
as well as those of Miss Lovelace.
When the ceremony was concluded they repaired to the vestry, but while
at the altar Valentine frequently heard a deeply-drawn sigh and a fervent
response proceed from the pew which tha broken-hearted Raven had
entered. He would have gone to him willingly, had it been only to shake
hands with him in silence; but as this was impossible without being
observed, he tried to forget him and the agony which he knew he would
that day especially have to endure, and he so far succeeded, that on leaving
the church all his thoughts were fixed on his beautiful bride.
On their return home they sat down to a sumptuous breakfast, and all
felt inspired with gaiety and joy.
As the carriage had been ordered at twelve, to convey the bride and
bridegroom. Miss Lovelace, and the widow to Brighton—where, as originally
proposed, the honeymoon was to be passed—the ladies immediately after
breakfast retired to prepare for their journey, and thus occupied themselves
until the hour appointed for their departure had arrived, when, after a
most warm and affectionate adieu, they started with the understanding
that Whitely, Uncle John, and Fred should join them at Brighton on the
morrow.

CHAPTER

LXIX.

Brings the History to a Close.
T H E life and adventures of Valentine as a ventriloquist may be said to
have ended with his marriage. He did^for the pure gratification of
Louise—indulge occasionally in the development of his power ; but as he
found that in proportion as the strength of his assumed voice increased,
that of his natural voice diminished, he more generally contented himself
with a relation of the various scenes which his peculiar faculty had enabled
him to produce, and never failed to excite by such relation the greatest
mirth.
As a wife Louise was most devoted and most happy. Before marriage,
words had passed between her and her Valentine, indicative of the possession of a hasty temper : that spirit, which was to be attributed solely to her
having been petted and spoiled, was now happily extinguished. She seemed
to live upon his smiles ; her highest aim was to make him happy. No
frown ever gathered upon her fair brow ; no word of rciproof ever passed
her lips. He gave her indeed but little cause for reproo:?; for while in him
no vicious habits had been engendered, he had seen fa r too much of the
world to be drawn by its dazzling ephemeral follies fiom the sphere of
honour and permanent peace; but independently of everything which
might have been supposed to be a cause, she felt disinclined at all times
to notice any slight accidental irregularity, which morbid minds are too
prone to construe into neglect, and this disinclination wus based upon the
knowledge of that all-important matrimonial secret, that nrives, to be happy,
must study at all times the happiness of their husbands.
" Dear Valentine," she would say, " I know not w'lether all married
people enjoy the felicity which we experience ; but if they do, marriage in
general must indeed be a delightful state of existence."
To this Valentine would reply : " The felicity which we enjoy is expe-
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lienced only by those who, like us, strive to promote each other's happiness.
It is not every man, my Louise, that has a wife so devoted, so affectionate,
as I have; but with all that, I should not be happy did I not believe that
you were. Amiability, if even it be without fond affection, is a greater
promoter of happiness than the fondest affection without: but where a man
has that advantage, a dear little wife, who develops, as you do, both
qualities, he must be, as I am, happy indeed."
And thus they lived, devotedly attached to each other, cherishing
reciprocal confidence and love.
Raven did not long survive the blow inflicted upon him by the loss of
Louise. On the moming of her marriage, he retumed home after the ceremony in a state of extreme wretchedness, and was in consequence, for
several days, confined to his bed ; but by virtue of great care and skilful
treatment on the part of his physician, he rallied, and when able to get
about again, he sent, in a letter, in which his whole history was condensed,
and in which he again and again expressed his contrition for what had
occurred between him and the wife of Whitely, a formal proposition of
marriage to Valentine's mother, declaring earnestly, that the remainder of
his life should be devoted to the task of promoting her happiness.
The widow, on the receipt of this proposal, scarcely knew how to act.
She consulted Uncle John, Valentine, and Louise also; but as from neither
could she extort a single word of advice, she was compelled to fall back
upon her own judgment, and the result was that she gracefully declined, on
the sole specific ground of her having resolved not to marry again.
This well-considered refusal, delicately expressed, was a death-blow to
Raven. He never, indeed, left the house alive after that. He considered
his fate to be thereby sealed, and, as he ascribed it to the fact of his being
despised, he gave himself up to despair. While on his death-bed, he was
frequently visited by Uncle John. Valentine, too, often saw him, and when
on the point of dissolution, his spirit was greatly cheered by the presence
of Louise. The delight, however, which her visit excited had the effect of
accelerating his death. Shortly after her departure he ceased to breathe,
while in the act of praying for her prosperity.
To Valentine he bequeathed the whole of his wealth, and although he
had lived for many years in a style of splendour, so strictly had he kept
aloof from all society, that had it not been for the mere sake of appearance,
Valentine and his uncle were the only two persons by whom he would have
been followed to the grave.
Nor did Whitely long survive him. The crael treatment he had experienced while confined in the asylum had so effectually undermined his
constitution, that when the excitement which gave him an unnatural strength
had subsided, he gradually sank. In his last moments, however, he had
the joy of being attended by his children ; he was comforted in viewing
their prospect of happiness, and thus he tranquilly died.
Soon after his death, Fred married Miss Lovelace, and " goodness knew
it." It was a long time before she would give her consent—although the
affair had been to all intents and purposes settled at Brighton—but at
length she really could not any longer withhold it: he was such an extremely
good-natured soul !—had so happy a disposition !—was so attentive, so
kind, so affectionate ! They lived happily together, and in due course of
time had a very fair family of children; but if the truth must be told, she
most certainly did ride the high horse, roughshod too, over the proud preeminence of his position as a man. Sometimes he would attempt to reason
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with her ; but it was of no use, she could beat him out of the field. He
stood no chance at all with her there. He often thought that if she could
only understand a little Welsh—that being the tongue in which he was most
fluent—he should have a better prospect of success ; so he tried, by divers
strong arguments, to prevail on her to learn that euphonious and liquid language, but in vain ; she could not endure it, vowing that it set her teeth on
edge, and he was therefore compelled to give it up. Fred was not unhappy
—far, very far from it. He loved his little Caroline, and she loved him.
" Toes Louey," he occasonally inquired of Valentine, " toes Louey ever
pounce apout, my poy, and plow up, look you ?"
" Never ! " replied Valentine, " she is always gentle—always amiable ! "
" Well, inteet, then, cootness knows, Cary's not like her. She's a coot
cirl; at heart a very coot cirl inteet ; put hur must say, that if she were a
littie more like Louey, hur shoot like it all the petter. She pehaves herself
like a princess phen aproat; it's quite peautiful to pe with her ; put phen
she gets home, it is not inteet so peautiful! Hur ton't wish to say a single
wort against Gary, nor woot hur say a wort to any other creature preathing;
put if hur coot put make her understant that it woot pe most tecitetly
petter if she were always as milt as Louey, hur shoot hke ft, look you,
apove all other things in the worit."
Fred, however, never did succeed in prevailing upon Caroline to
understand this. His very inability to pronounce his b's formed an
insuperable bar to his perfect success, although this was not so great a
thing as might have been expected ; for notwithstanding the existence of
this bar, she was very well considering, when she had her own way ; but
whenever he wished to have his, or offered the slightest opposition to her
will, it became strictly necessary for him to look out.
They visited Valentine constantly. He was poor Fred's adviser, although
he never interfered : Caroline needed no adviser ; she found that she could
manage matters very well without; but although they often dined with
Valentine, Louise, and Uncle John, she never by any accident exhibited
there the pre-eminence she had acquired, which made things pleasant to
all ; and thus year after year their social intercourse continued to be uninterrupted.
One morning, as Valentine and Louise were walking towards Pall-mall,
their attentionwas attracted byan extraordinary-looking cabman, who, while
bowing to them and smiling, and raising his hat, seemed to be in a state of
general ecstasy. Valentine shook his head, with a view of intimating to him
that his services were not required ; but the fellow—about whom there was a
great deal of style, for his cravat was tied in the newest knot—was not
daunted with this rebuff, but continued to smilS and to raise his hat, and at
length drove up to them, when Valentine recognised him—it was Horace.
" What, Horace ! " he cried, with an expression of amazement, "why,
how long have you been at this work ? "
" A blessed six months, come the seven-and-twentieth."
"Well, call upon me," said Valentine, giving his card, "we'll talk
things over, and see what can be done."
'^Do let me drive you home," said Horace. " I want a bit of felicity
just at this time, and that will be about the thing."
" W e l l , " said Valentine, " b e it s o ; " and when he and Louise had
entered the cab, the horse dashed away in first-rate style.
On arriving at the house, Horace leaped from his seat with great alacrity,
and performed a most recherchi knock.
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" Come in," then said Valentine, " the servant shall hold your horse."
" Y o u are very polite," retumed Horace ; " b u t he never stirs without
me, except upon the stand. But you may," added he, addressing the
servant, with a waive of his hand, "you may give an eye to the animal! "
"Now, then," said Valentine, when he and Horace had entered the
parlour, " let us have a glass of wine. How are they all at home ? "
"Polly is pretty salubrious," replied Horace; " but the old lady's no
great things. She has never been right since the governor walked into
the water. You heard of that affair, I suppose?"
"Yes, I saw it ; I happened to be m th-" bridge at the very time."
"What, did he leap off the bridge? How was it? Do tell me : we
never could leam."
Valentine explained, and with so much feeling, that he drew tears from
the eyes of Horace !
" After all," said Horace, when Valentine paused, " it's of no use for a
man to go crooked in this world. It's sure to come home to him;
he's sure to be served out in some way. That property of uncle's—
you know all about it. What good did it do us ? Why it flew like
chaff before the wind ! Twenty shares in this dodge, fifty shares in
that, and a hundred shares in the other : safe to turn up something
out and out : safe ! And so they did : they all turned up wretched
swindles, and thus the money was dodged away. The day on which
we missed the old governor, an execution was in the house, and there
were we without the money even to buy a leg of mutton.
Of course,
every stick was regularly walked off: we hadn't a bed to lie upon, nor
a gridiron to cook a mutton-chop.
Starvation looked us right full in
the face, and starved we must have been beyond all dispute, had not
the old lady luckily found a box of pawnbroker's tickets—for everything
portable had been pledged—which tickets we gradually sold, and for a
week or two managed to get a bellyful of victuals with the proceeds.
He then narrated the sad scene of distress he and his female compan-ions
had passed through—and the cruel refusal of quondam friends to relieve
them.
" I was willing to do anything in the world, but was able to get nothing
in the world to do. But although sorely tempted, I would not come any
felonification. I made up my mind to that, come what might; although
it certainly was a very rotten position for a fellow to be placed in, without
twopence-halfpenny in his pocket, and without a friend whom he could
borrow twopence-halfpenny of. What did I know about any kind of trade ?
Nothing. Look at the way in which I was brought up ! What could I
do ? I should not have cared if I alone had had to grub my way through
it : I should not have cared if I'd had n® one to look to but myself.
I'd have trotted into the army if that had been all, or gone on board a
man-of-war. I'd have got a crust somewhere for myself; but there were
the women !—what were they to do ? That was the pull! I couldn't
leave them ! None of us could earn a penny.
They had strong thoughts
at one time of taking in mangling, but we hadn't enough money to get a
machine. Nor would the washing dodge do, for they hadn't a tub, while
there was not a creature under the canopy of heaven who would give them
credit for a ha'porth of soap. I tried to raise money on my own personal
security ; but that was no go ; they wouldn't have it, although I offered
them anything per cent. And thus we went muddling on for weeks,—I
out from morning till night to cet sufficient for a meal, and they at home
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more than half naked, prying for my success. Sometimes I took home a
sixpence, but more frequently nothing. They knew the moment I entered
whether I had anything for them or not. If I had, their eyes brightened
up as they kissed me ; if not, they kissed me all the same, and I heard no
complaint from them."
" That was very sad, very sad, indeed," observed Valentine.
" Sad !" echoed Horace. " If you'll believe me, I was sometimes ready
to go and crib a mutton-chop !—I was indeed, when I saw them at home
starving ; but I had firmly resolved that as an act of dishonesty had brought
us to that, I would never be engaged in another."
" But why did you not apply to me ? "
" Pride was the first cause, inability the second. I was too proud to do
so tiU everything was gone, and by that time you had left the house in
which you used to live ; and I couldn't persuade the people there to give
me your address. Fortunately, however, I managed to pick up a few sixpences by assisting the grooms to rub their horses down, and so on, which
carried me on for a while ; indeed till one of the grooms turned liverystable keeper, when, fancying that I knew something about a horse, he did
the handsome, and put me on a cab, which suits me very well, and I have
been at it ever since ; and the women are, of course, gathering together a
little flesh again, alljiough I don't suppose that the old lady will ever get
over the governor's death. However he could dream of cutting out of the
world in that way, I can't for the life of me imagine, unless he had gone
quite mad. And, to tell you the truth,—it's useless now to disguise it,—
he was never in his right senses after that unblest kidnapping affair. His
mind was always diseased, always wandering. He was always on the
rack, continually conjuring up some spectral nonsense, continually fancying
that his brother stood before him. But that which hurt him more than all
was the fact of his brother having left him the whole of his property precisely as if nothing had occurred. That was his real death-ljlow. After
that he took to brandy, of which he drank enormous quantities; but it
never made him drunk ! That was the most remarkable point of the compass. It made him mad, doubtless, and desperate in his speculations.
However, he is gone, and perhaps the less that is said of his errors the
better."
" Well," said Valentine, " touching your present position : you must be
doing something better for yourself than driving a cab. Turn the thing
over in your mind, and let me in a day or two see you again. If there be
any kind of business into which you would like to enter, let me know, and
if I see the slightest prospect of your being successful, I'll lend you sufficient money to commence with, and you shall undertake to retum it to me
when you grow rich. In the mean time," he continued, writing a cheque
for a hundred pounds, "give this to your wife, and tell her to hope for
better days."
For some time, Horace looked as if unable to believe what he heard ;
but when Valentine shook hands with him, and gave him the cheque, his
feelings of gratitude quite overcame him, and he burst into tears.
" I don't know what to say !" he cried at length.
" Say nothing," returned Valentine. " Let me see you again soon."
Horace, almost speechless, wiped his eyes with the smart bow of his cravat,
and prepared to depart; but before he left the room he grasped Valentine's
hand, and with grateful earnestness and feehng, said, " In the names of my
poor wife and mother, I thank you."
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Valentine frequently saw him after this. He assisted him in every possible way, and Horace lost no opportunity of evincing his gratitude. He
purchased for him the lease of some livery-stables, which were a source of
considerable emolument, and had the gratification of seeing him prosper, by
virtue of indefatigable zeal. And to Valentine—who gloried in acts of
benevolence—it was a high gratification indeed. Being exceedingly wealthy,
he had the power at his command to do an immense amount of good, and
he never permitted an opportunity for the exercise of that power to escape
him. The more happiness he imparted to others, the more happy he felt.
He was esteemed by all who knew him : he was honoured, beloved. With
his beautiful, devoted Louise, his sweet children, his good mother, and
Uncle John—who was always in a state of rapture, and seldom, indeed,
whether at home or abroad, without a child upon his knee—he continued,
to live in the purest enjoyment of health, wealth, honour, and peace.

THE END.
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Roughing It (copyright).
T h e Innocents at Home (copyright).
Mark Twain's Curious Dream
(copyright).
T h e Innocents Abroad.
T h e New Pilgrim's Progress.
Information.
Wanted,
and
Sketches.
By B R E T H A R T E .
T h ! Luck of Roaring Camp, with
a Preface by Tom Hood.
Bret Harte's Poims (complete).
Mrs. Skaggs's Husbands.
Condensed Novels.
An Episode of Fiddletown.
T h e Fool of Five Forks.
W a n Lee, the Pagan.
Thankful Blossom.
A Summer Sheaf.
®
The
The
The

ByE. EGGLESTON.
Hoosier Schoolmaster.
End of the World.
Mystery of Metropolisville.

Maum Guinea, by Mrs. Victor.
Life in Danbury.
My Opinions, and fietsy Bobbits.
Farm Ballads, by Caileton.
Out of the Hurly Burly, by Max
Adeler.
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.
Artemus Ward : His Book—His
Travels.
Eastern Fruit on Western Dishes.
First Families of the Sierras.
Biglow Papers, t s t a n d 2 a d series.
Cloth of Gold, by [. B. AIdri;h.
Helen's Babies, by One of their
Victims.
E b o « Room, by Max Adeler.

T h e Barton Experiment, by the
Author of Helen's Babies.
Jericho Road, by the same Author.
Some Other Babies, Very Like
Helen's, only More So.
The Man who was Not a Colonel,
by a Hrgh Private.
Dot and Dime; Two Characters
in Ebony.
The Poet at the Breakfast Table.
By O. W. Holmes.
The Scripture Club of Valley
Rest.
Other People's Children.
That Husband of Mine.
The Four Inexpressibles.
Two Shilling
Volumes.
Roughing It, and the Innocents
at Home.
Mark Twain's Sketches.
The Innocents Abroad, and the
New Pilgrim's Progress.
T h e Celebrated Jumping Frog,
and the Curious Dream.
Prose and Poetry, by Bret Harte.
Holmes's Poet at the Breakfast
1 able.
Holmes's Elsie Venner.
Condensed Novels, and Mrs.
Skaggs's Husbands.
The Ciicuit Rider, by Eggleston.
Arthur Bonnicastle, by Dr. Holland.
The Gilded Age, a novel, by Mark
Twain and C. D. Warner.
Josh Billings' Wit and Humour.
Prudence Palfrey, by T . B.
Aldrich.
Marjorie Daw, hy T . B. A'.drich.
Helen's Babies,and Other People's
Children.
Mr. Miggs of Danbury, by J . M.
Bailey.
Som« Folks, by Author of Helen's
Babies.

Published by George Routledge a n d Sons.

^ 3 1 Q . — B E N N E T T ' S WATCHESf k r s t n r n for a £ 1 0 Not«, fre« a n d safe p e r post, one of

BENWETT'S

LADT'S

GOLD

WATCHES,

perfact for t i m e , b e a u t y , a n d workmamship, with keyless action, air-tight,
d a m p - t i g h t , a n d d u s t - t i g h t . 6 5 , Cheapside, London.

GOLD C H A I N S AT M A N U F A C T U R E R S ' PRICES.
P.0.0.

to JOHN

BBNNETT.

B E N N E T T , 65 and C4, Cheapside.

O-H.K-A.'r

BXIilBITIOlT,

2Ta. 3 2 2 5 ,

CX..A.SS

XAT.

MANUFACTURER TO THE ADMIRALTY, THE ORDNANCE.
THE ROYAL OBSERVATORY, AND THE QUEEN.
EVERY WAICH IN THE LATEST STYLE, AND MOST CAREFULLY FINISHED.
Oold Cases It Jewelled.
GENTLEMEN'S.
Horizontal Construction,
enamel dial, 4 holes
jewelled
Ditto, gold dial and strong
case
Bennett's superior London-made patent Lever,
jewelled
LADIES'.
Horizontal Construction,
gold dial
Patent Lever (Geneva)
Ditto '(English), highly
ftoiisbed

Quality.

16

14

12

Silver Cases & Jewelled.
GENTLEMEN'S.
Horizontal Construction,
sound and serviceahle ...
Superior Lever (Geneva),
10 jewels
Bennett's
London-made
Levers
LADIES'.
Horizontal Construction,
neat and flat, beautil'uUy
engraved cases
Superior Geneva Lever
Elegant Silver Dlalt, 10;.,. 6d.
extra.
Small London-mfi de LeT-er!*

Quality.
G:
4

6
6

6

FOR MEDICAL MEN, DEAD SECONDS; GOLD, 20 Gs. j SniVEB, 12 Gs.
SuFEBios LBVEB, WITH CHRONOMETEE BAHNCE,

BIKKETT'S PICKET CHEOSOMBTEB,

Gold, 27, 23, and 19 Qi.
Gold, 50 Gs.; Silver, 40 <?».
Every Watch skilfolly Examined, Timed, and its Performance Guaranteed.
Post-office Orders, payable as imder, will receive prompt
attention.

JOHN BENNETT, 6 4 & 65| CHEAPSIDE, E.G.

