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NOVEL.
BOOK I.

I N I T I A L CHAPTER.
SHOWING HOW MT NOVEL CAME TO BE W E I T r E X .

Ib'CENE, The Hall in Uncle Roland's Tower—TIJTE, Night— SEASO:^,
9 inter.
ME. Caxton is seated before a great geographical globe, •nhich he
.;s turning round leisurely, and " for bis own recreation,'' as, according toSir Thomas Browne, a philosopher should turn round the orb
of which that ?;lobe professes to be the representation and efiigies.
My_ mother having just adorned a very small frock with a very smart
braid, is holding it out at arm's-length, the more to admire the effect.
Blanche, though leaning both bauds on my mother's shoulder, is not
regarding the frock, but glances towards PisisTEAirs, who, seated
near the fire, leaning back in the chair, and his head bent over his
breast, seems in a vei-y bad humour. Uncle Roland, who has become
a great novel reader, is deep in the mysteries of some fascinating
third volume. Mr. Squills has brought The Times in his pocket for
his own special profit and delectation, and is now bending his brows
over "the state of the money market," in great doubt whether railway shares can possibly faU lower; for IMr. SqmUs, happy man! has
large savings, and does not know what to do with his money, or, to
use his own phrase, " how to buy in at the cheapest, in order to sell
out at the dearest."
ME. CAXTON (musingly).—It must have been a monstrous long
'ouniey. It womd be somewhere hereabouts, I take it, that they
would split off.
My MOTHER (meclianically, and in order to show Austin that she
paid him the compUment of attending to his remarks).—Who spHt
off, my dear ?
" Bless me, Kitty," said my father, in great admiration, "you ask
just the question which it is most difficult to answer. An ingenious
specrdator on races contends that the Danes, whose descendants
make the chief part of our northern population (and indeed, if his
hypothesis could be correct, we must suppose all the ancient worshippers of Odin), are of the same origiu as the Etrurians. And why,
Kitty—I just ask you, why?"
My mother shook her head thoughtfully, and turned the frock to
the other side of the light.
" Because, forsooth," cried my father, exploding—" because the
y f a . I.
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Etrurians called their gods 'the JEsa.r,' and the Scandinavians called
theirs the jEsir, or Aser! And where do you think this adventurou-.
scholar puts their cradle ?"
" C r a d l e ! " said my mother, dreamily—"it must be in the
nursery."
M E . CAXTON.—Exactly—in the nursery of tne human race—^just
here [and my father pomted to the globe], boutided, you see, by
the river Halys, and in that region which, taking its name from Ees,
or As (a word designating hght or fire), has been immemorially called
Asia. Kow, Kilty, from Ees or As our ethnological speculator would
derive not only Asia, the land, but .35sar, or Aser, its primitive
inhabitants. Blencc he supposes the origin of the Etrurians and
the Scandinavians. But if we give him so much, we must give him
more, and deduce from the same origin the Es oi the Celt and the
Ized of the Persian, and—what wdl be of more use to him, I dare
say, poor man, than all the rest put together—the Ms of the Romans
that is, the God of Copper-Money—a very powerful household gou
he is to this day!
My mother looked musingly at her frock, as if she were taking my
father's proposition into serious consideration.
" So perhaps," resumed my father, " and not unconformably with
sacred records, from one great parent horde came all those various
tribes, carrying with them the name of their beloved Asia; and, whether they wandered north, south, or west, exalting their own emphatic
designation of ' Children of the Laud of Light' into the title of gods.
Ajid to think" (added Mr. Caxton pathetically, gazing upon that
speck in the globe on which his forefinger rested),—" to think how
httle they changed for the belter when they got to the Don, or entangled their rafts amidst the icebergs of the Baltic—so comfortably
off as they were here, if they could but have staved quiet."
" And why the deuce could not they?" asked Mr. Squills.
" Pressure of population, and not enough to live upon, I suppose,"
said my father.
PisiSTEATUs (sulkily).—More probably they did away witli the
Com Laws, sir.
"Papa/"
quoth my father; " t h a t throws a new light on the
subject."
PisisTEATUS (fuU of his grievances, and not caring three straws
about the origin of the Scandinavians).—I know that if we are to
lose £500 every year on a farm which we hold rent-free, and which
the best judges allow to be a perfect model for the whole country,
we had better make haste and turn .3ilsir, or Aser, or whatever you
call them, and fix a settlement on the property of other nations
—otherwise, I suspect, our probable settlement wdl be on the
parish.
M E . SQUILLS (who, it must be remembered, is an enthusiastic Ereetrader).—You have only got to put more capital on the land.
PisiSTRATUS.—Well, Mr. Squills, as you think so well of that
investment, put 2/ow?- capital on it. I promise that you shall have
every shilling of profit.
MB. SQUILLS (hastdy retreating behind The Times).—I don't think
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the Great Western can fall any lower; though it is hazardous—I can
but venture a few hundreds
PisiSTEATUs.—On our land. Squills ? Thank you.
M E . SQUILLS. — No, no — anything but that — on the Great
Western.
Pisistratus relaxes into gloom. Blanche steals up coaxingly, and
gets snubbed for her pains.
A pause.
M E . CAXTON.—There are two golden rules of life ; one relates to
the mind, and the other to the pockets. The first is—If our thoughts
get into a low, nervous, aguish condition, v\e shoidd make them
change the air; the second is comprised 'm. the proverb, " I t is good
to have two strings to one's bow." Therefore, Pisistratus, I tell you
what you must do—Write a Book !
PISISTEATUS.—Write a Book!—Against the abolition of the Corn
Laws ? Eaith, sir, the mischief's done. I t takes a much better pen
than mine to write down an Act of Parliament.
M E . CAXTON.—I only said " W^rite a book." All the rest is the
addition of your own headlong imagination.
PISISTEATUS (with the recollection of The Great Book rising
before him).—Indeed, sir, I should think that that would just
finish us!
M E . CAXTON (not seeming to heed the interruption). — A book
that will sell. A book that wiU prop up the faU of prices !_ A book
that will distract your mind from its dismal apprehensions, and
restore your affection to your species, and your hopes in the ultimate
triumph of sound principles—by the sight of a favourable balance at
the end of the yearly accounts. It is astonishing what a difference
that Httle circumstance makes in our views of things in general. I
remember when the bank in wluch Squills had incautiously left
£1,000 broke, one remarkably healthy year, that he became a great
alarmist, and said that the country was on the verge of ruin;
whereas you see now, when, thanks to a long succession of sickly
seasons, he has a surplus capital to risk in the Great Western,
he is firmly persuaded that England was never in so prosperous a
condition.
M R . SQUILLS (rather sullenly) .•—Pooh, pooh.
M E . CAXTON.—Write a book, my son—write a book. Need I tell
you that Money or Moneta, according to Hyginus, was the mother of
the Muses ? Write a book.
BLANCHE and my MOTHEE (in fuU chorus). — 0 yes, Sisty—a

book—a book! you must write a book.
" I am sure," quoth my Uncle Roland, slamming down the volume
he had just concluded, " he could write a devilish deal better book
than this ; and how I come to read such trash, night after night, is
more than I could possibly explain to the satisfaction of any intelligent jury, if I were put into a witness-box, and examined in the
mildest manner by my own counsel."
M R . CAXTON.—You see that Roland tells us exactly what sort of
R book it shall be.
PISISTRATUS.—Trash, sii-?
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M E . CAXTON.—NO—that is, not necessarily trash—but a book of
that class which, whether trash or not, people can't help reading.
Novels have become a necessity of the age: you must write a
novel.
PISISTEATUS (flattered, but dubious).—A novel!
But every
subject on which novels can be written is pre-occupied. There are
novels of low life, novels of high life, mditary novels, naval novels,
novels philosophical, novels religious, novels historical, novels
descriptive of India, the Colonies, Ancient Rome, and the Egj'ptiau Pyramids. From what bird, wild eagle, or bani-door fowl,
can I
" Pluck one unwearied plume from Fajicy's wing ? "

i l E . CAXTON (after a little thought).—You remember the story
which Trevanion (I beg his pardon. Lord Ulswat^r) told us the other
night. That gives you something of the romance of real Hfe for youv
plot—puts you chiefly among scenes with which you are familiar, and
furnishes you with characters which have been very sparingly dealt
with since the time of Eielding. You can give us the Country Squire,
as you remember him in your youth; it is a specimen of a race worth
preserving—the old idiosyncrasies of which are rapidly dying off, as
the railways bring Norfolk and Yorksliire within easy reach of the
mamiers of London. You can give us the old-fashioned Parson, as in
all essentials he may yet be found; but before, you had to drag him
out of the great Tractarian bog i and, for the rest I reaUy think that
while, as I am told, many popular writers are doing their best, especially in France, and perhaps a little in England, to set class against
class, and pick up every stone in the kcimel to shy at a gentleman
with a good coat on his back, something useful might be done by a
few good-humoured sketches of those innocent criminals a little
better off than their neighbours, whom, however we disHke them, I
take it for gi'auted we shall have to endure, in one shape or another.
as long as civiHsation exists; and they seem, on the whole, as good
in their present shape as we are likely to get, shake the dice-box oi
society how we wiU.
PISISTEATUS. — Very well said, sir; but this rural country,
gentleman life is not so new as you think. There's Washington
Irving
M R . CAXTON. — Charming; but rather the manners of the last
centiuy than this. You may as well cite Addison and Sir Roger de
Coverley.
PISISTEATUS.—Tremaine and Be Vere.
M R . CAXTON.—Nothing can be more graceful, nor more unlike
what I mean. The Pales and Terminus I wish you to put up
in the fields are familiar images, that you may cut out of an oaktree—not beautiful marble statues, on porphyry pedestals, twenty feet
nigh.
PISISTEATUS. — Miss Austin; Mrs. Gore in her masterpiece of
Mrs. Armytage; Mrs. Marsh, t o o ; and then (for Scotch mamiers)
Miss P e m e r !
M E , CAXTON (growing cross).—Oh, if you cannot treat on bucoiica

VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE.

6

6ut what you must hear some Virgil or other cry " Stop thief," you
deserve to be tossed by one of your own " short-homs." [Still more
contemptuouslyj—I am sure I don't know why we spend so much
money on sendmg our sons to school to learn Latm, when that
Anachronism of yours, Mrs. Caxton, can't even construe a line and^ a
aali of Phsedrus. Phsedrus, Mrs. Caxton—a book which is in Latin
tvhat Goody Two-Shoes is in the vernacular !
MRS. CAXTON (alarmed and indignant).—^Eie ! Austin! laiissurs
you can construe Phaedrus, dear.
Pisistratus prudently preserves silence.
M E . CAXTON.—I'U try lum—
" Sua euique quum sit auiim cogitatio
Colorque propius."

Wliat does that mean ?
PISISTEATUS (smding). — That every man has some colouring
matter within him, to give his own tinge to
" His own novel," interrupted my father. " Content us peragis ! "
During the latter part of this dialogue, Blanche had sewn
together three qmres of the best Bath paper, and she now placed
them on a little table before me, with her own ink-stand and steel
pen.
]\Iy mother put her finger to her lip, and said, " H u s h ! " my father
returned to the cradle of the . ^ s a r ; Captain Roland leant his cheek
on his hand, and gazed abstractedly on the fire; Mr. Squills fell mto
a placid doze; and, after three sighs that would have meltea a heart
of stone, I rushed into—MY NOVEL.

CHAPTER

n.

" T H E E E has never been occasion to use them since I've been in
the parish," said Parson Dale.
" What does that prove ?" quoth the Squire, sharply, and looking
the Parson fuU in the face.
" P r o v e ! " repeated IMr. Dale, with a snide of benign, yet too conscious superiority—" What does experience prove ?"
"That your forefathers were great blockheads, and that their
descendant is not a whit the wiser."
" Squire," replied the Parson, " although that is a melancholy conclusion, yet if you mean it to apply universally, and not to the family
of the Dales in particular, it is not one which my candour as^a
reasoner, and my humibty as a mortal, will permit me to challenge."
" I defy you," said Mr. Hazeldean, triumphantly. " But to stick
JO the subject (which it is monstrous hard to do when one talks with
a parson), I only just ask you to look yonder, and tell me, on your
conscience—I don't even say as a parson, but as a parisluouer
wJu'ther you ever saw a more disreputable spectacle ?"
^
•*V),ile he spoke, the Squire, leauiug heavily on the Parson s lef!

5
Mr jNovjii., ofl
shoidder, extended his cane in a line parAllel with the right eye of
that iisputatious ecclesiastic, so that lie might ^uide the organ of
sight to the object he had thus unflatteringly described.
" I confess," said the Parson, " that, regarded by the eye of the
senses, it is a thing that in its best day had small pretensions to
beauty, and is not elevated into the picturesque even by neglect
and decay. But, my friend, regarded by the eye of the inner man—
of the rural plulosopher and parochial legislator—I say it is by neglect
and decay that it is rendered a very pleasing feature in what I may
call ' the moral topography of a parish.'"
The Squire looked at the Parson as if be could have beaten him ;
and, indeed, regarding the object in dispute not only with the eye of
the outer man, b'lt the eye of law and order—the eye of a country
gentleman and a justice of the peace, the spectacle was scandalously
disreputable. It was moss-gro\vn; it was worm-eaten; it was broken
right in the middle; througli its four socketless eyes, neighboured by
the nettle, peered the tlustle:—the thistle! a forest of thistles !—
and, to complete the degradation of the whole, those thistles had
attracted the donkey of an itinerant tinker; and the irreverent
animal was in the very act of taking his luncheon out of the eyes and
jaws of—THE PARISH STOCKS.
The Squire looked as if he could have beaten the Parson; but, as
he was not without some slight command of temper, and a substitute
was luckily at baud, he gulphed down his resentment, and made a
ru.sh—at the donkey!
Now the donkey was hampered by a rope to its fore-feet, to the
which was attached a billet of wood, called technically " a clog," so
that it li-ad no fair chance of escape from the assault its sacrilegious
luncheon had justly provoked. But, the ass turning round with
unusual nimbleness at the first stroke of the cane, the Squire caught
his foot in the rope, and went head over heels among the thistles.
The donkey gravely bent down, and thrice smelt or siuifed its prostrate foe; then, having convinced itself that it had nothing farther
to apprehend for the present, and very wdling to make the best of
the reprieve, according to the poetical admonition, " Gather your
rosebuds while you may," it cropped a thistle in full bloom close to
the ear of the Squire;—so close, mdeed, that the Parson thought the
ear was gone; and with the more probabdity, inasmuch as the Squire,
feeling the warm breath of the creature, bellowed out with all the
force of lungs accustomed to give a View-haUo !
"Bless me, is it gone?" said the Parson, thrusting his person
between the ass and the Squire.
" Zounds and the devil!" cried the Squire, rubbing himself as he
rose to his feet.
" Hush," said the Parson, gently. " What a horrible oath!"
" Horrible oath! If you had my nankeens on," said the Squire
still rubbing himself, " and had fallen into a thicket of thistles, witli
a donkey's teeth within an inch of your ear!"
" It is not gone, then?" interrupted the Parson.
"No—that is, I think not," said the Squire, dubiously: and ha
clapped his hand to the organ in question. 'No! it is not gone'"
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"Thank Heaven!" said the good clergyman, kindly.
" Hum,'' growled the Squire, who was now once more engaged in
rubbing Idraself. " Thank heaven indeed, when I am as full of thorns
as a porcupine ! I should just like to know what use thistles are in
the world."
" Eor donkeys to eat, if you wiU let them. Squire," answered the
Parson.
" Ugh, you beast!" cried Mr. Hazeldean, all his wrath re-awakened,
whether by reference to the doniiey species, or his iuabdity to reply
to the Parson, or perhaps by some sudden prick too sharp for
humanity — especially humanity in nankeens—to endure wi*liout
kicking; "Ugh, you beast!" he exclaimed, shaking his cane at the
donkey, which, at the interposition of the Parson, had respecti'uUy
recoiled a few paces, and now stood switching its thin tad, and trjing
vainly to lift one of its fore-legs—for the flies teased it.
" Poor thing!" said the Parson, pityingly. " See, it has a raw
place on the shoulder, and the flies have foimd out the sore."
" I am devilish glad to hear it," said the Squire, vindictively.
"Eie, fie!"
" It is very well to say ' Eie, fie.' It was not you who fell among
the thistles. What's the man about now, I wonder ?"
The Parson had walked towards a chestnut-tree that stood on the
village green; he broke off a bou^h—returned to the donkey—wlusked
away the flies, and then tenderly placed the broad leaves ove^ the
sore, as a protection from the swarms. The donkey turned rounCL '"'a
head and looked at him with mild wonder.
" I would bet a shilling," said the Parson, softly, " that this is thb
first act of kindness thou hast met with this many a day. And sli-rht
enough it is. Heaven knows."
With that the Parson put his hand into his pocket, and drew out
an apple. It was a fine, large, rose-cheeked apple—one of the last
winter's store, from the celebrated tree in the parsonage garden; and
he was taking it as a present to a little boy m the village, who had
notably distinguished himself in the Sunday-school. " Nay, ia
common justice, Leimy Eairfield should have the preference," muttered the Parson. The ass pricked up one of its ears, and advanced
its head timidly. " But Lenny Fairfield would be as much pleased
with twopence; and what could twopence do to thee ? " The ass's
nose now touched the apple. " Take it, in the name of Charity,"
quoth the Parson; " Justice is accustomed to be served last:" and
the ass took the apple. " How had you the heart ? " said the Parson,
pointing to the Squire's cane.
The ass stopped munching, and looked askant at the Squire.
" Pooh ! eat on; he'U not beat thee now."
"No," said the Squire, apologetically. "But, after all, he is not
an Ass of the Parish; he is a vagrant, and he ought to be pounded.
But the pound is in as bad a state as the stocks, thanks to your newfashioned doctrines."
"New-fashioned!" cried the Parson, almost indignantly, for he had
a great disdaiu of new fashions—" They are as old as Christianity; nay,
as old as Paradise, which, you wdl observe, is derived from a Greek or
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rather a Persian word, and means something more than ' garden,' corresponding," pursued the Parson, rather pedantically, " with the Latin
zitariuiii, m . , grove or park fuh of innocent dumb creatures. Depend
on it, donkeys were allowed to eat thistles there."
" Very possibly," said the Squu-e, drUy. " But Hazeldean, though
a very pretty vdlage, i" not Paradise. The stocks shall be mended
to-morrow—ay, and the pound, too,—and the next donkey found trcs
passing shall go into it, as sure as my name's Hazeldean."
" Then," said the Parson, gravely, " I can only hope that the next
parish may not foUow your example; or that you and I may never be
caught strajing."

CHAPTER III.
PARSON D.ULE and Squire Hazeldean parted company; the latter to
inspect his sheep, the former to visit some of his parishioners, including Lenny Faii-field, whom the donkey had defrauded of his
apple.
Lenny Fairfield was sure to be in the way, for his mother rented a
few acres of grass-land from the Squu'c, and it was now hay-t ime
And Leonard, commonly called Lcmiy, was an oidy sou, aud his
mother a widow. The cottage stood apart, and somewhat remote, in
one of the many nooks of the long, green, ^'illage lane. And a thoroughly English cottage it was—three centuries old at least; with
walls of rubble let into oak frames, and duly whitewashed every
summer, a thatched roof, small panes of glass, an old doorway raised
from the ground bj; two steps. There was about this little dwelling
all the homely rustic elegance which peasant life admits of ; a honeysuckle was trained over the door • a fewflower-potswere placed on
the window-siUs; the small plot of ground in front of the house was
kept with great neatness, and even taste; some large rough stones on
either side the little path having been formed into a sort of rockwork,
with creepers that were now in flower; and the potato-ground was
screened from the eve by sweet-peas and lupine. Simple elegance, all
this, it is true; but how well it speaks for peasant and landlord, when
you see that the peasant is fond of his home, and has some spare time
and heart to bestow upon mere embeUishmeiit. Such a peasant is
sure to be a bad customer to the alehouse, aud a safe neighbour to the
Squire's preserves. AH honour and praise to him, except a small tax
upon both, which is due to the landlord!
Such sights were as pleasant to the Parson as the most beautiful
landscapes of Italy can be to the dilettante. He paused a moment at
the wicket to look around hun, and distended Ins nostrils voluptuously
to inhale the smell of the sweet-peas, mixed with that of the newmown hay in the fields behind, which a slight breeze bore to him.
He then moved on, carefully scraped his shoes, clean and well-polished
tks tliey were—for Mr. Dale was rather a beau m his own clerical way,
—on the scraper without the door, aud lifted the latch.
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Your virtuoso looks with artistical delight on the figure of some
nymph painted on an Etruscan vase, engaged in pouring out the juice
of the grape from her classic um» And the Parson felt as harmless
if not as elegant a pleasure in contemplating ^\'idow Fairfield brimming high a glittering can, which she designed for the refreshment of
the thirsty haymakers.
i l r s . Eairfield was a middle-aged, tidy woman, with that alert precision of movement which seems to come from an active, orderly miad;
and as she now turned her head briskly at the sound of the Parson's
footstep, she showed a countenance prepossessmg, though not handsome—a countenance from which a pleasant, hearty smile, breaking
forth at that moment, effaced some lines that in repose spoke " of
sorrows, but of sorrows p a s t ; " and her cheek, paler than is common
to the complexions even of the fair sex, wheu born and bred amidst a
rural population, might have favoured the guess that the earUer part
of her lite had been spent in the languid air and " witliin-doors" occupations of a town.
" Never mind me," said the Parson, as Mrs. Fan-field dropped her
quick curtsey, and smoothed her apron; " if you are going into the
hayfield, I wdl go with you; I have something to say to Lenny—an
excellent boy."
WIDOW.—^Well, sir, and you are kind to say i t ; but so he is.
PARSON.—He reads unconunouly well, he vvrites tolerably; he is
the best lad in the whole school at his Catechism and in the Bible
lessons; and I assure you, when I see his face at church, looking up
so attentively, I fancy that I shall read my sermon all the better for
such a bstener!
WIDOW (wiping her eyes with the corner of her apron). — 'Deed,
sir, when my poor Mark died, I never thought I could have lived on
as I have done. But that boy is so kind and good, that when I look
at lum sitting there in dear Mark's chair, and remember how Mark
loved him, and aU he used to say to me about him, I feel somehow or
other as if my goodman smiled on me, aud would rather I was not
with liim yet, till the lad had grown up, and did not want me any
more.
PAESON (looking away, and after a pause). — You n.^ver hear anything of the old folks at Lansmere ?
" 'Deed, sir, sin' poor Mark died, they han't noticed lue nor the boy;
bat," added the Widow, with all a peasant's pride, " it in't that I wants
their money; only it's hard to feel strange-hke to one's ovra fatlier
and mother!"
PAESON.—You must excuse them. Your father, !Mr. Avcncl, wa-;
never quite the same man after that sad event which—but you are
weepiag, my friend; pardon me. Your mother is a little proud; but
so are you, though in another way.
WIDOW.—I proud! Lord love ye, sir, I have not a bit o' priae
m me! and that's the reason they always looked down on me.
PARSON. —Your parents must be well off; aud I shall apply to
them in a year or two on behalf of Lennj-, for they promised me to
provide for him wlien he grew up, as they ought.
.
WIDOW (with flashmg eyes).—1 am sure, sir, I hope you wiJ do
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no such thing; for I woidd not have Lenny beholden to them as ha«
never given lum a kiud word sin' he was born!
The Parson smiled gravely, and shook his head at poor Mrs. Fairfield's hasty confutation of her own self-acquittal from the charge of
pride; b'at he saw that it was not the time or moment for effectual
peace-making in the most irritable of all rancours, viz., that nouiished
against one's nearest relations. He therefore dropped the subject,
and said:—" Well, time enough to think of Lenny's future prospects;
meanwhile we are forgetting the haj-makers. Come."
The widow opened the back door, which led across a little apple
orchard into the fields.
PARSON. — You have a pleasant place here; and I see that my
friend Lenny should be in no want of apples. I had brought him
one, but I have given it away on the road.
WIDOW.—Oh, sir, it is not the deed—it is the wdl; as I felt when
the Squire, God bless him! took two pounds off the rent the year he
—that is, Mark—died.
PARSON.—If Lenny continues to be such a help to you, it wiU not
be long before the Squire may put the two pounds on again.
"Yes, sir," said the Widow, simply; " I h o p e he wdl."
" SiUy woman!" muttered the Parson. " That's not exactly what
the schoolmistress would have said. You don't read nor write, Mrs.
Fairfield; yet you express yourself with great propriety."
" You know Mark was a schoUard, sir, Kke my poor, poor sister;
and though I was a sad stupid girl afore I married, I tried to take
after him when we came together."

CHAPTER IV.
TuEY were now in the hayfield; and a boy of about sixteen, but,
Uke most country lads, to appearance much younger than he was,
looked up from his rake, with lively blue eyes beammg forth under a
profusion of brown curly han.
Leonard Fairfield was indeed a very handsome boy—not so stout nor
so ruddyas one would choose for the ideal of rustic beauty; nor yet so
delicate in hmb and keen in expression as are those children of cities,
in whom the nund is cultivated at the expense of the body; but still
he had the health of the country in his cheeks, and was not without
the grace of the city in his compact figure and easy movements.
There was in his physiognomy something interesting from its peculiar
character of innocence and simplicity. You could see that he had
been brought up by a woman, and much apart from familiar contact
with other children; and such inteUigeuce as was yet developed in
him was not ripened by the jokes and cuffs of his coevals, but fostered
by decorous lecturings from his elders, and good-Uttle-boy maxims in
good-Httle-boy books.
PAESON.—Come hither, Lenny. You know the benefit of school.
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1 see: it can teach you nothing better than to be a support to your
mother.
_ LENNY (looking down sheepishly, and with a heightened glow over
his face).—Please, sir, that may come one of these days.
PAESON. — That's right, Lenny. Let me see! why, you must be
nearly a man. How old are you ?
Lenny looks up inquiringly at his mother.
PAESON.—You ought to know, Lenny; speak for yourself. Hold
your tongue, Mrs. Fairfield.
LENNY (twirling his hat, and in great perplexity).—Well, and
there is Flop, neighbour Dutton's old sheep-dog. H e be very old
now.
PARSON.—I am not_ asking Flop's age, but your own.
LENNY. — 'Deed, sir, I have heard say as how Flop and I were
pups together. That is, I—I
For the Parson is laughing, and so is Mrs. Fairfield; and the haymakers, who have stood still to listen, are laughing too. And poor
Lenny has quite lost his head, and looks as if he would like to cry.
PARSON (patting the curly locks, encouragingly).—Nevermind
it is not so badly answered, after all. And how old is Flop ?
LENNY.—Why, he must be fifteen year and more.
PARSON.—How old, then, are you ?

LENNY (looking up, vvith a beam of intelligence). — Fifteen year
and more.
Widow sighs and nods her head.
" That's wiiat we call putting two and two together," said the
Parson. " Or, in other words," and here he raised his eyes majestically towards the haymakers—"in other words—thanks to his love
for his book—simple as he stands here, Lenny Fairfield has shows
himself capable of INDUCTIVE EATIOCINATION."

At those words, delivered ore rotunda, the haymakers ceased laughmg; for even in lay matters they held the Parson to be an oracle, and
words so long must have a great deal in them.
Lenny drew up his head proudly.
" You are very fond of Flop, I suppose ? "
"'Deed he is," said the Widow, "and of all poor dumb creatures."
" Very good. Suppose, my lad, that you had a fine apple, and that
you met a ^rlena who wanted it more than you, what would you do
with i t ? "
" Please you, sir, . would give him half of it."
The Parson's face feU.—" Not the whole, Lenny ?"
Lenny considered.—" If he was a friend, sir, he would not like me
to give him aU?"
"Upon my word. Master Leonard, you speak so well that I must
e'en teU the truth. I brought you an apple, as a prize for good conduct in school; but I met by the way a poor donkey, and some one
beat him for eating a thistle, so I thought I would make it up by
giving him the apple. Ought I only to have given him tlie half?"
Lenny's innocent face became all smUe; ms interest was aroused.
—" And did the donkey like the apple ?"
" Very much," said the Parson, tumbling in his pocket, but think-
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ing of Leonard Fan-field's years and understanding; and moreover,
observing, in the pride of his heart, that there were many spectators
to his deed, he thought the meditated twopence not sufficient, and he
generously produced a sdver sixpence
" There, my man, that v.n\[ pay for the half-apple which you would
have kept for yourself." The Parson again patted the curly locks,
and, alter a hearty word or two with the other haymakers, and a
iiieiidly "Good-day" to i L s . Fairfield, struck into a path that led
towards his own glebe.
He had just crossed the side, wheu he heard hasty but timorous
feet behind him. He turned, and saw his friend Lenny.
LENNY (half-crying, and holding out the sixpence).—Indeed, sir,
I v.'ould rather not. I would have given aU. to tiie Neddy.
PARSON.—^Vh)', then, my man, you have a stiU greater right to
the sixpence.
LENNY.—No, sir- 'cause you only gave it to make up for the
half-apple. And if 1 had given the whole, as I ought to have done,
why I shoidd have had no right to the sispcuce. Please, sir, don't be
ofl'euded; do take it back, wiU. you ?
The Parson hesitated. Aud the boy thrust the sixpence into his
hand, as the ass had poked its nose there before in quest of the apple.
" I see," said Parson Dale, solUoquising, "that if one don't give
Justice the first place at the table, aU the other Vii-tues cat up her
share."
Indeed, the case was perplexing. Charity, like a forward, impudent
baggage as she is, always thrusting herself in the way, aud taking
other people's apples to make her own little pie, had defrauded Lenny
of his due • and now SusceptibUity, who looks like a shy, blush-faced,
awkward Virtue in her teens—but who, nevertheless, is always
engaged in picking the pockets of her sisters, tried to filch from him
his lawful recompense. The case was perplexing; for the Parson
held SusceptibUity in great honour, despite her hypocritical tricks,
and did not like to give her a slap in the face, whicn might frighten
her away for ever. So Mr. Dale stood irresolute, glancing from the
sixpence to Lenny, and from Lenny to the sixpence.
" Buon giorno. Good-day to you," said a voice behind, in an accent
sUghtly but unmistakeably foreign, and a strange-looking figure presented itself at the stile.
Imagine a taU and exceedingly meagre man, dressed in a rusty
suit of black—the p.autaloons tight at the calf and ankle, and there
forming a loose gaiter over thick shoes, buckled high at the instep •
—an old cloak, lined with red, was thro-svn over one shoidder, thougll
the day was sultry;—a quaint, red, outlandish umbreUa, with a carved
brass handle, was thrust rmder one arm^ though the sky was cloudless;—a profusion of raven hair, in waving curls that seemed as fine
as silk, escaped from the sides of a straw hat of prodigious brim • a
complexion sallow and swarthy, aud features which, though not
without considerable beauty to the eye of the artist, were not only
unhke what we fair, weU-fed, neat-faced EngUshmen are wont to
consider comely, but exceedingly like what we are disposed to re^-ard
sa a\vful and Satanic—to wit, a long hooked nose, sunken cbe'eks
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black eyes, whose piercing brilliancy took something wizard-like and
mystical from the large spectacles through which they shone; a
mouth round which played an ironical smde, and in which a physiognomist would have remarked singular shrewdness, and some
closeness, complete the picture. Imagine this figure, grotesque,
peregrmate, and to the eye of a peasant certainly diabolical; then
perch it on the stUe in the midst of those green Eugbsh fields, and
in sight of that primitive English vdlage; there let it sit straddliug,
its long legs dangling down, a short German pipe emitting clouds
from one comer of those sardonic bps, its dark eyes glaring through
the spectacles fuU upon the Parson, yet askant upon Lenny Fairfield.
Lenny Fairfield looked exceedingly frightened.
" Upon my word. Dr. Riccabocca," si.id !Mr. Dale, smding, " you
come in good time to solve a very nice question in casuistry;" and
herewith the Parson explained the case, and put the question—
" Ought Lenny Fairfield to have the sixpence, or ought he not ?"
" Cospetto!" said the Doctor, "if the hen would but hold her
tongue, nobody would know that she had laid an egg."

CHAPTER V.
"GRANTED," said the Parson; " b u t what foUows? The saying
is good, but I don't see the appbcation."
" A thousand pardons!" replied Di-. Paccabocca, with aU the
urbanity of an Italian; "but it seems to me that if you had given the
six.pence_ to the fanciullo—that is, to this good little boy—without
telling him the story about the donkey, you would never put him and
yourself into this awkward dUemma."
"But, my dear sir," whispered the Parson mUdly, as he inclined
his Hps to the Doctor's ear, " I should then have' lost the opportunity of inculcating a moral lesson—you understand."
Dr. Riccabocca shrugged his shoulders, restored his pipe to his
mouth, and took a long whiff. I t was a whiff eloquent, though
cynical—a whifi' peculiar to your phUosophical smoker—a whiff that
impUed the most absolute, but the most placid incredulity as to the
effect of the Parson's moral lesson.
" Stdl you have not given us your decision," said the Parson, after
a pause.
The Doctor -withdrew the pipe. "Cospetto.'" said he—"He who
scrubs the head of an ass wastes his soap."
" If you scrubbed mine fifty times over with those enigmatical
proverbs of yours," said the Parson, testdy, " you would not mate it
any the wiser.''
" My good sir," said the Doctor, bo-sving low from his perch on the
atUe, " I never presumed to say that there were more asses than one in
the story; but 1 thought that I could not better explain my meaning,
which is simply this—you scrubbed the ass's head. &z.t -.herefore
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you must lose the soap. Let the fanchdlo have the -sixpence ; and a
great s;tm it is too, for a little boy, who may spend it aU as pocketmonev
• There, Lenny—you hear ?" said the Parson, stretching out the
sixpence. But Lenny retreated, and cast on the umpire a look oi
great aversion and disgust.
" Please, Master Dale," said he, obstinately, " I ' d rather not."
" I t is a matter of feeling, you see/' said the Parson, turning to the
umpire; " and I believe the boy is right."
" If it be a matter of feeKng," replied Dr. Riccabocca, " there is no
more to be said on it. When Feeling comes in at the door. Reason
has nothing to do but to jump out of the -window."
" Go, my good boy," said the Parson, pocketing the coin; " but
stop! give me your hand first. There I understand you;—goodbye!"
Lenny's eyes glistened as the Parson shook him by the hand, and,
not trusting himself to speak, he walked off sturdily. The Parson
•wiped his forehead, and sat himself domi on the stde beside the
Itahan. The view before them was lovely, and both enjoyed it
(though not equaUy) enough to be sUent for some moments. On the
other side the lane, seen between gaps in the old oaks and chestnuts that hung over the moss-grown pales of Hazeldean Park, rose
gentle, verdant slopes, dotted with sheep and herds of deer ; a
stately avenue stretched far awav to the left, and ended at the righthand, within a few yards of a ha-ha that divided the park from a level
sward of table-land gay with shrubs and fiower-pots, relieved by the
shade of two mighty cedars. And on this platform, only seen m
part, stood the Squire's old-fashioned house, red-brick, with stone
muUions, gable-ends, and quaint clumnej^-pots. On tliis side the
road, immediately facing the two gentlemen, cottage after cottage
whitely emerged from the curves m the lane, whde, beyond, the
groimd declining, gave an extensive prospect of woods and corn-fields,
spires and farms. Behind, fiom a belt of lUacs and evergreens, you
caught a peep of the parstmage-house, backed by woodlands, and
a little noisy rUl running in front. The birds were stUl in the hedgerows,—oidy, as if from the very heart of the most distant woods,
there caine now and then the mellow note of the cuckoo.
"VerUy," said Mr. Dale, softly, "my lot has faUen on a goodly
heritage."
The Itahan twitched his cloak over him, and sighed almo.st iaaudibly. Perhaps he thought of his o-rni Summer Land, and felt that,
amidst all that tresh verdure of the North, there was no heritage foi'
the stranger.
However, before the Parson could notice the sigh, or conjecture
the cause. Dr. Riccabocca's thin hps took an expression almost
malignant.
"Per Bacao!" said he ; "in every counti-y I observe that t.'ie rooks
settle where the trees are the finest. 1 am sure that, whrn .'v^oati
first lauded on Ararat, he must have found some gentleman in black
already settled in the pleasautest part of the moiuitaiu, and waiting
for his tenth of the cattle as they came out of the Ark."
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The Parson fixed his meek eyes on the philosopher, and there was
ir them something so deprecating, rather than reproachful, that
Dr. Riccabocca turned away his face, and refiUed his pipe. Dr.
Riccabocca abhorred priests ; but though Parson Dale was emphatically a parson, he seemed at that moment so little of what Dr. Riccabocca understood by a priest, that the Italian's heart smote him for
his irreverent jest on the cloth. LuckUy at this moment there was a
diversion to that untoward commencement of conversation, in the
appearance of no less a personage than the donkey himself—I mean
the donkey who ate the apple.

CHAPTER V I .
THE Tinker was a stout swarthy feUow, jovial and musical withal,
for he was singing a stave as he flourished his staff, and at the end of
each refrain down came the staff on the quarters of the donkey.
The Tinker went behind and sung, the donkey went before and was
thwacked.
" Yours is a droU country," quoth Dr. Riccabocca; " in mine, it is
not the ass that walks first in the procession that gets the blows."
_ The Parson jumped from the stUe, and looking over the hedge that
divided the field from the road—" Gentlj-, gently," said he ; " the
sound of the stick spoils the singing! 0 , LIr. Sprott, Mr. Sprott! a
good man is merciful to his beast;."
The donkey seemed to recognise the voice of its friend, for it
stopped short, pricked one ear wistfully, and looked up.
The Tinker touched his hat, and looked up too. " Lord bless your
reverence! he does not mind it, he hkes it. I vould not hurt thee;
vouldl Neddy?"
The donkey shook his head and shivered: perhaps a fly had settled
on the sore, which the chestnut-leaves no longer protected.
" I am sure you did not mean to hurt nim, Sprott," said the
Parson, more politely I fear than honestly—for he had seen enough
of that cross-grained thing called the human heart, even in the Httle
world of a coimtry parish, to know that it requires management, and
C9axing, and flattermg, to interfere successfully between a man aud
his own donkey—"I am sure you did not mean to hurt him; but
he has already got a sore on Ms shoulder as big as my hand, poor
thing!"
"Lord, love'un! yes; that was done a-playing with the manger,
the day I gave 'un oats!" said the Tinker.
Dr. Riccabocca adjusted his spectacles, and surveyed the ass. The
ass pricked up his other ear, and surveyed Dr. Riccabocca. In that
mutual survey of physical qualifications, each being regarded according to the average symmetry of its species, it may be doubted whether
the advantage was on the side of the phUosopher.
The Parson had a great notion of the wisdom of his friend, in all
matters not purely ecclesiastical:
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" Say a good word for the donkey!" whispered he.
" Sb.-," said ihc Doctor, addressing Mr. Sprott, with a respectful
salutation, "there's a great kettle at my house—the Casmo—which
-"irants soldering -. can you recommend me a tinker ?"
"Why, that's aU in my line," said Sprott, "and thereben't a
tinker in the country that I vould recommend like myseU', thof 1
sav it,"
" You jest, good sir," said the Doctor, smUing pleasantly. " .-i
man who can't mend a hole in his own donkey, can never demean
lihuself by patching up my great kettle."
" Lord, sir !" said the Tinker, archly, " if I had Icnown that poor
Neddy had had two sitch friends in cora-t, I'd have seen he vas a
gintleman, and treated him as sitch."
" Gorpo di Bacco.'" quoth the Doctor, " though that jest's not new,
I think the Tinker comes very well out of it."
" True; but the donkey !" said the Parson; "I've a great mind to
buy it."
" Permit me to teU you an anecdote in point," said Dr. Riccabocca.
" WeU ? " said the Parson, interrogatively.
"Once in a time," pursued Riccabocca, "tlie Emperor Adrian,
going to the pubbc baths, saw an old soldier, who had served under
him, rubbing his back against the marble waU. The Emperor, who
was a wise, and therefore a curious, inquisitive man, sent for the
soldier, and asked him why he resorted to that sort of friction.
' Because,' answered the veteran, ' I am too poor to have slaves to
rub me down.' The Emperor was touched, and gave him slaves and
money. The next day, when Adrian went to the baths, aU the old
men in the city were to be seeu rubbuig themselves against the
marble as hard as they could. The Emperor sent for them, aud
asked them the same question which he had put to the soldier: tlie
cunning old rogues, of course, made the same answer. ' Friends,'
said Adrian, ' since there are so many of you, you wUl just rub one
another!' Mr. Dale, if you don't want to have aU the donkeys in
the countv with holes in their shoulders, you had better not buy the
Tinker's!"
" It is the hardest thing in the world to do tlie least bit of good,"
groaned the Parson, as he broke a twig off' the hedge nervously,
snapped it in two, and llung away tne fragments: one of them hit the
donkey on the nose. If the ass could have spoken Latin, he would
have said, " Et tu. Brute!" As it was, he hung down his ears, and
walked on.
" Gee hup!" said the Tinker; and he foUowed the ass. Then stopping, he looked over his shoulder, and seeing that the Parson's eyea
were gaiing mournfully on his protege, " Never fear, yo-ir re-Yercnce,"
cned the Tinker, kindly; " I'll not spite 'UXL"
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" FoUE o'clock," cried the Parson, looking at his watch: " half an
hour after dinner-time, and Mrs. Dale particularly begged me to be
(iunctual, because of the fine trout the Squire sent us. Wdl you
venture on what our homely language caUs ' pot luck,' Doctor?"
Now Riccabocca was a professed phUosopher, and valued himself
on his penetration into the motives of human conduct. And when
1 he Parson thus invited him to pot luck, he smUed with a kind of
lofty complacency; for Mrs. Dale enjoyed the reputation of haying
what her friends styled, " her Utile tempers." And, as -weU-brea
ladies rarely indulge "Httle tempers" in the presence of a third
))erson not of the fanifly, so Dr. Riccabocca instantly concluded that
he was uivited to stand between the pot and the luck! Nevertheless
—as he was fond of trout, and a much more good-natured man than
he ouglit to have been according to his principles—he accepted tne
hospitality; but he did so with a sly look from over his spectacles,
which brought a blush into the guilty cheeks of the Parson. Certainly
Riccabocca had for once guessed right, in his estmiate of human
motives.
The two waUced on, crossed a Httle bridge that spanned the rdl,
and entered the parsonage lawn. Two dogs, that seemed to have
sate on watch for their master, sprang towards him, barking; and
the sound drew the notice of Mrs. Dale, who, with parasol in hand,
sallied out from the sash -window which opened on the lawn. Now,
O reader! I know that, in thy secret heart, thou art chuckUng over
the want of knowledge in the sacred arcana of the domestic liearth,
betrayed by the author; thou art saying to thyself, " A pretty way
to concUiate ' Httle tempers' indeed, to add to the offence of spoUing
the fish the crime of brmging an unexpected fiiend to eat it. Pot
luck, quotha, when the pot's boded over this half hour!"
But, to thy utter shame and confusion, O reader ! learn that both
the author and Parson Dale knew very weU what they were about.
Dr. Riccabocca was the special favourite of Mrs. Dale, and the
only person in the whole county who never put her out, by dropping
in. Li fact, strange though it may seem at first glance, Dr. Riccabocca had that mysterious something about bun, which -fie of his
own sex can so Httle comprehend, but which always propitiates the
other. He owed this, in part, to his own profound" but hypocritical
poHcy; for he looked upon woman as the natural enemy to man—
agairst whom it was necessary to be always on the guard ; -whom it
was prudent to disarm by every species of fawning servdity and
abject complaisance. He owed it also, in part, to the compassionate
and heavenly nature of the angels whom his thoughts thus -yillanousljr traduced—for women Uke one whom they can pity without
despising; aud there was something in Signer Riccabocca's poverty,
ia his loneliness, in his exUe, whetlier voluntary or compelled, that
excited pity; whde, despite the threadbare coat, the red nmbreha,
^-OL. J.
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and the wUd hair, he had, especiaUy when addressing ladies, that air
of gentleman and cavaHer, which is or was more innate in an educated
ItaHan, of whatever rank, than perhaps in the highest aristocracy of
any other country in Europe. For, though I grant that nothing is
more exquisite than the politeness of your French marquis of the old
regime—nothing more frankly gracious than the cordial address of a
high-bred English gentleman—nothing mor^ kindly prepossessmg
than the genial good-nature of some patriarchal German, who -will
condescend to forget his sixteen quarterings in the pleasure of doing
you a favour—yet these specimens ot the suavity of their several
nations are rare; whereas blandness and poHsh are common attributes
•with your ItaUan. They seem to have been immemoriaUy handed
do-wn to him, from ancestors emulating the urbanity of Csesar, and
refined by the grace of Horace.
" Dr. Riccabocca consents to dine 'vith us," cried the Parson
hastUy.
" i f Madame permit?" said the Italian, bo-wing over the lumd
extended to him, which, however, he forbore to take, seeing it wfs
already fuU of the watch.
" I am only sorry that the trout must be quite spoUed," began
Mrs. Dale plaintively.
" I t is not the trout one thinks of when one dines with Mrs. Dale,"
said the infamous dissunulator.
" But I see James coming to say that dinner is ready," observed
the Parson.
" He said that three quarters of an hour ago, Charles dear," retorted Mrs. Dale, taking the arm of Dr. Riccabocca.

CHAPTER

VIII.

W H I L E the Parson and his wife are entertaining their guesl, 1
p^roi3ose to regale the reader with a smaU treatise apropos of that
' Cliaries dear," murmured by Mrs. Dale;—a treatise expressly
-written for the benefit of T H E DOMESTIC CIRCLE.

It is an old jest that there is not a word in the language that conveys so_ Httle endearment as the word " dear." But though the
saying itself, Hke most truths, be trite and hackneyed, no ittle
novelty remains to the search of the inquirer into the varieties of
nimical import comprehended in that maUgn monosyllable. For
mstance, I submit to the experienced that the degree of hostUity ii
betrays is in much proportioned to its coUocation in the sentence
When, gUdmg indirectly through the rest of the period, it takes its
stand at the close, as in that " Charles dear" of Mrs. :)ale it has
spUt so much of its natural bitterness by the vi-py that it assumes
even a smde, " amara lento temperet risu." Sometimes the smde is
plaintive, sometimes arch. Ex. gr.
{Plaintive.)—" I know very weU that whatever I do is wrnno.
Chai-les dear."
""'
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" Nay, I am very glad you amused yourseK so much without me,
Charles dear."
" N o t Giute so loud! If you had but my poor head, Charles
dear," &c.^
.Irch.)—"If you could spUl the ink anjTvhere but on the best
tabie-cloth, Charles dear!"
" But though you must always have your own way, you are not
quite faultless, own, Charles dear," &c.
Wlien the enemy stops in the middle of the sentence, its venom is
naturaUy less exhausted. Ex. gr.
" ReaUy, I must say, Charles dear, that you are the most fidgetiy
person," &c.
" And if the house bdls were so high last week, Charles dear, I
should just Hke to know whose fault it was- -that's all."
" But you know, Charles dear, that you care no more for me and
the cluldren than—" &c.
But if the fatal word spring up, in its primitive freshness, at the
head of the sentence, bow your head to the storm. It then assumes
the majesty of " m y " before it; it is generaUy more than simple
objurgation—it prefaces a sermon. My candour obUges me to contess
that this is the mode in wluch the hateful monosyUable is more usuaUy
employed by the marital part of the one flesh; and has something
about it of the odious assumption of the Petruchian paterfamilias
—the head of the famUy—boding, not perhaps "peace and love,
and quiet life," but certainly "a-wful rule and right .supremacy."
Ex. gr.
" My dear Jane—^I wish you would just put by that everlasting
crochet, and Hsten to me for a few moments," &c.
" My dear Jane—I wish you would understand me for once—don't
think I am anCTy—no, but I am hurt! You must consider," &c.
" My dear Jane—I don't know if it is your intention to ruin me;
but I only wish you would do as aU other women do who care three
straws for their husband's property," &e.
" My dear Jane—I wish you to understand that I am the last person
in the world to be jealous; but I'U be d
d if that puppy. Captain
Prettyman," &c.
Now, few so carefully cultivate the connubial garden, as to feel
much surprise at the occasional sting of a homely nettle or two; but
who ever expected, before entering that garden, to find himself
pricked and lacerated by an insidious exotica! " dear," which he bad
been taught to beUeve only Hved in a hothouse, along with myrtles
and other tender and sensitive shrubs, which poets appropriate to
Venus ? Nevertheless Parson Dale being a patient man, and a pattern to aU husbands, woidd have found no fault -with his garden,
though there had not been a single specimen of " dear," whether the
dear humilis, or the dear superba ; the dear pallida, rubra, or nigra;
the dear suuvis, or the dear horrida ;—no, not a single " dear" in the
whole horticulture of matrimony, which Mrs. Dale had not brought
to perfection. But this was far from being the case—Mra. Dale,
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fi-vir.g much in retirement, was unaware of the modern improvements,
in variety of colour aud sharpness of prickle, which have rewarded
he perseveruig skdl of our female florists.

CHAPTER IX.
IN the ciiol of the evening Dr. Riccaoocca walked home across tha
fields. !Mr. and Mrs. Dale had accompanied hun half-way; and as
they now turned back to the parsonage, they looked behind to catch
a glimpse of the tad, outlandish figure, winding slowly through the
path amidst the waves of the green corn.
"Poor man!" said Mrs. Dale feelingly; "and the button was off
his -wristband! WHiat a pity he has nobody to take eare of him ! He
seems very domestic. Don't you think, Charles, it would be a great
blessing if we could get him a good wife ?"
" Um," said the Parson; " I doubt if he values the married state as
he ought."
" What do you mean, Charles ? I never saw a man more polite to
ladies in mv Hfe."
"Yes, but—"
" But what ? You are always so mysterious, Charles dear."
" ilysterious! No, Carry; but if you could hear what the Doctor
says of the ladies sometunes."
" Ay, when you men get together, my dear. I know what that
means—pretty tlungs you say of us. But you are all alike; you know
you are, love!"
" I am sure," said the Parson simply, " that I have good cause to
speak weU of the sex—when I tlunk of you, aud my poor mother."
Mrs. Dale, who. with aU her "tempers," was an excellent woman,
and loved her husband with the whole of her quick little heart, was
touched. She pressed his hand, and did not caU hun dear aU the way
Siome.
^Meanwhile the ItaUan passed the fields, and came upon the highroad about t-wo miles from Hazeldean. _ On one side stood an old<'ashioned soUtary inn, such as English inns used to be before they
became railway hotels—square, sqUd, old-fashioned, looking so hospitable and comfortable, with their great signs swinging from some
elm-tree in front, and the long row of stables standmg a little back
m t h a chaise or two in the yard, and the jolly landlord talking of the
crops to some stout farmer, whose rough pony halts of itself at the
well-known door. Opposite this inn, on the other side of the road
stood the habitation of Dr. Riccabocca.
'
A few years before the date of these annals, the stage-coach on its
way to London from a seaport town stopped at the um, as was its
wont, for a good hour, that its passengers might dure Hke Christian
EngUshmen-not gulp do-wn a basin of scalding soup, Uke everlastiu"heathen Yankees, with that cursed radway whistle sliriekino- hke a
fiend in their ears! I t was the best dining-place oa the whole road'
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tor the trout in the neighbouring rid were famous, and so was the
mutton which came from Hazeldean Park.
From the outside of the coach had descended two passengers, who,
alone insensible to the attractions of mutton and trout, refused to
dine—two melancholydooking foreigners, of whom one was Signer
Riccabocca, much the same as we see him now, only that the black
sidt was less threadbare, the taU form less meagre, aud he did not.
then wear spectacles; and the other was Ids servant. " They woidd
walk about whde the coach stopped." Now the ItaUau's eye had been
caught by a mouldering, dismantled house on the other side of the
road, which nevertheless was _weU situated; half-way up a green liUl,
with its aspect due south, a Httle cascade falling down artificial rockwork, a terrace with a balustrade, and a few broken urns and statues
before its Ionic portico; while on the roadside stood a board, with
characters already half-effaced, impl-ying that the house was " To be
let unfurnished, with or without land."
The abode that looked so cheerless, and which had so evidently
hung long on hand, was the property of Squire Hazeldean. It had
been built by his grandfather on the female side—a country gentleman who had actually been in Italy (a journey rare enough to boast
of in those days), and who, on his return home, had attempted a minature imitation of an ItaHan viUa. He left an only daughter and sole
heiress, who married Squire Hazeldean's father; and since that time,
the house, abandoned by its proprietors for the larger residence of the
Hazeldeaus, had been uninhabited and neglected. Several tenants,
indeed, had offered themselves ; but your true country squire is slowin admitting upon his own property a rival neighbour. Some wanted
shooting. " That," said the Hazeldeaus, who were great sportsmen
and strict preservers, " was quite out of the question." Others were
fine folks from London. " London servants," said the Hazeldeaus,
who were moral and prudent people, " would corrupt their o-wn, and
oring London prices." Others, again, were retired manufacturers, at
whom the Hazeldeaus turned up their agricultua-al noses. In short,
some were too grand, and others too vulgar. Some were refused
because they were knowai so weU: " Friends are best at a distance,"
said the Hazeldeaus. Others because they were not known at aU:
" No good comes of strangers," said the Hazeldeaus. Andfinally,as
the house feU more and more into decay, no one would take it unless
it was put into thorough repair: " As if one was made of money!"
said the Hazeldeans. In short, there stood the house mioccupied
and ruinous; aud there, on its terrace, stood the two forlorn ItaUans,
surveying it with a smde at each other, as for the first time since they
set foot in England, they recognised, in dilapidated pdasters aud
broken statues, in a weed-grown terrace, and the remains of an
orangery, something that reminded them of the land they had left
behind.
On returning to the inn. Dr. Riccabocca took the occasion to learn
from the innkeeper (who was indeed a tenant of the Squire's) such
particulars as he could coUect; and a few days afterwards Mr. Hazeldean received a letter from a soUcitor of repute in London, stating
that a very respectable foreign gentleman had commissioned liim to
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treat for Clump Lodge, otherwise caUed the " Casino:" that the said
gentleman did not shoot—Hved in great seclusion—and, having no
family, did not care about the repairs of the place, provided only it
were made weather-proof—d" the omission of more expeuiive reparations could render the rent suitable to his finances, which were very
Umited. The offer came at a fortunate moment—when the steward
had just been representing to the Squire the necessity of doing something to keep the Casino from falling into positiye ruin, and the
Squire was cursing the fates which had put the Casino into an entad
—so that he could not pidl it down for the building materials.
Mr. Hazeldean therefore caught at the proposal even as a fair lady,
who has refused the best offers in the kingdom, catches, at last, at
some battered old captain on haH-pay, and repUed that, as for rent, if
the soUcitor's cUent was a quiet, respectable man, he did not eare for
that, but that the gentleman might have it for the first year rent-free,
on condition of paying the taxes and putting the place a little in order.
If they suited each other they could then come to terms. Ten days
subsequently to this gracious reply. Signer Riccabocca aud his servant
arrived; and, before tue vear's end, the Siiuire was so contented with
Ids tenant that he gave "him a running lease of seven, four! eon, or
twenty-one years, at a rent merely nominal, on condition that Signer
Riccabocca would put and maintain the place ui repair, barring the
roof and fences, wliieli the Squire generously renewed at his own
expense. It was astomslmig, by Httle and little, what a pretty place
the ItaUan had made of it, and, wdiat is more astonishing, how little
it had cost him. He had, indeed, painted the waUs of the haU, staircase, and the rooms appropriated to himself, with his own haiuis. IJ is
servant had done the greater part of the upholstery. The two
between them had got the garden into order. The ItaUans seemed
to have taken a joint love to the place, and to deck it as they would
have done some favourite chapel to their Madonna.
I t was long before the natives reconciled themselves to the odd
ways of the foreign settlers—the first thing that offended them was
the exceeding smaUness of the household bills. Three days out of the
seven, indeed, both man and master dined on nothing else but the
vegetables in the garden, and the fishes in the neighbouring rUl •
when no trout could be caught they fried the mimiows (and certaiidj',
even in the best streams, minnows are more frequently caught thau
fronts). The next thmg, which angered the natives quite as much,
especiaUy the female part of the neighbourhood, was the very sparing
employment the two he creatures gave to the sex usually deemed so
indispensable in household matters. At first, indeed, they had no
woman servant at aU. But this created such horror, that Parson Dale
ventured to hint upon the matter, which Riccabocca took in very
good part, and an old -woman was forthwith engaged, after some bargaining—at three shiUings a week—to wash and scrub as much as she
liked during the daytime. She always returned to her own cottage
to sleep. The man-servant, who was styled in the neighbourhood
" Jackeymo," did aU else for his master—smoothed his room, dusted
his papers, prepared his coffee, cooked his dinner, brushed his clothes^
and cfeaned his pipes, of which Riccabocca had a large coUectioa.
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But however close a man's character, it generaUy creeps out in
driblets ; and on many Httle occasions the Italian had shown acts of
kmdness, and, on some more rare occasions, even of generosity, which
had served to sUence his calumniators, and by degrees he had estabUshed a very fair reputation—suspected, it is true, of being a Httle
inclined to the Black Art, and of a strange incUnation to starve
Jackeymo and himself,—in other respects harmless enough.
Signer Riccabocca had become very intimate, as we have seen, at
the Parsonage. But not so at the hall. For though the Squire was
inclined to be Very friendly to aU his neighbours, he was, Hke most
country gentlemen, rather easdy huffed. Riccabocca had, if with
great pohteness, stdl with great obstinacy, refused Mr. Hazeldean's
earUer in-vitations to dinner; and -^lien the Squire found that the
ItaHan rarely declined to dine at the Parsonage, he was offended m
one of his weak points—viz., his pride in the hospitaUty of Hazeldean
HaU—and he ceased altogether invitations so churlishly rejected.
Nevertheless, as it was impossible for the Squire, however huifed, to
bear maUce, he now and then reminded Riccabocca of his existence
by presents of game, and would have called on him more often than
he did, but that Riccabocca received him with such excessive politeness that the blunt country gentleman felt shy and put out, aud
used to say that " to caU on Rickeybockey was as bad as going to
Court."
But we have left Dr. Riccabocca on the high-road. By this time
he has ascended a narrow path that winds by the side of the cascade ;
he has passed a treUis-work coverea with vines, ft'om the which
Jakeymo has positively succeeded in making what he caUs wine,—a
Hquid, indeed, that if the cholera had been popularly known in those
days, would have soured the mddest member of the Board of Health;
for Squire Hazeldean, though a robust man, who daily carried off his
bottle of port with impunity, having once rasldy tasted it, did not
recover the eff'ect tdl he had had a biU from the apothecary as long as
his o-wn arm. Passing this treUis, Dr. Riccabocca entered upon he
terrace, with its stone pavement smoothed and trimmed as hands could
make it. Here, on neat stands, aU his favourite flowers were arranged;
here four orange trees were in fuU blossom ; here a kind of summerhouse or Belvidere, built by Jakeymo and himself, made his chosen
morning room from May tdl October; and from this Belvidere there
was as beautiful an expanse of prospect as if our EngUsh Nature had
hospitably spread on her green board aU that she had to offer as a
banquet to the exile.
A man without his coat, which was thro-wn over the balustrade, was
employed in watering the i:owers; a man with movements so necha.nical, with a face so rigidly grave in its tawny hues, that he seemed
hke an automaton made out of mahogany.
" Giacomo," said Dr. Riccabocca, softly.
The automaton stopped its hand, and turned its head.
" Put by the watering-pot, and come hither," continued Riccabocca,
m ItaUan; and moving towards the balustrade, he leaned over it.
Ml-. Mitford,the historian, caUs Jean Jacques "John James." FoUowing
that dlustrious example, Giacomo shall be A uglified into Jackeymo,
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Jackeymo came to the balustrade also, and stood a Httle behind his
master.
"Friend," said Riccabocca, "enterprises have not always succeeded
with us. Don't you think, after all, it is tempting oiu- evil star to
rent those fields from the landlord ? " Jackeymo crossed himself,
-Mid made some strange movement with a httle coral charm which he
wore set in a ring on his finger.
" If the Madonna send us luck, and we could bii-e a lad cheap ? "
said Jackeymo, doubtfuUy.
" Pill vale uiipresente che duifuturi," said Riccabocca (" A bird in
the hand is worth two in the bush").
" Chi nonfa quando puo, non pub fare quando vuole"—(" He who
-wdl not when he may, when he wiUs it shaU have nay "),—answered
Jackeymo, as sententiously as his master. " Aud the Padrone should
think in tune that he must lay by for the dower of the poor signorina "
(young lady).
Riccabocca sighed, and made no reply.
" She must \i&tha.t high now ! " said Jackcjmio, putting his hand on
some imaginary line a little above the bnlustrade. Riccabocca's eyes,
raised over the spectacles, foUowed the hand.
" If the Padrone could but see her here
"
" I thought I did ! " muttered the ItaUan.
" He would never let her go from his side tiU she -n'cut to a husband's," continued JackejTuo.
" B u t this cUmate-she could never stand it," said Riccabocca,
drawing his cloak round him, as a north wind took him in the
rear.
" The orange trees blossom even here with care," said Jackc;\ino,
turning back to draw down an awmug where the orange trees faced
the north. " S e e ! " he added, as he returned with a sprig in full
bud.
Dr. Riccabocca bent over the blossom, and then placed it in his
bosom.
"The other one shoidd be there too," said Jackeymo.
" To die—as this docs aheady ! " answxred Ric(3abocca. " Sav no
more."
Jackeymo shrugged his shoulders ; and then, glancing at his master
dicw his hand over his eyes.
'
There was a pause. Jacke;5mio was the first to break it.
" B u t , whether here or there, beauty without money is the oran-c
tree without shelter. If a lad could "be got cheap, 1 would lure the
land, and trust for the crop to the Madonna."
" I think I know of such a lad," said Riccabocca, recovering himself,_and with his sardonic smde once more lurkmg about the cornci-s
of his mouth,—" a lad made for us."
"Biavolo!"
" No, not the Biavolo ! Iriend, I have tlds day seen a boy who—
refused sixpence!"
"Cosa stupenda!"—(Stupendous thmg!)—exclauned Jackevmo
opening his eyes, and lettuig faU the watering-pot.
" '
" It IS true, \iMi friend.'
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" Take him. Padrone, in Heaven's name, and the fields wiil grow
gold"
" I -wdl think of it, for it must require management to catch such .-v
boy," said Riccabocca. "Meanwhile, Hght a candle in the parlour,
and bring from my bedi'oom—that great foHo of ^MachiaveUi."

CHAPTER X.
IN my next chapter I shaU present Squire Hazeldean in patriarchal
state—not exactly under the fig-tree he has planted, but before the
stocks he has reconstructed—Squire Hazeldean and his family on the
vdlage green ! The canvas is all ready for the colours.
But in this chapter I must so far afford a gUrapse into antecedents
as to let the reader know that there is one member of the family whom
he is not Hkely to meet at present, if ever, on the vdlage green at
Hazeldean.
Our Squire lost his father two years after his birth; his mother was
very handsome—and so was her jointure; she married again at the
expiration other year of mourning; the object of her second choice
was Colonel Egerton.
In every generation of EngUshmen (at least since the Hvely reign
of Charles It.) there are a few whom some elegant genius skuus ofl
from the mdk of human nature, and reserves for the cream of society.
Colonel Egerton was one of these ter quaterque beati, and dwelt
apart on a top shelf in that delicate porcelain dish—not bestowed
upon vulgar buttermilk—which persons of fashion caU The Great
IVorld. Mighty was the marvel of PaU ilaU, and profound was the
pity of Park Lane, when this super-eminent personage condescended
to lower himself uito a husband. But Colonel Egerton was not a
mere gaudy butterfiy; he had the provddent instincts ascribed to the
bee. Youth had passed from him, and canied off much solid property in its flight; he saw that a time was fast coming when a home,
w t h a partner who could help to maintain it, would he conducive to
his comforts, and an occasional hum-drmn evening by the fireside
beneficial to his health. In the midst of one season at Brighton, to
which gay place he had accompanied the Prince of Wales, he saw a
widow who, though in the weeds of mourning, did not appear inconsolable. Her person pleased his taste—the accounts of her jointure
satisfied his understanding—he contrived an introduction, and brought
a brief wooing to a happy close. The late Mr. Hazeldean had so far
anticipated the chance of the young -widow's second espousals, that,
in case of that event, he transferred, by his testamentary dispositions,
the guardianship of his infant heir from the mother to tw^o squires^
whom he had named his executors. This circumstance combined
with her new ties somewhat to aUenate Mrs. Hazeldean from the
pledge of her former loves; and when she had borne a son to Colonel
Egerton, it was upon that child that her maternal affections gradu-iUy
concentrated.
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WdHam Hazeldean was sent by his guardians to a large proviQcia*
academy, at which his forefathers had received their education time
out of mind. At first he spent his hoUdays with Mrs. Egerton: but
as she now resided eitlier in London, or followed her lord to Brighton,
to partake of the gaieties at the Pa-vdion—so, as he grew older,
William, who had a hearty affection for country life, and of whose
bluff manners and rural breeding Mrs. Egerton (having grown exceedingly refined) was opeidy ashamed, asked aud obtained permission to
spend Ids vacations either with his guardians or at the old Hall. He
went late to a smaU coUege at Cambridge, endowed in the fifteenth
century by some ancestral Hazeldean ; and left it, on coming of age,
-without taking a degree. A few years afterwards he married a young
lady, country bom and bred Hke himself.
Meanwhde his half-brother, Audley Egerton, may be said to have
begun his initiation into the beau monde before he had wed cast aside
his coral and beUs; he had been fondled in the lap of di .chesses, and
had gaUoped across the room astride on the canes of ambassadors and
princes. For Colonel Egerton was not only very highly connected—
not only one of the Bii majores of fashion—but he had the stdl rarer
good fortune to be an exceedingly popular man -with all who knew him;
so popular, that even the fine ladies whom he had adored and abandoned forgave him for marrjiiig out of " the set," and continued to
be as f)-iendly as if he had not married at aU. People who were commonly caUed heartless were never weary of domg kind things to the
Egertons. "When the time came for Audley to leave the preparatory
school at which his infancy budded forth amongst the stateliest of the
Httle UUes of the field, and go to Eton, half the fifth and sixth forma
had been canvassed to be exceedingly civd to yomig Egerton. The
boy soon showed that he inherited his father's talent "for acquiring
popularity, and that to this talent he added those which put popularityto use. Without achieving any scholastic distinction, he yet
contrived to estabUsh at Eton the most desirable reputation which a
boy can obtain—namely, that among his own contemporaries, the
reputation of a boy who was sure to do soiuethino: when he grew to
be a man. As a gentleman commoner at Christ Church, Oxlbrd, be
continued to sustain this high expectation, though he won no prizes,
and took but an ordinary degree; and at Oxford the future " something " became more defined—it was " something in public life " t W
this voung man was to do.
Whde he was yet at the university, both his _j;;arents died—withiE
afewmonth" rf each other. And when Audley Egerton came of age,
he succeeded to a paternal property which was supposed to be larn-e'
and indeed had once been so; but Colonel Egerton had been too
lavish a man to enrich his heir, and about £1,500 a year was aU that
sales and mortgages left of an estate that had formerly apnroached rental of £10,000.
StiU, Audley was considered to be opulent, and he did not dispel
that favourable notion by any imprudent exhibition of parsimony
On entering the world of London, tlie Clubs flew open to receive him'
and he woke one morning to find hhnself, not indeed famous—but the
feshion. To this fashion he ,it once gave a sertaiu gravity and value
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—ne associated as much as possible with pubUc men and poUtical
fadies—he succeeded in confirming the notion that he was " born to
ruin or to rule the State."
The dearest and most intimate friend of Audley Egerton was Lord
L'Estrhnge, from whom he had been inseparable at Eton; and who
now, if Audley Egerton was the fashion, was absolutely the rage iu
London.
Harley, Lord L'Estrange, was the only son of the Earl of Lansmere,
a nobleman of considerable wealth, and aUied, by intermarriages, to
the loftiest and most powerful families in England. Lord Lansmere,
nevertheless, was but Httle known in the circles of London. He
hved chiefly on his estates, occupying himself with the various duties
of a great proprietor, and when he came to the metropoHs, it was
rather to save than to spend; so that he could afford to give his son
a very ample aUowance, when Harley, at the age of sixteen (ha-vmg
aheady attained to the sixth form at Eton), left school for one of the
regiments of the Guards.
Few knew what to make of Harley L'Estrange—and that was,
perhaps, the reason why he was so much thought of. He had been
by far the most brdUant boy of his time at Eton—not only the boast
of the cricket-ground, but the marvel of the school-room; yet so full
of whims and oddities, and seeming to achieve his triumphs with so
Httle aid from steadfast appHcation, that he had not left behind hun
the same expectations of soUd eminence which his friend and senior,
Audley Egerton, had excited. His eccentricities—his quaint sayings,
and out-of-the-way actions, became as notable in the great world as
they had been in the small one of a pubHc school. That he was very
clever there was no doubt, aud that the cleverness was of a hi^h
order might be surmised, not only from the orisinaUty but the uidependence of his character. He dazzled the world, without seeming
to care for its praise or its censure—dazzled it, as it were, because he
could not help shining. He had some strange notions, whether poUtical or social, which rather frightened his father. According to
Southey, " A man should be no more ashamed of having been a repubHcan than of ha-ving been young." Youth and extravagant opinions
naturaUy go together. I don't know whether Harley L'Estrange was
a republican at the age of eighteen; but there was no young man m
London who seemed to care less for being heir to an iUustrious name
and some forty or fifty thousand pounds a year. It was a vulgar
fashion in that day to play the exclusive, and cut persons who wore
bad neckcloths, and called themselves Smith or Johnson. Lord
L'Estrange never cut any one, and it was quite enough to sHght
some worthy man because of his neckcloth or his birth, to insure -to
the offender the pointed civdities of this eccentric successor to tne
Belforts and the WUdairs.
It was the -wish of his father that Harley, as soon as he came of age,
should represent the borough of Lansmere (which said borough was
the single plague of the Earl's life). But this wish was never reaUsed.
Suddenly, when the young idol of London stdl wanted some two or
three years of his majority, a new whim appeared to seize him. He
withdrew entirely from society—^he left unanswered the most pressing

23
MY No\-EL; oa,
three-cornered notes of inquiry and invitation that ever strewed the
table of a young Guardsman; he was rarely seen anywhere in his
foiTuer haunts—when seen, was either alone or with Egerton; and
his gay spHits seemed whoUy to have left him. A profound melancholy was -written in his countenance, and breathed m the Ustless
tones of his voice. About this time a vacancy happening to occur for
the representation of Lansmere, Harley made it Ids special request to
his father that the famdy interest might be given to Audley Egerton
—a request which was backed by aU the influence of his lady mother,
who shared in the esteem which her son felt for his friend. The Earl
yielded; and Egerton, accompanied by Harley, went down to Lansmere Park, which adjoined the borough, in order to be introduced to
the electors. This visit made a n(jtable epoch in the history of many
personages who figui-e in my narrative; but at present I content:
myself with saying, that circumstances arose which, just as the
canvass for the new election commenced, caused both L'Estr.-ingc
and Audley to absent themselves from the scene of action, and that
the last even wTote to Lord Ijansmerc cxprcssmg his intention oi'
declining to contest the borough.
Fortiuiately for the parUamentary career of Audley Egerton, the
election had become to Lord Lansmere not oidy a matter of piiblio
importance, but of personal feeUng. l i e resolved that the battle
should be fought out, even in the absence of the candidate, aud at his
own expense. Hitherto the contest for this distinguished borough
had been, to use the language of Lord Lansmere, '' conducted iu the
spirit of gentlemen,"—that is to say, the only opponents to the Lansmere interest had been found in one or the other of tw-o rival famdies
iu the s;ime county; and as the Earl was a hospitable, courteous
man, much respected and Hked by the ndgiibourmg gentry, so the
hostile candida-te had always interlarded his speeches with profuse
compHments to his Lordship's high character, and civil expressions
as to his Lordship's candidate. But, thanks to successive elections,
one of these two famdies had come to an end, and its actual representative was now residuig witldn the Rules of the Bench; the head
of the other famdy was the sitting member, and, by an amicable
agreement with the Lansmere interest, he remained as neutral as it is
in the power of any sitting member to be auddst the passions of an
intractable committee. Accordingly, it had been hoped that Egerton
would come in without opposition, when, the very day on which he
had abruptly left the place, a handbdl, signed " Haverdl Dashinore,
Captain R.N., Baker Street, Portman Square," announced, ui ver-y
spirited language, the uitentiqn of that gentleman " to emancipate
the borough from the luiconstitutional domuiation of an oligarchical
faction, not with a view to his own political aggrandisement
indeed, at great personal iuconvcuience—but actuated solely by
abhorrence to tjTanny, and patriotic passion for the purity of
election."
Tlds announcement was foUo-yved, within two hours, by the arriva!
of Captain Dashmore himself, in a carriage and fom-, covered wit'v
fellow favours, and filled, inside and out, with harum-scaanim-looldai
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riends, who had come down with him to share the canvass and partake the fun.
Captain Dashmore was a thorough sailor, wiio had, however, conceived a disgust to the profession from the date in which a minister's
nephew had been appointed to the_ command of a ship to which die
(Japtain considered himself unquestionably entitled. It is just to the
iiiimster to add, that Captaui Dashmore had shown as little regard
for orders from a distance, as had immortaUsed Nelson himself; but
ihen the disobedience had not achieved the same redeeming success.
as that of Nelson, and Captain Dashmore ought to have thought himself fortunate in escaping a severer treatment than tlve loss of promotion. But no man knows wheu he is well off'; and retiring on
ha.lf-pay, just as he came into miexpccted possession of some forty or
fifty thousand pounds, bequeathed, by a distant relation, Captain
Dashmore was seized with a vindictive desire to enter parUameut, and
inflict oratorical chastisement on the Administration.
A very few hours suificed to show the sea-captain to be a most
capital eleetioneercr for a popular but not enUghtened constituency.
It is true that he talked the saddest nonsense ever heard fr-om an
open -window; but then his jokes were so broad, his maimer so hearty,
Ids voice so big, that in those dark days, before the schoolmaster was
.abroad, he would have beaten your phUosopldcal Radical and moralising Democrat hollow. iSIoreover, he kissed aU the w-omen, old and
young, with the zest of a sador who has known what it is to be three
years at sea without sight of a beardless Up; he threw open aU the
public-houses, asked a nmnerous committee every day to diimer, and,
chucking his pm-se up in the air, declared " he woidd stick to his guns
wlide there was a shot in the locker." Tdl then, there had been but
little political difference between the candidate supported by Lord
Lansmere's interest and the opposing parties—for country gentlemen,
iu those days, were pretty much of the same way of thinking, and the,
<|ucstion had been ready local—viz., whether the Lansmere interest
shoidd or should not prevad over that of the two EqulrcarcMcnl
famiUes who had alone, Idtherto, ventured to oppose it. But though
Captain Dashmore was reaUy a very loyal man, and much too old ;;
sailor to thinlc that the State (which, according to cstabUshed metaphor, is a vessel par excellence) should admit Jack upon quarterdeck,
yet, what with talkiag against lords and aristocracy, jobs and abuse.=,
and searching through no very refined vocabulary for the strongest
epithets to apply to those irritating nouns-substantive, his bde had
got the better of his understanding, and he became fuddled, as it
were, by his own eloquence. Thus, though as innocent of Jacobinical
designs as he was incapable of setting the Thames on fire, you would
have guessed him, by his speeches, to be one of the most determined
incendiaries that ever applied a match to the combustible materials
of a contested election; wldle, being by no means accustomed to
respect his adversaries, he could not have treated the Earl of Lansmere ^vith less ceremony if his Lordship had been a Frenchman. He
usuaUy designated that respectable nobleman, who was stdl in tha
orime of Hfe, by the title of " Old Pompous;" and llie Mayor, who
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was never seen abroad but m top-boots, and the soHcitor, who -was of
a lar°-e budd, received from his irreverent wit the joint sobriquet of
"Tops and Bottoms!" Hence the election had now become, as I
said before, a personal matter with my Lord, and, mdeed, with the
great heads of the Lansmere interest. The Earl seemed to consider
his very coronet at stake in the question. " The j\lan from Baker
Street," with his preternatural audacity, appeared to him a being
ominous and awful—not so much to be regarded with resentment as
-with superstitious terror: he felt as felt the dignified Montezuma,
when that ruffianly Cortez, with his handful of Spanish rapscaUions,
bearded hun in his own capital, and in the midst of his Mexican
splendour. The gods were menaced d' man could be so insolent!
wherefore, said my Lord tremulously,—" The Constitution is gone if
the Man from Baker Street comes in for Lansmere!"
But, in the absence of Audley Egerton, the election looked extremely ugly, and Captain Dashmore gained ground hourly, wheu the
Lansmere solicitor happdy bethought him ot a notable proxy for the
missing candidate. Tne Squire of Hazeldean. with his young wife,
had been in-vited by the earl m honour of Audley; and in the Squire
the solicitor beheld the only mortal who coidd cope with the seacaptain—a man -with a voice as burly and a face as bold—a man who,
if permitted for the nonce by Mrs. Hazeldean, would kiss aU the
women no less heartdy than the captain kissed them; and who was,
moreover, a taller, and a haudsonier, and a younger man—all three
great recommendations in the kissmg department of a contested
election. Yes, to canvass the borough, and to speak from the windows. Squire Hazeldean would be even more popularly presentable
than the London-bred and accompHshed Audley Egerton liimself.
The Squire, appUed to and urged on aU sides, at first said blvintly,
" that he would do anything in reason to serve his brother, but that
he did not Hke, for his own part, appearing, even in proxy, as a
lord's nominee; and moreover, if he was to be sponsor ior his brother, wiiy, he must promise and vow, in Ids name, to be staunch and
true to the laud they Hved by ! Aud how could he teU that Audley.
when once he got into the House, would not forget the land, and
then he, WiUiam Hazeldean, would be made a Har, and look Hke a
turncoat!"
But these scruples being overruled by the arguments of the gentlemen, and the entreaties of the ladies, v no took in the election that
intense interest which those gentle creatures usuaUy do take in all
matters of strife and contest, the Squii-e at length consented to confront the Man from Baker Street, and went accordingly into the
thing with that good heart and old English spirit with which he went
into everything whereon he had once made up his mind.
The expectations formed of the Squire's capacities for popular
electioneering were fuUy reaUsed. He taUced quite as much nonsense as Captain Dashmore on every subject except the lauded
interest; there he was great, for he knew the subject weU—knew it
by the instinct that comes -with practice, and compared to which all
your showy theories are mere cobwebs and moonshine.
The agricultui-al outvoters—many of whom, ncrt Hving under Lord
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iansmcre, but being small yeomen, had hitherto prided themselves
»u their independence, and gone against my Lord—could not in their
nearts go against one who was every inch the farmer's friend. They
Began to share in the Earl's personal interest against the Man from
Baker Street; and big feUows, -with legs bigger round than Captain
Dashmore's tight little body, and huge whips in their hands, were
soon seen entering the shops, " intimidating the electors," as Captain
Dashmore indignantly declared.
These new recruits made a great difference in the muster-roU of
the Lansmere books; and when the day for polUng amved, the result
was a fair question for even betting. At the last hour, after a neckand-neck contest, Mr. Audley Egerton beat the Captain by^ two
votes. And the names of these voters were John Avenel, resident
freeman, and his son-in-law, Mark Fan-field, an outvoter, who, though
a Lansmere freeman, had settled in Hazeldean, w^here he had obtained the situation of head carpenter on the Squire's estate.
These votes were unexpected; for, though Mark Fairfield had
come to Lansmere on purpose to support the Squire's brother, and
though the Avenels had been always staunch supporters of the Lansmere Blue interest, yet a severe aflUction (as to the nature of which,
not desiring to sadden the opening of my story, I am considerately
sdent) had befaUen both these persons, and they had left the to-wn
on the very day after Lord L'Estrange and i L . Egerton had quitted
Lansmere Park.
Whatever might have been the gratification of the Squire, as a
canvasser and a brother, at Mr. Egerton's triumph, it was much
damped when, on leaving the dinner given in honour of the victory
at the Lansmere Arms, and about, with no steady step, to enter the
carriage which was to convey him to his lordship's house, a letter
was put into his hands by one of the gentlemen who had accompanied
the Captain to the scene of action; and the perusal of that letter,
and a few whispered words from the bearer thereof, sent the Squire
back to Mrs. Hazeldean a much soberer man than she had ventured to
hope for. The fact was, that on the day of nomination, the Captain
having honoured Mr. Hazeldean with many poetical andfigurativeappcUations—such as " Prize Ox," " Tony Lumpkin," " Blood-sucking
Vampire," and "Brotherly Warming-pan," the squire had retorted
by a Joke about "Saltwater Jack;" and the Captain, who, Hke aU
satirists, was extremely susceptible and thin-skinned, could not consent to be caUed " Salt-water Jack" by a "Prize Ox" and a Bloodsucking Vampire."
The letter, therefore, now conveyed to ]Mr. Hazeldean by a gentleman, who, being from the Sister Couiitiy, was deemed the most
fitting accompUce in the honourable destruction of a brother mortal,
contained nothing more nor less than an invitation to single combat;
and the bearer thereof, witli the suave politeness enjomed by
etiquette on such weU-bred homicidal occasions, suggested the
expediency of appointing the place of meeting in the neighbourhood
of London, in order to prevent interference from the suspicious
authorities of Lansmere.
The natives of some countries—the warlike French in particular—
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ihink little of that formal operation which goes by the name cf
i-)UELLiNG. Lideed, they seem rather to Hko it than otherwise. But
ihcre is nothing your thorough-paced EngHshman—a Hazeldean of
llazcldean—considers with more repugnance and aversion, than that
same cold-blooded ceremonial. I t is not within the range of an
EngHshman's ordinary habits of thinking. He prefers going to law
—a much more destructive proceeding of the two. Nevertheless, if
an Englishman must fight, why, he wdl fight. He says " it is very
foolish;" he is sure " i t is most unchristianlike;" he agrees with aU
that Phdosophy, Preacher, and Press have laid down on the subject;
Init he makes his wiU, says his prayers, and goes out—Hke a heathen.
It never, therefore, occurred to the Squire to show the white
feather upon this un)dcasant occasion. The next day, feignina: excuse
to attend the sale of a hunting stud at TattersaU's, he ruefully went
up to Loudon, after taking a peeuHarly afl'ectionate leave of his wife.
Indeed, the Squire felt convinced that he should never return home
except in a coffin. " It stands to reason," said he to hunself, " that
a man who has been actuaUy paid by the King's Government for
shooting people ever since he w^as a Httle boy in a midsliipman's
jacket, must be a dead hand at the job. I should uot mind if it was
with double-barrelled Mantons and sm.aU shot; but, baU and pistol!
they aren't human nor sportsmaidike !" However, the Squire, after
settling his worldly affairs, and hunting up an old coUege friend who
undertook to be his second, proceeded to a sequestered corner of
Wimbledon Common, and planted himself, not sideways, as one ought
to do iu such encounters (tlie which posture the Squire swore was an
unmanly way of shu-king), but full front to the mouth of his adversary's pistol, with such sturdy composure, that Captain Dashmore,
-who, though an excellent shot, was at bottom as good-natured a
feUow as ever lived, testified his admu'ation by letting off his gallant
opponent wdth a ball in the fleshy part of the shoulder, after wdiich he
declared Idmself perfectly satisfied. The parties then shook hands,
mutual apologies were exchanged, and the Squne, much to his
astonishment to find himself still alive, was conveyed to Limmer's
Hotel, where, after a considerable amount of anguish, the ball was
extracted aud the wound healed. Now it was all over, the Squire
felt very much raised in his own conceit: and when he was iu a
humour more than ordinardy fierce, that perUous event became a
favourite allusion with him.
He considered, moreover, that his brother had incurred at his hand
the most lasting obUgations; and that, having procured Audley's
return to ParUameut, and defended his interests at risk of his own
Id'e, he had an absolute right to dictate to that gentleman how to vote
—- upon all matters, at least, connected with the landed interest.
And when, not very long after Audley took his seat ui Parliament
(wdiich he did not do for some months), he thought proper both to vote
and to speak m a manner whoUy belying the promises the Squire had
made on his behalf, Mr. Hazeldean wrote him such a trimmer that it
could not but produce an unconcdiatory reply._ Shortly aftei-wards
the Squire's exasperation reached the culminating point; for ha^dng
to pass tb-ough Lansmere on a market-day, he was hooted by the verv
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farmeri whcsi he had induced to vote for his brother; and justly
imputing the disgrace to 'Audley, he never heard the name of that
traitor to the land mentioned without a heightened colour and an
indignant expletive. Monsieur deRi-.quevdle—who was the greatest
wit of his day—had, Hke the Squire, a haU'-brother, with whom he
was not on the best of terms, and of whom he always spoke as his
"frere de loin!"
Audley Egerton was thus Squire Hazeldean's
"distant brother!"—Enough of the«e explanatory antecedents—let
ujs return to the Stocks.

CHAPTER Xi.
THE Squire's carpenters were taken from the park pales, and set to
work at the Parish Stocks. Then came the painter aud coloured
them a beautiful dark blue, with white border—and a v/hite rim round
the holes—with an ornamental flourish in the middle. I t was the
gayest pubHc edifice in the whole viUage—though the \iUage possessed no less than three other monuments of the Vitruvian genius
of the Hazeldeans—to wit, the alms-house, the school, and the parish
pump.
A more elegant, enticing, cocquetish pair of stocks never gladdened
the eye of a justice of the peace.
And Squire Hazeldean's eye was gladdened. In the pride of his
heart he brought aU the famdy down to look at the stocks. The
Squire's family (omitting the frere de loin) consisted of Mrs. Hazeldean, his wife; next, of Miss Jemima Hazeldean, his first cousin;
tldrdly of j\Ir. Francis Hazeldean, his only son; and fourthly, of
Captain Barnabas Higginbotham, a distant relation—who, indeed,
strictly speaking, was not of the famdy, but only a visitor ten months
in the year. Mrs. Hazeldean was every inch the lady—the lady of the
parish. In her comely, florid, and somewhat simbumt countenance,
there was an equal expression of majesty and benevolence; she had
a blue eye that invited Hking, and an aqudine nose that commanded
respect. IMrs. Hazeldean had no affectation of fme ads—^no wish to
be greater and handsomer and cleverer than she was. She knew herself and her station, and thanked heaven for it. There was about
her speech and mamier something of the shortness and bluntness
which often characterise royalty: and if the lady of a parish is not a
queen iu her own circle, it is never the fault of a parish. Mrs. Hazeldean dressed her part to perfection. She wore sdks that seemed
heirlooms—so thick w-ere they, so substantial and imposing. And
over these, when she was in her own domain, the whitest of aprons ;
whde at her waist was seen no fiddle-faddle chatelaine, with breloques
and trumpery, but a good honest gold watch to mark the time, and
a long pair of scissors to cut off the dead leaves from her flowers—for
she was a great horticulturist. When occasion needed, Mrs. Hazeldean, could, however, lay by her more sumptuous and imperial raiment
fOT a stout riding-habit, of blue Saxony, and canter by her husband's
side to see the hounds throw cff. Nay, on the days on which Mr.
VOL. I.
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Hazeldean drove his famous fast-trotting cob to the market-town, it ^iJi
rarelv that you did not see his -wife on the left side of the gig. She
cared as little as her lord did for wind and weather, and in the midst
of some pelting shower, her pleasant face peeped over the coUar and
capes of a stout dreadnought, expanding into smiles and bloom as
some frank rose, that opens fr-om its petals, and rejoices in the dews.
I t was easy to see that the worthy couple had married for love; they
were as Httle apart as they could help it. And stdl, on the first of
September, if the house was not fuH ot company which demanded her
cares, !Mrs. Hazeldean " stepped o u t " over the stubbles by her
husband's side, with as light a tread and as bUthe an eye as when, in
the fii-st bridal year, she had enchanted the Sciuire by her genial
syinrs'ay with his sports.
Si chere now stands Harriet Hazeldean, one hand leaning on the
S^uu-e's broad shoulder, the other thrust into hcv apron, aud trying
ner best to share her husband's enthusiasm forhis owupubHc-spirited
patriotism, in the renovation of the parish stocks. A Httle behind,
with two fingers restmg on the thin arm of Captain Barnabas, stood
Miss Jemima, the orphan daughter of the Squire's uncle, by a runaway imprudent marriage with a young lady who belonged to a
family which had been at war -with the Hazeldeans since the reign of
Charles the First, respecting a right of way to a small wood (or rather
spring) of about an acre, through a piece of furze land, which was let
to a brickmaker at twelve shdUngs a-year. The w ood belonged to
the Hazeldeans, the furze land to the Sticktorights (an old Saxon
famdy, if ever there was one). Every twelfth year, when the faggots
and timber w>cre feUed, this feud broke out afresh; for the Sticktorights refused to the Hazeldeaus the right to cart off the said faggots
and timber through the only way by which a cart could possibly pass.
I t is just to the Hazeldeaus to say that they had offered to buy the
land at ten tunes its value. But the Sticktorights, with equal magnamniity, had declared that they would not " aUenate the family
property for the conveideuce of the best squire that ever stood upon
shoe leather." Therefore, evei-y tweUth year, there was always a
great breach of the peace on the part of both Hazeldeaus and Sticktorights, magistrates and deputy-Heutenauts though they were. The
question was faHly fought out by their respective dependents, and
foUow;ed by various actions for assault and trespass. As the legal
question of right was extremely obscure, it never had been properly
decided; and, indeed, neither party -wished it to be decided, each A
heart having some doubt of the propriety of its own claim A
marriage between a yoimger son of the Hazeldeans, and a youn°-er
daughter of the Sticktorights, was viewed with equal indignation^by
both famiUes; and the consequence had been that the runa-way couple
unblessed and unforgiven, bad scrambled through Hfe as they could'
upon the scanty pay of the husband, who was in a marchin" regiment'
and the interest of £1,000, which was the wife's fortune independent
of her parents. They diea and left an only daughter (upon whom the
maternal £1,000 had been settled), about the tune that the Snuire
came of age and into possession of his estates. And though lie in
herited all the ancestral hostdity towards the Sticktori,ght« it wa«
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not in his nature to be unkind to a poor orphan, who was, after ail.
1-he chdd of a Hazeldean. Therefore, he had educated and fostered
Jennma with as much tenderness as if she had been his sister; put
out her £1,000 at nurse, and devoted, from the ready money which
liad accrued from the rents during his minority, as much as made her
fortune (with her own accumulated at compound interest), no less
than £4,000, the ordinary marriage portion of the daughters of Hazeldean. On her coming of age, he transferred this sum to her absolute
•lisposal,'in order that she might feel herseK independent, see a Httle
more of tne world than she could at Hazeldean, have candidates to
choose from if she deigned to marry; or enough to live upon, if she
chose to remain single. Miss Jemima had somewhat avuiled herself
of this liberty, by occasional visits to Cheltenham and other -w ateringplaces. But her grateful affection to the Squire was such, that she
could never bear to be long away from the HaU. And this was the
more praise to her heart, inasmuch as she was far from taking kindly
to the prospect of being an old maid. And there was so few bachelors
bi the neiglibourhood of Hazeldean, that she could not but have that
prospect before her eyes whenever she looked out of the HaU windows.
Miss Jemima was indeed one of the most kindly and affectionate of
beings feminine; and if she disliked the thought of single blessedness, it reaUy was from those innocent and womanly instincts towards
the -tender charities of hearth and home, without wluch a lady, however otherwise estimable, is Httle better than a Minerva in bronze.
But whether or not, despite her fortune and her face, which last,
though not strictly handsome, was pleasing, and would have been
positively pretty if she had laughed more often (for when she laughed,
there appeared three charming dimples, invisible when she was gi'ave)
—whether or not, I say, it was the fault of our insensibdity or her
own fastidiousness. Miss Jemima approached her thirtieth year, and
was stUl Miss Jemima. Now, therefore, that beautifying'laugh of
hers was very rarely heard, and she had of late become confirmed in
two opinions, not at aU conducive to laughter. One was a conviction
of the general and progressive wickedness of the male sex, and the
other was a decided and lugubrious beUef that the world was coming
to an end. Miss Jemima was now accompanied by a smaU canine
favourite, true Blenheim, with a snub nose. It was advanced in lifCj
and somewhat obese. It sate on its haimches, with its tongue out i.:
its mouth, exeeptw'hen it snapped at the iUes. There was a stroiis
platonic friendship between Miss Jemima and Captain Barnabas
Higginbotham; for he too was unmarried, and he had the same ul
cminion of your sex, my dear madam, that Miss Jemima had of ours.
The Captain was a man of a sHm and elegant figure ;—^the less said
about the face the better, a truth of which the Captain himself was
sensible, forit was a favourite maxim of his—" that in a man, everything is a sUght, gentlenian-Uke figure." Captain Barnabas did not
absolutely deny that the world was coming to an end, only he thought
it would last his time.
Quite apart from aU the rest, -with the nonchalant survey of virgin
dandyism, Francis Hazeldean looked over one of the high starched
neckcloths which were then the fashion—a handsome lad, fresh frora
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Eton for the summer hoHdays, but at that ambiguous age, when ont disdains the sports of the boy, and has not yet arrived at the resource?
of the man.
., , „ .
n , ,
" I should be glad, Frank," said the Squire, suddenly turmng round
to his sou, " t o see j'ou take a Httle more interest in duties which,
one day or the other, you may be caUed upon to discharge, I can't
bear to' thiidi that the property should fall into the hands of a fine
gentleman, who wdl let thuigs go to rack and ruin, instead of keeping
them up as I do."
And the Squire pouited to the stocks.
Master Frank's eye foUowed the direction of the cane, as weU as
Jus cravat would permit; and he said, drdy—
" Yes, sir; but how came the stocks to be so long out of repair ?"
"Because one can't see to everything at once," retorted the Squire,
tartly. " When a man has got eight thousand acres to look after, he
must do a bit at a time."
" Yes," said Captain Bai-nabas. " I know that by experience."
" The deuce you do !" cried the Squire, bluntly. "Lxperience iiv
eight thousand acres!"
" N o ; in my apartments in the Albany—No. 3 A. I have had
them ten years, and it was only last Christmas that I bought my Japan
cat."
" Dear me," said iliss Jemima; " a Japan cat! that must be very
curious. What sort of a creature is it ?"
" Don't you know ? Bless me, a thuig with three legs, and holds
toast! I never thought of it, I assure you, tdl my friend Cosey said
to me, one morning -wlien he was breakfastmg at my rooms—' Higginbotham, how is it that you, who Hke to have things comfort:able
about you, don't have a cat?' 'Upon my HfCj' said I, 'one can't
think of everything at a tunc:' just Hke you. Squire."
"Pshaw," said Mr. Hazeldean, gruffly—"not <at aU Hke me. And
r U thank you another tune. Cousin Higginbotham, not to put nic
out, when 1 am speaking on matters of importance ; poknig your cat
into my stocks! They look sometldng Hke now, my stocks—don't
they, Harry? _ I declare that the vvliole village seems more respectable. It is astonishing how much a Httle unprovement adds to
the—to the
"
" Charm of the landscape," put in Miss Jemima, sentimentaUy.
The Squire neither accepted nor rejected the suggested termination ; but, leaving his sentence uncompleted, broke suddeidy off
wi'ih—
" And if I had Hstened to Parson Dale
"
" You would have done a very -wise tiling," said a voice behind as
the Parson presented himself in the rear.
'
"Wise thuig! Why, surely, i l r . Dale," said Mrs. Hazeldean
with spirit, for she always resented the least contradiction to her
lord and master—perhaps as an interference -with her own special
right and prerogative!—" why, surely if it is necessary to have slocks
it is necessary to repafr them."
'
"That's right—go it, Harry!" cried the Squhe, ehuckUn" and
mbbuig Ids hands as if he had been setting his terrier at t i e
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Parson: " St—St—at hhn! W'eU, Master Dale, what do you say to
that?"
" M y dear ma'am," said the Parson, replying in preference to the
lady, " there are many institutions in the country which are very oldlook very decayed, and don't seem of much use ; but I would not puu
them down for aU that."
" You would reform them, then," said Mrs. Hazeldean, doubtfuUy,
and with a look at her husband, as much as to say, " He is on politics
now—that's your business."
" No, I would not, ma'am," said the Parson, stoutly.
" What on earth would you do, then ?" quoth the 'Squire.
" Just let 'em alone," said the Parson. " Master Frank, there's a
Latin maxim which was often in the mouth of Sir Robert "Walpole,
and which they ought to put into the Eton grammar—' Qiiieta nott
Tiwvere.' If things are quiet let them be quiet! I would not destroy
the stocks, because that might seem to the dl-disposed Hke a license
to offend; and I would not repair the stocks, because that puts it
into people's heads to get into tnem."
The Squire was a staunch poUtician cf the old school, and he did
not Hke to flunk that, in repaning the stocks, he had perhaps been
comiiving at revolutionary principles.
" This constant desu-e of uinovation," said !Miss Jemima, suddeidy
mountnig the more funereal of her two favourite hobbies, "is one of
the great symptoms of the approaching crash. We are altering, and
mending, and reformuig, when in twenty years at the utmost the
w^orld itself may be destroyed!" The fan speaker paused, and—
Captain Barnabas said thoughtfuUy—"Twenty years! — the insurance offices rarely compute the best Hfe at more than fourteen."
He struck his hand on the stocks as he spoke, and added, with his
usual consolatory conclusion—"The odds are, that it will last our
time, Squire."
But whether Captain Barnabas meant the stocks or the world, he
did not clearly explain, and no one took the trouble to inquire.
" Sir," said Master Frank to his father, with that furtive spirit of
quizzing, which he had acquired amongst other pohte accompHshments at Eton—" sir, it is no use now considering whether the stocks
should or should not have been repaired. The only question is, whom
you -wdl get to put into them ?"
" True," said the Squire, with much gravity.
"Yes, there it is !" said the Parson, mournfuUy. " I f you would
but learn 'non qiiieta r.iovere!'"
"Don't spout your Latin at me. Parson!" cried tlie Squir.?,
ingrdy; " I can give you as jjood as you bring, any day.
' Propria quae inaribus tribuuntur 7ini.scul,a djcas.—
As ill prtesenti, perfectum format iu avi.*

There," added the Squire, turning triumphantly towards his Harry,
who looked with great admiration at this unprtcedeutcd burst of
learning on tlie part of Mr. Hazeldean—" there, two can play at that
game ! And now that -we have aU. seen the stocks, we may as well
go home, and driidc tei'.. WiU you come up and play u rubber.
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No —hang it, man, I've not offended you—you know my

"That I do, and they are among the things I would not have
altered," cried the Parson—holding out his hand cheerfnUy. The
Squire gave it a hearty shake, and Mrs. Hazeldean hastened to do
the same.
" D o come; I am afraid we've been very rude; we are sad blunt
folks. Do come; that's a dear good man; and of course, pooi
Mrs. Dale too." Mrs. Hazeldean's favourite epithet for Mrs. Dale
•was poor, and that for reasons to be explained hereafter.
" 1 fear my wife has got one of her bad headaches, but I wdl give her
you'- kind messasre, and at aU events you may depend upon me."
•' That's rignt," said the Squire; " in haU'-au-hoiu-, eh ?—How dy'e
do, my Httle man?" as Lenny Fairfield, on his way home from some
errand in the vdlage, drew aside and puUed off his hat with both
hands. "Stop—you see those stocks—eh? TeU all the bad boys
in the parish to -take care how they get into them—a sad disgrace—
you'll never be in such a quandary ?"
" That at least I wUl answer for," said the Parson.
" And I too," added Mrs. Hazeldean, patting the boy's curly head.
"TeU your mother I shaU come and have a good chat with her tomorrow evening."
And so the party passed on, and Lenny stood still on the road,
staring hard at the stocks, which stared back at him from its four
great eyes.
But Lenny did not remain long alone. As soon as the great folks
had fairly disappeared, a large number of smaU folks emerged timorously from the neighbouring cottages, and approached the site of the
stocks wdth much marvel, fear, and curiosity.
In fact,the renovated appearance of this monster—apropos de bottcs,
as one may say—had already excited considerable sensation among the
population of Hazeldean. And even as when an unexpected owl
makes his appearance m broad daylight, aU the little birds rise from
tree and hedgerow, and cluster round their ominous enemy, so now
gathered aU the much-excited vUlagers round the intrusive and portentous phenomenon.
"D'ye know what the diggins the Squire did it for. Gaffer Solomons?" asked one many-chdded matron, with a baby in arms, a.i
urchin of three years old clinging fast to her petticoat, and her hand
•matemaUy holding back a more adventurous hero of six, who had a
great desire to thrust his head into one of the grisly apertm-es. AU
eyes turned to a sage old man, the oracle of the vdlage, who, leanbi"
both hands on his crutch, shook his head bodingly.
"Maw be," said Gaffer Solomons, "some of the boys ha' been
robbing the orchards."
" Orchards!" cried a big lad, who seemed to think himself personally
appealed to—"why, the bud's scarce off the trees yet!"
" N o more it i n ' t ! " said the dame with many children, and she
breathed more freely.
" Maw be," said Gaffer Solomons, " some o' ye has been sittini?
«)ares."
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" W h a t for?" said a stout, suUen-looking young feUow, whom congeience possibly pricked to reply—"what for, when it bean't the
season ? And if a poor man did find a hear in his pocket i' the haytime, I should Hke to know if ever a Squire in the world would let un
off -with the stocks—eh ?"
This last question seemed a settler, and the -wisdom of Gaffer
Solomons went do^vn fifty per cent, in the pubUc opiidon of Hazeldean.
"Maw be," said the Gaffer—this time with :. thrilling effect,
which restored his reputation—" maw be some o' ye ha' been getting
drunk, and making beestises o' yoursels!"
There was a dead pause, for this suggestion appHed too generally
to be met with a soHtary response. At last one ot the women said,
with a meaning glance at her husband, " God bless the Squire; he'll
make some on us happy women if that's aU!"
There then arose an almost unammous murmur of approbation
among the female part of the audience; and the men looked at each
other, and then at the phenomenon, with a very hang-dog exuression
of countenance.
" Or, maw be," resumed Gaffer Solomons, encouraged to a fourth
suggestion by the success of its predecessor—"maw be some o' the
Misseses ha' "been making a rumpus, and scolding their goodmen. I
heard say in my granfeythir's time, that arter old Mother Bang nigh
died o' the duckmg-stool, them 'ere stocks were first made for the
women, out o' compassion Hke! And every one knows the Squire is
a koind-hearted man, God bless u n ! "
" God bless u n ! " cried the men heartdy; and they gathered lovingly
round the phenomenon, hke heathens of old round a tutelary temple.
But then there rose one shrdl clamour among the females, as they
retreated with involuntary steps towards the verge of the green,
whence they glared at Solomons and the phenomenon with eyes so
sparkling, and pointed at both with gestures so menacing, that
Heaven only knows if a morsel of either would have remained much
longer to offend the eyes of the justly-enraged matronage of Hazeldean, if fortunately Master Stim, the Squde's right-hand man, had
not come up in the nick of time.
Master Stirnwas a formidable personage—more formidable than
the Squh'e himself—as, indeed, a Squire's right hand is generaUy
more formidable than the head can pretend to be. He inspired the
greater awe, because, Hke the stocks, oi which he was deputed guiirdian, his powers were undefined and obsciu-e, aud he had no particular
place in the out-of-door estabUshnent. He was not the steward, yet
lie did much of what ought to be the si;ewai-d's work; he was not the
farm-bailiff, for the Squire caUed himself his own farm-baUiff; nevertheless, Mr. Hazeldean sowed and ploughed, cropped and stocked,
bought and sold, very much as Mr. Stim condescended to advise. He
was not the park-keeper, for he neither shot the deer nor superintended the preserves; but it was he who always found out who had
broken a park-pale or snared a rabbit. In short, what may be called
all the harsher duties of a large landed proprietor devolved, by custom
and choice, upon Mr. Stim. If a labourer was to be discharged, or
a rent enforced, and the Squire knew that he should be talked over
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and that the steward would be as soft as himself, i l r . Stirn was sur«
to be the avenging ay/fXog or messenger, to pronomice the words oi
fate; so that he appeared to the inhabitants of Hazeldean Uke the
Poet's Sieva Necessitas, a vague incarnation of remorseless power,
armed with whips, nads, and wedges. The vtry brute creation stood
in awe of Mr. Sthn. The calves knew that it was he who singled out
which should be sold to the butcher, and huddled up into a comer
with beating hearts at his grim footstep; tne sow grunted, the duck
quacked, the hen bristled her feathers and caled to her chicks when
Mr. Stirn drew near. Nature had set her stamp upon hun. Indeed,
it may be questioned whether the great M. de Chambray himself,
sumamed the brave, had an aspect so awe-inspiring as that of Mr.
Stirn; albeit the face of that hero was so terrible, that a man who
had been his lackey, seeing his portrait after he had becu dead twenty
years, feU a trembUng aU over Uke a leaf!
" And what the plague are you aU doing here ?" said Islr. Stirn, as
he waved and smacked a great cart-whip which he held in his hand,
"making such a huUabaloo, you women, you! that I suspect the
Squire wdl be sending out to know if the village is on fire. Go home,
wdl ye? High time indeed to have the stocks ready, when you get
squaUiug and conspiring under the very nose of a justice of the peace,
just as the French revolutiouers did afore they cut oft' their king's
head; my ban- stands on end to look at ye." But already, before half
this address w^as delivered, the crowd had dispersed in all directions
—the women stiU keeping together, and the men sneaking olf towards
the ale-house. Such was the beneficent effect of the fatal stocks ou
the first day of their resuscitation!
However, m the break up of every crowd there must always be one
who gets off the last; and it so happened that our friend Lenny
Fau-field, who had mechauicaUy approached close to the stocks, the
better to hear the oracular opinions of Gafi'cr Solomons, had no less
mechanicaUy, on the abrupt appearance of j\Ir. Stun, crept, as he
hoped, out of sight behind the trunk of the elm-tree widch partially
shaded the stocks; aud there now, as d fascinated, he still cowered,
not daring to emerge m fidl view of Mr. Stirn, and in immediate reach
of the cart-whip—when the quick eye of the rightdiand man dctcctcil
his retreat.
" HaUo you, sir—what the deuce, layui^ a mine to blow up the
stocks! just Hke Guy Fox aud the Gunpowder Plot, I declares! What
ha' you got in your wiUainous little fist there ?"
" Nothing, sir," said Lenny, opening his palm.
_ ".Nothing—um!" said :Mr. Stim, much dissatisfied; and then as
iie gazed more deliberately, recognising the pattern bov of the vida'o-e
a cloud yet darker gathered over his brow;—for Mr. Stirn wlio
•«aiued himself much on his leariim^—and who, indeed, by diut of
.-^ore knowledge as weU as more \y\t than his neighbours, liad attained
!us present eminent station of life—was extremely anxious that Ina
oidy son should also be a scholar; that wish
" The gods aispcrsed In empty air."

Mastcj- Stira was a notable dunce at the Parson's school, wldle |jenn7
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Fairfield was the pride and boast of i t ; therefore Mr. Stirn was
naturaUy, and almost justifiably, dl-disposed towards Leuuy Fairfield,
who had appropriated to himself the praises which Mr. Stirn had
designed for his son.
" U m ! " said the right-hand man, glowering on Lenny maUgnantly,
" you are the pattern boy of the village, are you ? Very weU, sur—
then I put these here stocks under your care—and you'U keep off the
other boys from sitting on 'em, and picking off the paint, andjdaying
three-holes and chuck-farthing-, as I declare they've been a doing, just
in front of the elewation. Now, you knows your 'sponsibUities, Httle
boy—and a great honour they are too, for the Hke o' you. If any
damage be done, it is to you I shaU look; d'ye understand ?—and
that's wdiat the Squire says to me. So you sees wdiat it is to be a
pattem boy. Master Lenny!"
With that Mr. Stmi gave a loud crack of the cart-wldp, by way of
miUtary honours, over the head of the vicegerent he had thus createa,
and strode off to pay a visit to two yomig unsuspecting pups, whose
ears and tails he had graciously promised their proprietor to crop that
evening. Nor, albeit few charges could b'"; more obnoxious than that
of deputy-governor or charge-d'affaires extraordinaires to the Parish
Stocks, nor one inore likely to render Lenny Fairfield odious to his
contemporaries, ought he to have been insensible to the signal advantage of his condition over that of the two sufferers, against whose ears
and tads Mr. Stira had uo special motives of resentment. To every
bad there is a worse—and fortunately for little boys, and even fw'
growm men, whom the Stirns of the world regard maUgnly. the
majesty of law protects their ears, and the merciful fore-thought of
nature deprived their remote ancestors of the privilege of entading
tails upon them. Had it been otherwise—considering what handles
tads would have given to the oppressor, how many traps envy would
have laid for them, how often they must have been scratched and
mutdated by the briars of Hfe, how many good excuses would have
been found for lopping, dockuig, and trimming them—I fear that
only the lap-dogs of Fortime would have gone to the grave tadwhole.

CHAPTER XU.
THE card-tabie was set out in the dra-wing-room at HazeiacaU Hall;
though the Httle party were stdl lingering in the deep rece.ss of the
large bay -window—which (in itself of dimensions that would havo
swaUowed up a moderate-sized Loudon parlour) held the great round
tea-table, with aU appUances and means to boot—for the beautiful
summer moon shed on the sward so sdvery a lustre, and the trees cast
so quiet a shadow, and the flowers and new-mown hay sent up so
grateful a perfume, that, to close the windows, di-aw the curtains,
and call for other Hghts than those of heaven, would have been an
abuse of the prose of Hfe which even Captain Barnabas, who regarded
wlust as the business of town and the lioUday of the country, shrank
from suggesting. Without, the scene, beheld by the clear raoonUghr,
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had the beauty peculiar to the garden-gi-ound round those oldfashioned country residences which, though a little modei-nised, stdl
preserve their original character: the velvet lawn, studded with
large plots of flowers, shaded and scented—here, to the left, by Idacs,
laburnums, and rich seringas—there, to the right, giving glimpses,
over low-chpped yews, of a green bowUng aUey, with the white
columns of a summer-house budt after the Dutch taste, iu the reign
of William I I I . ; and in front—steaUng away under covert of those
stiLl cedars, into the wilder landscape of the weU-wooded undulating
paiji. Withm, viewed by the placid glunmer of the moon, the scene
was no less characteristic of the_ abodes of that race which has no
parallel in other lands, and which, alas! is somewhat losing its
native idiosyncrasies m this—the stout country gentleman, not the
fine gentleman of the country—the country gentleman somewhat
softened and civiHsed from the mere sportsman or farmer, but stiU
plain and homely, reUnquishuig the old haU for the drawuig-rooin,
and -with books not three months old on his table, uistead of Fox's
Martyrs and Baker's Clironicle—yet _ stdl retaining many a sacred old
prejudice, that, like the knots in his native oak, rather adds to the
ornament of the grain than takes from the strength of the tree.
Opposite to the window, the high chimney-piece rose to the heavy
cornice of the ceding, with dark paimels gUstcmug against the
moonlight. The broad and rather clumsy chuitz sofas and settees of
the reign of George III., contrasted at intervals with the taU-backed
chairs of a far more distant generation, when ladies iu fardingales
and gentlemen ui trunk hose seem never to have indulged in horizontal positions. The waUs, of shining wainscot, were thickly
covered, chiefly with famdy picttnes; though now and then some
Dutch fair, or battle-piece, showed that a former proprietor had been
. ess exclusive in his taste for the arts. The pianoforte stood open
near the fire-place ; a long dwarf bookcase, at the far end, added its
sober smde to the room. That bookcase contained what was called
"The Lady's Library," a collection commenced by the Squire's
grandmother, of pious nii.'iuory, aud completed by his mother, who
had more taste for the bghter letters, with but little addition from
(lie bibUomaniac tendencies of the present Jilrs. Hazeldean, who,
being no great reader, contented herself with subscribing to the
Book Club. J_n this feminine Bodleian, the sermons coUected b)
Mrs. Hazeldean, the grandmother, stood cheek-by-jowl beside the
novels purchased by mxs. Hazeldean, the mother.
" Mixtaque ridenti colocasiafundet acantho I"

But, to be sure^ the novels, in spite of very inflammatory titles, such as
"Fatal Sensibdity," "Errors of the Heart," &c., were so harmless
that I doubt if the sermons could have had much to say against their
next-door neighbours—and that is all that can be expected by the
best of us.
A parrot dozing on his perch—some gold-fish fast asleep in their
glass bowl—two or three do"s on the rug, and Flimsey, Miss
Jemima's spaniel, curled into a baU on the softest sofa—Mrs. Hazeldean's work-table rather in disorder, as if it had been lately used—the
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St. James's Chronicle dangUng down from a Httle tripod near the
Squire's arm-chair—a high screen of silt and stamped leather fencing
oil the card-table: aU these, dispersed about a room large enough to hold
them aU and not seem crowded, offered many a pleasant resting-place
for the eye, when it turned fr-om the world of nature to the home ol
man.
.But see. Captain Barnabas, fortified by his fourth cup of tea, has
at length summoned courage to wiiisper to i l r s . Hazeldean, " Don't
you think the Parson wdl be imjDatient for his rubber?" Mrs.
Hazeldean glanced at the Parson and smiled; but she gave the signal
to the Captain, and the beU was rung, Hghts were brought in, the
curtains let do-wn; in a few nioments more, the group had collected
round the card-table. The best of us are but human—that is not
a new truth, I confess, but yet people forget it every day of their
Hyes—and I dare say tkere are m.any who are charitably thinking at
this very moment, that my Parson ought not to be playing at whist.
AU I can say to those rigid disciplinarians is, " Every man has his
favourite sin: whist was Parson Dale's!—ladies and gentlemen,
what is yours ?" In truth, I must not set up my poor parson now-adays, as a pattern parson—it is enough to have one pattem in a
village no bigger than Hazeldean, and we all know that Lenny Fairfield has bespoken that place, and got the patronage of the stocks for
his emoluments! Parson Dale was ordained, uot indeed so very long
ago, but stdl at a time when churchmen took it a great deal more
easily than they do now. The elderly, parson of that day played his
rubber as a matter of course, the middle-aged parson was sometimes
seen riding to cover (I knew a schoohnaster, a doctor of di-idnity, and
an exceUent man, whose pupils w-ere chiefiy taken from the highest
famiUes in England, who hunted regularly three times a-week during
the season), and the young parson would often suig a capital song—
not composed by David—and joui in those rotatory dances, wMch
•certainly David never danced before the ark.
Does it need so long an exordium to excuse thee, poor Parson
Dale, for turnuig up that ace of spades with so triumphant a smde at
thy partner ? I must own that nothing which could weU add to the
Parson's offence was wanting. In the fu-st place, he did not play
charitably, and merely to oblige other people. He delighted in the
game—he rejoiced in the game—his whole heart was in the game—
neither was he uidifferent to the mammon of the thing, as a Christian
pastor ought to have been. He looked very sad when he took hdi
shdUngs out of his purse, and exceedingly pleased when he put the
shillings that had just before belonged to other people uito it. FinaUy,
by one of those arrangements common with married people, who play
at the same table, Mr. and Mrs. Hazeldean were invariably partners,
and no two people could play worse; whde Captain Barnabas, who
had played at Graham's with honour and profit, necessarily becanie
partner to Parson Dale, who Idmself played a ^ood, steady, parsonic
game. _ So that, in strict truth, it was hardly fair play—it was almost
swindUng—the combination of these two great dons against that innocent married couple! Mr. Dale, it is true, was aware of tlds
disproportion ot force, and had often proposed, cither to clauge
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partners or to give odds—propositions always scornfully scouted bv
the Squu-e and his lady, so that the Parson was obUged to pocket his
conscience, together with the ten points which made his average
winnings.
The strangest thing in the world is the different way in which wlust
affects file temper. It is no test of temper, as some pretend—not at
aU ! The best-tempered pcop.e in the world grow snappish at whist;
and I have seeu the most testy and peevish in the ordinary affau-s ol
life bear their losses with the stoicism of Epictetus. This was notably
man-dested in the contrast between the present adversaries of the
Hall and the Rectory. The Sqidre, who was esteemed as choleric a
gentleman as most in the county, was the best-humoured fellow you
could imagine when you set hun down to whist opposite the sunny
face of his wife. You never heard one of those incorrigible blunderers
scold each other; on the contrary, they only laughed when they
threw away the game, with four by honours in their hands. The
utmost that was ever said was a " WeU, Harry, that was the oddest
trump of youi-s. Ho—ho—ho ! " or " Bless me, Hazeldean—why,
they made three tricks in clubs, aud you had the ace in your hand aU
the time ! Ha—ha—ha!"
.
Upon which occasions Captain Barnabas, with great good humour,
always echoed both the Squire's Ho—ho—ho ! aud i l r s . Hazeldean's
Ha—ha—ha.
Not so the Parson. He had so keen and sportsmanlike ;ui interest
in the game, that even Ids adversaries' mistakes ruffled him. And
you would hear him, with elevated voice and agitated gestures, laying
do-wn the law, quoting Hoyle, appealing to aU the powers of memory
and common sense against the very dcHuqucncies by wiiich he was
enriched—a waste of eloquence that always heightened the Idlarity
of Mr. aud Mrs. Hazeldean. Whde these four were tlius engaged,
Mrs. Dale, who had come with her husband despite her headache,
sate ou the sofa beside Miss Jemima, or rather lieside ]\1 iss Jemima's
FUmsey, which had aheady secured the centre of the sofa, and snarled
at the very idea of being disturbed. And blaster Frank—at a table
by himself—was employed sometimes in looking at his pumps, and
sometimes at Gdray's Caricatures, which his mother had provided for
his inteUectual requirements. Mrs. Dale, in her heart, Hked Miss
Jemiiua better thau Mrs. Hazeldean, of whom she v/as rather in awe,
not-withstanding they had been little girls together, and occasionaUy
stiU caUed each other Harry and Carry. But those tender duninutives
Dclonged to the " D e a r " genus, and were rarely employed by the
.adies, except at times when—had they been Httle guis stdl, and the
governess out of the way, they would have slapped and pinc'hed each
other. Mrs. Dale was stiU a very pretty woman, as Mrs. llazcldean
was still a very fine woman. Mrs. Dale pauited in water colours and
«ang, and made card-racks and pen-holders, aud was called an "elegant
accomplished woman." Mrs. Hazeldean cast up tke Squire's accounts'
wTote the best part of his letters, kept a large estabhshmcnt in
exceUent order, and was called " a clever, sensible woman." Mrs
Dale had headaches and nerves, Mrs. Hazeldean had neither nerves
nor headaches. Mrs. Dale said, " Harry had no real harm Ln her but
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was certaiidy verj' masculine." Mrs. Hazeldean said, " Carry would
be a good creature but for her airs and graces." Mrs. Dale said,
Mrs. Hazeldean was "just made to be a country squire's lady."
Mrs. Hazeldean said, " M r s . Dale was the last person ia the world
who ought to have been a parson's wife." Carry, when she spoke o^
Harry to a third person, said, " Dear Mrs. Hazeldean." Harry, whea
she referred incidentally to Carry, said, "Poor i l r s . Dale." And
now the reader knows why Mrs. Hazeldean caUedMrs. Dale "poor,"
at least as weU as I do. For, after aU, the word belonged to that
class in the female vocabulary which may be caUed " obscure significants," resembUng the Konx Ompax, which hath so puzzled the
inquirers into the Eleusinian Mysteries : the appHcation is rather to
be iUustrated than the meaning to be exactly explained.
" That's really a sweet little dog of yours, Jemima," said Mrs.
Dale, who was embroidering the word CAROLINE on the border of a
cambric pocket-handkerchief, but edguig a Httle farther off, as she
added, "he'U not bite, wiU he?"—"Dear me, n o ! " said iliss
Jemima • but (she added in a confidential whisper) " don't say he—
'tis a lady dog !" " Oh," said Mrs. Dale, edging off stdl farther, as
if that confession of the creature's sex did not sciwe to aUay her
apprehensions—" Oh, then, you carry your aversion to the gentlemen
even to lap-dogs—that is being consistent, indeed, Jemima!"
MISS J E M I M A . ^ I had a gentleman dog once—a pug!—pugs are
getting very scarce now.—I thought he was so fond of me—he
snapped at every one else ; the battles I fought for him! WeU, wUl
yon Dclieve—I had been staying with my friend Miss Smdecox at
Cheltenham. Knowing that WilHam is so hasty, and his boots are so
thick, I trembled to think what a kick might do. So, on coming here,
I left Buff—that was his name—with Miss Smdecox. (A pause.)
MRS. DALE (looking up languidly).—WeU, my love?
MISS JEMIMA.—WiU you beUeve it, I say, when I returned to
Cheltenham, only three months afterwards. Miss Smdecox had
seduced his affections from me, and the ungrateful creature did not
even know me again. A pug, too—yet people say pugs are faithful!! ! I am sure they ought to be, nasty things. I have never had
a gentleman dog since—they are aU aHke, beUeve me, heartless, selfish
creatures.
MRS. DALE.—Pugs ? I dare say they are!
MISS JEMIMA (with spirit).—MEN !—I told you it was a gentleman
dog!
]\IRS. DALE (apologeticaUy).—True, my love, but the whole thing
was so mixed up !
MISS JEMIMA.—You saw that cold-blooded case of Breach of Promise of Marriage in the papers—an old wretch, too, of sixty-four.
No age makes them a bit better. And when one thinks that the end
of all flesh is approaching, and that
MRS. DALE (quickly, for she prefers iliss Jemima's other hobby
to that black one upon which she is preparing to precede the bier of
the muverse).—Yes, my love, we'd avoid that subject, if you please.
Mr. Dale has his own opinions, and it becomes me, you know, as a
parson's wife (said smdingly: Mrs. Dale has as pretty a dimple sii
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any of Miss Jemima's, aud makes more of that one than Miss Jemima
of'three), to agree with him—that is in theology.
i l i s s JEMI:SIA (earnestly).—But the thing is so clear, if you wiU
but look mto
.
, __t n ^
MRS. DALE (putting her hand on Miss Jemima's Hps playfrdly).—
Not a word more. Pray, what do you think of the Squire's tenant
at the Casino, Signer Riccabocca? An interesting creature, is
not he ?
.
.
Miss JEMIMA.—Interesting! not to me. Interesting ? Vdiy is
he interestuig ?
Mrs. Dale is sdent, and turns her handkerchief in her pretty liitle
-vhite hands, appearmg to contemplate the R. in Caroline.
Miss JEMiJLi (half pettishly, haU" coaxingly).—^Vhy is he interesting ? I scarcely ever looked at hun; they say he smokes, and
never eats. Ugly, too!
M R S . DALE.—Ugly—no. A fine head—very Hke Dante's—but
what is beauty ?
Miss JE.IIIMA.—Very t r u e : what is it, mdeed? Yes, as you say,
1 tlunk there is somethmg interestuig about hhn; he looks melancholy, but that may be because he is poor.
M R S . D A L E . — I t is astonishing how Httle one feels poverty
when one loves. Charles and I were very poor once—before the
Sqiure
(Mrs. Dale paused, looked towards the Squire, aud murmured a blessing, the waiinth of which brought tears into her eyes).
Yes (she added, after a pause), w-e were very poor, but w-c were happy
even then—more thanks to Charles than to me (and tears from a new
source again dimmed those quick, lively eyes, as the little woman
gazed fondly on her husband, whose brows were kmt into a black
('.-own over a bad hand).
i l i s s JEJO^MA.—It is only those horrid men who think of money as
,1 source of happiness. I should be the last person to esteem a gentleman less because he was poor.
MRS DAI-E.—I wonder the Squhe does not ask Signer Riccabocca
here more often. Such an acquisition we find him !
The Squire's voice from the card-table.—" Whom ought I to ask
more often, Mrs. Dale ?"
Parson's voice, impatiently.—" Come—come—come. Squire: play
to my queen of diamonds—do !"
SQUIRE.—There, I trump it—pick up the trick, Mrs. H .
PARSON.—Stop ! stop! tramp my diamond?
The CAPTAIN (solemnly).—Trick tiu-ned; play on, Sqidre.
SQUIRE.—The king of diamonds.
M R S . HAZELDEAN.—Lord! Hazeldean; why, that's the most barefaced revoke—ha—ha—ha ! trump the queen of diamonds and play
(mt the king! well I never—ha—ha—ha!
CAPTAIN BAENARAS (in tenor).—Ha, ha, ha!

SQUIEE.—Ho—ho—ho! bless my soul; ho, ho, ho!
CAPTAIN BAENABAS (inbase).—Ho—ho—ho!

Parson's voice raised, but drowned by the laughter of his adversaries and the firm, clear tone of Ci\ptain Bam,abas - " Three to oui
score!—game!"
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(wipinghis eyes).—No help for it, Harry—deal ior me!
whom ought I to ask, Mrs. Dale? (waxing angry)._ First time I
ever heard the hospitaUty of Hazeldean caUed in question!
MES. DALE.—My dear sir, I beg a thousand pardons, but Usteners
—you know the proverb.
SQUIEE (growling Hke a bear).—I hear nothing but proverbs ever
since we had that Mounseer among us. Please to speak plainly, ma'am.
MES. DALE (sHding into a Httle temper at bemg thus roughly accosted).—It was of Mounseer, as you caU him, that I spoke, Mr.
Hazeldean.
SQUIEE.—What! •Rickeybockey?
MES. DALE (attempting the pure ItaHan accentuation).—Signer
Riccabocca.
PAESON (slapping his cards on the table in despair).—^Are we playing at whist, or are we not ?
The Squire, who is fourth player, drops the king to Captain Higginbotham's lead of the ace of hearts. Now the Captain has left queen,
knave, and two other hearts—four trumps to the queen and nothing
to win a trick with in the two other suits. This hand is therefore
precisely one of those in which, especiaUy after the fall of that king
of hearts in the adversary's hand, it becomes a matter of reasonable
doubt whether to lead trumps or not. The Captain hesita-les, and
not liking to play out his good hearts -with the certainty of their
being trumped by the Squire, nor, on the other hand, liking to open
the other suits, in which he has not a card that can assist his partner,
resolves, as becomes a military man, in such ddemma, to make a bold
push and lead out trumps, in the chance of finduig his partner strong,
and so bringing in his long suit.
SQUIRE (taldng advantage of the much meditating pause made by
the Captain).—Mrs. Dale, it is not my fault. I have asked Rickeybockey—time out of mind. But I suppose I am not fine enough foi
those foreign chaps. He'U not come—tnat's ad I know.
PAHSON (aghast at seeing the Captain play out trumps, of which he,
Mr. Dale, has only two, wherewith he expects to ruff the suit of
spades of which he has only one—the cards aU faUing in suits—whde
he has not a single other chance of a trick in his hand).—ReaUy,
Squire, we had better give up playing if you put out my partner jn
this extraordinary way—^jabber—^jabber—jabber!
SQUIEE.—WeU, we must be good children, Harry. What!—trumps,
Barney ? Thank ye for that! And the Squne might -^^ellbe gratefrJ,
for the unfortunate adversary has led up to ace king knave—with
two other tramps. _ Squire takes the Parson's ten v»ith his knave,
and plays out ace king; then, having cleared aU the trumps except
the Captain's queen and his o-wn remaining two, leads off tierce major
in that very suit of spades of which the Parson has only one—and the
Captain, indeed, but two—forces out the Captain's queen, and -wins
the game in a canter.
PAESON (with a look at the Captain which might have become the
awful brows of Jove, when about to thunder).—That, I suppose, is
the new-fashioned liondon play! In my time the rule was. " Y'.y^
save the game, then try to -win i t "
SQUIRE
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CAPTAIN.—Could not save it, sir.
PAHSON (exploding).—Not save it!—two ruffs in my own h a n d two tricks certain tdl you took them out! Monstrous! _ The rashest
trump,—Seizes the cards—spreads them on the table, Up quivering,
hands trembluig—tries to show how five tricks could have been
gained—(N.B. I t is short whist, which Captain Bai-nabas h-ad introduced at the Hall) can't make out more than four—Captain smdes
triumphantly—Parson in a passion, and not at aU conviuced, mixes
all -the cards together again, and falUng back in his chair, groans,
with tears in his voice—" The cruelest trump! the most wanton
cruelty !"
The Hazeldeans in chorus.—" Ho—ho—ho ! Ha—ha—ha ! "
The Captain, who does not laugh this time, and whose turn it is to
deal, shuffles the cards for the contiuering game of the rubber with as
much caution and proHxity as Fabius might have employed ui posting
his men. The Squire gets up to stretch his legs, and, the insinuation
agauist his hospitaUty recurnug to his thoughts, caUs out to his wife
—" Write to Rickeybockey to-morrow yourself, Harrv, and ask him
to come and spend two or three days here. There, Mrs. Dale, you
hear m e ? "
" Yes," said Mrs. Dale, putting her hands to her ears in implied
rebuke at the loudness ot the Squire's tone. " My dear sir, do remember that I'm a sad nervous creature."
" Beg pardon," muttered Mr. Hazeldean, turning to his son, who,
havhig got tired of the caricatures, had fished out for hhuself the
great foUo County History, which was the only book in the library
that the Sqiure much valued, and which he usuaUv kept under lock
and key, in his study, together wdh the field-books and steward's
accounts, but which he had reluctantly taken into the drawin?-room
that day, ui order to oblige Captain Higginbotham. For the Higginbothams—an old Saxon famdy, as the name evidentlv denotes-had
once possessed lands in that very county. And the Captain, during
his \isds to Hazeldean HaU, was regularly in the habit of asking to
look into the County History, for the purpose of refreshmg his eyes,
and renovating his sense of ancestral diijnity, with the foUowing
paragraph therein:—" To the left of the village of Dundcr and pleasantly situated iu a hoUow, lies Botham HaU, the residence of the
ancient famdy of Higgiubotham, as it is now commoidy called Yet
it appears by the county roUs, aud sundry old deeds, that the famdy
lormerly styled itself Higgcs, tiU the iManor House Iving in Bothani
they gradually assumed the appeUation of Higsces-in-Botham and in
process of tune, yielding to the corruptions Vf the vid"-ar lii"-n-iu.
botham."
° '
^°
" What, Frank! my County History !" cried the Squire. " i l r s H
he has got my County History !"
' ''
" WeU, Hazeldean, it is time he should know somethiu" about the
County."
"
" Ay, and History too," said Mrs. Dale, malevolentlv, for the Httle
temper was by no means blown over.
FEANK.—I'U not hurt it, I assure you, sn-. But Pm verv murh
interested just at present.
•'

V A R I E T I E S IN ENGLISH LIFE.

49

The CAPTAIN (putting down the cards to cut).—You've got hold of
that passage about Botham Hall, page 70G, eh ?
FEANK.-^-NO ; I was trying to make out how far it is to i l r . I/e-die's
place. Rood Hall. Do you know, mother ?
ilRS. HAZELDEAN.—I can't say I do. The Leslies don't mix with
the county; and Rood lies very much out of the way.
JJ'RANK:.-"Why don't they mix with the county ?
MRS. HAZELDEAN.—I beUeve they are poor, and therefore I suppose they are proud : they are an old famdy.
PARSON (thriunming on the table with great impatience).—Old
fiddledee !—talkmg of old famiUes when the cards have been shuffled
this haU'-hour ?
CAPTAIN BARNABAS.—WiU you cut for your partner, ma'am ?

SQUIRE (who has been Hsten'ing to Frank's inquiries with a musing
air).—Why do you want to know the distance to Rood HaU':'
FRANK (rather hesitatingly).—Because Randal LesUe is there for
the hoHdays, sir.
PARSON.—Your wife has cut for you, i l r . Hazeldean. I don't
think it was quite fah-; and my partner has turned up a deuce—
deuce of hearts. Please to come and play, if you mean to play.
The Squire returns to the table, and ui a few mmutes the game is
decided by a dexterous finesse of the Captain against the Hazeldeaus.
The clock strdces ten; the servants enter with a tray; the Squire
counts up Ids own and his wife's Iqsings ; and the Captain and Parson
divide sixteen shiUings between them.
SQUIRE.—There, Parson, I hope now you'U lie in a better humour.
You win enough out of us to set up a coach-and-four.
" T u t ! " muttered the Parson; " at the cud of the year, I'm not a
penny the richer for it aU."
And, indeed, monstrous as that assertion seemed, it was perfectly
true, for the Parson portioned out his gains into three divisions.
One-third he gave to i l r s . Dale, for her own special pocket-money;
wdiat became of the second thu-d he never o-wned even to his better
half; but certain it was, that every time the Parson won seven-andsixpence, haU'-a-crow-n, wluch nobody could account for, fomid its way
to the poor-box; whde the remaining third the Parson, it is true,
openly and avowedly retained; but I have no manner of doubt that,
at the year's end, it got to the poor quite as safely as if it had been
put mto the box.
The party had now gathered round the tray, and were helping themselves to wdie and water, or wine without w ater—except Fraiik, who
stiU remained poring over the map in the County History, with his
head leaning on his hands, and Ids fingers plunged in his hair.
" Frank," said i l r s . Hazeldean, " I never saw you so studious
befOTc."
Fr.ank started up and coloured, as if ashamed of being accused of
too much study in anything.
The SQUIRE (with a Httle embarrassment in his voice).—Pray
Frank, what do you know of Randal LesUe ?
" Why, sir, he is at Eatou."
" What sort of a boy is he ? " asked Mrs. llaaeldean.
''OL ;.
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Frank hesitated, as d reflecting, and then answered,—" They sr.y hi
IS the cleverest boy in the school. But then he saps-"
" In other words," said ilr. Dale, -with proper parsonic gravity
" he understands that he was sent to school to learn his lessons, anil
he learns them. You caU that sapping,—I caU it domg his duty.
But, pray, who and what is this Randal LesUe, that you look so dis ,
com'posed. Squire ?"
.
,
i
" \Vho and what is he ?" repeated the Sqiure, m a low gro-svl
"Why, you know, ilr. Audley Egerton married iliss Leslie, the
"•Tcat heiress; and this boy is a relation of hers. I may say," added
the Squire, "that he is a near relation of mine, for his grandmother
was a Hazeldean. But all I know about the LesUes is, that Mr.
Egerton, as I am told, having no children of his own, took up young
Randal (when his w ife died, poor woman), pays for his schoohng, and
has, I suppose, adopted the boy as his heir. Quite welcome. Frank
and I want nothing from ilr. Audley Egerton, thank Heaven!"
" I can weU believe in your brother's generosity to Ids wife's kindred," said the Parson, sturddy, " for I am sure ilr. Egerton is a man
of strong fceluig."
""Wljat the deuce do you know about ilr. Egerton? I don't suppose you could ever have even spoken to him."
" Yes," said the Parson, colouring up, and looking confused, " I had
some conversation with hun once;" aud observing the Squire's surprise, he added,—"wheu I was curate at Lansmere, and about a
painfid business connected with the famdy of one of my parishioners."
" Oh ! one of your parishioners at Lansmere,—one of the constituents Mr. Audley Egerton threw over, after aU the pains I had
taken to get him his seat. Rather odd you should never have mentioned this before, Mr. Dale ! "
" My dear sir," said the Parson, sinking his voice, and in a mild
tone of concdiatory expostulation, "you are so initable whenever
Mr. Egerton's name is mentioned at aU."
'Irritable!" exclaimed the Squire, whose wrath had long been
snnmeruig, and now fairly boded over. " Irritable, sir!—I should
think so: a man for whom I stood godfather at the hustmgs, Mr
Dale!—a man for whose sake I was called a ' prize ox,' Mr. Dale !—
a man for whom I was hissed in a market-place, ilr. Dale!—a man
for whom I was shot at, rn cold blood, by an officer m his Majest/s
service, who lodged a bad m my right shoulder, ilr. Dale!—a man
who had the mgratitude, after aU tlus, to turn his back on the landed
mterest,—to deny that there was any agricultural distress in a year
which broke three ot the best farmers I ever had, MJr. Dale '—a man,
sir, who made a speech on the Currency, which was compUmented by
Ricardo, a Jew! Good Heavens ! a pretty parson you are, to stand
up for a feUow compHmented by a Jew! Nice ideas you must have
of Christianity. Irritable, sir!" now fairly roared the Squhe addmg
to the thunder of his voice the cloud of a brtfw which evinced a
menacing ferocity that might_ have done honour to Bussy d'Ambois
orFightmg Fitzgerald.
Sir, d that man had not been mv ow;
owa
half-brother, I'd have called him out. I have stood my ground befor
fora
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now. I have had a baU in my right shoulder. Sh, I'd have caUed
nim out."
'• Mr. Hazeldean!—Mr. Hazeldean! I'm shocked at you," cried the
Parson; and, putting his Hps close to the Squire's ear, he went on in a
whisper,—" What an example to your son! You'U have him fighting
duels one of these days, and nobody to blame but yourself."
This warning cooled Mr. Hazeldean; and muttering, " Why the
deuce did you set me off ? " he feU back into his chair, and began to
fan himself with his pocket-handkerchief.
The Parson skdfuUy and remorselessly pursued the advantage he
had gained. " And now, that you may have it in your power to show
civdity and kindness to a boy whom i L . Egerton has taken up, out
of respect to his wife's memory—a kinsman, you say, of youj own,—
and who has never offended you,—a boy whose diUgence in his studies
proves him to be an exceUent companion to your son—Frank (here
the Parson raised his voice), I suppose you would Hke to call on
young LesUe, as you were studying tne county map so attentively ? '•"
" Why, yes," answered Frank, rather timidly, " if my father doci
not object to it. Leslie has been very kind to me, though he is iu
the sixth form, and, indeed, almost the head of the school."
"Ah!" said Mrs. Hazeldean, "one studious boy has a feUowfeehng for another; and though you enjoy your hoUdays, Frank, I am
sure you read hard at school."
ilrs. Dale opened her eyes very •wide, and stared in astonishment.
ilrs. Hazeldean retorted that look with great animation. " Yes,
Carry," said she, tossing her head, " though you may not think Frank
clever, his mastersfindhim so. He got a prize last half. That beautiful book, Frank—hold up your head, my love,—what did you get it
for ? "
FEANK Reluctantly).—Verses, ma'am.
JVtas. HAZELDEAN (with triumph).—Verses! — there, Carrj.
verses!
FRANK (in a hui-ried tone).—Yes, but LesHe -wrote them for me.
MRS. HAZELDEAN (recoiling).—0 Fraiik! a prize for what anothe:
did for you—that was mean.
FRANK (iagenuously).—You can't be more ashamed, mother, tlun
I was when they gave me the prize.
Mjis. DALE (though previously provoked at being snubbed by
Harry, now showing the triumph of generosity over temper).—I beg
your pardon, Frank. Your mother must be as proud ot that shame
as she was of the prize.
Mrs. Hazeldean puts her arm round Frank's neck, smdes beamingly on Mrs. Dale, and converses with her son in a low tone about
Randal LesUe. Miss Jemima now approached Carry, and said in an
"aside,"—"But we are forgetting poor Mi-. Riccabocca. Mrs.
Hazeldean, though the dearest creature in the world, has such a
blunt way of inviting people—don't you think if you were to say a
word to hhn. Carry ?"
ilRS. DALE (kindly, as she -wraps her shawl round her7.—Suppose
you wrrite the note yourself. Meanwhile, I shad see him, no doubt.
PAFVSON (putting his hand on the Squire's shordder).—You forpi/a
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my impertinence, my kind friend. W e paTMn;,^, yon tnow, are apt
to take strange liberties, when w-e honoui- and love folks, as I do.
" Pish," said the Sqidi-e; but his hearty smde came to his Hps in
spite of himself.—"You always get your own way, and I suppo."*
Frank must iflde over and see this pet of my—"
"Brother's," quoth the Parson, concluduig the sentence in a tone
which gave to the sweet word so sweet a sound that the Squire would
not coirect the Parson, as he had been about to correct himself.
Mr. Dale moved on;_ but as he passed Captain Barnabas, the
bciuguant character of his countenance changed sadly.
" T h e cruelest trump. Captain Higginbotham!" said he sternly,
and stalked by—majestic.
The night was so fine that the Parson and his wife, as they walked
home, wade a Httle detour through the shrubbery.
iliis. DALE.—1 think I h.-ive done a good piece of work to-rught.
PARSON (rousing himself from a reverie).—Have ymi. Carry?—it
will be a very pretty handkerchief.
i l n s . D.ALE.—Handkerchief!—nonsense, dear. Don't you thiidc
it would be a very happy thing for both d' Jemima and Sigiior Riccabocca could be brouijht together?
PAESON.—Brought, together!
AIRS. DALE.—You do snap up one so, my dear—I mc.'.n if I could
make a match of it.
P A R S O N . - I think Riccabocca is a match already, not only for
Jemima, but yourself into the bargain.
i-Ins. DALE (smiling loftdy).—A\'cU, we shall ^ee. "Was not
Jemima's fortune about £4 000 ?
PARSON (dreamdy, for he is relapsing r;.^t into his mterruplcd
reverie).—Ay—ay—1 daro say.
MRS. DJVLE.—Aud she must have saved ! I dare sav it is nearly
i.6,000 by this time;—cli! Charles dear, vou r(;aUy a'rc so—good
gracious, what's that!
As ilrs Dale made this exclamation, they had just emerged from
the shrubbery mto the village greea.
PARSON.—What's what ?
^ MRS. DALE (pinching her huuband's arm verv uimnn"-lv) —That
tLinig—there—there.
'
" "^
PAKSON.-Only tlic new stocks, CariT; I don't wonder they
frighten you, tor you are a very sensible woman. 1 only wish the"
w-uuld irighten the bqiure.
•*

CIL\PTER X n i .
Supposed to be a tetter from Mrs. Hazeldean to A v;rrrhn^p„ A/7
m
Casino; but edited, and indeed composed;
t^^fXt'^^a
ilitzeldeau.
" D E A R SIR,—To a fceUng heart it must always be painful to
give pain to another, and (though I am sure unconscionslv) vou have
giveu the greatest pain to poor i L . Hazeldean and myself indeed to
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all our Httle circle, in so crucUy refusing our attempts to become
better acquainted with a gentleman we so highly ESTEEM. DO, pray,
dear sir, make us the amende honorable, and give us the pleasure of
your company for a few days at the HaU! May we expect you
Saturday next ?—our dinner hour is six o'clock.
" With the best comphments of i l r . and iliss Jemima Hazeldean,
" BeUeve mc, my dear Sir, yours truly,
" H. H.
" Hazeldean Had."
iliss Jemima having carefuUy sealed this note, wluch i l r s . Hazeldean had very wdlingly deputed her to write, took it herself into the
stable-yard, in order to give the groom proper instnictions to wait
for an answer. But whde she was speaking to the man, Frank,
equipped for riding with more thau his usual dandyism, came into
the yard, caUing for Ins pony in a loud voice, and singUng out the
very groom whom iliss Jemima was addressing—for, indeed, he was
the smartest of aU m the Squire's stables—told him to saddle the
grey pad, and accompany the pony.
' No, Frank," said iliss Jemuna, " you can't have George; your
father wants him to go ou a message—you can take i l a t . "
" ilat, indeed!" said Frank, grumbling with some reason; for
ilat was a surly old feUow, who tied a most indefensible neckcloth,
and always contrived to have a great patch in his boots;—besides,
he caUed Frank "ilaster," and obstinately refused to trot down
hill;—"Mat, indeed!—let i l a t take the message, and George go
with me."
But iliss Jemima had also her reasons for rejectmg i l a t . Alat's foible
was not servdity, and he always showed true Enghsh independence in
aU houses wiiere he was not invited to take his ale in the servants'
hall, i l a t might offend Signer Riccabocca, and spod aU. An
animated altercation ensued, in the midst of which tne Squire and
his wife entered the yard, with the intention of driving in the conjugal gig to the market town. The matter was referred to the
natm'al umpire by both the contending parties.
The Sqidre looked -with great contempt on his son. " And wdiat
do you want a groom at all for ? Are you afraid of tumbling oft' the
pony ? "
FRANK.—No, sir; but I Hke to go as a gentleman, when I pay a
visit to a gentleman!
SQUIRE (in high wrath).—You precious puppy! 1 think I'm as
good a gentlemanas you any day, and I should Hke to know when
you ever saw me ride to call on a neighbour with a feUow jingling at
my heels, like that upstart Ned Spaukie, whose father kept a cottounidl. First time I ever heard of a Hazeldean thinking a Hvery-coat
was necessary to prove Ids gentiUty!
ilRs. HAZELDEAN (observmg Fi-ank colourmg, and about to reply).
—Hush, Frank, never answer your father,—and you are going to call
on Mr. Leslie ?
" Yes, ma'am, and I am very much obliged to my father for letting
me." said Franlc, taking the Squire's hand.

'ci:

Ml- NOVEL; o i l ,

" W"ell, but Frank," contmued i L s . Hazeldean, " I think you heard
that the LesHes were very poor."
FRANK.—Eh, mother ?
M R S . HAZELDEAN.—And would you run the chance of wounding
the pride of a gentleman, as weU born as yourself, by affecturg any
show of being richer than he is ?
SQUIRE (-with great admiration).—Harry, I'd give ten pounds to
have said that!
FRANK (leaving the Squire's hand to take his mother's).—You're
quite right, mother—nothing could be more snobbish!
SQUIRE.—Give us your fist, too, sir; you'll be a chip of the old
block, after aU.
Frank smiled and walked off to his pony.
M R S . HAZELDEAN (to iliss Jeudma).—Is that the note you were
to write for me ?
Miss JEMIMA.—Yes ; I supposed you did not care about seeing it,
so I have sealed it, aud given it to George.
ilRs. HAZELDEAN.—But Frank wdl pass close by the Casino on
his way to the LesHes' I t may he more civd if' he leaves the note
himself.
M I S S JEMIMA (liesitatmgly).—DO you tliuik so ?

M R S . HAZELDEAN.-Yes, certainly. Frank—Frank—as you pass
by the Casuio, caU on i l r . Riccabocca, give this note, and say we
shaU be heartdy glad if he wdl come.
Frank nods.
"Stop a bit,'' cried the Sqtdre. " I f Rickeybockey's at home,
'tis ten to one if he don't ask you to take a glass of wuie ! If he
does, mind, 'tis worse than asking you to take a turn on the rack.
Faugh! you remember, Harry ?—1 thought it was aU up with me."
"Yes," cried i l r s . Hazeldean; "for Heaven's sake, not a drop.
Ume, mdee-i!"
" Don't talk of it," cried the Squire, makuig a wry face
"I'U take care, s i r ! " said Frank, laughkg as he disappeared
within the stable, foUo-sved by iliss Jemima, who now coaxingly
makes it up -with him, and does not leave off her admonitions t o b e
extremely pohte to the poor foreign gentleman tiU Frank gets his
foot mto the sturup, and the pony, who knows whom he has got to
deal with, gives a preparatory plunge or two, and then darts out oi
the jrjsd.
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BOOK I I .
I N I T I A L CHAPTER.
I N F O R M I N G CHE EE.VDER HOW THIS WOEK CAME TO HAVE INITIAi.
CHAPTERS.

" THERE can't be a doubt," said my father, " that to each of the
main di-visions of your v/ork—whether you caU them Books or Parts
—vou should prefix an Initial or Introductory Chapter."
PISISTRATUS.—Can't be a doubt, sir! IVhy so ? ^
M R . CAXTON.—Fielding lays it down as an indispensable rule,
which he supports by his example; and Fielding was an artistical
writer, and knew what he was about.
PISISTRATUS.—Do you remember any of his reasons, sir ?
M E . CAXTON.—Why, indeed, Fielcdng says very justly, that he is
not bound to assign any reasou; but he does assign a good many,
here and there—to find which, 1 refer you to Tom Jones. I wiU cidy
observe, that one of his reasons, which is unanswerable, runs to the
effect that thus, in every Part or Book, the reader has the advantage
of beginidng at the fourth or fifth page instead of the first—" a
matter by no means of trivial consequence," saith Fielding, " t o
persons who read books with no other vdew than to say they have
read them—a more general motive to reading than is commonly
imagined; and from which not oidy law books and good books,
but the pages of Homer and VirgU, of S-wift and Cervantes,
have been often tm-ned over." There, cried my father triumphantly,
I wdl lay a shUling to twopence that I have quoted the very
words.
MRS. CAXTON.—Dear me! that only means skipping: I don't
see any great advantage in writing a chapter, merely for people to
skip it.
PISISTRATUS.—Neither do I.

Mil. CAXTON (dogmaticaUy).—^It is the repose in the picture—
Fielding caUs it " contrast"—(stdl more dogmaticaUy) I say theie
can't be a doubt about it. Besides (added my father af+er a pause),
besides, this usage gives you opportunities to explain what has gone
before, or to prepare for what's coming; or, since Fielding contends,
with great truth, that some leamuig is necessary for this kind of
historical composition, it allows you, naturaUy and easdy, the introvluction of Hght and pleasant ornaments of that nature. At each
lliglit in the terrace, you may give the eye the reUef of an urn or a
Btalue. Moreover, when so inclined, you create proper pausing
places for reflection; and complete by a separate, yet hannordous
p.thical department, the design of a work, which is but a mere ilothej
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Goose's tale if it does not embrace a general view of the thoughts
and action's of marmnd.
• .^- , , .
.,
x,
PISISTRATUS.—But then, in these initial chapters, the author
thrusts himself forward; aud just when y(jii want to get on with
the dramatis personm, you find yourseU' face to face with the poet
1 '

If

M E . CAXTON.—^Pooh ! you can contrive to prevent that! Imitate
the chorus of the Greek stage, who fiU up the intervals between
tlie action by saymg what the author would otherwise say in his own
person.
PISISTRATUS (sidy).—That's a good idea, s h ; and I have a chorus,
and a choregus too, aheady ui my eye.
M R . CAXTON (unsuspectingly).—Alia! you are not, so dull a fcUow
as you would make yourself out to be; and, even if an author did
thrust himseU' forward, what objection is there to t hat ? It is a mere
affectation to suppose that a book can come into the world without
an author. Every child has a father—one father at least, as the great
Conde says very weU in his poem.
PISISTRATUS.—The great Conde a poet!—I uever heard that
before.
i l n . CAXTON.—I don't sayhe w-as a poet, but he sent a poem to
Madame de ilontansier. Envious critics tliink that he must have
paid somebody else to write it; but tlicie is no reason why a great
captain shoidd not write a pocin; I don't say a good poem, but a
poem. I wonder, Roland, d' IheDidve ever tried Ids hand at " Stanzas
to Mary," or " Lines to a sleeping babe."
CAPTAIN ROLAND.—Austin, I'm ashamed of you. Of course, the
Duke could write poetry if ho pleased—somethiiic:, I dare say, in the
way of the great Conde; that is, something warUke aud heroic, I'd
be bound. Let's hear!
ilR. CAXTON (reciting)—
" Telle est du Ciel la loi severe
Qu'il faut qu'un enfant ait un pure On dit meme quelquc fois
Tel enfant en a jusqu'atrois."*

CAPTAIN ROLAND (greatly disgusted). Conde write such stuff!—
I don't- beHeve it.
PISISTRATUS.—I do, and accept the quotation• -lou and Roland
shaU be joint fathers to my chdd as weU as myself'.' "
" Tel enfant en a jusqu'a trois."

M R . CAXTON (solemnly).—I refuse the profi'ercd patcndt^-• but so
far as administering a Httle wholesome castigation, now aiicf then 1
have no objection to join in the discharge of a father's dutv
'
PISISTRATUS.—Agreed. Have you anything to say a-^aiast the
infant hitherto ?
'^
* Paraplirase:—

" That eacli child has a father
Is Nature's decree;
But, to judge by- a rumour,
Some children have tlires.'
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ilR. CAXTON.—He is in long clothes at present; let us wait tiU he
can walk.
BLANCHE.—But pray, whom do you mean for a hero ?—and is Miss
Jemima your heroine ?
CAPTAIN ROLAND.—There is some mysterv about t h e ^

PISISTRATUS (hastily). Hush, uncle: no Icttingthe cat out of the
bag yet. Listen aU of you! I left Frank Hazeldean on his way to
the Casino.
CHAPTER I I .
" I T is a sweet pretty place," thought Frank, as lie opened the
gate wdiich led across the fields to the Casino, that siiided down upon
him with its plaster pdasters. " I wonder, though, that my father,
who is so particular in general, suffers the carriage-road to be so
fuU of holes and weeds. Mounseer does not receive many visits, I
take it."
But when Frank got uito the ground immediately before the
house, he saw no cause of complaint as to want of order and repair.
Nothing could be kept more neatly. Frank was ashamed of the dint
made by the pony's hoofs in the smooth gravel: he dismounted, tied
the aidmal to the wicket, and went on foot tow-ards the glass door in
front.
He rang the bell once, twice, but nobody came, for the old womanservant, who was hard of hearing, was far away in the yard, searching for any eggs which the hen might have scandalously hidden from
cuHnary purposes ; and Jackeymo was fishing for the sticklebacks
and muinows, which were, when caught, to assist the e^gs, when
fomid, in keeping together the bodies and souls of himself and his
master. The old woman had been lately put upon board-wages—
lucky old woman! Frank rang a third time, and with the impetuosily of his age. A face peeped from the Belvidere on the terrace.
"Diavolo!" said Dr. Riccabocca to Idmself. "Young cocks crow
hard on their own dunghdl; it must be a cock of a high race tc crow
so loud at another's."
Therewith he shambled out of the summer-house, and appeared
suddenly before Frank, in a very wizard-like dressing-robe of black
serge, a red cap on his head, and a cloud of smoke coming rapidly
from his Hps, as a final consolatory whiff, before he removed the pipe
from them. Frank had indeed seen the Doctor before, but never in
so scholastic a costume, and he was a Httle startled by the apparition
at his elbow, as he turned round.
" Siguorino" (young gentleman), said the ItaHan, taking off Ids
cap with his usual m'banity, " pardon the negligence of my people—
I am too happy to receive your commands iu person."
" Dr. Rickeybockey?" stammered Frank, much confused by this
poUte address, and the low, yet stately, bow with which it was accompanied. " I — I have a note from the haU. Mamma—that is, my
mother—and aunt Jemima beg their best compHments, and hone yon
wdl come, sir."
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The Doctor took the noie with another bow, and, opening the glass
door, uivited Fraiik to cuter.
The young gentleman, -with a schoolboy's usual bluntness, was
about to say that he was in a hurry, and had rather not;" but Dr.
Riccabocca's grand manner awed him, while a glimpse of the had
excited his cuiiosity—so he silently obeyed the invitation.
The hall, which was of an octagon shape, had been originaUy
paneUed off into compartments, and in these the ItaHan had pamted
landscapes, rich with the warm sunny Hght of his native cUmate.
Frank was no judge of the art displayed; but he was greatly strack
with the scenes depicted: they were aU views of some lake, real or
ima,ginary—in all, dark-blue shining waters reflected dark-blue placid
skies. In one, a fUght of steps descended to the lake, and a gay
group was seeu feasting on the margin; hr another, suiiset threw its
rose-hues over a vast -vdla or palace, backed by Alpine hdls, and
flanked by long arcades of vines, while pleasure-boats skimmed over
the waves below. In short, throughout aU the eight compartments,
the scene, though it differed in detads, presen-ed the same general
character, as if illustrating some favourite locality. The Itfdjan did
not, however, evince any desire to do the honours of his OWTI art, but,
preceding Frank across the liaU, opened the door of his usual sittingroom, and requested him to enter. Frank did so, rather reluctantly,
and seated himself -with unwonted bashfulness on the edge of a chair.
But here new specimens of the Doctor's haudleraft soon riveted attention. The room had been originaUy papered; but Riccabocca had
stretched canvas over the waUs, and painted thereon sundry sathical
de-vices, each separated from the other by scroU-works of fantastic
arabesques. Here a Cupid was trundUng a wheel-barrow fuU oi
hearts, which he appeared to be seUuig to an u^lv old fellow, with a
money-bag in his hand—probably Plutus. There t)iogenes might be
seen walbng through a market-place, with his lantern iu his hand, hi
search of au honest man, whilst the chUdren jeered at him, and the
curs snapped at his heels. In another place, a Hon was seen half
dressed m a fox's hide, whde a wolf in a sheep's mask was conversing
very amicably with a young lamb. Here agani might be seen the
geese stretehmg out their necks from the Roman Capitol m full
cackle, whde the stout invaders were beheld in the distance running
off as hard as they could. In short, in aU these quabt ent'ablaturea
some pithy sarcasm was symbohcaUy conveyed; only over the mantelpiece was the design graver and more touching It was the fi"Tir° oi
a inan in a pdgrun's garb, chabied to the earth by smaU but hmui^erable Hgaments, whde a phantom lieness of himself his shadow was
seen hastening down what seemed an interminable vista • and underneath were written the pathetic words of Horace—
•' Patriae quis exul
Se quoque f u g i t ? "

(" "Wliat exde from bis country can also fly from himself ^"') I'he
furniture of the room was extremely simple, and somewhat scantv •
yet it was arranged so as to impart an air of taste and elen-auce "to
the room. Even a few plaster busts and statues, though bouo-ht but
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of some liumble itinerant-, had their classical effect, gHstening from
out stands of flowers tli;it were grouped around them, or backed by
graceful screen-works formed from twisted osiers, which, by the
simple contrivance of trays at the bottom. Idled with earth, served
for living parasitical plants, with gay flowers contrasting thick ivy
leaves, and gave to the whole room the aspect of a bower.
" May I ask your permission ?" said the ItaHan, with his finger on
the seal of the letter.
" Oh yes," said Frank with naivete.
Riccabocca broke the seal, and a sUght smde stole over his countenance. Then he turned a Httle aside from Frank, shaded his face
with his hand, and seemed to muse. " ilrs. Hazeldean," said he at
last, " does me very great honour. I hardly recognise her handwriting, or I should have been more impatient to open the letter."
The dark eyes were Hfted over the spectacles, and went right into
Frank's unprotected and undiplomatic heart. The doctor raised the
note, and pointed to the characters with his forefinger.
" Cousin Jemima's hand," said Frank, as directly as if the question
had been put to him.
The ItaHan smded. " Mr. Hazeldean has company staying with
hun?"
" No; that is, only Bamey—the Captain. There's seldom much
company before the shooting season," added Frank with a sUght
sigh; " and then, you know, the hoHdays are over. For my part, I
tmnk we ought to break up a month later."
The Doctor seemed re-assured by the first sentence in Frank's
reply, and, seating himself at the table, -wrote his answer—noL hastdy,
as weEngUsh write, but with care and precision, Hke one accustomed
to weigh the nature of words—in that stiff ItaHan hand, which aUows
the -writer so much time to think whde he forms his letters. He did
not, therefore, reply at once to Frank's remark about the hoHdays,
but was sdent tiU he had concluded his note, read it three times
over, sealed it by the taper he slowly Hghted, and then, giving it to
Frank, he said—
" For your sake, young gentleman, I regret that your hoHdays are
so early; for mine, I must rejoice, since I accept the kind invitation
you have rendered doubly gratifying by bringing it yoiu-self."
" Deuce take the feUow and his fine speeches ! One don't know
which way to look," thought EngHsh Frank.
The ItaHan smUed again, as if this tune he had read the boy's
heart, without need of those piercing black eyes, and said, less cereaioniously than before, " You don't care much for compHments,
yoimg gentleman ?"
" No, I don't indeed," said Frank heartdy.
" So much the better for you, since your way in the world is made;
it would be so much the W'orse if you had to make it!"
Frank looked puzzled: the thought was too deep for him—so he
turned to the pictures.
" Those are very funny," said he: " they seem capit.-dly done.
WhocM'em?"
" Sisnorino Hazeldean, you are giving me what yon refused youiself.''

50

Mt NOVEL; o a ,

" E h ? " said Frank inqidringly.
" Coniplunents!"
" Oh—I—no; but they are weU done : ar'n't they, sir?
" Not particularly: you speak to the artist."
" What! you pamted them ?"
" Yes."
" And the pictures in the haU?"
" Those too."
" T a k e n from nature, e h ? "
.
_^
" Nature," said the ItaUan sententiousl}', perhaps evasively, iCK
nothing be taken frora her."
" O h ! " said Frank, puzzled again. " "WeU, I must wish you good
monuna:, sir; I am very glad you are coming."
" W^ithout compliment?"
" Without compUment."
" yi riredersi—good-by for the present, my young Siguorino. Tlus
way," observing Frank make a bolt towards the wrong door.
" Can I ott'er you a glass of -wine ?—it is pure, of our own making."
" No, thaidc you, indeed, sir," cried Frank, suddeidy rccoUectmg
his father's admorutiou. " Good-by, don't trouble yourself, sir; I
know my way now."
But the bland Italian followed his guest to the wdcket, where Frank
had left the pony. The young gentleman, afraid lest so courteous a
a host should hold the sthrup for lum, twitched off the bridle, and
moimted in haste, not even stayuig to ask if the ItaHan could put
liim in the way to Rood II aU, ot which way he was profoundly ignorant. The IfaUan's eye foUowed the boy as he rode up the ascent in
the lane, and the Doctor sighed heavdy. " The wiser we grow," said
he to himself, "the more w^e regret the age of our foUies : it is better
to gaUop with a Hght heart up the stony hUl than sit in the summerhouse aud cry ' How true!' to the stony truths of ilachiaveUi!"
With that he turned back into the Belvidere; but he could not
resume his studies. He remained some minutes gazing on the
prospect, tdl the prospect reminded him of the fields which Jackeymo
wa? bent on his hiring, aud the fields reminded him of Lenny FairfieiJ. He returned to the house, and m a few moments re-ei'nerged
in his out-of-door trim, with cloak and umbreUa, re-lighted his pipe,
and stroUed towards Hazeldean viUage.
ileanwhde Frank, after cantering on for some distance, stopped at
a cottage, and there learned that there was a short cut across the
fields to Rood HaU, by which he could save neariy three mdes.
Frank, however, missed the short eat, aud came out into the high
road: a turnpike keeper, after first taking his toU, put hun back
again into the short cut; and finaUy, he got into some green ianes,
A e r c a dilapidated finger-post directed him to Rood. Late at noon,
having ridden fifteen mdes m the desire to reduce ten to seven, he
came suddenly upon a wdd and primdive piece of ground, that
seemed half chace, half common, with crazy tumbledown cottages of
villanous aspect scattered about m odd nooks and comers; idle, dirty
children were making mud nies on the road; slovenly-lo'okhig
women were plaiting straw at Uie thresliolds; a large but forlorn and
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decayed church, that seemed to say that the generation which saw it
Imdt was more pious than the generation which now resorted to it,
stood boldly and nakedly out by the roadside.
" I s this the vdlage of R o o d ? " asked Frank of a stout young man
breakuig stones on the road^sad sign that no better labour could be
found for him!
The man suUenlv nodded, and continued his work.
" And where's the HaU—Mr. Leshe's ? "
The man looked up in stoUd surnrise, and this time touched his
hat.
" Be you going there ? "
" Yes, if I can find out where it is."
" I'll show your honour," said the boor alertly.
Frank reined in the pony, and the man walked by his side.
Frank was much of his father's son, despite the dift'erence of age,
and that more fastidious change of mianner which characterises each
succeedmg race in the progress of civUisation. Despite aU his Eton
finery, he was famiUar with peasants, and had the quick eye of one
country-bom as to country matters.
" You don't seem very weU off ui this viUage, my man ? " said he,
knowingly.
" Noa; there be a deal of distress here in the winter time, mid
summer too, for that matter; and the parish beii't much help to a
single man."
" But, surely, the farmers want work here as weU as elsewhere ? "
"'Deed, and there ben't much farming work here—most o' the
parish be aU wild ground loike."
" T h e poor have a right of common, I suppose," said Frank, surveying a large assortment of vagabond birds and quadrupeds.
" Y e s ; neighbour Timmins keeps his geese on the common, and
some has a cow—and them be neighbour dowlas's pigs. I don't
know if there's a right, loike; but the folks at the Hall does aU they
can to help us, and that ben't much: they ben't as rich as some
folks; but," added the peasant proudly, "they be as good blood as
any in the slihe."
" I'm glad to see you Hke them, at aU events."
" Oh yes, I loikes them weU eno'; mayhap you are at school with
the young gentleman ? "
"Yes," said Frank.
" Ah! I heard the clergyman say as how ilaster Randal was a
mighty clever lad, and would get rich some day. I'se sure I wish
he woidd, for a poor squire makes a poor parish. There's the HaU,
sir."
CHAPTER i n .
FRANK looked right ahead, and saw a square house that, in spite
of modem sash--windows, was evidently of remote .antiquity: a high
conical roof; a stack of tall quaint chimney-pots of red baked clay
(lUfe those at Sutton Place, in Surrey) dominating over isol.ited

f,9

MY N O V E L ; OPV,

fulgar smoke-conductors, of the ignoble fashion of present times; a
dilapidated groui-work, encasing within a Tudor arcn a door of the
comfortable date of George HI., and the peculiarly dingy and
weather-stained appearance of the smaU finely-finished bricks, of
which the habitation was budt—all showed the abode of former
generations adapted with tasteless uTcverence to the habits of descendants unenhghtened by Pugui, or indifferent to the poet^ of
the past. The house had emerged suddenly upon Frank out of the
gloomy waste land, for it was placed in a hoUow, and sheltered from
sight by a disorderly group of ragged, dismal, valetudinarian fir-trees,
imtd an abrupt turn of the road cleared that screen, and left the
desolate abode bare to the discontented eye. Frank dismourted;
the man held his pony; and after smoothmg his cravat, the smart
Etonian sauntered up to tne door, and startled the soUtude of the
place with a loud peal from the modem brass knocker—a knock
which instantly brought forth an astonished starling who had budt
under the eaves of the gable roof, aud caUed up a cloud of sparrows,
tomtits, and yeUow-hammers, who had been regaling themselves
amongst the litter of a slovenly farmyard that lay m fuU sight to the
right of the house, fenced off by a primitive, paiutless wooden Tad.
In process of time a sow, accompamed by a thriving and inquisitive
famdy, stroUed up to the gate of the fence, and, Icaning_ her nose
on the lower bar of the gate, contemplated the visitor with much
cm-iosity and some suspicion.
WTule Frank is still without, impatiently swingeing his white
trousers with his whip, we wiU steal a hurried glance towards the
respected members of the famdy -within. Mr. LesUe, the paterfamilias, is in a httle room caUed his "study," to which he regularly
rethes every morning after breakfast, »-arely re-appearing tdl one
o'clock, which is his unfashionable hout- for dinner. In what mysterious occupations ilr. LesHe passes those hours no one ever formed
a conjecture. At the present moment he is seated before a httle
rickety bureau, one leg of which (bemg shorter than the other) is
propped up by sundry old letters and scraps of newspapers; and
the bureau is open, and reveals a great number of pigeon-noles and
divisions,fiUedwith various odds and ends, the collection of many
years. In some of these compartments are bundles of letters, very
yeUow, and tied in packets with faded tape; in another aU by itseU',
is a fragment of plum-puddhig stone, which ilr. LesHe has picked up
in his walks, and considered a rare mineral. It is neatly labeUe-d,
"Found in HoUow Lane, May 21st, 1804, by ilaunder Slugge LesHe^
Esq.' The next division holds several bds of iron hi the shape of
nads, fragments of horse-shoes,ffic.,which ilr. LesUe had also met
with m his rambles, and, accordhigto a harmless popular superstition,
deemed it highly unlucky not to pick up, and, once picked up no less
unlucky to throw a,way. Jto» m the adjounng pigeon-hole, a' goodly
coUection ot pebbles with holes ui them, preserved for the same
reason. _ In company with a crooked sixpence: item, neatly arrano-ed
in fanciful mosaics, several periwinkles. Blackamoor's teeth (I mean
the sheU so caUed), and othe- specimens of the conchiferous ingenuity
•^f NatiHC, partly inherited from s<)me ancestral spinster p-ii-tij
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amassed by Mr. Leshe himself m a youthful excursion to the seaside. There were the farm-badUf's accounts, several tUes of bdls, an
old stirmp, three sets of knee and shoe buckles, which had belonged
to ilr. LesHe's father, a few seals tied together by a shoe-string, a
shagreen tooth-pick case, a tortoise-sheU magnifying-glass to read
with, his eldest son's first copybooks, his second son's ditto, his
daughter's dittto, and a lock of his wife's hair arranged in a true
lover's knot, framed and glazed. There were also a smaU mousetrap ; a pa':ent cork-screw, too good to be used in common; fragments
of a silver tea-spoon, that had, Hy natural decay, arrived at a dissolution of its parts, a small brown Holland bag, containing halfpence of
vanous dates, as far back as Queen j\.nne, accompanied by two French
sous, and a German silber gros;—the which misceUany i l r . LesHe
magndoquently caUed " his coins," and had left in his wdl as a famdy
heir-loom. There were many other curiosities of a congenial nature
and equal value—qtics nunc describere longum est. i l r . LesHe was
engaged at this time in what is termed " putting things to rights "—
an occupation he performed with exemplary care once a-week. This
was his day; and he had just counted his coins, and was slowly tying
them up again in the brown HoUand bag, wheu Frank's knock
reached his ears.
Mr. Maunder Slugge Leshe paused, shook his head as if incredulously, and was about to resume his occupation, when he was seized
with a fit of yawning which prevented the bag being tied for fuH two
minutes.
While such the_ employment of the study, let us turn to the recreations in the dra-wing-room, or rather parlour. A drawing-room there
was on the first-floor, with a charming look-out, not on the dreary firtrees, but on the romantic undulating forestdand; but the drawingroom had not been used smce the death of the last i l r s . LesHe. i t
was deemed too good to sit in, except when there was company:
there never being company, it vvas never sate in. Indeed, now the
paper was faUing off the waUs wdth the damp, and the rats, mice, and
moths—those " edaces rerum "—had eaten, between them, most of
the chair-bottoms and a considerable part of the fioor. Therefore, the
parlour was the sole general sitting-room; and being breakfasted in,
dined and supped in, and, after supper, smoked in by i l r . LesHe to
the acc-ompaniment of rum-and-water, it is impossible to deny that it
had what is caUed " a smeU "—a comfortable, wholesome famdy smell
—speaking of numbers, meals, and misceUaneous social habitation.
There were two windows: one looked full on the fir-trees; the othcion the farm-yard, with the pig-sty closing the view. Near the fir-tree
window sate i l r s . LesUe: before her, on a high stocl, was a basket
of the chddrerr's clothes that wanted mending. A work-table of rosewood inlaid with brass, which had been a wedding-present, and was a
costly thmg originaUy, but in that peculiar taste which is vulgarly
caUed " Bramagem," stood at hand: the brass had started in sever.-.]
places, and occasionaUy made great havoc m the chddren's fingers ami
in ilrs. LesHe's gown; in fact, it was the UveUest piece of fm-niturt
in the house, thanks to that petulant brass-work, and could not have
!^een more mischievous if it had been -. monkey. Upon the work-
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table lay a housewife and a thimble, and scissors, and skeins ol
worsted and thread, and Httle scraps of Imcu aud cloth for patches.
But i l r s . LesHe was not actuaUy working—she was preparing to
work; she had been preparing to work for the last hour and a half.
•Upon her lap she supported a novel, by a lady wdio v\Tote much for a
former generation, under the name of " i l r s . Bridget Blue ilantle."
She had a smaU needle iu her left hand, and a very tldck piece of
thread in her right; occasionally she appUedthc end of the said thread to
her lips, and then—her eyes Ikxed on the novel—made a blind, vacdlating
attack at the eye of the needle. But a camel woidd have gone
through it with quite as much ease. Nor did the novel alone engage
i l r s . LesHe's attention, for ever and anon she inteiTuptcd herself to
scold the cluldren, to inquire " what o'clock it w-as;" to obseive that
" Sarah would never suit;" and to wonder " w-hy i l r . Leslie would
not see that the work-table was mended." i l r s . Leslie has been
rather a pretty woman. In spite of a dress at once slatteridy and
economical, she has stdl the air of a lady—rather too much so, the
hard duties of her situation considered. She is proud of the antiquity
of her famdy ou both sides ; her moth.er was of the venerable stock of
the Dandles of Dandle Place, a race that existed before the Conquest.
Indeed, one has only to read our earliest chromcles, and to glance
over some of these 'oug-wiiided moraUsing jioenis which delighted the
thanes aud calderucn of old, in order to see that the Dandles must
have been a very inftueutial famdy before A\'ilUam the First turned
the country topsy-tuiTv. AVhde the mother's race was thus indubitably
Saxon, the father's had not only the name but the peeuhar idos\ucrasy
of the Normans, and went far to establish that crotchet of the brdliant
author of Sibyl, or the Two Nations, as to the continued distmction
between the conquering and conquered populations, i l r s . LesHe's
father boasted the name of ilontfydget; doubtless of the same kith
and kin as those great barons ilontfichet, who once owned such broad
lands and such turbulent castles. A high-uosed, thin, nervous, excitable progeny, those sauK; iloutfyd^-ets, as the most troublesome
JNorman could pretend to be. This fusion of race was notable to the
most ordinary physiognomist in the physique and Hi the morale of
Airs. Leshe._ She ha,l the speculative blue eve of the Saxon, and the
passionate liigli nose of the A'orman; she had the musiug do-nothuigness ot i!c Dandles and the reckless have-at-everv-thinguess of the
MontiydgeLS. At i l r s Leslie's icet, a little girt with her hair about
her ears (and bcauti ul ha;r it w-as too) was amusing herself with a
brokeu-noscd doU. At the ar end ot the room, before a high desk,
sate I rank s Eton school-fellcw, the eldest son. A minute or two
before Iranks.alaram had distui-bed the tranqudlity of the household, he had raised his eyes tromtbe books on the desk to glance at a
vc^ry tattered copy of the Greek Testament, in which Ids brother
Oliver had tound a difficulty that he came to Randal to solve. As the
young I.tomans lace was turned to the hght, your first impression, on
seemg it would have been melancholy, but respectful, mterest-for
the face had aheady lost the joyous character of youth—there was a
\>rinkle between the brows; aud the hues that speak of fati<>Tie were

VARIETIES IN ENGLISH L I F E .

6S

already -visible under the eyes and about the mouth: the complexion
was sallow, the lips were pale. Years of study had aheady sown in
the deUcate organization the seeds of many an infirmity and many a
pain: but if your look had rested longer on that countenance,
graduaUy your compassion might have given place to some feeling
uneasy and sinister—a feeling akin to fear. There was in the whole
expression so much of cold, cahn force, that it beHed the debdity of
the frame. You saw there the c-vtdence of a mind that was cultivated,
and you felt that in that cultivation there was something fonnidable.
A notable contrast to this countenance, prematurely worn, and
eminently intelUgent, was the round healthy face of OHver, with slow
blue eyes fixed hard on the penetrating orbs of his brother, as d' ti-ying
with might and main to catch from tiiem a gleam of that know ledge
-with which they shone clear and frigid as a star.
At Frank's knock, OHver's slow blue eyes sparkled uito animation,
and he sprang from his brother's side. The Httle girl flung back the
hair from her face, and stared at her mother -with a look which spoke
wonder and fright.
The young student knit his brows, and then turned wearUy back to
the books on his desk.
" Dear me," cried i l r s . LesHe, " who can that possibly be ? Oliver,
come from the window, sir, this instant: you will be seen! Jidiet,
rmi—ring the bed—no, go to the head of the kitchen stairs, aud caU
out to Jenny, ' Not at home.' Not at home on any account,"
repeated Mrs. LesUe, nervously, for the ilontfydget blood was now
in full flow.
In another minute or so, Frank's loud, boyish voice was distinctly
heard at the outer door.
Randal sUghtly started.
" Frank Hazeldean's voice," said h e ; " I should Hke to see him,
mother."
" See him," repeated i l r s . LesHe, in amaze; " see him!—and the
room in this state!"
Randal might have repHed that the room was in no worse state
than usual; but he said nothuig. A sUght flush came and went over
his pale face : and then he leaned his cheek on his hand, and compressed his hps fii-mly.
The outer door closed with a suUen, inhospitable jar, aud a sUnshod female servant entered with a card between her finger ani(
thumb.
" A\ ho is that for ?—give it to me, Jenny," cried i l r s . LesHe.
But Jenny shook her head, laid the card on the desk beside Randai,
and vaidshed without sajing a word.
"Oh look, Randal, look up," cried OHver, who had agam rushed
to the wandow; " such a pretty grey pony!"
Randal did look u p ; nay, he went deliberately to the window, and
gazed a moment on the high-mettled pony, and the well-dressed,
spirited rider. In that moment changes passed over Randal's comitenance more rapidly than clouds over the sky in a gusty day. Now
envy and discontent, with the curled Hp and the gloomv ?cowl; new
VOL. 1.
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hope and proud self-esteem, with the clearing brow .and the lofty
smile- and then again aU became cold, firm, and close, as he
waUced back to his books, seated hhuseU' resolutely, aud said, hall
aloud—
,„
" WeU, KNOWLEDGE IS POWER !

CHAPTER r V .
AIRS. LESLIE came up in fidget and in fuss; she leant over Randal's
fchouldcr aud read the card. Writ+en in pen and ink, with an attempt
at imitation of printed Roman chaiaetei-, there appeared first
" M r . FRANK HAZELDEAN ;" but just over these letters, and scribbled
hastily and less legibly m pencil, was—
" Dear Leslie,—sorry you were out—come and see us—Bo !"
"You wiU go, Randal?" said i l r s . Leslie, alter a pause.
" I am uot sure."
"Yes, you cau go; you have clothes liki ;t r.-ntleman: you can go
anywhere, not hke those cldldi-en;" and jilrs. Leslie glanced almost
spltefuUy at poor OHver's coarse threadbare jacket, and Httle Juliet's
torn frock.
" What I have I ovye at present to i l r . Egerton, and I should
consult his wishes; he is not on good terms wiih these Hazeldeans."
Then turning towards his brother, who looked niortilied, he added,
-with a strange sort of haughty kindness, " What 1 may have liereafter, Oliver, I shaU owe to mysed; and then d I rise, I wdl raise
my family."
" Dear Randal," said Mrs. Leslie, fondly kissing him on the fore
head, "what a good heart you have I"
" No, mother; my books don't ted me that it is a good heart that
gets on in the world: it is a hard head," repUed Randal, with a rude
and scornful candour. " But I can read no more just now : 3ome
out, OUver."
So saying, he sUd from his mother's hand and left the room.
When Oliver joined him, Randal was alieadv on the common ; and,
without seennng to notice his brother, he contmued to walk quickly,
and with long strides, in profound sdence. At length he paused
under the shade ol an old oak, that, too old to be of value save for
irewood, had escaped the axe. The tree stood on a kuoU and the
spot commanded a view oi the decayed house—the ddapidated church
—the dreary village.
" Oliver," said Randal, between his teeth, so that his voice had the
sound ot a hiss, it was under this tree that 1 first resolved to
"
He pauseQ.
"Wliat, Randal?"
" Read hard: knowledge is power!"
" But you are so fond of reading."
" 1 ! " cried Randal. " D o you think, when Wolsey and Thomas-aBecket became priests they were fond of teUmg Uiej beads and pat*«riiiig aves P I fond of reading!".
*^
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OUver stared; the historical aUusions were beyond his compretension.
" You know," continued Randal, " that we Leslies were not always
the beggarly poor gentlemen we are now. You know that there is a
man who hves in Grosveiior Square, and is very rich—very. His
riches come to him from a LesHe; that man is my patron, OHver, and
he—is very good to me."
Randal's smile was wdhering as he spoke. " Come cu," he said,
after a pause—" come on." Again the walk was quick, and the
brothers were sdent.
They came at length to a Httle shaUow brook, 'iCross which some
large stones had been placed at short intervals, so that the bovs
walked over the ford dryshod. " A\'iU you puU down that bough,
OUver?" said Randal, abruptly, pouiting to a tree. Oliver obeyed
mechanicaUy ; and Randal, stripping the leaves, and snapping oft' the
twigs, left a fork at the end; with this he began to remove the
stepping-stones.
" What are you about, Randal ?" asked OUver, wonderingly.
" W e are on the other side of the brook now, and we shaU not
come back this way. We don't want the stepping-stones any,more!
—away with them !"
CHAPTER V
T H E morning after this -visit of Frank Hazeldean's to Rood HaU,
the Right Honourable Audley Egerton, member of parUameut, privy
councillor, and miiuster of a lugh department in the state—just
below the rank cf the cabinet—was seated in his library, awaiting the
dehvery of the post, before he walked down to Ids office. In the
meanwhile, he sipped his tea, and glanced over the newspapers with
that quick and half-disdainful eye with which vour practical man in
pubUc hfe is wont to regard the abuse or the eulogium of the Fourth
Estate.
There is very httle Hkeness between Mr. Egerton and his haU'brother; none, indeed, except that they are both of lad stature, aud
strong, sinewy, EngHsh build. But even in this last they do not
reseinble each other; for the Squhe's athletic shape is already
beginning to expand into that portly embonpoint which seems the
natural development of contented men as they approach middle Ide.
Audley, on the contrary, is incUned to be spare; aud his figure,
though the muscles are as firm as iron, has enough of the slender to
satisfy metropoUtan ideas of elegance. His dress, his look—his tout
ensemble—Are those of the London man. In the first, there is more
attention to fashion than is usual amongst the busy members of ths
House of Connrions; but then Audley Egerton has alway been something more than a mere busy member of the House of Commons. He
has always been a person of mark ni the best society; and one
secret of his success in Hfe has been his high reputation as " a
gentleman."
Ai he now bends over the journals, there is an air of distinctiou in
f 2
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the turn of the weU-shaped head, with the dark brown ban—dark in
spite of a reddish tinge—cut close behuid, and worn away a httle
towards the crown, so as to give additional height to a commanding
forehead. His profile is very handsome, and of that kind of beauty
which unposes on men if it pleases women; and is, therefore, unlike
that of your mere pretty feUows, a posdive advantage m pubUc life.
I t is a profile -with large features clearly cut, masciiUne, and somewhat severe. The expression of his face is not open, Hke the Squhe's:
nor has it the cold closeness which accompanies the mteUectual
character of young IjesHe's; but it is reserved aud dignified, and
sigmficant of self-control, as shoidd be the physiomomy of a man
accustomed to think before he speaks. When you look at him, you
are not surprised to learn that he is not a florid orator nor a smart
debater—he is a "weighty speaker." He is fairly read, but without
any great range either of ornamental scholarship or constitutional
lore. He has not much humour : but he has that kind of wit which
is essential to grave and serious irony. He has not much imagmation,
nor remarkable subtlety in reasoning; but if he does not dazzle, he
does not bore: he is too much of the man of the world for that. He
is considered to have sound sense and accurate judgment. Withal,
as he now lavs aside the journals, and his face relaxes its austerer
Hues, you will not be astonished to hear that he is a man who is said
to have been greatly beloved by women, and stiU to exercise much
influence in drawing-rooms and boudohs. At least, no one was
surprised when the great hehess, Clementina Leslie, kinswoman and
ward to Lord Lansmere—a yoimg lady who had refused three earls
and the heir-apparent to a dukedom—was declared by her dearest
friends to be djing of love for Audley Egerton. It had been the
natural wish of the Lansmeres that this lady should marry theh son.
Lord L'Estrange. But that young gentleman, whose opinions on
matrimony partook of the eccentricity of his general character, could
never be induced to propose, and had, according to the oii-dits of
town, been the principal party to make up the match between
Clementina and his friend Audley; for the match required making-up,
despite the preddections of the young heiress. Mr. Egerton had had
scruples of delicacy. He avowed, for the first time, that Ids fortune
-was much less than had been generaUy supposed, and he did not
Hke the idea, of owing aU to a -wife, however highly he might esteem
and admire her. Now, Lord L'Estrange (not long after the election
at Lansmere, which had given to Audley his first seat m parHament)
had suddenly exchanged from the battaUon of the Guards to which
he belonged, and which was defamed at home into a cavahw regiment
on active service ui the Pemnsula. Nevertheless, even abroad, and
anudst the distractions of war, his interest in all that could forward
Egerton's career was unabated; and, by letters to his father, and to
his cousin Clementma, he assisted in the negotiations for the rnarriage
between iliss LesHe and his friend; and, before the year in which
Audley was returned for Lansmere had cxpned, the youn"- senator
received the hand of the great heiress. The settlement of her fortune,
which was chiefly in the funds, had been unusuallv advantan-eons to
the husband; for though the casdai was tied up SQ long "as both
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sumved—for the benefit of any chddren they might have—yet, in
the event of one of the parties dying without issue by the marriage,
the whole passed -without Hndtation to the sur^vivor. iliss LesHe, in
spite of aU remonstrance from her own legal adviser, had settled this
Clause -with Egerton's confidential sohcitor, one Mr. Levy, of whom
we shaU see more hereafter; and Egerton was to be kept in ignorance
of it tdl after the marriage. If in this Miss LesHe showed a generous
trust in Mr. Egerton, she stdl hiflicted no positive wrong on her
relations, for she had none sufficiently near to her to warrant their
claim to the succession. Her nearest kinsman, and therefore her
natural heir, was Harley L'Estrange; a,nd if he was contented, no
one had a right to complain. The tie of blood between herself and
the LesHes of Rood Had was, as we shaU see presently, extremely
distant.
I t was not tiU after his marriage that i l r . Egerton took an active
part hi the business of the House of Commons. He was then at the
most advantageous starting-point for the career of ambi1;iou. His
words on the state of the country took importance fr'om his stake in
it. His talents fomid accessories in the opidence of Grosvenor
Square, the dignity of a princely estabhshmcnt, the respectabdity of
one firmly settled ni life, the reputation of a fortune in reaUty very
large, and which was magnified by popular report into the revenues of
a Croesus. Audley Egerton succeeded in ParHament beyond the
early expectations formed of him. He took, from the first, that station in the House which it requires tact to establish, and great_ knowledge of the world to free from the charge of unpraeticabdity and
crotchet, but winch, once established, is peeuHarly imposing from the
rarity of its independence; that is to say, the station of the moderate
man, who belongs sufficiently to a party to obtain its support, but is
yet sufficiently disengaged from a party to make his vote and word, on
certain questions, matter of anxiety and speculation.
Professing Toryism (the word Conservative, which would have suited
him better, was not then known), he separated himseK from the
country party, and always avowed great respect for the ophdons of
the large towns. The epithet given to the views of Audley Egerton
was " enUghtened." Never too much m advance of the passion of
the day, yet never behind its movement, he had that shrewd calculation of odds which a consummate mastery of the world sometimes
bestows upon poHticians,—perceived the chances for and against a
certain question being carried within a certain time, and nicked the
question between wind and water. He was so good a barometer of
that changeful weather caUed Public Opinion, that he might have had
a hand in the Times newspaper. He soon quarreUed, and purposely,
•with his Lansmere constituents; nor had he ever revisited that
borough,—perhaps because it was associated with unpleasant rendniscences in the shape of the Squire's epistolary trimmer, and in that
of his own effigies which his agricidtural constituents had burned_ in
the com-market. But the speeches that produced such indignation
•at Lansmere had delighted one of the greatest of oiir_ commercial
towns, which at the next general election honoured him with its repreec.ntation. In those days, before the Reform BiU, great commercial
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townis chose men of high mark for their members; and a proud station it was for him who was delegated to speak the voice of tha
princely merchants of England.
iVlrs. Egerton survived her marriage but a few years; she left no
children; two had been born, but died in their first infancy. The
roperty of the wife, therefore, passed without control or Hiidt to the
usband.
^\dlatever might have been the grief of the widower, he disdained
to betray d to the woi-ld. Indeed, Audley Egerton was a man who
had early taught himself to conceal emotion. He buried himself m
the country, none knew where, for some months. Wdien he returned,
there was a deep wrinkle on his brow; but no change in his habits
and avocations, except that shortly afterwards he accepted office, and
thus became more busy than ever.
ilr. Egerton had always been la^\ish and magnificent in money
matters. A rich man in public life has many claims on his fortune,
and uo one yielded to those claims with an air so regal as Audley
Egerton. But amongst his many liberal actions there was none which
seemed more worthy of panegyric than the generous favour he
extended to the son of his wd'e's poor and distant kinsfolk, the Leshes,
of Rood Hall
Some four generations back, there had lived a certain Squire Leshe,
a man of large acres and active mind. He had cause to be displeased
with his eldest son, and though he did not disinherit him, he left half
his property to a younger.
The youniicr had capacity and spirit which justified the parental
provision. _ He increased his fortune, lifted himself into notice and
consideration by public services and a noble alUauce. His descendants
followed his example, and took rank among the first commoners m
Evigland, till the last male, dying, left his sole hehess and representative in one daughter, Clementma, afterwards married to Mr.
Egerton.
Meanwhde the elder son of the forementioned squire had muddled
and sotted away much of his share in the LesUe property, and by low
habits and mean society, lowered m repute his representation of the
name.
His siiccessors imitated him, tiU nothing was left to Randal's
father Ml- ilaiinder Slugge Leslie, but the decayed house, which
was what „lie (jermans caU the stumm schloss or "stem hall" of the
race, and the -wretched lands immediately around it
Still, though all intercourse between the two branches of the family
had ceased, the younger had always felt a respect for th- elder as the
head of the house. And it was supposed that, on her death-bed,
Mrs Egerton had recommended her impoverished namesakes and kindred to the care of her husband ; for, when he returned to town after
Mrs. Egerton's death, Audley had sent.to Mr. Maunder Slugge LesHe
the sum oi £5,00(^, which he said his wife, leavmg no writtcS wiU had
orally bequeathed as a legacy to that gentleman; and he requested
permission to charge himself with tlie education of the eldest sou
Mr. ilaunder Slugge LesUe might have done great thinn-s for Ids
little property wdh those £5 000, or even (kept hi the Three per Cents)
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the interest would have afforded a material addition to his comforts.
But a neighbouring solicitor, having caught scent of the legacy, huLted
it down mto his own hands, on pretence of having found a capital
investment in a canal. And when the solicitor had got possession of
the £5,000, he went off with them to America.
Meanwhile Randal, placed by ilr. Egerton at an exceUent preparatory school, at first gave no signs of industry or talent; but just betort
he left it, there came to the school, as classical tutor, an ambitious
young Oxford man; and his zeal—for he was a capital teacher—
produced a great effect generaUy on the pupds, and especially on
Randal Leslie. He talked to them much in private on the advantages
of learning, and shortly afterwards he exhibited those advantages in
his own person; for, having edited a Greek play with much subtle
scholarship, his coUege, which some sHght irregularities of his had
displeased, recalled him to its venerable bosom by the presentation of
a feUowship.' After tlds he took orders, became a college tutor, distmguished himself yet more by a treatise on the Greek accent, got a
capital Hving, and was considered on the high road to a bishopric.
This young man, then, communicated to Randal the thirst for knowledge ; and when the boy went afterwards to Eton, he apphed with
such earnestness and resolve, that his fame soon reached the ears of
Audley; and that person, who had the sympathy for talent, and yet
more for purpose, wdiich often characterises ambitious men, went to
Eton to see him. From that time Audley evinced great and almost
fatherly interest in the brdUant Etonian; and Randal always spent
-with him some days in each vacation.
1 have said that Egerton's conduct, with respect to this boy, was
more praiseworthy than most of those generous actions for which he
was renowned, since to this the world gave no applause. What a
man does within the range of his famdy cormexions does not can^
with it that eclat which invests a munificence exhibited on pubUc
occasions. Either people care notldng about it, or tacitly suppose it
to be but his duty. It was true, too, as the Squire had observed, that
Randal LesHe was even less distantly related to the Hazeldeans than
to Mrs. Egerton, since Randal's grandfather had actuaUy married a
Miss Hazeldean (the highest worldly connexion that branch of the
famdy had formed since the great spUt I have commemorated). But
A.udley Egerton never appeared aware of that fact. As he was not
himself descended from the Hazeldeans, he did not tn uble himself
about their genealogy; and he took care to impress it upon the
Leslies that his generosity on their behalf was solely 1. i be ascribed
to his respect for his wife's memory and kindred. Sti 1 the Squire
had felt as if his " distant brother" unplied a rebuke, on his own
neglect of these poor Leshes, by the liberaHty Audley evuiced towards
them ; and this had made him doubly sore when the name of Randal
TiCslie was mentioned. But the fact really wa.^, that the Leslies of
Rood had so shrunk out of all notice tliat the Sqidic had actuaUy
forgotten their existence, untd Randal became t l u s mdebted to his
brother; and then he felt a pang of remorse that any one save hunself,
the head of the Hazeldeans, should lend a heJtiing hand to the grandson of a Hazeldean.
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But having thus, somewhat too tediously, explained the position of Audley Egerton, whether in the world or in relation to hi?
young protege, I may now permit him to receive and to read bii
letters.
CHAPTER VI.
M R . EGERTON glanced over the pde of letters placed beside him,
and fHst he tore up some, scarcely read, and threw them into the
waste-basket. Public men have such odd, out-of-the-way letters, that
their waste-baskets are never empty ; letters from amateur financiers
proposing new ways to pay oft' the National Debt; letters from
America (never free), asking for autographs; letters from fond
mothers in country -viUages, recommending some miracle of a son for
a place in the King's service; letters from free-thinkers in reproof of
bigotry; letters from bigots in reproof of free-thinkers ; letters signed
Brutus Redi'vi'vus, containmg the agreeable information that the
writer has a dagger for tyrants, if the Danish claims are not forthwith adjusted; letters signed .Matdda or Carolin(% stating that Caroline or Matdda has seen the public man's portrait at the Exhibition,
and that a heart sensible to its attractions may be found at No. —,
Piccaddly; letters from beggars, impostors, monomtiniacs, speculators, jobbers—aU food for the waste-basket.
From the correspondence thus wiimowed, i l r . Egerton first
selected those on business, which he put niethodieaUy together in
one fhvision of his pocket-book; and secondly, those of a private
nature, which he as carefidly put into another. Of these last there
were but tlnce-one from his steward, one from Harley L'Estrange,
one from Randal LesUe. It was his custom to answer his correspondence at his office; and to his office, a few minutes afterwards,
he slowly took his way. ilany a passenger turned back to look again
at the firm figure, which, despite the hot summer day, was buttoned
up to the throat; and the black frock-coat thus worn weU became
the erect air, and the deep, full chest of the handsome senator. When
he entered ParHament Street, Audley Egerton was joined by one of
his coUeagues, also on his way to the cares of office.
After a few observations on the last debate, this gentleman said—
" B y the way, can you dhie with me next Saturday, to meet Lansmere ? He comes up to to-wn to vote for us on ilouday "
" I had asked some people to dine with me," answered E"-erton
"b-it I wiU put them off. I see Lord Lansmere too seldom to miss
any occasion to meet a man whom 1 respect so much "
" So seldom ! True, he is very Uttle in town; but why don't you go
and see hmi m the country ? Good shooting—pleasant, old-fashioned
house.
" M y dear Wesl,bourne his house is 'mvnum vtcma Cremona;: close
to a borough m which i have been bm-ned m effigy "
" H a - h a - - y e s - I remember you first came b t o ParHament for that
snug httle place ; but Lansmere hunself never found fault with voiir
Tote». did be P"
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" H e behaved very handsomely, and said he had uot presumed to
eonsider me his mouthpiece; and then, too, I am so intimate with
L'Estrange."
" Is that queer feUow ever condng back to England ?'_'
" H e comes, generaUy, every year, for a few days, just to see his
father and mother, and then returns to the Continent."
" I never meet him."
" He comes in September or October, when you, of course, are not
in to-wn, and it is in town that the Lansmeres meet him."
"Why does he not go to them ?"
" A man in England but once a year, and for a few days, has so
ranch to do in London, I suppose ? "
" Is he as amusing as ever ? "
Egerton nodded.
"So distinguished as he might be !" remarked Lord AVestbourne.
'' So distuiguished as he i s ! " said Egerton fonnally ; " an officer
selected for praise, even in such fields as Quatre Bras aud Waterloo;
a scholar, too, of the finest taste; and as au accomplished gentleman,
matchless!"
" I like to hear one man praise another so warndy in these iUnatured days," answered Lord Westbourne. " B u t stiU, though
L. Estrange is doubtless aU you say, don't you think he rather wastes
nis hfe—li-ving abroad ?"
" And trying to be happy, Westbourne ? Are you sm-e it is not we
who waste our Hves ? but 1 can't stay to hear your answer. Here we
are at the door of my prison."
"OnSatm-day, then?"
" On Saturday. Good day."
For the next hour, or more, i l r . Egerton was engaged on the affahs
of the state. He then snatched an interval of leisure (while awaiting
a report, which he had instructed a clerk to make him), in order to
reply to his letters. Those on pubUc business were soon despatched;
and throwing his repHes aside, to be sealed by a subordinate hand, he
drew out the letters which he had put apart as private.
He attended first to that of Ids steward: the steward's letter was
long, the reply was contained in three lines. Pitt himself was scarcely
more negUgent of his private interests and concerns than Audley
Egerton—yet, withal, Audley Egerton was said by his enemies to be
an egotist.
The next letter he wrote -was to Randal, and that, though longer,
was far from proHx: it ran thus—
" Dear i l r . Leslie,—I appreciate your delicacy in consulting mc,
whether you should accept Frank Hazeldean's invitation to caU at the
HaU. _ Smce you are asked, I can see no objection to it. 1 should be
sorry if you appeared to force yourself there ; and for the rest, as a
general rule, 1 flunk a young man who has his o-wn way to make
in Hfe had better avoid aU intimacy with those of Ids own age who
have no kindred objects nor congenial pm-suits.
" As soon as this visit is paid, I wish you to come to London. The
report I receive of your progress at Eton renders it unnecessary, in
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my judgment, that you should return tnere. If your father has no
objection, I propose that you should go to Oxford at_ the ensuing
term. Meanwhile, I have engaged a gentleman, who is a fellow of
BaHol, to read with you. He is of opinion, judgingonly by your lugh
repute at Eton, that you may at once obtain a scholarship in that
coUese. H you do so, I shaU look upon your career in hfe as assured.
" Your affectionate friend, and sincere weU-wisher
" A. E."
The reader -wiU remark that, in this letter, there is a certain tone
of formaUty. i l r . Egerton does not call his protege " Dear Randal,"
as would seem natural, but coldly and slimy, " Dear i l r . Leslie."
He huits, also, that the boy has his own way to make in life. Is this
meant to guard against too sanguine notions of inheritance, wluch his
generosity may have excited ?
The letter to Lord L'Estrange was of a very dift'erent kind from
the others. It was long, and full of such little scraps of news aud
gossip as may interest friends in a foreign land; it was written gady,
and as wdth a wish to cheer his friend ; you could see that it was a
reply to a melancholy letter; and in the whole tone and spirit there
was an affection, even to tenderness, of which those who most hked
Audley Egerton would have scarcely supposed him capable. Yet,
notwithstanding, there was a kind of constraint in the letter, which
perhaps oidy the fine tact of a woman would detect. It had not that
abandon, that hearty self-outpouring, which you midit expect would
characterise the letters of two such friends, who had been boys at
school together, and which did breathe mdeed m all the abrupt
ramblmg sentences of his correspondent. But where was the evidence
of the constraint ? Egerton is off-hand enough where his pen runs
gUbly through paragraphs that relate to others ; it is simply that he
says nothing about IdmseH—that he avoids aU reference to the inner
world of sentnnent and feeUng. But perhaps, after aU, the man has
no sentiment and feeUng! How can you expect that, a steady personage m practical life, whose mornings are spent in Dowiung-street,
and whose mghts are consumed m watching Government bdls through
a committee, can write m the same style as an idle dreamer amidst
the pines ot Ravenna, or on the banks of Como ?
Audley had j^ust finished this epistle, such as it was, when the attendant m vvaitmg annormced the arrival oi a deputation from a provuicial tradmg toxvn the membere of which deputation he had
appointed to ineet at two o clock There was no office m London at
which deputa+.i-ons were kept waitmg less than at that over which Mr.
Egerton presided.
The deputation entered-some score or so of middle-aged, comfortable-lookmg persons, who, nevertheless, had their o-rfevance-and
considered their own interests, and those of the country menaced bv
a certain clause iu a bid brought in by ilr. Egerton.
The ilayor of the town was the chief spokesman, and he spoke weU
—but iu a style to w-liich the diguified official was not accustomed
It was a slap-dash style—unceremonious, free, aud easy—an American
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style. And, indeed, there was something altogether m the appearance and bearing of the Mayor which savoured of residence hi the
Great Republic. He was a very handsome man, but with a look
sharp and domineering^the look of a man who did not care a straw
for president or monarch, and who enjoyed the Hberty to speak big
mind and " waUop his own nigger!"
His feUow-burghers evidently regarded him -with great respect;
and Mr. Egerton had penetration enough to perceive that Mx. ilayor
must be a rich man, as well as an eloquent one, to have overcome
those impressions of soreness or jealousy which his tone was calculated to create m the self-love of his equals.
Mr. Egerton was far too wise to be easily offended by mere manner;
and, though he stared somewhat haughtdy when he found his observations actuaUy pooh-poohed, he was not above being convinced.
There was much sense and much justice in Mr. M.ayor's arguments,
and the statesman civUly promised to take them into full consideration.
He then bowed out the deputation; but scarcely had the door
closed before it opened again, and Mr. Mayor presented himself alone,
saying aloud to his companions in the passage, " I forgot something
I had to say to Mr. Egerton wait below for mc."
" WeU, Mr. Mayor," said Audley, pointing to a seat, " what else
would you suggest?"
The Mayor looked round to see that the door was closed; and then,
drawing his chair close to Mr. Egerton's, laid his forefinger on that
gentleman's arm, and said, " I tlunk I speak to a man of the world,
sh?"
Mr. Egerton bowed, and made no reply by word, but he gently
removed his arm from the touch of the forefinger.
M R . MAYOR.—You observe, sir, that I did not ask the members
whom we retum to ParHament to accompany us. Do better without
'em. You know they are both in Opposition—out-and-outers.
ilR. EGERTON.—It is a misfortune which the Government cannot remember, when the question is whether the trade of the town
itself is to be served or injured.
M R . MAYOR.—WeU, I guess yon speak handsome, sir. But
you'd be glad to have two members to support Ministers after the
next election.
M R . EGERTON (smiUng).—Unquestionably, Mr. Mayor.

M R . MAYOR.—And I can do it, i l r . Egerton. I may say I have
the town in my pocket; so I ought—I spend a great deal of money
in it. Now, you see, Mr. Egerton, I have passed a part of my life in
a land of Hberty—the United States—and I come to the point when I
speak to a man of the world. I'm a man of the world myself, sir.
And so, if the Government wdl do something for me, why, I'll do
something for the Government. Two votes for a free and independent
town Uke ours—that's something, isn't it ?
M R . EGERTON (taken by surprise).—ReaUy, I

M R . ilAYOR (advancing his chair stdl nearer, and intermptmg the
official).—No nonsense, you see, on one side or the other. The fact
is, that I've taken it into my head that I should like to be kmghted.
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Yo-d raav weU look ::ui:«-ised, i l r . Egerton—trumpery thing enougli,
1 dare say • stiU, every man has his weakness, aud I should hke to be
Sir Richarcl. ^Xe\\, if y^'u can get me made Sir Richard, you may
just name vour two members for the next election—that is, if they
lielong to your o-ivii set, cnHghtened men, up to the times. Ihat's
speakmg fair aud manful, isn't it ?
,
,
,
M R EGERTON (drawmg himself 'up).—I am at a loss to guess
why you should select me, sH, for this very extraordinary proposiilR. ilAYOR (noddhig good-humouredly).—Why, you see, I don't
go along with the Government; you're the best of the bunch. And
may be you'd Hke to strengthen your own part y. This is qmte between
you and me, vou understand; honour's a jewel!
ilR. EGEUTON (with great gravity).—Sh, I am obliged by your
good opimon; but I agree with my colleagues m aU the great questions that aft'ect the govemment of the country, and
ilR. iL\.YOE (mterrupting him).—Ah, of course, you must say so;
verv right. But I .suess things would go dift'erently if you were
Prime ilinister. However, I have another reason for speaking to you
about my Httle job. You see you were inembcr for Ijansmerc once,
and I think you only came in by a majorit>- of tw-o, eh ?
ill!. EGEETON.—I know nothing of the particulars of that election;
I was not present.
i l u . ilAYOR.—No; but luckily for you, iwo relalions of mmewere,
and they voted for ^ou. Two votes, and you eamc in by two. Smce
then, you have got into very snug quarters here, and I think we have
a claim on you
i l u . I'^GEin-dx.—Sir, I acknowledge no such claim ; I was and am
a stranger to Lansmere; and, if the electors did me the honour to
return mc to ParHament, it was in compliment rather to
ilit. ilAYOR (again interruptmg the official).—Rather to Lord
Lansmere, you were going to say; unconstitutional doctrine that, I
fancy. Peer of the realm. But never mind, I know the world; and
I'd ask Lord Lansmere to do my affair for mc, only lie is a jioinpous
sort of man; miuht be qualmish: antiquated notions. j\ot up to
snuil' Hke you and me.
ilR. EGERTON (in great disgust, and scttHug his papers before
Mm).—Sir, it is not ni my department to recommend to his ilajcsty
cradidates for the honour of knighthood, and it is still less in my
department to make bargains for seats in Parliament."
ilR. ilAYOR.—Oh, if that's the case you'U excuse mc; I don't know
much of the etiquette in these matters. But 1 thought that, if I put
two scats in your hands, for youi- own friends, you might co'ntrivc to
take the aft'air into your department, what ever it was. But, smce you
say you agree with your coUeagues, perhaps it comes t o ' t h e same
tiling. Now, you must not suppose 1 want to seU the town, and that
1 can change and chop my politics tor my own purpose. No such
thmg! I don't like the sitting members ; I'm aU for progressing, but
they go too much ahead for me; and, since the Govermueut is'disposed to move a Httle, why, I'd as licf support them as not. But, ui
common gratitude, you see (added the ilayor, coaxinglv), I ouo-ht to
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oe knighted! I can keep up the digmty, and do credit to his
Majesty.
ilE. EGEETON (without looking up from his papers).—I cau only
refer you, sir, to the proper quarter.
ilR. MAYOR (impatiently).—Proper quarter! WeU, since there is
so much humbug in this old country of ours, that one must go through
all the forms and get at the job regularly, just teU me whein I ought
to go to.
MR. EGEETON (beginumg to be amused as weU as indignant). — If
you want a knighthood, Mr. ilayor, you must ask the Prime ilinister;
if you want to give the Govemment infonnation relative to seats in
ParHament, you must introduce yourseU' to i l r .
, the Secretary
of the Treasury.
ilR. ilAYOR.—And if I go to the last chap, what do you tliink he'll
say ?
ilr. EGERTON (the amusement preponderating over the indignation).—HewUl say, I suppose, that you must not put the thing in the
Hght in which you have put it to m e ; that the Govemment wdl be
very proud to have the confidence of yourself and vour brother
electors; and that a gentleman Hke you, in the proud position of
Mayor, may well hope to be knighted^ on some fitting occasion, but
that you must not talk about the knighthood just at present, and
must confine yourself to converting the unfortunate poHtical opinions
of the town.
ilE. iLvYOE.—WeU, I guess that chap there would want to do me !
Not quite so green, Mr. Egerton. Perhaps I had better go at once
to the fountain-head. How do you think the Premier would take it ?
i l n . EGERTON (the indignation preponderating over the amusement).—Probably just as I am about to do.
i l r . Egerton rang the beU; the attendant appeared.
" Show i l r . Mayor the way out," said the Minister.
The ilayor turned round sharply, and his face was purple. He
TaiKea straignt to tne aoor; out siiffering the attendant to precede
yaa along the corridor, he came bacK with a rapid stride, and clenchmg nis hands, and with a voice thick with passion, cried, " Some day
or otner 1 -wiU make you smart for this, as sure as my name's Dick
Avenel!"
" Avenel'" repeated Egerton, recoiling—" Avenel!"
But the Mayor was gone.
-'iudiey feU into a deep and musing reverie, which seemed gloomy,
ana lasted tdl the attenaant announced that the horses were at the
door.
He then looked up, stdl abstractedly, and saw his letter to Harley
L'Estrange open on the table. He drew it towards him, and wrote,
" A man has just left me, who caUs himself Aven—" In the middle
of the name his pen stopped. " No, no," muttered the writer,
" what foUy to re-open the old wounds there," and he carefuUy erased
the words.
Audley Egerton did not ride in the Park that day, as was his wont,
but dismissed his groom; and, turning his horse's liea.d to-srards
Westminster Bridge, took bis solitary way into tlie country. He ride

78

MT NOVEL; OR,

at first slowly, as if in thought; then fast, as if trying to escape from
thouglit. He was later than usu.-d at the House that evening, anil
he looked pale and fatigued. But he had to speak, aud he spoke
well.
CHAPTER V I I .
IN spite of aU his MachiavelUan wisdom, Dr. Riccabocca had been
foiled hi his attempt to seduce Leonard Fairfield into his service, even
though he succeeded in partially wimiing over the widow to his views.
For to her he represented the worldly advantages of the thing.
I/cnny would learn to be fit for more than a day-labourer; he would
Icam gardening in aU its branches—rise some day to be a head
gardener. " And," said Riccabocca, " 1 wiU take care of his bookleaming, and teach him whatever he has a head for."
" He has a head for everytldng," said the "vidow.
" Then," said the wise man, " everything sliall go into it."
The widow was certainly dazzled ; for, as we have seen, she highly
prized scholarly distinction, and she knew that the Parson looked
upon Riccabocca as a wondrous learned man. But stiU Riccabocca
was said to be a Papist, and suspected to be a conjurer. Her scruples
on both these poiuts the ItaHan who was an adept in the art of talking
over the fair sex, would no doubt have dissipated, if there had been any
use in it; but Lenny put a dead stop to all negotiations. He had
taken a mortal dislike to Riccabocca: he was very much frightened
by him—aud the spectacles, the pipe, the cloak, the long hair, and the
red umbreUa; and said so sturdily, in reply to every o v e r t u r e - " Please,
sir, I'd rather not; Pd rather stay ah)i)g with mother,"—that Riccabocca was forced to suspend aU further experiments in his MachiaveUian diplomacy. He was not at ad cast down, however, bv his first
fadure ; on the contrary, he was one of those men whom opposition
stimulates. And what before had been but a suu--estiou of prudence,
became an object ot desire. Plentv of other bids might no doubt be
had, on as reasonable terms as Lenuv Fairfield ; but the moment
Lenny presumed to baffle the Italian's designs upou him, the special
acquisition of Lenny became ol paramount importance hi the eyes of
Signer Riccabocca.
Jackeymo, howeicr, lost all his interest in the traps, snares, and
gms \vhich Ins master proposed to lay for Leonard Fairfield in the
more immediate surprise that awaited hiin on learuino- tliat Dr. Riccabocca had accepted an invitation to pass a few days°at the HaU
"There wiU be tio one there but the family," said Riccabocca.
Poor Giacomo, a little chat m the servants' haU wUl do you goodand the Squire's beef is more nourisldu-, after aU, than the sticklebacks and nannows. It wdl lengtiien your Ufe."
" The Padrone jests," said Jackeymo, stateldy; "as if anyone could
starve in his service."
" Um," said Riccabpcca. " A t least, faithful friend, you have tried
that experiment as far as human nature wiU permit •" and he
«xteaded his hand to his feUow-exde with that famdiarity which
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exists between servant and master in the usages of the Continent.
Jackeymo bent low, and a tear feU upon the hand he kissed.
" Cospetto ! " said Dr. Riccabocca, " a thousand mock pearls do uot
make up the cost of a single true one! The tears of women—we
know their worth; but the tear of an honest man—Fie, Giacomo!^
at least I can never repay you this ! Go and see to our wardrobe."
So far as his master's wardrobe was concerned, that order was
pleasing to Jackeymo ; for the Doctor had in his drawers suits which
Jackeymo pronounced to be as good as new. though many a long year
had passed since they left the tador's hands. But when Jackeymo
came to examine the state of his o-wn clothing department, his face
grew considerably longer. It was not that he was without other
clothes than those on his back—quantity was there, but the quality!
MournfuUy he gazed on two suits, complete in the three separate
members of which man's raiments are composed: the one sidt
extended at length upon his bed, Hke a veteran stretched by pious
hands after death; the other brought piecemeal to the invidious
hght—the torso placed upon a chair, the limbs dangling down from
Jackeymo's melancholy arm. No bodies long exposed at the Morgue
could evince less sign of resuscitation than those respectable defuncts!
For, mdeed, Jackeymo had been less thrdty of his apparel—more profusus sui—than his master. In the earhest days of their exile, he
preserved the decorous habit of dressing for diimer—it was a respect
due to the Padrone—and that habit had lasted tdl the two habits on
which it necessarUy depended had ovinced the first symptoms of
decay; then the evening clothes had been taken into mormng wear,
in which hard service they had breathed theh last.
The Doctor, notwithstanding his general phdosophical abstraction
from such household detads, had more than once said, rather in pity
to Jackeymo than with an eye to that respectabdity which the costume of the servant reflects on the dignity of the master, " Giacomo,
thou wantest clothes; fit thyseH out of mine!"
And Jackeymo had bowed his gratitude, as if the donation had been
accepted; but the fact was, that that same fitting-out was easier said
than done. For though—thanks to an existence mainly upon sticklebacks and minnows—both Jackejono and Riccabocca had arrived
at that state which the longevity of nusers proves to be most healthful to the human frame—viz., skin and bone—yet the bones contained
in the skin of Riccabocca aU took longitu(Hnal dhections; whde
those in the skin of Jackeymo spread out latitudiuaUy. Ajid jou
might as wed have made the bark of a Lombardy poplar serve for the
trunk of some dwarfed and poUarded oak—in whose noUow the Babes
of the Wood could have slept at their ease—as have fitted out
Jackeymo from the garb of Riccabocca. Moreover, if the skdl of the
tailor could have accompHshed that rmdertaking, the faithful
Jackeymo would never have had the heart to avad himseU" of the
generosity of his master. He had a sort ol reUgious sentnnent, too,
about those vestments of the Padrone. The ancients, we know, when
escaping from shipwreck, suspended in the votive temple the garments in which they had struggled through the wave. Jackeymo looked
on those rehcs of the past -with a kindred superstition. " This coat
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the Padrone were on such an occasion. I remember the very evening the Padrone last put on those pantaloons 1" And coat and pantaloons were tenderly dusted, and carefidly restored to their sacred
rest.
But now, after aU, what was to be done ? Jackeymo was much too
proud to exhibit his person to the eyes of the Sq-oire's butler, in
habdiments discreditable to himself and the Padrone. In the midst
of his perplexity the beU rang, and he went down into the parlour.
Riccabocca was standing on the hearth, under his symboHcal'
representation of the " Patriae Exul."
" Giacomo," quoth he, " I have been thinking that thou hast never
done what I told thee, and fitted thyself out from my superfluities.
But we are going no-w into the great world: visiting once begun.
Heaven knows where it may stop! Go to the nearest town and get
thyself clothes. Thuigs are dear in England. Wdl this suffice?"
And Riccabocca extended a £5 note.
Jackeymo, we have seen, was more famiUar -with his master than
we formal English permit our domestics to be with us. But in hia
famdiarty he was usuaUy respectful. This time, however, respect
deserted him.
" The Padrone is mad!" he exclaimed; " he would fling away his
whole fortune if I would let him. Five pounds EngUsh, or a himdred
and twenty-six pounds Milanese! * Santi> ilaria! Unnatural father!
And what is to become of the poor Signorina ? Is this the way you
are to marry her in the foreign land ?"
" Giacomo," said Riccabocca, bowing Iris head to the storm ; " the
Signorina to-morrow; to-day the honour of the house. Thy smaUclothes, Giacomo. Miserable man, thy smaU-elothes!"
" It is just," said Jackeymo, reco* ering himself, and with humiUty;
" and the Padrone does right to blame me, but not in so cruel a way.
I t is just—the Padrone lodges and boards me, and gives me handsome wages, and he has a right to expect that I should not go in this
figure."
" For the board and the lodgmrnt, good," said Riccabocca. " For
the handsome wages, they are the visions of thy fancy!"
" They are no such things," said Jackeymo, " they are only in
arrear. As if the Padrone coulrt not pay them some day or other—as
if I was demeaning myseh by seiving a master who did not intend to
pay his servants ! And can't I wait ? Have I not my savings too ?
But be cheered, be cheered- yoa shaU be contented with me. I have
tw'O beautiful suits stiU. I was arranging them when you rang for
me. You shaU see, you shaU see."
And Jackeymo hurried fror i the room, hurried back into his own
chamber, unlocked a little tnink which he kept at his bed head,
tossed out a variety of smrll articles, and from the deepest deptll
extracted a leather purse. He emptied the contents on the bed.
They were chiefly Italian co ns, some five-franc pieces, a sdver medalhon, enclosing a little imag-: of his patron saint—San Giacomo—one
soud EngHsh guinea, and iomewhat more than a pound's woi-th m
EngHsh silver. Jackejmo jut back the foreign coins, sayins-, pru* By the pounds Milanese, Giacomo means the Milanese lirn.
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dently, "One-will lose on them h e r e : " he seized the EngHsh corns,
and coimted them out. " But are you enough, yon rascals ?" quotll
he, angrdy, giving them a good shake. His eye caught sight of tho
medaUion—he paused; and after eyeing the tiny representation of
the saint with great deUberation, he added, in a sentence which HR
must have picked up from the proverbial aphorisms of his master—
" What's the difference between the enemy who does not hurt ma.
and the friend who does not serve me ? Monsignore San Giacomo, my
patron saint, you are of very httle use to me in the leather bag. But
if you help me to get into a new pair of smaU-clothes on this important occasion, you wdl be a friend mdeed. Alia bisogna, Monsignore."
Then, gravely kissing the medaUion, he thrust it into one pocket, the
coins into the other, made up a bundle of the two defunct suits, and
muttering to himself, " Beast, miser, that I am, to disgrace the
Padrone, with aU these savings in his ser-vicc !" ran downstahs into
his pantry, caught up his hat and stick, and in a few moments mare
was seen trudging off to the neighbouring town of L
.
Apparently the poor Italian succeeded, for he came back that evening m time to prepare the thin gruel which made his master's supper,
with a suit of black—a Httle threadbare, but stdl highly respectable
—^two shht fronts, and two white cravats. But, out of all this finery,
Jackeymo held the smaU-clothes in especial veneration; for, as they
had cost exactly what the medaUion had sold for, so it seemed to him
that San Giacomo had heard his prayer in that quarter to which he
had more exclusively directed the saint's attention. The other h^biHments came to him ia the merely human process of sale and barter;
the smaU-clothes were the personal gratuity of San Giacomo!

CHAPTER V i n .
L I F E has been subjected to many ingemous comparisons; and if we
do not understand it any better, it is not for want of what is caUed
'reasoning by dlmtiition." Amongst other resemblances, there are
aioments when, to a quiet contemplator, it suggests the unage of one
of those rotatory entertainments commonly seen in fairs, and kno^wn by
the name of " wldrUgigs or roundabouts," in wiiich each participator
of the pastime, seated on his hobby, is always apparently in the act
of pursuing some one before him, whde he is pursued by some one
Irehind. Man, aiid woman too, are naturally ammals of chase; the
greatest stdl find something to foUow, and there is no one too humble
uot to be an object of prey to another. Thus, confining our view to
the viUage of Hazeldean, we behold in this whirligig Dr. Riccabocca
spurring his hobby after Lenny Fairfield; and Miss Jemima, on her
decorous side-saddle, whipping after Dr. Riccabocca. "Why, with so
long and intimate a conviction of the -vdlany of our sex, iUss Jemima
should resolve upon giving the male animal one more chance of
redeeming itself in her eyes^ I leave to the explanation of those gentlemen who profess to ilntt " their only books in woman's looks."
Perhaps it might be from the over-tenderness and clemency of Miss
VOL. I.
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Jemima's nature; perhaps it might be that, as yet, she had only experi
enced the vdlany of man bom and reared in these cold northern climates;
and in the land of Petrarch and Romeo, of the citron and myrtle,
there was reason to expect that the native monster would be more
amenable to gentle hdluences, less obstinately hardened in his inic[uities. Without entering further into these hypotheses, it is sufficient
to say, that, on Signer Riccabocca's appearance in the drawing-room
at Hazeldean, Miss Jemima felt more than ever rejoiced that she had
relaxed in his favour her general hostihty to men. In trath, though
Frank saw something quizzical in the old-fashioned and outlandish
cut of the Itahan's sober dress ; in his long hair, and the chapeau bras,
over which he bowed so gracefuUy, and then pressed it, as if to his
heart, before tucking it under his arm, after the fashion in which the
gizzard reposes under the wing of a roasted puUet; yet it was impossible that even Fraidi could deny to Riccabocca that praise which is
due to the air and manner of an unmistakable gentleman. And certahdy as, after dinner, conversation grew more famiUar, and the
Parson and Mrs. Dale, who had been invited to meet their friend, did
their best to draw him out, his talk, though sometimes a httle too
wise for his Usteners, became eminently animated and agreeable. It
was the conversation of a man who, besides the knowledge which is
acquired from books and Hfe, had studied the art which becomes a
gentleman—that of pleasing in poUte society.
The result was, that aU were charmed with him: and that even
Captain Barnabas postponed the whist-table for a full hour after the
usual time. The Doctor did not play—he thus became the property
of the two ladies. Miss Jemima and Mrs. Dale.
Seated between the two, in the place rightfuUy appertaining to
Flimsey, who this time was fahly dislodged, to her great wonder and
discontent, the Doctor was the emblem of true Domestic Fehcity,
placed bet-ween Friendship and Love.
Friendship, as became her, worked quietly at the embroidered
pocket-handkerchief, and left Love to more animated operations.
" You must be very lonely at the Casino," said Love, in a sympathismg tone.
" Madam," repHed Riccabocca, gaUantly, " I shaU think so when I
leave you."
Friendship cast a sly glance at Love—Love blushed or looked
down on the carpet,—which comes to the same thing. " Yet," began
Love again—" yet solitude to a feeling heart
"
Riccabocca thought of the note of invitation, and involuntardy
buttoned his coat, as if to protect the individual organ thus alarmingly referred to.
" Sohtude, to a feeling heart, has its charms. It is so hard even
for ns poor ignorant women tofind_a congenial companion—but for
you!" Love stopped short, as if it had said too much, and smelt
confusedly at its bouquet.
Dr. Riccabocca cautiously lowered his spectacles, and darted one
glance, which, with the rapidity apd comprehensiveness of Hghtning,
seemed to envelope and take in, as it w ere, the whole inventory of
Miss Jemima's personal attractions. Now, iliss Jemima, as I have
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before observed, had a mdd and pensive expression of countenance,
and she would have been positively pretty had the mddness Itoked a
httle more alert, and the pensiveness somewhat less lackadaisical.
In fact, though Miss Jemima was constitntionaUy mUd, she was not
de naturd pensive; she had too much of the Hazeldean blood in her
veins for that suUen and viscid humour called melancholy, and therefore this assumption of pensiveness reaUy spoUed her cha-acter of
features, which only wanted to be Hghted up by a cheerfid smde to
be extremely prepossessmg. The same remark might apply to the
figure, which—thanks to the same pensiveness—lost aU the undulating grace which movement and aidmation bestow on the fluent
curves of the femhdne form. The figure was a good figure, examined
in detail—a Httle thin, perhaps, but by no means emaciated—with
just and elegant proportions, and naturaUy Hght and flexible. But
that same unfortunate pensiveness gave to the whole a character of
inertness and languor; and when Miss Jemima recUned on the sola,
so complete seemed the relaxation of nerve and muscle that yon
woidd have thought she had lost the use of her Umbs. Over her
face and form, thus defrauded of the charms Pro-vidence had bestowed
on them. Dr. Riccabocca's eye glanced rapidly; and then moving
nearer to Mrs. Dale—" Defend m e " (he stopped a moment, and
added)—" from the charge of not being able to appreciate congenial
companionship."
" Oh, I did not say t h a t ! " cried Miss Jemima.
" Pardon me," said the ItaHan, " if I am so duU as to misunderstand you. One may weU lose one's head, at least, in such a neighbourhood as this." He rose as he spoke, and bent over Frank's
shoidder to examine some Views of Italy, which iliss Jemima
(with what, if whoUy rmselfish, would have bcf.n an attention
truly deUcate) had extracted from the Hbrary hi order to gratify the
guest
" Most interesting creature, indeed," sighed Miss Jemima, " but
too—too flattering!"
" TeU me," said Mrs. Dale gravely, " do you think, love, that you
could put off the end of the world a Httle longer, or must we make
haste m order to be m time ?"
" How -wicked you are!" said Miss Jemima, turning aside.
Some few minutes afterwards, Mrs. Dale contrived it so that
Dr. Riccabocca and herself were in a further comer of the room,
looking at a picture said to be by Wouvermans.
ilRS. DALE.—She is very amiable, Jemima, is she not ?
RICCABOCCA.—Exceedingly so. Very fine battle-piece!
M R S . DALE.—So kind-hearted.

RICCABOCCA.—AU ladies are. How naturaUy that warrior makes
nis desperate cut at the runaway!
iL;s. DALE.—She is not what is caUed regularly handsome, but
she has something very winning.
RiccAJBOccA (with a smde).^—So winning, that it is strange she
is not won. That grey mare in the fore-ground stands out very
boldiy!
MRS. DALE (distrusting the smde of Riccabocca, and throwing IK s
6 i
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more effective grape charge).—Not won yet; and it is strange! shs
-wdl have a very pretty fortune.
RICCABOCCA.—Ah!

MRS. DALE.—Six thousand pounds, I dare say—certaudy four.
RICCABOCCA (suppressing a sigh, and wdth his wonted address).—
If Mrs. Dale were stdl single, she would never need a friend to say
what her portion might be; but Miss Jemima is so good that I am
quite sure it is not iliss Jemima's fault that she is stdl—Miss
Jemima!
The foreigner slipped away as he spoke, and sate Idmself down
beside the whist-players.
Mrs. Dale was disappointed, but certainly not offended.—_" It
would be such a good thing for both," muttered she, almost inaudibly.
" Giacomo," said Riccabocca, as he was undressmg that night m
the large, comfortable, weU-carpeted EngHsh bedroom, with that
great English four-posted bed in the recess which seems made to
shame folks out of single-blessedness—" Giacomo, I have had this
evening the offer of probably six thousand pounds—certainly of four
thousand."
"Cosa meravigliosa!" exclaimed Jackeymo—"ndraculous thing!"
and he crossed himself with great fervour. " Six thousand pounds
EngUsh! why, that must be a hundred thousand—blockhead that I
am!—more than a hundred and fifty thousand pounds Mdanese!"
And Jackeymo, who was considerably enlivened by the Squire's ale,
commenced a series of gesticulations and capers, in the midst of
which he stopped and cried, " B u t not for nothmg ?"
"Nothing! no."
"These mercenary Enghsh 1—^the Government wants to bribe you."
"That's not it."
" The priests want you to turn heretic."
" '\Vorse than that," said the philosopher.
" AYorse than that! 0 Padrone! for shame!"
" Don't be a fool, but puU off my pantaloons—they want me never
to wear these again!"
" Never to wear what ?" exclaimed Jackeymo, staring outright at
his master's long legs in their linen drawers—"never to wear
"
" The breeches," said Riccabocca laconicaUy.
"The barbarians !" faltered Jackeymo.
" My mghtcap!—and never to have any comfort in this," said
Riccabocca, drawing on the cotton headgear; " and never to have any
sound sleep in that;" pointing to the four-posted bed. " And to be a
bondsman and a slave," continued Riccabocca, waxmg wroth; " and
to be wheedled and purred at, and pawed, and clawed, and scolded,
and fondled, and blinded, and deafened, and bridled, and saddled—
bedeviHed and—married!"
"Married!" said Jackeymo, more dispassionately—"that's very
bad, certaiidy; but more than a hundred and fifty thousand lire, and
perhaps a pretty young lady, and
-"
"Pretty young lady !" growled Riccabocca, jumping into bed and
drawing the clothes fiercely over hun. _ " Put out the candle, end get
dong with you—do, you -viUanous old incendiary!"
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CHAPTER IX.
IT was not many days since the resurrection of those iU-omeneii
stocks, and it was evident aheady, to an ordinary observer, that
something wrong had got into the viUage, The peasants wore a
suUeii expression of countenance; when the Squire passed, they took
off their hats with more than ordinary formaUty, but they did not
return the same broad smde to his quick, hearty "Good day, my
man." The women peered at him from the threshold or the casement, but did uot, as was their wont (at least the wont of the
prettiest), take occasion to come out to catch his passing compUment
on their own good looks, or their tidy cottages. And the chddren,
who used to play after work on the side of the old stocks, now
shunned the place, and, indeed, seemed to cease play altogether.
On the other hand, no man Hkes to budd, or rebudd, a great pubUc
work for nothing. Now that the Sqrure had resuscitated the stocks,
and made them so exceedingly handsome, it was natural that he
should wish to put somebody into them, iloreover, his pride and
self-esteem had been wounded by the Parson's opposition; and it
would be a justification to his OWTI forethought, and a triumph over
the Parson's understanding, if he could satisfactorily and practicaUy
estabUsh a proof that the stocks had not been repaired before it was
wanted.
Therefore, unconsciously to himseh, there was something about the
Sqiure more burly, and authoritative, and menacing than heretofore.
Old Gaffer Solomons observed, "that they had better moind weU
what they were about, for that the Squire had a -wicked look in the
tad of his eye—just as the dun buU had afore it tossed neighbour
Barnes's Httle boy."
For two or three days these mute signs of something brewing in
the atmosphere had been rather noticeable than noticed, without any
positive overt act of tyranny on the one hand, or rebeUion on the
other. But on the very Saturday night in which Dr. Riccabocca was
installed in the four-posted bed in the chintz chamber, the threatened
revolution commenced. In the dead of that lught personal outrage
was committed on the stocks. And ou the Sunday morning, i l r .
Sthn, who was the earUest riser in the parish, perceived, in going
to the farmyard, that the knob of the colurrm that fianked the board
had been feloniously broken off; that the four holes were buuged up
-with mud; and that some Jacobirdcal viUain had carved on the very
centre of the flourish or seroU-work, "Dam the stoks !" i l r . Stirn
was much too vigdant a right-hand man, much too zealous a friend
of law and order, not to regard such proceedings witn horror and
alarm. And when the Squire came into his dressing-rooin at halfpast seven, his butler (who fulfiUed also the duties of valet) iiL^ormed
him, -with a mysterious air, that Mr. Stira had soinethhig "very
partdder to communicate, about a most howdacious midnight
'sphaey and 'sault."
The Squu'e stared, and bade i l r . Stirn be admitteii
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" W e U ? " cried the Squire, suspending the Dperation of stropping
his razor.
Mr. Stim groaned.
" WeU, man, what now ? "
" I never knowed such a thing in this here_parish'afore," begar
Mr. Stim, "aud I can oidy 'coiint for it by s'posing that them foreign
Papishers have been semniinating
"
'^ Been w h a t ? "
" Semminating
"
"Disseminating, you blockhead—disseminatingvvhat?"
" Damn the stocks," began Mr. Stim, plunging right in medias res,
and by a fine use of one of the noblest figures in rhetoric.
" M r . Stirn!" cried the Squire, reddeiung, "did you say, 'Damn
the stocks ?'—damn my new handsome pair of stocks!"
"Lord forbid, sirj that's what they say: that's what they have
digged on it with knives and daggers, and they have stuffed mud m
its four holes, and broken the capital of the elewation."
The Squire took the napkin off his shoidder, laid down strop and
razor: he seated himself in his arm-chair majesticaUy, crossed his
legs, and, in a voice that affected tranqudlity, said—
"Compose yourself, Stirn; you have a deposition to make, touching
an assault upon—can I trust my senses?—upon my new stocks.
Compose yourself—be calm. NOW ! What the devil is come to the
parish?"
"Ah, sir, what indeed?" repHed Mr. Stim: and then laying
the fore-finger of the right hand on the pahn of the left, he narrated
the case.
"And whom do you suspect ? Be calm now; don't speak in a passion. You are a witness, sir—a dispassionate, unprejudiced witness.
Zounds and fury! this is the most insolent, unprovoked, diabolical—
but whom do you suspect, I say ?"
Stirn f-wirled his hat, elevated his eyebrows, jerked his thumb over
his shoulder, and whispered—-" I hear as how the two Papishers slept
at your honour's last night."
" What, dolt! do you suppose Dr. Rickeybockey got out of his
warm bed to bung up the holes in my new stocks ?"
" N o a ; he's too cunning to do it himself, but he aiay have been
semminating. He's mighty thick -with Parson Dale, and your honour
knows as how the Parson set his face ag'in the stocks. "Wait a bit,
sir—don't fly at me yet. There be a boy in this here parish
"
" A boy—ah, fool, now you are nearer the mark. The Parson write
Damn the stocks,' indeed! What boy do you mean ?"
"Ajid that boy be cockered up much by i l r . Dale; and the
Papisher went and sat with bun and his mother a whole hour t'other
day; and that boy is as deep as a weU; and 1 seed him lurking about
Ihe place, and hiding hisself under the tree the day the stocks was
^ut up—and that 'ere boy is Lenny Fairfield."
"Whew," said the Squire, whistling, "you have not your usual
jenses about you to-day, man. Leimy Fauiield—pattern boy of the
viUage. Hold your tongue. I dare say it is not done by any one in
the parish, after aU: some good-for-nothing vagrant—that cursed
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ti:):er, who goes about with a very vicious donkey—a doidcey that I
caught picking thistles out of the very eyes of the old stocks ! Shows
how the tinker brings up his donkeys ! WeU, keep a sharp look-out.
To-day is Sunday; worst day of the week, I'm sorry and ashamed to
say, for rows and depredations. Between the services, and af^er
evemng church, there are always idle feUows from aU the neighbouring
country about, as you know too weU. Depend on it, the real culprits
wdl be found gathering round the stocks, and wdl betray themseives;
have your eyes, ear.Sj and wits about you, and I've no doubt we shall
come to the rights ot the matter before the day's out. And if we do,"
added the Squhe, " we'U make an example of the ruffian !"
" In course," said Stirn; " and if we don't find hhn, we must make
an example aU the same. That's what it is, sir. That's why the
stocks ben't respected; they has not had an example yet—we wants
an example.
" On my word, I beHeve that's very true ; and we'U clap in the first
idle fellow you catch in anything wrong, and keep him there for two
hours at least."
" With the biggest pleasure, your honour—that's what it is."
And Mr. Stirn, having now got what he considered a complete and
nnconditional authority over aU the legs and wrists of Hazeldean
parish, quoa.d ths stocks, took his departure.

CHAPTER X.
" RANDAL," said Mrs. Leslie, on this memorable Sunday—" Randal,
do you think of going to Mr. Hazeldean's?"
"Yes, ma'am," answered Randal. " i l r . Egerton does not object
to i t ; and as I do not retum to Eton, I may have no other opportunity of seeing Frank for some time. I ought not to fad in respect
to Mr. Egerton's natural heir."
" Gracious me !" cried Mrs. Leslie, who, Hke many women of her
cast and kind,_had a sort of worldhness in her notions, which she
never evinced in her conduct—" gracious me !—natural heir to the
old Leslie property!"
" He is Mr. Egerton's nephew, and," added Randal, iagenuously
letting out his thoughts, " I am no relation to Mr. Egerton at aU."
" But,'' said poor Mrs. LesUe, with tears in her eyes, " it would be
a shame in the man, after paying your schooling aud sending you to
Oxford, and having you to stay with him in the hoHdays, if he did not
mean anything by it."
"Anythmg, mother—yes—but not the thing you suppose. No
matter. It is enough that he has armed me for life, and 1 shaU use
the weapons as seems to me best."
Here the dialogue was suspended by the entrance of the other
members of the famdy, dressed for church.
" I t can't be tune for church! N o ! it can't!" exclauned M J S .
Leshe. She was never in time for anything.
"Last beU ringing," said i l r . LesHe, who, though a slow man.
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was methodical a a i punctual, i l r s . Leslie made a frantic rush at the
door, the Montfydget blood being now iu a blaze—dashed up the
stairs—burst into her room, tore her best bonnet from the peg,
snatched her newest shawl from the drawers, crushed the bonnet on
her head, fiung the shawl on her shoulders, thrust a desperate pin
into its folds, in order to conceal a buttonless yawn in the body of her
gown, and then flew back like a whirlwind, ileanwhde the famdy
were already out of doors, in waiting; and just as the beU ceased,
the procession moved from the shabby house to the dilapidated
church.
The church was a large one, but the congregation was smaU, and so
was the income of the Parson. I t was a lay rectoix and the great
tithes had belonged to the LesHes, but they had been long since sold.
The vicarage, stdl in their gift, might be worth a little more than
£100 a year. The present incumbent had nothing else to Uve upon.
H e was a good man, and not originally a stupid one 5 but penury and
the anxious cares for wife and famdy, combined with what may bs
caUed solitary confinement for the cultivated mind, when, amidst ths
two-legged creatures round, it sees no other cultivated mind with
which it can exchange one extra-parochial thought—had luUed lum
into a lazy mournfuHiess, wddch at times was very like imbecdity.
His income allowed him to do no good to the parish, whether in work,
trade, or charity; and thus he had no moral weight with the
parishioners beyond the example of his sinless Hfe, and such negative
effect as might be produced liy his slumberous exhort-atious. Therefore his parishioners troubled him very little ; and but for the influence
which, in liom-s of ilontfydget activity, i l r s . LesHe exercised over
the most tractable—that 's, the children aud the aged—not had' a
dozen persons would havo known or cared whether he shut up his
church or not.
But oui- famdy were seated in state in their old seignorial pew, and
i l r . Dumdrum, with a r.asal twang, went lugubriously through the
prayers; aud the old pcoirle who coidd sin no more, and the chddren
who had not yet learned to sin, croaked forth responses that might
have come from the choral frogs iu Aristophanes. And there was a
loug sernion a propo to nothing which could possibly interest the
congregation—being, in fact, some c-ontroversial homily, which Mr.
Dumdrum had composed and preached years before. And wdien this
discourse was over, there was a loud universal grunt, as if of relief
and thanksgiving, and a great clatter of shoes—and the old hobbled,
and the young scrambled, to the church door.
Immediately after church, the LesHe famdy dined; and, as soon as
dinner was over, Randal set out on his foot journey to Hazeldean
HaU.
DeHcate and even feeble though his frame, he had the energy and
quickness of movement which belongs to nervous temperaments; and
he tasked the slow stride of a peas,ant, whom he took to seiwe hun as
a gidde for the first two or three mdes. Though Randal had not the
gracious, open manner with the poor which Frank inherited from his
father, he was stiU (despite many a secret hypocritical vice at war
'Fith the character of a gentleman) gentleman enough to have no
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churhsh pnde to his inferiors. He talked little, but he suffered his
guide to talk • aud the boor, who was the same whom Frank had
accosted, indulged in eulogistic comments on that yomig gentleman's
pony, from which he diverged into some compHments on the young
gentleman himself. Randal drew his hat over his brow s. There is
a wonderful tact and fine breeding in your agiicultui-al peasant; and
though Tom StoweU was but a brutish specimen of the class, he
suddenly perceived that he was giving pain. He paused, scratched
his head, and glancing affectionately towards his coinpauion, exclaimed—
" But I shall live to see you on a handsomer beastis than that little
pony, ilaster Randal; and sure I ought, for you be as good a gentleman as any in the land."
" Thank you," said Randal. " But I Idic walking better than riding
—I am more used to it."
" WeU, and you walk bra'lj-—there ben't a better waUicr in the
county. And very pleasant it is walking; and 'tis a pretty country
afore you, all the way to the HaU."
Randal strode on, as if impatient of these attempts to flatter or to
soothe; and, coming at length into a broader lane, said—" I think
I can find my way now. Many thanks to you, Tom:" and he forced
a shdHug into Tom's homy palm. The man took it reluctantly, and
a tear started to his eye. He felt more grateful for that shdling than
he had for Frank's Hberal half-crown; and he thought of the poor
faUen famdy, and forgot Ids own dire wrestle with the wolf at his
door.
He stayed lingering in the lane tdl the figure of Randal was out of
sight, and then returned slowly. Young LesHe continued to walk
on at a. quick pace. With all his inteUectual culture, smd his restless
aspirations, his breast afforded him no thought so generous, no sentiment so poetic, as those with which the unlettered clo^vn crept
slouchiugly homeward.
As Randal gained a point where several lanes m.et on a broad piece
of waste land, he began to feel tired, and his step slackened. Just
then a gig emerged from one of these by-roads, and took the same
direction as the pedestrian. The road was rough and hiUy, and the
driver proceeded at a foot's pace; so that the gig and the pedestrian
went pretty weU abreast.
^" You seem tired, sh," said the driver, a stout young fanner of the
higher class of tenants—and he looked dowoi compassionately on the
boy's pale countenance and weary stride,—"Perhaps we are going
the same way, and I can gift you a lift ? "
It was PLandal's habitual policy to make use of every advantage
proffered to him, and he accepted the proposal frankly enough to
please the honest farmer.
" A nice day, sir," said the latter, as Randal sat by his side:
" Have vou come far ? "
" From Rood HaU."
" Oh, you be young Squire LesHe," said the farmer, more respectfuUy, and lifting his hat.
" Yes, my name is LesHe. You know Rood, then ? "
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" I was brought up on your father's land, sh. You may have
heard of Farmer Bruce ? "
,. , ,
,T -r,
RANDAL.—I remember, when I was a Httle boy, a Mr. Bruce who
rented, I beUeve, the best part of our land, and who used to brmg us
cakes when he caUed to see my father. He is a relation of yours ? "
FARMER BRUCE.—He was my uncle.

He is dead now, poor man.

RANDAL.—Dead! I am grieved to hear it. He was very kind to
us children. But it is long since he left my father's farm.
FARMEE BEUCE (apologeticaUy).—I am sui-e he was very sorry to

go. But, you see, he had an unexpected legacy
.
RANDAL.—And rethed from business ?
FAEMER BEUCE.—No. But, having capital, he could afford to
pay a good rent for a real good farm.
RANDAL (bitterly).—All capital seems to fly from the lands of
Rood. And whose farm did he take ?
FARMER BBUCE.—He took Hawleigh, under Squire Hazeldean.
1 rent it now. We've laid ont a power o' money on it. But I don't
complain. I t pays weU.
RANDAL.—Would the money have paid as weU, sunk on my
father's land ?
FARMER BRUCE.—Perhaps it might, in the long run. But them
sir, we wanted new premises—bams and _ cattle-sheds, and a deal
more—which the landlord should do; but it is not every landlord as
can afford that. Squire Hazeldean's a rich man.
RANDAL.—Ay!

The road now became pretty good, and the farmer put his horse
into a brisk trot.
But wluch way be you going, sir ? I don't care for a few mdes
more or less, if I can be of service."
" I am going to Hazeldean," said Randal, rousing himseK from a
reverie. ' D o n ' t let me take you out of your way."
" oh, Hawleigh Fai-m is on the other side of the viUage, so it be
quite my way, sir."
The farmer, then, who was ready a smart young feUow—one of
that race which the appHcation of capital to land has produced, and
which, in point of education and refinement, are at least on a par
•with the squires of a former generation—began to talk about his
handsome horse, about horses in general, about hunting and coursing : he handled aU these subjects with sphit, yet with modesty.
Randal pulled his hat stdl lower down over his brows, and did uot
interrupt him tiU they passed the Casino, when, struck by the classic
air of the place, and catching a scent from the orange-trees, the boy
asked abruptly—" Whose house is that ? "
" Oh, it belongs to Squire Hazeldean, but it is let or lent to a
foreign ilounseer. They say he is quite the gentleman, but uncommonly poor."
" Poor," said Randal, turning back to gaze on the trim garden,
the neat terrace, the pretty belvidere, and (the, door of the house
being open) catching a glimpse of the painted haU within —
"poor: the place seems weU kept. What do you call poor, Mr.
Bruce P"
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The faimer laughed. "WeU, that's a home question, sir. But I
foeheve the Mounseer is as poor as a man can be who makes no debts
and does not actuaUy starve."
"As poor as my father?" asked Randal, operdy and abruptly.
" Lord, sir!" yom- father be a very rich ma'u compared to
hun."
Randal continued to gaze, and his mind's eye conjured up the contrast of his slovenly shabby home, with aU its neglected apurtenances!
No trim garden at Rood HaU, no scent from odorous orange-blossoms.
Here poverty at least was elegant—there, how squaUd! He did not
comprehend at how cheap a rate the luxury of the Beautiful can be
effected. They now approached the extremity of the Squire's park
pales ; and Randal, seeing a Httle gate, bade the farmer stop his gig,
and descended. The boy plunged amidst the thick oak-groves; the
farmer went his way bUthely, and his meUow merry whistle came to
Randal's moody ear as he ghded quick imder the shadow of the
trees.
He arrived at the HaU, to find that aU the famdy were at church;
and, according to the patriarchal custom, the church-going famdy
embraced nearly aU the servants. It was therefore an old invaUd
housemaid who opened the door to him. She was rather deaf, and
seemed so stupid that Randal did not ask leave to enter and wait for
Frank's retum. He therefore said briefly that he would just stroU on
the la^wn, and caU again when church was over.
The old woman stared, and strove to hear him; meanwhde Randal
turned round abruptly, and sauntered towards the garden side of the
handsome old house.
There was enough to attract any eye in the smooth greensward of
the spacious la^wn—in the numerous parterres of variegated flowers—
in the venerable grandeur of the two irdghty cedars, which threw
their stiU shadows over the grass—and in the picturesque budding,
with its projecting mulHons and heavy gables; yet I fear that it was
with no poet's nor painter's eye that this young old man gazed on the
scene before him.
He beheld the evidence of wealth—and the en-vy of wealth jaundiced his soul.
_ Folding his arms on his breast, he stood awhUe, looking aU around
him, with closed Hps and lowering brow; then he walked slowly on,
his eyes fixed on the ground, and muttered to himself—
" The heir to this property is Httle better than a dunce; and they
teU me I have talents and learning, and I have taken to my heart the
maxim, ' Knowledge is power.' And yet, with aU my struggles, will
knowledge ever place me on the same level as that on which this
dunce is bom ? I don't wonder that the poor should hate the rich.
But of aU the poor, who should hate the rich Hke the pauper gentleman ? I suppose Audley Egerton means me to come into ParHament,
and be a Tory Hke himself! Wliat! keep things as they are! N o ;
for me not even Democracy, unless there first come Revolution. I
understand the cry of a Marat—'More blood!'_ Marat had Hved
as a poor man, and cultivated science—in the sight of a prince's
palace."
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He turned sharply round, and glared vindictively on the poor
old HaU, which, though a very comfortable habitation, was cer
taiuly no palace; and, with his arm stdl folded on his breast, he
walked backward, as if not to lose the view, nor the chain of ideas it
conjured up.
" But," he continued to soUloquise—" but of revolution there is no
chance. Yet the same -wit and ^viU that would thrive in revolutions
shoidd thrive in this common-place life. Knowledge is power
WeU, then, shaU I have no power to oust tlds blockhead? Oust
liim—wdiat from ? His father's halls ? "WeU, but if he were dead,
who would be the heh- of Hazeldean? Have I not heard my
mother say that I am as near in biood to this Sqidre as any one,
if he had no cluldren ? Oh, but the boy's Hfe is worth ten of miue!
Oust him from what ? A^t least from the thoughts of his Uncle
Egerton—an uncle who has uever even seen him! That, at least, is
more feasible. ' ilake my way in Ide,' saycst thou, Audley Egerton.
Ay—and to the fortune thou hast robbed from my ancestors. Simulation—simulation. Lord Bacon allows simulation. Lord Bacon
practised it—and
"
Here the soldoquy came to a sudden end; for as, rapt in Ms
thoughts, the boy had continued to walk backwards, he had come to
the verge, where the lawn sHded off into the ditch of the ha-ha; and,
just as he was fortifyhig himself by the precept and practice of my
Lord Bacon, the ground went from under him, aird—slap into the
.ditch went Randal LesHe!
It so happened that the Squu-e, whose active geidus was always at
some repah or improvement, had been but a few days before widening and sloping off the ditch just in that part, so that the earth was
fresh aud damp, and not yet either turfed or fiattened down. Thus
when Randal, recovering his first surprise and shock, rose to his
feet, he found his clothes covered with mud; whde the rudeness
of the fall was evinced by the fantastic and extraordinary appearance of his hat, which, hoUowed here, bulging there, and crushed
out of aU recognition generaUy, was as Uttle Hke the hat of a decorous,
hard-reading young gentleman—protege of the dignified Mr. Audley
Egerton—as any hat picked out of a kennel after some drunken brawl
possibly could be.
Randal was dizzy, and stunned, and bruised, and it was some
moments before he -took heed of his raiment. "When he did so his
spleen was greatly aggravated. He was stdl boy enough not to
Uke the idea of presenting himself to the unknown Squire, and
the dandy Frank, hi such a trim: he resolved incontinently to
regam the lane and turn home, without accompHshing the object
of his journey; and seeing the footpath right before him, which
led to a gate that he conceived yvould admit him into the highway sooner than the path by whicn he had come, he took it at
once.
I t is surprising ho-w little we human creatures heed the warnings of our good geruus. I have no doubt that some benignant
power had precipitated Randal LesHe mto the ditch, as a sianificant hint of the fate of ad wdio choose what is, now^-a-daj-s, by
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no means an uncommon step in the march of intellect—^viz,, the
walkmg backwards, in order to gratify a vindictive view of one's
neighbour's property! I suspect that, before this century is out,
many a fine fellow wiU thus have found his ha-ha, and scrambled
out of the ditch with a much shabbier coat than he had on when
he feU into it. But Randal did not thank his good genius for
giving him a premonitory tumble;—and I never yet knew a man who
did!

CHAPTER XI.
THE Squire was greatly ruffled at breakfast that morning. He was
too much of an Englishman to bear insult patiently, and he considered
that he had been personaUy insulted in the outrage offered to his
recent donation to the parish. His feelings, too, were hurt as weU
as his pride. There was something so migrateful in the whole thing,
just after he had taken so much pams, not only in the resuscitation,
but the embelHshment of the stocks. It was not, however, so rare
an occurrence for the Squhe to be ruffled, as to create any remark,
Riccabocca, indeed, as a stranger, and i l r s . Hazeldean, as a wife, had
the quick tact to perceive that the host was glum and the husband
inappish; but the one was too discreet, and the other too sensible to
chafe the new sore, whatever it might be; and shortly after breakfast the Squire rethed into his study, and absented himself from
morning service.
In his delightful Life of Oliver Goldsmith, i l r . Forster takes care
to touch our hearts by introducing his hero's excuse for not entering
the priesthood: " He did not feel rimself good enough." Thy Vicar of
Wakefield, poor Goldsmith, was an exceUent substitute for thee ; and
Dr. Primrose at least wdl be good enough for the world untd iliss
Jemima's fears are reaUsed. Now, Sauu-e Hazeldean had a tenderness of conscience much less reasonable than Goldsmith's. There
were occasionaUy days in winch he did not feel good enough—I don't
say for a priest, but even for one of the congregation—"days in
wluch," said the Squire in his own blunt way, " as I have never in my
life met a worse devil than a devd of a temper, I'U not carry mine
into the famUy pew. He shan't be growUng out hypocritical responses
from my poor grandmother's prayer-book." So the Squire and his
demon stayed at home. But the demon was generally cast out before
the day was over: and, on this occasion, when the beU rang for afternoon service, it may be presmned that the Squire had reasoned or
fretted himself into a proper state of mmd; for he was then seen
sallying forth from the porch of Ms haU, arm-m-arm with his wife,
and at the head of Ids household. The second service was (as is
commonly the case in rural districts) more numerously attended th;,:L
the first one ; and it w-as our Parson's wont to devote to tMs serrice
ids most effective discourse.
Parson Dale, though a very fan- scholar, had neither the deep
theology nor the archEeological learning that distinguishes the rising
generation of the clergy. I much doubt if he could have passed
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what would now be called a creditable examination in the Fathers;
and as for aU the nice formahties in the Rubric, he would never have
been the man to •Hvide a congregation or puzzle a bishop. Neither
was Parson Dale very erudite in ecclesiastical arcMtecture: he did
not much care wnethf r aU the detads in the church vvere purely
GotMc or not: crockets and finials, round arch and pointed arch,
were matters, I fear, on which he had never troubled his head. But
one secret Parson Dale did possess, wMch is perhaps of equal importance with those subtler mysteries—he knew how to fUl his
church! Even at morning service no pews were empty, and at evening service the church overflowed.
Parson Dale, too, may be considered, now-a-days, to hold but a
mean idea of the sphitual authority of the Church. He had never
been known to dispute on its exact bearing with the State—whether
it was incorporated with the State, or above the State—whether it
was antecedent to the Papacy, or formed from the Papacy, &c. &c.
According to his favourite maxim, Quieta non movere (not to disturb
things that are qvdet), I have no doubt that he would have thought
that the less discussion is provoked upon such matters the better for
both Church and laity. Nor had he ever been known to regret the
disuse of the ancient custom of excommunication, nor any other diminution of the powers of the priesthood, whether minatory or mditant;
fet, for aU tMs, Parson Dale had a great notion of the sacred privi_ege of a minister of the gospel—to advise—to deter—to persuade—
to reprove. And it was for the evening service that he prepared those
sermons, wMch may be called " sermons that preach at you." He
preferred the evening for that salutary discipHne, not only because
the congregation was more numerous, but also because, being a
shrewd man in his own innocent way, he knew that people bear
better to be preached at after dinner than before; that you arrive
more insinuatingly at the heart when the stomach is at peace. There
was a geidal kindness in Parson Dale's way of preaching at you. It
was done in so imperceptible, fatherly a manner, that you never felt
offended. He did it, too, with so much art that nobody but your ovra
gudty self knew that you were the sinner he was exhorting. Yet he did
not spare rich nor poor: he preached at the Squire, and that great fat
farmer, Mr. BuUock, the churchwarden, as boldly as at Hodge the
ploughman and Scrub the hedger. As for i l r . Stim, he had preached
at him more often than at any one in the parish; but Stim, though
he had the sense to know it, never had the grace to refomi. There
was, too, in Parson Dale's sermons something of that boldness of
iUustration which would have been scholarly if he had not made it
famiUar, and which is found in the discom-ses of our elder divines.
Like them, he did not scruple, now and then, to introduce an anecdote from Mstory, or borrow an aUusion from some non-scriptural
author, in order to enUven the attention of Ms audience, or render an
argument more plam. And the good man had an object in this, a
Httle distmet from, though wholly subordinate to, the main purpose
of Ms discourse. H s was a friend to knowledge—but to knowledge
accompanied by reUgion; and sometimes Ms references to sources
not within the ordinary reading of his congregation would sphit up
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some farmer's son, with an evening's leisure on Ms hands, to ask the
Parson for farther explanation, aud so to be lured on to a httle soHd
or graceful instruction, under a safe guide.
Now, on the present occasion, the Parson, who had always Ms eye
and heart on his flock, and who had seen with great grief the realisation of Ms fears at the revival of the stocks; seen that a spirit of
discontent was abeady at work_ amongst the peasants, and that
magisterial and inquisitorial designs were darkening the natural
benevolence of the Squire; seen, in short, the signs of a breach
between "classes, and the precursors of the ever inflammable feud
between the rich and the poor, meditated nothing less than a great
PoHtical Sermon—a sermon that should extract from the roots of
social truths a heaUng -virtue for the wound that lay sore, but latent,
m the breast of his parish of Hazeldean.
And thus ran—
THE POLITICAL SERMON OF PARSON DALE.

CHAPTER X n .
" For every meui shaU bear his own burden."—Gal. -vi. 5.

every man has his burden. If God designed our Hves
to end at the grave, may we not beHeve that he woidd have freed an
existence so brief from the cares and sorrows to wMch, since the
beginning of the world, mankind has been subjected ? Suppose that
I am a kind father, and have a chdd whom I dearly love, but I know
by a Divine revelation that he wdl die at the age of eight years,
surely I should not vex Ms infancy by needless preparations for the
duties of Hfe. H I am a rich man, I should not send him from the
caresses of Ms mother to the stem discipline of school. If I am a
poor man, I should not take him with me to hedge and dig, to scorch
in the sun, to freeze in the winter's cold: why inflict hardsMps on
his chddhood for the purpose of fitting him for manhood, when I know
that he is doomed not to grow into man ? But if, on the other hand,
I beHeve my chdd is reserved for a more _ durable existence, then
should I not, out of the very love I bear to him, prepare Ms childhood
for the struggle of hfe, according to that station in wMch he is bom,
giving many a tod, many a pam, to the infant, in order to rear and
strengthen him for his duties as man ? _ So it is with our Father that
is in heaven. Viewing tMs Hfe as our infancy, and the next as our
spiritual maturity, where, 'in the ages to come, he inay show the
exceeding riches of his grace,' it is in Ms tenderness, as in Ms wisdom,
to pernut the toU and the pain wMch, in tasking the powers and developing the virtues of the soul, prepare it for ' the earnest of our inheritance.' Hence it is that every man has Ms burden. Brethren, if
you beHeve that God is good, yea, but as tender as a human father,
you wdl know that your troubles in Id's are a proof that you are
reared for an eternity. But each man tlihiks Ms o-wn burden the
hardest to bear; the poor man groans under his poverty, the rich man
"BRETHREN,
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:inder the cares that multiply -with wealth. For, so far from wealth
freein:: us from trouble, aUthe -wise men w-ho have written in aU ages
have repeated, wdth one voice, the words of the wisest: 'When goods
increase, they are increased that eat them : and what good is there to
the owners thereof, saving the beholding them with their eyes?' And this
is HteraUy true, my brethren; for, let a man be as rich as was the great
King Solomon himself, unless he lock up aU his gold in a chest, it must
go abroad to be divided amongst others; yea, though, Hke Solomon, he
make Mm great works,—though he build houses and plant vineyards,
and make Mm gardens and orchards, stdl the gold that he spends feeds
but the mouths he employs; and Solomon himself could not eat -with a
better reUsh thau the poorest mason who budded the house, or the
hunrblest labourer who planted the vineyard. Therefore, ' when goods
increase, they are increased that eat them.' And tlus, my brethreii,
may teach us toleration and compassion for the rich. We share their
riches, whether they wdl or not; we do not share their cares. The
profane history of our own country teUs us that a princess, destiaed
to be the greatest queen that ever sat on this throne, envied the mflkmaid singing ; and a profane poet, whose wisdom was only less than
that of the inspired writers, represents the man who by force and -wit
had risen to be a kmg, sighing for the sleep vouchsafed to the meanest
of his subjects,—aU bearing out the words of the son of David: ' The
sleep of the labourmg marr is sweet, whether he eat little or much;
but the abmrdance of the rich wdl not suff'er him to sleep.'
'• Amongst rrry brethrerr now present, there is doubtless some one
who has been poor, and by honest industry has made himself comparatively rich. Let his heart answer me whde I speak: are not the
chief cares that now disturb him to be found iu the. goods he hath
acquhed ?—has he not both vexatious to his spirit and trials to his
virtue, which he knew not when he went forth to his labour, and took
no heed of the morrow ? But it is right, my brethren, that to every
station there should be its care,—to every man his burden; for if the
poor did not sometimes so far feel poverty to be a burden as to desire
to better their condition, and (to use the language of the world) 'seek
to rise iu life,' their most valuable energies would never be aroused;
and we should not witness that spectacle, which is so common in the
laud we live in,—namely, the successful stmggle of manly labour
against adverse fortune,—a struggle in which the triumph of one gives
hope to thousands. It is said that necessity is the mother of invention ; and the social blessings which are now as commorr to us as air
and sunshine, have come from that law of our nature which makes us
aspire towards indefudte improvement, enriches each successive generation by the labours of the last, and in free countries often lifts the
chdd of the labourer to a place amongst the rulers of the land. Nay,
if necessity is the mother of invention, poverty is the creator of the
arts. If there had been no poverty, and no sense ot poverty, where
would have been that which we caU the wealth of a country ? Subtract from civdization all that has been produced by the poor, and
what remains ?—the state of the savage. Where you now see labourer
and prmce, you would see equality indeed—the equahty of wild men.
N o ; not even equality there ! for there br^ite force becomes lordship.
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—and woe to the weak! Where you now see some in frieze, some
m purple, you would see nakedness hi aU. Where stand the palace
and the cot, you would behold but mud huts and caves. As far m
the peasant excels the king among savages, so far does the society
exalted and enriched by the straggles of labour excel the state in
which Poverty feels no disparity, and Tod sighs for no ease. On the
other hand, if the rich were perfectly .contented with their weaUh,
theh hearts would become hardened in the sensual enjoyments it
procures. It is that feeUng, by Divine Wisdom implanted in the
soul, that there is vanity and vexation of spirit in the things of
Mammon, wMch stdl leaves the rich mau sensitive to the instincts of
heaven, and teaches him to seek for happiness in those beneficent
vh-tues which distribute his wealth to the profit of others. If you
could exclude the air from the rays of the fire, thefii-eitself would
soon languish and die in the midst of its fuel; and so a man's joy ir.
his wealth is kept aUve by the air which it warms; and if pent -within
itself—is ex.tinguished.
" And this, my brethren, leads me to another -view of the vast subject opened to us by the words of the apostle—' Every mau shaU bear
his ovra burden.' The worldly conditions of life are unequal. "\Vhy
are they unequal ? 0 my brethren, do you not perceive ? Think
you that, if it liad been better for our sphitual probation that there
should be neither great nor lowly, rich nor poor. Providence wordd
not so have ordered the dispensations of the world, and so, by its
mysterious but merciful agencies, have influenced theframeworkaud
foundations of society ? But if from the remotest period of human
annals, and in aU the numberless experiments of govcrament which
the wit of man has devised, stdl this ruequaUty is ever found to exist,
may we not suspect that there is something in the very principles of
our nature to which that inequality is necessary and essential ? Ask
why this inequaUty? Why?—as weU ask why Ufe is the sphere of
duty and the nursery of virtues ! For if all men were equal, if there
were no suffering and no ease, no poverty and no wealth, would you
not sweep with one blow the half, at least, of human virtues from the
world ? If there were no penury and no pam, what would become
of fortitude ?—what of patience ?—what of resignation ? If there
were no greatness and no wealth, what would become of benevolence,
of chanty,_ of the blessed human pity, of temperanc-e tn the midst o^f
luxury, of justice in the exercise of power ? Carry the question
further; grant all conditions the same—no reverse, no rise, and no
fad—nothing to hope for, nothing to fear—what a moral death you
would at once infHct upon all the energies of the soul, and what a Hnk
between the Heart ot man and the Providence of God would t>e
snapped asunder! If we could anndidate evd, we shoidd annihdatc
hope; and hope, my brethren, is the avenue to faith. H there be ' a
tmie to weep and a time to laugh' it is that he who moiu-ns may
turn to etermty for comfort, and he who rejoices may bless God
for the happy hour. Ah! my brethren, were it possible to anndidate the mequalities of human Hfe, it would be the banishment
of our worthiest virtues, the torpor of our spiritual nature, tne
paisy of our mental faculties. The moral world, hke the worid
VOL. I .
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without us, derives its health and its beauty from diversity aua
contrast.
" ' Every man shaU bear Ms own burden.' True; but now tm-n
to an earlier verse m the same chapter,—' Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fuMl the law of Christ.' Yes; whde heaven ordains to
each Ms peeuhar suffering, it connects the famdy of man mto one
household, by that feeUng wMch, more perhaps thau aiiy other, distinguishes us from the brute creation—I mean the feeUng to which
we give the name of sympatJiy—the fecUng for each other ! The flock
heedeth not the sheep that creeps into the shade to die ; but man has
sorrow aud joy not in Mmself alone, but m the joy and sorrow of
those around mm. He who feels only for Mmself' abjures Ms very
nature as man; for do we not say of one who has no tenderness for
mankind that he is inJmman ? and do we not caU him who sorrows
with the sorrowful. Immune ?
" Now, brethren, that wMch especially marked the divine mission
of our Lord, is the cUrect appeal to tMs sympathy wluch distinguishes
as from the brute. He seizes, not upon some faculty of genius given
but to few, but upon that ready impulse of heart wMch is given to
us aU; and in saying, ' Love one another,' ' Beai ye one another's
burdens,' he elevates the most deUghtful of our emotions into the
most sacred of His laws. The lawyer asks our Lord, ' Who is my
neighboru- ?' Our lord repHes by the parable of the good Samaritan.
The priest and the Levite saw the w-ouuded man that fed among the
tMeves, and passed by on the other side. That priest rrrightnaye
been austere m Ms doctrine, that Levite might have been learned iu
the law; but neither to the learrung of the Levite, nor to the doctrine
of the priest, does our Saviour even deign to aUude. He cites but
the action of the Samaritan, and saith to the lawyer, ' WMch now of
these three, thinkest thou, was neighbour unto lum that feU among
the tMeves ? And he said. He that showed mercy unto hhn. Then
said Jesus unto 1dm, Go, and do thou Hkewise.'
" 0 shaUowness of hmnan judgments! It was enough to be bom
a Samaritan in order to be rejected by the priest, and despised by the
Levite. Yet now, what to us the priest and tire .Levite—of God's
chosen race though they were ? They passed from the hearts of men
wheu they passed the sufferer by the wayside; whde tMs loathed
Samaritan, half thrust from the pale of the Hebrew, becomes of oui
famdy, of our kindred; a brother amongst the brotherhood of Love,
so long as ilercy and Affliction shaU meet in the common thoroughfare of Life!
" ' Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law of Christ.'
Think not, 0 my brethren, that tMs appHes only to abisgiving—^to
that reUef of distress wMch is commonly caded charity—to the obvious duty of devoting, from om- superfluities, something that we
scarcely miss, to the warits of a starving brother. No. I appeal to
the poorest amongst ye, if the worst burdens are those of the body—
if the kind word and the tender thought have not often Hghtened your
hearts more than bread bestowed with a grudge, and charity that
humbles you by a frown. Sympathy is a beneficence at the command
of us aU,—yea, of the pauper as of the king; and sympathy i;, CMist's
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wealth. Sympathy is brotherhood. The rich are told to have charity
for the poor, and the poor are enjoined to respect their superiors.
Good: I say not to the contrary. But I say also to the poor, ' In
your turn have charity for the rich ;' and I say to the rich, ' In yout
turn respect the poor.'
" ' Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law of Christ,'
Thou, 0 poor man, envy not nor grudge thy brother Ms larger portion
of worldly goods. BeUe-ye that he hath his sorrows and crosses Hke
thyself, and perhaps, as more dehcately nurtured, he feels them more;
nay, hath he not temptations so great that our Lord hath exclauned
—' How hardly shaU they that have riches enter into the kingdom of
heaven?' And what are temptations but trials?—what are trials
but perds and sorrows ? Think not that ypu can bestow no charity on
the rich man, even whde you take your sustenance from Ms hands.
A heathen writer, often cited by the earUest preachers of the gospel,
hath truly said—' Wherever there is room for a man, there is place
for a benefit.'
" And I ask any rich brother amongst you, \vhen he hath gone
forth to survey his bams and his granaries, his gardens and his
orchards, if suddenly, in the vain pride of Ms heart, he sees the scowl
on the brow of the labourer—if he deems himself hated in the midst
of his wealth—if he feels that Ms least faults are treasured up against
Mm with the hardness of maUce, and his plainest benefits received
with the ingratitude of envy—I ask, I say, any rich man, whether
straightway aU pleasure in Ms worldly possessions does not fade from
Ms heart, and -whether he does not feel what a wealth of gladness it
is in the power of the poor man to bestow ! For aU these tMugs of'
Mammon pass away: but there is hi the smde of Mm whom we have
served, a something that we may take with ns into heaven. If, then,
ye bear one another's burdens, they who are poor wdl have mercy ou
the errors, and cornpassion for the griefs of the rich. To aU men it
was said,—yes, to Lazarus as to Dives,—' Judge not, that ye be not
judged.' But think not, 0 rich man, that we preach only to the poor.
If it be their duty not to grudge thee thy substance, it is thine to do
all that may sweeten their labour. Remember, that; when orir Lord
said, ' How hardly shaU they that have riches enter into the kingdom
of heaven,' he replied also to them who asked, ' Who then shad be
saved ?' ' The things AvMch are impossible with men are possible with
God:' that is, man left to his own temptations would fad; but,
strengthened by God, he shaU be saved. If thy riches^ are the testa
of thy trial, so may they also be the instruments of thy vh-tues. Prove
by thy riches that thou art compassionate and tender, temperate and
benign • and thy riches themselves may become the evidence at once
of thy faith and of thy works.
" We have constantly on our Hps the simple precept, ' Do unto
others as you would be done by.' Why do we fad so often iu the
practice? Because we neglect to cultivate that SYMPATHY which
nature implants as an instmct, and the Saviour exalts as a command
[f thou wouldst do unto thy neighbour as thou wouldst be done by,
ponder weU how thy neighbour wdl regard the action thou art abouJ
to do to him. Put thyseU' into his place. If thou art strong and h(
H i
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is weak, descend from thy strength and enter into his weakness ; lay
aside thy burden for the while, and buckle on his own; let thy sight
see as through his eyes—thy heart beat as in his bosom. Do this, and
thou wdt often confess that wdiat had seemed just to thy power will
seem harsh to his weakness. For ' as a zealous man hath not done
his duty w^hen he caUs Ms brother drunkard and beast,' * even so an
administrator of the law mistakes Ms object if he writes on the grand
column of society only waridngs that hritate the bold and terrify the
timid: and a man wdl be rro more in love with law than with virtue,
' if he be forced to it with rudeness arrd incivihties.'t If, then, ye
would bear the burden of the lowly, 0 ye great, feel uot oiAyfu>them, but icifh ! AYatch that your pride does not chafe them—youi
power does not wantonly gaU. Your worldly inferior is of the class
from wdiich the Apostles w-ere chosen—amidst which the Lord oi
Creation desceuded from a throne above the seraphs.''
The Parson here paused a moment, and his eye glanced towards
the pew near the pulpit, where sat the magnate of Hazeldean. The
Squire was leaiung his chin thoughtfuUy ou Ms hand, his bro-.v
incHued downwards, and the naturid glow of his complexion mucl:
heightened.
" But,"—resumed the Parson softly, without turning to his book,
and rather as if prompted by the suggestion of the moment—" but he
who has cultivated sjanpathy commits not these errors, or, if committing them, hastens to retract. So natural is sj-mpathy to the good
man, that he obeys it mechamcaUy when he suffers his heart to be the
monitor of Ms conscience. In this sympathy behold the bond between
rich and poor ! By this s;\-mpatliy, whatever our varying W(n-ldly lots,
they become what they were meant to be—exercises for the virtues
more peculiar to each; and thus, if in the body each man bear hi•>
own bm-den, yet in the fellowship of the soid aU have common r e i t '
in bearing the burdens of each other.
" This is the law of Christ—fulfil it, 0 my flock ! "
Here the Parson closed his sernion, and the congregation bowed
their heads.
jKr.sMY TAVLOK—C/CAris(ian i'rijiVr.oe.
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BOOK I I I .
I N I T I A L CHAPTER.
SHOWING HOW MY NOVEL CAIStE TO BE CALLED " MY NOVEL."

" I AM not displeased with your novel, so far as it has gone," said
rcy father graciously; " though as for the Semioii
"
Here I trembled; but the ladies. Heaven bless them! had taken
Parson Dale under their special protection; and, observing that wy
father was puckering up his brows criticaUy, they rushed boldly
forward in defence of The Sermon, aud i l r . Caxton was forced to beat
a retreat. However, like a skilful general, he renewed the assault
upon outposts less gaUantly guarded. But as it is not my business
to betray my weak points, 1 leave it to the ingenuity of cavdlers to
discover the places at which the author of Human Error directed his
great guns.
" But," said the Captain, " you are a lad of too mueli sphit, Pisistratus, to keep us always in the obscure country quarters of Hazeldean—you wiU march us out into open service before you have done
with us ? "
PISISTRATUS (magisteriaUy, for he has been somewhat nettled by
ifr. Caxton's remarks—and he puts on an air of dignity in order to
awe away mhior assadants).—Yes, Captain Roland—not yet awhile,
but aU in good time. I have not stinted irryself in canvas, and beninil
my foreground of the Hall and the Parsonage I propose, hereafter, to
open some lengthened perspective of the varieties of English life
"
ilR. CAXTON.—Hmn!

BLANCHE (putting her hand on my father's lip).—We shall know
better the design, perhaps, when we know the title. Pray, Mr.
Author, what is the title ?
ilY MOTHER (with more aidmation than usual) . ^ A v , Sisty—flip
title!
J
.>
^
PISISTRATUS (startled).—The title! By the soul of Cervantes! i.
have never yet thought of a title !
CiPTAiN ROLAND (solemnly).—There is a great deal hi a good
title. As a novel-reader, I know that by experience.
i l E . SQUILLS.—Certainly; there is not a catchpemry in the world
hut what goes doAvn, if the title be apt and seductive. ^Adtuess
" Old Parr's Life Pdls." SeU by the thousand, sir, when my " Pdls
for ^Veak Stomachs," which I beHeve to be just the same compound,
never paid for the advertisirrg.
M R . CAXTON.—Parr's Life Pdls! a fine stroke cf geruus! It is
r.Ort every one who has a weak stomach, or tune to attend to it. if ha
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have. But who would not swaUow a pdl to Uve to a hundred and
fifty-two ?
lisisTRATUs (sthriiig the fire in great excitement).—ily title! my
title !—what shall be my title ?
AIR. CAXTON (thrusting Ms hand into Ms waistcoat, and in Ms
most didactic of tones).—From a remote period, the choice of a title
has perplexed the scribbling portion of mankind. We may guess how
theh invention has been racked by the strange contortions it has
produced. To beghi with the Hebrews. " The Lips of the Sleeping"
{Labia Bormientium)—what book do you suppose that title to designate ?—A Catalogue of Rabbimcal Writers! Again, imagine some
young lady of old captivated by the sentimental title of " The Pomegranate with its Flower," and openhig on a Treatise on the Jewish
Ceremomals ! Let us turn to the Romans. Aulus GeUius commences
Ms pleasant gossiping " Noetes " with a Ust of the titles in fashion in
Ms day. For mstance, "Tlie Muses" and " Tlie Veil," " The Cornucopia" " Tlie Beehive" and " Tlie Meadow." Some titles, indeed,
were more truculent, and promised food to those who love to sup
irpon horrors — such as " Tlie Torch," " The Poniard," " Tlie
Stiletto
"
PISISTEATUS (unpatiently).—Yes, sir; but to come to i l y Novel.
AIE. CAXTON (uiilieeding the interruption).—You see you have a
fme choice here, and of a nature pleasing and not unfamdiar, to a
classical reader; or you may borrow a hint from the early Dramatic
Writers.
PISISTEATUS (more hopefuUy).—Ay! there is something in the
Drama akhi to the Novel. Now, perhaps, I may catch an idea.
M E . CAXTON. — For instance, the author of the Curiosities oj
Literature (from whom, by the way, I am plagiarising much of the
information I bestow upon you) tells us of a Spanish gentleman who
wrote a Comedy, by which he intended to serve what he took for
iloral Phdosophy.
PISISTRATUS (eagerly).—WeU, sir?

M R . CAXTON.—And caUcd it " T h e Pain \A the Sleep of the
World."
PISISTRATUS.—Very comic indeed, sir.
il;;. CAXTON.—Grave things were then caUed Comedies, as old
things are now caUed Novels. Then there are all the titles of early
Romance itself at your disposal—"Theagines and Cliariclea," oj"The Ass" of Longus, or " T h e Golden Ass" of Apuleius; or the
titles of Gothic Romance, such as " T h e most elegant, delicious,
meUifluous, and deUghtful History of Percefotest, King of Great
Britain."—And therewith my father ran over a list of names as long
as the Directory, and about as amusing.
" WeU, to my taste," said my mother, " the novels I used to read
when a ghl (for I have not read many smce, I am ashamed to
say,)
"
ilR. CAXTON.—No, yon need not be at aU ashamed of it, Kitty.
M Y MOTHER (proceeding)—Were much more uiviting than any
yon mention, Austin.
THE

CAPTAIN.—TVue.
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MR. SQUILLS.—Certaiidy. NotMng Hke them now-a-days!
MY MOTHER.—" Says she to her Neiyldionr, What?"
THE CAPTAIN.—" The Unknown, or the Northern Gallery"
ilR. S Q U I L L S . ^ " There is a Secret; fnd it

out!"

PISISTRATUS (pushed to the verge of human endurance, and upscttmg tongs, poker, and fire-shovel). — "What nonsense you are
talking, aU of you ! For heaven's sake, consider what an important
matter we are caUed upon to decide. It is not now the titles of those
very respectable works which issued from the ilinerva Press that I
ask you to remember—it is to hrvent a title for mine—ily Novel!
ilR. CAXTON (clapping his hands gently).—Excellent—capital!
Nothing can be better; simple, natural, pertinent, concise
PISISTRATUS.—What is it, sir—what is it? Have you reaUy
thought of a title to i l y Novel ?
ilR. CAXTON.—You have hit it yourself—"ily Novel." It is your
Novel—people wdl know it is your INovel. Turn and twist the
EngHsh language as you wdl—be as aUegorical as Hebrew, Greek,
Roman—Fabulist or Puritan—stdl, after aU, it is your Novel, and
nothing more nor less than your Novel.
PISISTRATUS (thoughtfuUy, and sounding the words various ways).
—" i l y Novel"—run-um ! " My Novel!" rather bold—and curt,
eh?
M R . CAXTON.—Add what you say you intend to depict—Var.^tie>-hi English Life.
ilY MOTHER.—" My Novel; or, Varieties in English Life"—I don't
think it sounds armss. What say you, Roland ? Would it attract
you m a catalogue ?
My uncle hesitates, when i l r . Caxton exclaims imperiously—" The
thing is settled ! Don't disturb Camarhia."
SQUILLS.—If it be not too great a liberty, pray who or what is
Camarina ?
M R . CAXTON.—Camarina, i l r . Squids, was a lake, apt to be low-,
and then Uable to be muddy ! and " Don't disturb Camarina," was a
Greek proverb derived from an Oracle of Apollo ; and from that Greek
proverb, no doubt, comes the origin of the injunction, " Qiiieta non
movere" which became the favourite maxim of Sir Robert Walpole
and Parson Dale. The Greek line, Mr. Squdls (here my father'-,
memory began to warm), is preserved by STEPHANUS BYZANTINUS,

de Urbibus,
" Mf) Kivu K.afia,pivav, aKivrjTOQ yap

dfieivwv."

ZENCBIUS explains it in Ms proverbs; SUIDAS repeats ZENOBIUS :

LuciAN aUudes to i t ; so does VIRGIL in the Third Book of tho
J I N E I D ; and SILIUS ITALICUS hnitates VhgU—
" Et cui non licltum fatis Camarina mover!."

.••arson Dale, as a clergyman and a scholar, had, no doubt, these
..mthorities at his fingers' end. " And I wonder he did not quote them,"
quoth my father; " b u t , to be sure, he is represented as a mild man,
and so might not w-ish to humble the Squire overmuch in the presence of Ms family, ileanwhile. My Novel is i l y Novel; and now
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that that matter is settled, perhaps the tongs, poker, and shovel may
be picked up, the children may go to bed, Blanche and Kitty may
speculate apart upon the future dignities of the Neogdos,—taking
care, nevertheless, to finish the new pinbefores he requires for the
present; Roland may cast up his account-book, i l r . Squdls have his
brandy-and-water, and aU the world be comfortable, each in his own
way. Blanche, come away from the screen, get me my slippers, and
i(;ave Pisistratus to Idmself. Mi) Kivei Kafxapivav—don't disturb
Camarina. You see, my dear," added my father kindly, as, after settUng Mmself Mmself into Ms sHppers, he detained Blanche's hand in
his own—" you see, my dear, every house has its Camarina. ilan,
who is a lazy animal, is quite content to let it alone; but woman,
being the more active, bustUng, curious creature, is always for giving
it a sly stir."
BLANCHE (with female dignity).—I assure you, that if Pisistratus
had not called me, I should not have
i l n . CAXTON (mterrupting her, without lifting his eyes from the
book he has already taken).—Certainly you would not. I am now in
the midst of the great Oxford Controversy. I^lr) Kua Ti.afiapivav—
don't disturb Camarina.
A dead silence for half an hour, at the end of which
PISISTRATUS (from behind the screen).—Blanche, my dear, I want
to consult you.
Blanche does not stir.
PISISTRATUS.—Blanche, I say.

Blanche glances in triumph towards i l r . Caxton.
M R . CVXTON (laving down his theological tract, and rubbing Ms
spectacles moumfuUy).—I hear Mm, child; I hear him, I retract my
vmdication of man. Oracles warn in vain: so long as there is a
woman on the other side of the screen,—it is aU up with Camarina.

CHAPTER I I .
I T is greatly to be regretted that Mr. Stirn -was not present at the
Parson's Discourse^but that valuable functionary was far otherwise
engage-', --indeed, durhig the summer months he was rarely seen at
the afternoon service. Not that he cared for being preached at—not
he: i l r . Stirn would have snapped Ms fingers at the thunders of the
Vatican. But the fact was, that i l r . Stmr chose to do a great deal
of gratuitous busuiess upon the day of rest. The Squu-e allowed all
persons who chose to walk about the park on a Sunday; aud many
came from a distance to stroll by the lake, or recline under the elms.
These visitors were objects of great suspicion, nay, of positive annoyance, to Mr. Stu-n—and, mdeed, not altogether without reason, for
we EngHsh have a natural love of liberty, which we are even more
apt to display in the grounds of other people than in those which we
cultivate ourselves. Sometimes, to his inexpressible and fierce satisfaction, i l r . Stim feU upon a lot of boys pelti?ig the swans; sometimes he missed a young sapHng, and found it in felonious hands,
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converted into a walking-stick; sometimes he caught a hulking fellow
scrambling up the ha-ha, to gather a nosegay for his sweetheart from
one of poor i l r s . Hazeldean's pet parterres; not unfrequently, mdeed,
when all the famdy were fairly at church, some curious impertinents
forced or sneaked their way into the gardens, m order to peep hi at
the windows. For these, and various other offences of Hke magnitude,
Mr. Stim had long, but vainly, sought to induce the Squire to withdraw a permission so vdlanously abused. But though there were
times wBcu i l r . Hazeldean grunted and growled, and swore " that
he would shut up the park, and fdl it (iUegaUy) with man-traps and
spring-guns," his anger always evaporated in words. The park was
still open to all the world on a Sunday; and that blessed day was
therefore converted into a day of travail and wrath to i l r . Stirn. But
it was from the last chime of the afternoon service bed untd dusk,
that the spirit of this vigdant functionary -was most perturbed; for,
amidst the flocks that gathered from the Httle hamlets round to the
voice of the Pastor, there were always some stray sheep, or rather
cUmbine, desultory, vagabond goats, wlio struck off in aU perverse
directions, as if for the special purpose of distracting the energetic
watchfulness of i l r . Stirn. As soon as church was oyer, if the day
were fine, the wiiole park became a scene animated with red cloaks,
or hvely shawls, Sunday waistcoats, and hats stuck fuU of wdd
flowers—which last i l r . Stirn often stoutly maintauied to be
Mrs. Hazeldean's newest geraniums. Now, ou this Sunday,_ espepecially, there was an imperative caU upon an extr exertion of
vigilance on the part of the superintendent—he had not only to detect
ordinary depredators and trespassers; but, first to discover the
authors of the consphacy against the stocks; and, secondly, te
" make an example."
He had begun Ms rounds, therefore, from the early morning; and
just as the afternoon beU was sounding its final peal, he emerged
upon the viUage green from a hedgerow, beldnd wMch he had been at
watch to observe who had the most suspiciously gathered round the
stocks. At that moment the place was deserted. At a distance, the
superintendent saw the fast disappearing forms of some belated
groups hastem'ng towards the church; in front, the stocks stood
starhrg at him mournfuUy from its four great eyes, which had been
cleansed from the mud, but stdl looked bleared and stained with the
marks of the recent outrage. Here Mr. Stu-n paused, took off his
hat, and wiped Ms brows.
" If I had sum un, to watch here," thought he, " wdide I takes a
turn by the water-side, p'r'aps summat might come out; p'r'aps them
as did it ben't gone to church, but wUl come sneaking round to look,
on their wdlany ! as they says murderers are always led back to the
place wdiere they ha' left the body. But iu this here wdlage there
oen't a man, woman, nor cMld, as has any consarn for Squire or
Parish, barring myself." I t was just as he arrived at that misanthropical conclusion that Mr. Stim beheld Leonard Fairfield walking
very fast from his own home. The superintendent clapped on Ms
hat, and stuck Ms right arm akimbo. " HoUo, you sir," said he, as
Lenny now came in hearhig, " where be you goiirg at that rate ?"
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' Please, sir, I be going to church."
' Stop, sir—stop, ilaster Lenny. Gomg to church;—why, the
beU's done; and you knows the Parson is very angry at them as
comes in late, disturbing the congregation. You can't p-o to church
now!"
" Please, sir—"
•' I says you can't go to church now. You must leam to think a
ittle of others, lad. You sees how I sweats to serve the Squire! and
/ou must serve him too. WTiy, your mother's got the house aud
premishes almost rent free: you ought to have a grateful heart,
ojconard Fairfield, and feel for Ms honour! Poor man! his heart is
weU nigh bruk, 1 am sure, with the goings on."
Leonard opened his innocent blue eyes, wMle Mr. Stirn dolorously
wiped Ms own.
" Look at that 'ere dumb cretur," said Stira suddeidy, pointing tc
the stocks—" look at it. H it could speak, what would it say,
Leonard Fairfield ? Answer me that!—' Damn the stocks,' indeed!"
" It was very bad iu them to write such naughty words," said
Lenny gravely. " Mother was qiute shocked when she heard of it,
tMs morning."
MR. STIRN.—I dare say she was, considerhig what she pays for
the premishes: (insinuatingly) you does not know who did it—eh,
Lenny?
LENNY.—Mo, sir; indeed I does not!
MR. STIRN.—WeU, you see, you can't go to church—prayers half
over by this time. You recoUex that I put them stocks under your
" sponsibdity," and see the way you's done your duty by 'em. I've
halt a mind to—
Mr. Stim cast his eyes on the eyes of the stocks.
" Please, sir," began Lenny again, rather frightened.
" No, I won't please ; it ben't pleasing at aU. But I forgives you
this time, oidy keep a sharp look-out, lad, in future. Now you just
stay here—no, there—under the hedge, arrd you watches if any persons comes to loiter about, or looks at the stocks, or laughs to hisself,
whde I go my rounds. I shaU be back either afore church is over or
just arter: so you stay tUl I comes, and give me your report. Be
sharp, boy, or it wdl be worse for you and your mother: I can let the
premishes for four pounds a-year more, to-morrow."
Concluding with that somewhat menacing and very sigmficant remark, and not staying for an answer, ilr. Stim waved Ms Land, and
walked off.
Poor Lermy remamed by the stocks, very much dejected, and
greatly disUkmg the neighbourhood to wMch he was consigned. At
length he slowly crept off to the hedge, and sate himself down in the
place of espionage pointed out to Mm. _ Now, phdosophers tell us
that what is caUed the pouit of honour- is a barbarous feudal prejudice. Amongst the higher classes, wherein tnose feudal prejudices
may be supposed to prevail, Lermy Fahfield's occupation would not
have been considered peculiarly lioriourable; neither would it have
seemed so to the more turbrlent spirits among the humbler orders,
who have a point of honour of their owm, which con.si'-ts in the ad-
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Berence to each other in defiance of aU lawful authority. But to
Lenny Fahfield, brought up much apart from other boys, and with a
profound and grateful reverence for the Squire instdled into all his
habits of thought, notions of honour bounded themselves to simple
honesty and straightforward truth; and as he cherished an unquestioiung awe of order and constitutional authority, so it did not appear
to him that there was anything derogatory and debasing iu beiu^
thus set to watch for an offender. On the contrary, as he began to
reconcUe himself to the loss of the church service, and to enjoy the
cool of the summer shade, and the occasional chhp of the bhds, he
got to look on the bright srde of the commission to wMch he was
deputed. _ In youth, at least, everything has its bright side—even
the appointment of Protector to the Parish Stocks. For the stocks
itself Leonard had no affection, it is tnie; but he had no sympath\
•with its aggressors, and he could weU conceive that the Sqrure would
be very much hurt at the revolutionary event of the mght. " So,"
thought poor Leonard in his simple heart—" so, if I can serve Ms
honour, by keepmg off mischievous boys, or letting 1dm know who
did the thing, I'm sure it would be a proud day for mother." Then
he began to consider that, however ungraciously i l r . Stim had bestowed on him the appointment, stdl it was a compUment to Mm—
showed trust and confidence iu Mm, picked him out from his contemporaries as the sober moral pattern boy; and Lenny had a great
deal of pride in him, especiaUy in matters of repute and character.
All these tMngs considered, I say, Leonard Fairfield recHned on
his lurking-place, if not with positive" deUght and intoxicating rapture,
at least vyith tolerable content and some complacency.
Mr. Stirn rrdghtliave been gone a quarter of an hour, when a boy
came through a Httle gate in the park, just opposite to Lenny's
retreat in the hedge, and, as if fatigued with walking, or oppressed
by the heat of the day, paused on the green for a moment or so, and
then advanced under the shade of tho great tree wMch overhung the
stocks.
Lenny pricked up Ms ears, and peeped out jealously.
He had never seen the boy before : it was a strange face to Mm.
Leonard Fairfield was not fond of strangers ; moreover, he had a
vague bcHef that strangers were at the bottom of that desecration of
the stocks. The boy, then, was a stranger; but what was his rank ?
Was he of that grade in society in which the natural offences are or
are not consonant to, or harmomous with, outrages upon stocks ?
On that Lermy Fairfield did not feel quite assured. Accordhrg to aU
the experience of the vdlager, the boy was not dressed like a young
gentleman. Leonard's notions of such aristocratic costume were
naturaUy fashioned upon the model of Frank Hazeldean. They
represented to him a dazzUng vision of snow-wMte trowsers, and
beautiful blue coats, and Hicomparable cravats. Now the dress of
iMs stranger, though not that of a peasant nor of a fanner, did not
in any way correspond with Lermy's notions of the costume of a young
gentleman: it looked to hun highly disreputable; the coat wa.s
covered with mud, and the hat was aU. manner of shapes, -with a gap
between the side and cro^wm
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Lenny was puzzled, tiU it suddenly occurred to him that the gate
through which the boy had passed was in the direct path across tb*
park from a smaU town, the inhabitants of which were in very had
odour at the HaU—they had immemorially furnished the most daring
poachers to the preserves, the most troublesome trespassers on the
park, the most unprincipled orchard robbers, and the rrrost disputatious
asserters of various problematical rights of way, which, according to
the Town, were public, and, according to the Hall, had been private
since the Conquest. It was troie that the same path led also directly
from the Squire's house, but it was not probable that the wearer of
atthe so equivocal had been visitmg there. All things considered,
Lenny had no doubt m Ms mind but that the stranger w-as a shopboy or 'prentice from the towTi of Thorndyke; and the notorious
repute of that town, coupled with this presumption, made it probable
that Lenn ynow saw before Mm one of the midnight desecrators of
the stocks. As if to confirm the suspicion, which passed through
Lemiy's mind with a rapidity wlioUy disproportionate to the number
of Hues it costs me to convey it, the boy, now standing right
before the stocks, bent down and read that pithy anathema with
wdiich it was defaced. And having read it he repeated it aloud, and
Lemiy actuaUy saw Mm sniUe—such a smde !—so disagreeable and
simster! Lenny had never before seen the smile Sardonic.
But what were Lenny's pious horror and dismay when this ominous
stranger fairly seated Mmself on the stocks, rested his heels profanely
on the lids of two of the four round eyes, and, taking out a pencil
and a pocket-book, began to write. Was this audacious Unknown
taking an inventory of the church and the HaU for the purposes of
cordlagratiou ? He looked at one, and at the other, with a strange,
fixed stare as he WTote—not keeping his eyes on the paper, as Lemry
had been taught to do wheu he sat down to Ms copy-book. The
fact is, that Randal Leslie was tired and faint, and he felt the shock
of his faU the more, after the few paces he had w-alked, so that he
was glad to rest himself a few momerrts ; and he took that; opportunity to write a Hue to Frank, to excuse himself for not caUing again,
intending to tear the leaf on which he wrote out of his pocket-book
and leave it at the first cottage he passed, with instructions to take it
to the HaU.
Whde Randall was thus innocently engaged, Lenny came up to
him, with the firm and measured pace of one who has resolved, cost
what it may, to do his duty. And as Leimy, though brave, w-as not
ferocious, so the anger he felt, and the suspicions he entertained, only
exMbited themselves in the foUowing solemn appeal to the offender's
sense of propriety,—
"Ben't you ashamed of yourself? Sitting on the Squire's new
stocks ! Do get up, and go along with you!"
Randal turned round sharply; and though, at any other moment,
he would have had sense enough to extricate himself very easdy from
his false position, yet. Nemo mortaiium, &c. No one is always wise.
And Randal was in an exceedingly bad humour. The affabdity
towards Ms inferiorr, for wiiich I lately praised him, was entireh?
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JMt m the contempt of impertment snobs natin-al to an insidted
Etonian.
Therefore, eyeing Lenny with great disdain, Randal answered
briefly,—
" You are an insolent young blackguard."
So curt a rejoinder made Lenny's blood fly to his face. Persuaded
before that the intruder was some lawless apprentice or shop lad, he
was now more confimied in that judgment, not only by language so
uncivil, but by the truculent glance wMch accompanied it, arrd wMch
certainly did not derive any hnposing digmty from the mutdated.
rakish, hang-dog, ruinous hat, under which it shot its suUen and
menacing fire.
Of aU the various articles of which our male atthe is composed,
there is perhaps not one which has so much character and expression
as the top covering. A neat, weU-brushed, short-napped, gentlemanlike hat, put on with a certain air, gives a distinction and respectabdity to the whole exterior; whereas, a broken, squashed,
Mggledy-piggledy sort of a hat, such as Randal LesHe had on,
would go far towards transforming the stateUest gentleman who
ever walked down St. James's Street into the ideal of a ruffianly
scamp.
Now, it is weU known that there is nothing more antipathetic to
your peasant-boy than a shop-boy. Even on grand poHtical occasions,
the rural working-class can rarely be coaxed into sj-mpathy with the
trading towm-class. Your true EngHsh peasant is always an aristocrat.
Moreover, and irrespectively of this immemorial grudge of class, therris somethmg peeuHarly hostde in the relationship between boy and
boy w hen then- backs are ouce up, and they are alone on a quiet bit
of green. Something of the game-cock feeling—something that
tends -to keep aUve, m the population of tMs island (otherwise so
lainb-hke and peaceful), the martial propensity to double the thumb
tightly over the four fingers, and make what is caUed " a fist of it."
Dangerous symptoms of these mingled and aggressive senthnents were
visible in Lenny Fahfield at the words and the look of the unprepossessing stranger. And the stranger seemed aware of them; for
his pale face grew more pale, and Ms suHen eye more fixed and more
vigilant.
"You get off them stocks," said Lenny, disdahdng to reply to the
coarse expressions bestowed on him; and, srdting the action to the
word, he gave the intruder what he meant for a shove, but what
Randal took for a blow. The Etonian sprang up, and the qidckuess
of his movement, aided by a slight touch of Ms hand, made Lenny
lose his balance, and sent him neck and crop over the stocks. Burning!
•with rage, the young viUager rose alertly, and flying at Randal, slruci
iiut right and left.
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CHAPTER HI.
AID me, 0 ye Nine ! whom the incomparable Persius sathised hia
contemporaries for involdng, and then, all of a sudden, invoked on his
o-wn behalf—aid me to describe that farrrous battle by the stocks, and
in defence of the stocks, wMch was waged by the two representatives
of Saxon and Norman England. Here, sober support of law and
duty and delegated trust—pro arts et focis; there, haughty mvasion,
and beUicose spirit of kmghthood, and that respect for name and
person, which we call " houour." Here, too, hardy physical forcethere, skilful discipline. Here—The Nine are as deaf as a post, and
as cold as a stone! Plague take the jades!—I can do better -without
them.
Randal was a year or two older than Lenny, but he was not so tall
nor so strong, nor even so active; and after the fu-st blmd rush, when
the two boys paused, and drew back to breathe, Lenny, eyeing the
sUght form and hueless cheek of his opponent, and seeing blood
trickling from Randal's Hp, was seized with an histantaueous and
generous remorse. " It was not fair," he thought, " to fight one
whom he could beat so easdy." So, retreating stdl farther, and
letting his amis faU to his side, he said, mddly—" There, let's have
no more of it; but go home and be good."
Randal LesHe had no remarkable degree of that constitutional
quality called physical courage; but he had some of those moral
quaUties which supply its pkce. He was proud—he was vindictive—
he had Mgh self-esteem—^he had the destmctive organ more than the
combative;—what had once provoked his wrath it became Ms instinct
to sweep away. Therefore, though aU Ms nerves were quivering,
and hot tears were in Ms eyes, he approached Leimy with the sternness of a giadiator, and said, between Ms teeth, which he set hard,
choking oack the sob of rage and pain—
" You have struck.me—and you shaU not stir from tMs ground tdl
I have made you repent it. Put up your hands—defend yourself."
_ Lenny mechamcaUy obeyed; and he had good need of tne admomtion; for if before he had had the advantage, now that Randal had
recovered the surprise to Ms nerves, the battle was not to the strong.
Though Leshe had not been a fightmg boy at Eton, stdl Ms temper
had involved Mm in some conlHcts when he was in the lower formr-,,
and he had learned sometMug of the art as weU as the practice in
pugdism—an exceUent thing too, I am barbarous enough to beHeve,
and wMch I hope wdl never quite die out of our pubHc schools. Ah,
many a young duke has been a better feUow for Hfe from a fah set-to
with a trader's son: and many a trader's son has learned to look
a lord more manfully in the face ou the hustings, from the recollection of the soimd thrashing he once gave to some Httle Lord
Leopold Dawdle.
So Randal now brought his experience and art to bear; put pciJe
•hose heavy roundabout blows, and darted in Ms own, quick ..aii
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sharp — supplying to the natural feebleness of Ms arm the due
momentum of pugdistic mechanics. Ay, and the arm, too, was no
longer so feeble: for strange is the strength that comes from passion
and pluck!
Poor Lenny, who had never fought before, was be-wddered; Ms
sensations grew so entangled that he could never recaU them distnictiy; he had a dim reminiscence of some breatMess impotent msh
—of a sudden blindness foUiiwed by_ quick flashes of intolerable
hght—of a deadly faintness, fr-om which he was roused by sharp
pangs—here—there—everywhere; and then aU he could remember
was, that he was lying on the ground, huddled up and panting hard,
while his adversary bent over Mm with a countenance as dark and
livid as Lara himself rmght have bent over the faUen Otho. For
Randal LesUe was not one who, by hnpulse and nature, subscribed
to the noble EngHsh maxim—=^ Never Mt a foe when he is down;"
and it cost liim a strong if brief self-struggle, not to set his heel on
that prostrate form. I t was the mind, not the heart, that subdued
the savage -within him, as muttering something inwardly—certainly
not Christian forgiveness^the victor turned gloomUy away.

CHAPTER IV.
i)usT at that precise moment, who should appear but i l r . Stira!
For, in fact, being extremely anxious to get Lennv into disgrace, he
had hoped that he shoidd have found the young villager had shhked
the commission entrusted to him; and the Righthand Man had sUly
come back, to see if that amiable expectation were realised. He now
beheld Lermy rising with some difficulty—stdl panting hard—and
with hysterical sounds akin to what is vidgarly caUed blubbering—
Ms fme new waistcoat sprinkled -with Ms own blood, wMch flowed
from Ms nose—nose that seemed to Lenny Fairfield's feelings to be a
nose no more, but a swollen, gigantic, mountainous Slawkenbergian
excrescence;^in fact, he felt aU nose! Turning aghast from this
spectacle, i l r . Stirn surveyed, with no more respect than Lenny hac*
manifested, the stranger boy, who had again seated hhnself on t h ,
stocks (whether to recover his breath, or whether to show that Ms
victory was consummated, and that he was in Ms rights of possaision). "HoUo," said i l r . Sthn, "what is aU tMs ?—what's the
matter, Lenny, you blockhead ? "
" He will sit there," answered Lenny, in broken gasps, " and he
has beat me because I would not let Mm; but I doesn't mind that,"
added the vdlager, trymg hard to suppress Ms tears, " and I'm ready
agahi for him—that I am."
" And -what do you do loUopoping there on them blessed stocks ?"
" Looking at the landscape ; out of my Hght, man !"
TMs tone instantly inspired i l r . Sth-n with misgivings: it was a
tone so disrespectful to Mm that he was seized with involuntary
respect; who out a gentleman could speak so to Mr. Stirn ?
" And may I ask wdio you b e : " said Sthn faltermgly, and half
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mclined to touch his hat. " T\Tiat's your name, pmy ?—what's your
bizness?"
" i l y name is Randal Leslie, and my business was to -visit your
master's famdy—that is, if you are, as I guess from your manner
i l r . Hazeldean's ploughman!"
So saying, Randal rose; aud moving on a few paces, turned, and
throwing half-a-crown on the road, said to Lermy,—" Let that pay
you for yom- bruises, and remember arrother time how you speak to a
gentleman. As for you, feUo-w,"—and he pomted his scornful hand
towards i l r . Stirn, who wdh Ms mouth open, and Ms hat now fahly
off, stood bowing to the earth—" as for you, give my compliments to
Mr. Hazeldean, and say that, when he does us the houour to visit us
at Rood Hall, I trust that the manners of our vdlagers wdl make him
ashamed of Hazeldean."
0 my poor Squhe! Rood HaU ashamed of Hazeldean! If that
message Jrad been deUvered to you, you would uever have looked up
again!
AVith those bitter words, Randal swung himself over the stde that
led into the Parson's glebe, and left Lemiy Fahfield still feeling his
nose, and i l r . Stira stdl bowing to the earth.

CHAPTER V.
RANDAL LESLIE had a very long walk home; he was bruised and sore
from head to foot, and his mmd was stdl more sore and more bruised
than his body. But if Randal LesHe had rested himself in the Squhe's
gardens, w ithout waU-dng backwards, and indulging^ m speculations
suggested by ilarat, and wan-anted by i l y Lord Bacon, he w-ould
have passed a most agreeable evemng, and reaUy avaded himself of
the Sqrdre's wealth by gomg home m the Squire's carriage. But,
because he chose to take so mteUectual a view of property, he
tumbled into a ditch ; because he tumbled into a ditch, he^ spoded his
clothes; because he spoded his clothes, he gave up Ms visit; because
he gave up his visit, he got in)o the -viUage green, and sat on the
stocks •with a hat that ga^'c him the ah of a fugitive from the treadmdl; because he sat on the stocks—with that hat, and a cross face
imder it—he had been forced into the most discreditable sqrrabble
with a clodliopper, and was now Hmphrg home, at war with gods and
men;—ergo (this is a moral that wiU bear repetition)—ergo, when you
walk in a rich man's grounds, be contented to enjoy what is yours,
namely, the jrrospect;—1 dare say you will enjoy it more than ho
does!
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CHAPTER NI.
IF, in the simplicity of Ms heart, and the crudity of Ms experience,
Lenny Fairfield had conceived it probable that ilr. Stim would
address tp him some words in approbation of his gaUantry, and in
sympathy for Ms bruises, he soon found Mmself woefully mistaken.
That truly great man, wor-thy prhne-mhuster of Hazeldean, might,
perhaps, pardon a dereliction from his orders, if such dereliction
proved advantageous to the interests of the service, or redounded to
the credit of the chief: but ho was inexorable to that worst of
diplomatic offences—an dl-timed, stupid, over-zealous obedience to
orders, which, if it estabHshed the devotion of the employe, got the
employer into what is popularly caUed a scrape! And though, by
those urrversed in the intricacies of the human heart, and unacquainted
with the especial hearts of prime-irdrristers and right-hand men, it
might have seemed natural that ilr. Stim, as he stood stUl, hat in
hand, in the middle of the road, stung, humbled, and exasperated by
the mortification he had received from the Hps of Randal LesHe,
would have felt that that young gerrtle.nan was the proper object of
his resentment; yet such a breach of aU the etiquette of diplomatic
life as resentment towards a superior power, was the last iilea that
would have suggested itself to the profound intellect of the Prenuer
of Hazeldean. Stdl, as rage, Hke steam, must escape somewhere,
Mr. Sthn, on feeling—as he afterwards expressed it to Ms wife—that
Ms "buzzom was a burstin," turned with the natural instinct of selfpreservation to the safety-valve provided for the explosion; and the
vapours within him rushed into vent upon Lenny Fair-field. He
clapped his hat on his headfiercely,and thus reUeved his " buzzom."
" You young wdlam! you howdacious wiper! and so aU this blessed
Sabbath afternoon, when you ought to have been hi chm-ch on your
marrow-bones, a-praying for your betters, you has been a-fittmg with
a young gentleman, and a wisiter to your master, on the wery place
of the parridge Mnstitution that you was to guard and perfect; and
a-bloodying it aU over, I declares, with your blackguard little nose!"
Thus saymg, aud as if to mend the matter, ilr. Stira aimed an additional stroke at the offending member; but, Lenny mechamcaUy
putting up both arms to defend Ms face, ilr. Stim struck Ms knuckles
against the large brass buttons that adorned the cuff of the boy's
coat-sleeve—an incident which considerably aggravated Ms indignation. And Lenny, whose spirit was fahly roused at what the narrowness of his education conceived to be a signal injustice, placing the
trunk of the tree between Mr. Stira and Mmself, began that task
oi self-justification wMchit was equaUy impoHtic to conceive and
imprudent to execute, since, in such a case, to justify was to
rffarhninate.
i wonder at you. Master Stirn,—if mother could hear you! You
Know it was you who wordd not let me go to church; it was you who
told me to
"
TOL. I.
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" Fit a yotmg gentleman, and break the Sabbath," said ilr. Slim,
[nterrupting Irrrn -with a withering sneer. " 0 yes! I told you to
rUsgrace Ms honour the Squire, and me, and the parridge, and bring us
aU into trouble. But the Squire told me to make an example, and I
will!" With those words, quick as Hghtning flashed upon ilr.
Stirn's mmd the luminous idea of setting Lenny in the very stocks
which he had too faithfuUy guarded. ^ Eureka! the " example" was
before him ! Here, he could gratify his long grudge agamst the pattem boy; here, by such a selection of the very best lad in the parish,
he coidd strike terror mto the worst; here he coidd appease the
ofl^ended digmty of Randal LesUe; here was a practical apology to
the Squhe for the affront put upon his young visitor; here, too, there
was prompt obedience to the Squire's own w-ish that the stocks should
be provided as soon as possible with a tenant. Suiting the action to
the thought, ilr. Stirn made a rapid plunge at his victim, caught
Mm by the skirt of Ms jacket, and, iu a few secorrds more, the jaws
of the stocks had opened, and Lermy Fairfield was thrust therein—a
sad spectacle of the reverses of fortune. TMs done, and whde the
boy was too astounded, too stupified by the suddenness of the calamity for the resistance he might otherwise have made—nay, for more
tharr a few inaudible words—ilr. Sthn hurried fr-om the spot, but
not without first picking up aud pocketing the half-crowm desigrred
for Lenny, and which, so great had been Ms first omctions, he had
Mtherto even almost forgotten. He then made his way towards the
church, with the mtention to place Mmself close by the door, catch
the Squire as he came out, w hisper to him what had passed, and lead
Mm, with the whole congregation at his heels, to gaze upon the
sacrifice offered up to the joint Powers of Nemesis and Themis.

CHAPTER VII.
I say it—upon the honour of a gentleman, aud the
reputation of an author, unaffectedly I say it—no words of mine can
do justice to the sensations experienced by Lermy Fahfield, as he
sat alone m that place of penance. He felt no more the physical
pain of his bruises ; the anguish of his mind stifled and overbore aU
corporeal suffering—an anguish as great as the chddish breast is
capable of holdhig. For first and deepest of aU, and earUest felt, was
the burning sense of mjustice. He had, it might be with erring judgment, but with aU honesty, eamestness, and zeal, executed the commission intrasted to hhn; he had stood forth manfidlv in discharge
of his duty; he had fought for it, suffered for it, bled for it. TMs
was his reward! Now, m Lenny's mind there was pre-eminently
that quaUty which distinguishes the Anglo-Saxon race—the sense of
justice. It was perhaps the strongest prmciple in Ms moral constitution ; and the principle had never lost its -virgm bloom and freshness by any of the minor acts of oppression and huquity wMch boys
of higher birth often suffer from harsh parents, or in tyrannical
schools. So that it was for thefirsttime that that hon entered mto his
UNAFFECTEDLY
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soul, and with rt came its attendant feeUng—the wrathful, galling
sense of impotence. He had been wronged, and he had no means to
right hhnself. Then came another serrsation, if not so deep, yet
more smarting and envenomed for the time—shame ! He, the good
boy of all good boys—he, the pattern of the school, and the pride of
the Parson—he, whom the Squire, in sight of aU Ms contemporaries,
had often singled out to slap on the back, and the grand Squire's
lady to pat on the head, with a smiUng gratulation on Ms young and
fah repute—he, who had already leamed so dearly to prize the sweets
of an honourable name—he, to be made, as it were, in the twinkUng
of an eye, a mark for opprobrium, a butt of scorn, a jeer, and a byword ! The streams of his Hfe were poisoned at the fountain. And
then came a tenderer thought of his mother! of the shock this would
be to her—she w-ho had already begun to look up to him as her stay
and support: he bowed Ms head, and the tears, long suppressed,
roUed down.
Then he wrestled and struggled, and strove to wrench his Umbs
from that hateful bondage;—for he heard steps approaching. And
he began to picture to himself the arrival of aU the vdlagers fr-om
church, the sad gaze of the Parson, the bent brow of the Squire, the
idle, dl-suppressed titter of aU the boys, jealous of Ms unspotted character—character of which the origmal wMteness could never, never
be restored! He would always be the boy who had sat in the
stocks! And the words uttered by the Sqrrire came back on Ms
soul, Uke the voice of conscience in the ears ol some doomed Macbeth.
"A sad disgrace, Lenny—you'll never be in such a quandary."
" Quandary," the word was unfamdiar to hhn; it must mean something awfully discreditable. The poor boy could have prayed for
the earth to swaUow him.
CHAPTER 'Vni.
" KETTLES andfrying-pans! what has us here ? " cried the Tinker.
TMs time Mr. Sprott was without his donkey; for it being Sunday,
it is to be presumed that the donkey was enjoymg Ms Sabbath on
the Common. The Tinker was in his Sunday's best, clean and sn^art,
about to take Ms lounge in the park.
Lenny Fairfield made no answer to the appeal.
" You in the wood, my baby! WeU, that's the last sight I gfiould
ha' thought to see. But, we all lives to larn," added the Tinker,
sententiously. "Who gave you them leggings? Can't you speak,
lad ? "
" Nick Sthn."
" Nick Stira 1 Ay, I'd ha' ta'cn my davy on that. and cos vy ?''
'"Cause I did as he told me, and fought a boy as was trespassing
on these very stocks; and he beat me—but I don't care for that;
and that boy was a young gentleman, and gomg to visit the Sqidre:
and so Nick Stim—" Lenny stopped short, choked by rage and
humiliation.
" Augh," said the Tinker, staring, " you fit with a young gentle
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man, did you? Sorry to hear you confess tliat, my lad! Sit there,
and be thankfid you ha' got off so cheap. 'Tis salt and battery to fit
with your betters, and a Lunnorr justice o' peace would have given
I'on two months o' the treadmdl. But vy should you fit -.os he trespassed on the stocks ? It ben't your natural side ior fitting, I
fakes it."
Lenny murmured something not very distinguishable about serving
the Squire, and doing as he was bid.
" Oh, I sees, Lenny," interrupted the Tinker, in a tone of great
contempt, " you be one of those who would rayther 'unt with the
'ounds than run with the 'are! You he's the good pattem boy, and
would peach agin your own border to curry favour with the grand
folks. Fie, lad! you be sarwed right; stick by your border, then
you'U be 'spected when you gets into trouble, and not be 'varsaUy
'spised—as you'U be ar-fer church-time! VeU, I can't be seen 'sorting
with you, now j'ou are in tlds drogotary fix • it might hurt my cracter,
both with them as budt the stocks, and them as wants to puU 'em
down. Old kettles to merrd! Vy, you makes me forgit the Sabbath.
Sarvent, my lad, and wish you weU out of it; 'specks to j-our mother,
and say we can deal for the pan and shovel aU the same for your
misfortin."
The Tinker went Ms way. Lenny's eye followed him with the sullenness of despah. The Tinker, like all the tribe of human comforters,
had only watered the brambles to invigorate the prick of the thoms.
Yes, if Lenny had been caught breaking the stocks, some at least
would have pitied him; but to be hrearcerated for defending them,
you might as weU have expected that the widows and orphans of the
Reign of Terror would have pitied Dr. Gudlotin when he sUd through
the grooves of bis own deadly machine. And even the Tinker, itinerant, ragamuffin vagabond as he was, felt ashamed to be found -with
the pattem boy! Lermy's head sank again on Ms breast heavdy, as
if it had been of lead. Some few mmutes thus passed, when the
irnhappy prisoner became aware of the presence of another spectator
to Ms shame: he heard no step, but he saw a shadow thrown over
the sward. He held Ms breath, and would not look up, with some
vague idea that if he refused to see Mm, he might escape being
seen.
CHAPTER IX.
"Per Bacco!" said Dr. Riccabocca, putting Ms hand on Lermy's
shoulder, aud bendmg down to look into Ms face—"Per Bacco ! my
young friend; do you sit here from choice, or necessity ? "
Lenny sUghtly shuddered, and winced under the touch of one
whom he had Mtherto regarded with a sort of superstitious abhorrence.
" I fear," resumed Riccabocca, after waiting in vain for an answer
to his c[ifbstion, " that, though the situation is charming, you did not
sciCct it yourself, '\nrat is this ? "—and the irony of the tone vamshed
- "what is tMs, my poor boy? You have been bleeding, and I see
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that those tears which you try to check come from a deep weU. TeU
ne, povero fanciullo mio (the sweet ItaHan vowels, though Lermy did
not understand them, sounded softly and soothingly)—teU me, my
chdd, how aU this happened. Perhaps I can help you—we have all
erred; we should aU help each other."
Lenny's heart, that just before had seemed bound in brass, torma
itseU' a way as the ItaHan spoke thus kindlv, and the tears rushed
do-wn: but he again stopped them, and gulped out sturddy,—
^" I nave not done no wrong; it ben't my fault—and 'tis that wMch
kiUs m e ! " concluded Lenny, with a burst of energy.
" You have not done wrong ? Then," said the phUosopher, drawing out Ms pocket-handkerchief with great composure, and spreacUng
it on the gromid—" then I may sit beside you. I cordd only stoop
pityingly over sm, but I can He down on equal terms -vrith mistortune."
Lenny Fahfield did not quite comprehend the words, but enough ol
their general meaning was apparent to make hhn cast a grateful
glance on the Italian. Riccabocca resumed, as he adjusted the
pocket-handkerchief, " I have a right to yom- confidence, my chdd,
for I have been afflicted in my day; yet I too say with thee, ' I have
not done wrong.' Cospetto ! " and here the Doctor seated himself deUberately, resting one ar-m on the side-column of the stocks, in famiUar
contact with the captive's shoulder, whde his eye wandered over the
lovely scene around—" Cospetto ! my prison, if they had caught me,
would not have had so fah a look-out as tlds. But, to be sure, it is
aU one; there are no ugly loves, and no handsome prisons."
With that sententious maxim, which, indeed, he uttered in Ms
native Italian, Riccabocca turned round, and renewed Ms soothing invitations to confidence. A friend in need is a friend indeed, even if he
come in the guise of a Papist aud wizard. AU Lenny's ancient dislike to the foreigner had gone, and he told him his Httle tale.
Dr. Riccabocca was much too shrewd a man not to see exactly the
motives which had induced i l r . Stirn to incarcerate his agent (barrmg
only that of personal grudge, to wMch Lemiy's account gave Mm no
clue). That a man high in office should make a scape-goat of Ms own
watch-dog for an urducky snap, or even an indiscreet bark, was nothing
strange to the wisdom of the student of ilacMavelH. However, he
set hunself to the task of consolation with equal phdosophy and tenfleraess. He began by reminding, or rather informing, Leonai-d
Fahfield of all the instances of dlustrious men afflicted by the injustice
of others that occurred to his o-wn excellent memory. He told him
how the great Epictetus, when m slavery, had a master whose favourite
amusement was pincMng his leg, which, as the amusement ended iu
breakuig that liinb, was worse than the stocks. He also told him the
anecdote of Lenny's ovsTr gaUant countryman, Admhal Byng, whose
execution gave rise to Voltaire's celebrated witticism, " En Angletenx
on tlie un amiral pour encourager les autres " (" In England they execute one admhal in order to encour-age the others"). Many other
dlusfrations, still more pertinent to the case in pourt, Ms erudition
suppUed from the stores of history. But on seeing that Lenny did
not seen. h. the sUghtcst degree consoled by these merrrorable e.x.aui-
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pies, he slrifted his ground, and reducing his logic to the strict argu
mentum ai rem, began to prove, Ist, that there was no disgrace at ah
in Lenny's present position,—that every equitable person would
recogmse the tyranny of Stim, and the innocence of its victim; 2dly,
that if even here he were mistaken—for pubUc opinion was not always
righteous,—-what was pubUc ophdon, after aU ?—"A breath,—a puff/'
cried Dr. Riccabocca—"a thing without matter,—without length,
breadth, or substance ; a shadow,—a gobUn of our o\vn creating. A
man's own conscience is Ms sole tribunal, and he should care no more
for that pharrtom ' opinion' than he should fear meetmg a ghost if ha
cross the churchyard at dark."
Now, as Lenny did very much fear meeting a ghost if he crossed
the churchyard at dark, the simile spoded the; argument, and he
shook Ms head very nrournfuUy. Dr. Riccabocca was about to enter
into a third course of reasoning, which, had it come to an end, would
doubtless have settled the matter, and reconcUed Lermy to sitting in
the stocks tdl doomsday, when the captive, with the quick ear and
eve of terror and calamity, became conscious that church was oyer,
that the congregation in a few seconds more would be flocking
tldtherwards. He saw -visionary hats and bonnets through the trees,
wMch Riccabocca saw not, despite aU the exeeUerice of Ms spectacles
—heard phantasmal rustHugs and murmurmgs wMch Riccabocca
heard not, despite aU that theoretical experience in plots, stratagems,
and treasons, wMch should have made the Itahan's ear as fine as
a conspirator's or a mole's. And, with another violent but vam
effort at escape, the prisoner exclaimed—
" Oh, if I could but get out before they come! Let me out—let
me out. 0, kind sh, have pity—let me out-!"
" Biavolo !" said the pMlosopher, startled, " I wonder that I never
thought of that before. After aU, I beUeve he has hit the right
nail on the head," and, looking close, he perceived that though the
partition of wood had Mtched fhmly into a sort of spring-clasp, wMch
defied Lenny's unaided struggles, stdl it -was not locked (for, indeed,
the padlock and key were snug in the justice-room of the Squire, who
never dreamt that iris orders would be executed so Uterally and summarily as to dispense with all formal appeal to Mmself). As soon as
Dr. Riccabocca made that discovery, it occurred to Mrn that aU
the -wisdom of aU the schools that ever existed can't reconcUe man or
boy to a bad position—the moment there is a fah opportumty of
letting Mm out of it. Accordingly, without more ado, he lifted up the
creakmg board, and Leimy Fan-field darted forth like a bird from
a cage—^halted a moment, as if for breath, or iu joy; and then, taking
at once to Ms heels, fled, as a hare to its form—fast to his mother's
home.
Dr. Riccabocca dr^pp&d the yavynmg vyood mto its place, picked
up his handkercMef and restored it to Ms pocket; and then, with
some curiosity, began to examme the nature of that place of duresse
which had caused so _ much painful emotion to its rescued victim.
" Man is a very irrational arumal at best," quoth the sage, sohloqiiising, " and is frightened by strange buggabooes! 'Tis but a piece
Di wood I how Uttle it reaUy injures I And, after aU, the holes arr
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bat rests to the legs, and keep the feet out of the dht. And this,
green bank to sit upon—under the shade of the ehn-tree—verdy the
position must be more pleasant than otherwise! I've a great mind
" Here the Doctor looked around, and, seeing the coast stdl
clear, the oddest notion imaginable took possession of him; yet not
indeed a notion so odd, considered phUosopldcaUy—for aU philosophy
is based on practical experiment—and Dr. Riccabocca felt an irresistible desire practicaUy to experience what manner of thing that
pimishment of the stocks reaUy was. " I can but try! oiily for
a moment," said he, apologeticaUy to his o-wn expostulating sense of
dignity. " I have tune to do it before .any one comes." He lifted up
the partition again: brrt stocks are budt on the trae principle of
English law, and don't easdy allow a man to criminate himself—it
was hard to get into them without the help of a friend. However, as
we before noticed, obstacles only whetted Dr. Pdceabocca's invention.
He looked round, and saw a withered bit of stick under the tree—tlds
he inserted in the di-vision of the stocks, somewhat hr the manner
in wMch boys place a stick under a sieve for the purpose of ensnaring
sparrows : the fatal wood thus propped. Dr. Riccabocca sat gravely
down on the bank, and thrust Ms feet tln-ough the apertures.
"Nothing hi i t ! " cried he triumphantly, after a moment's deUberation. "The evil is only in idea. Such is the boasted reason
of mortals!" With that reflection, nevertheless, he was about to
withdraw his feet from their voluntary dUemma, vvhen the crazy stick
suddeidy gave way, and the partition fell back into its clasp. Dr.
Riccabocca was fairly caught—" Facilis descensus—sed revocare gradum !" True, Ms hands were at Hberty, but his legs were so long
that, being thus fixed, they kept the hands from the rescue; aud
as Dr. Riccabocca's form was by no means supple, and the twin parts
of the wo9d stuck together -with thatfirmnessof adhesion wMch things
newly-painted possess, so, after some vain twists and contortions,
in which he succeeded at length (not without a stretch of the sinevvs
that made them crack again) in finding the clasp and breaking Ms
nads thereon, the victim of his own rash experiment resigned himseh
to Ms fate. Dr. Riccabocca was one of those men who never do
things by halves. When I say he resigned Mmself, I mean not only
Christian but phdosophical resignatron. The position was not quite
so pleasant as, theoreticaUy, he had deemed it; but he resolved to
make Mmself as comfortable as he could. At first, as is naturLl in aU
troubles to men who have grovm famiUar with that odoriferous comforter wMch Sir Walter Raleigh is said first to have bestowed upou
the Caucasian races, the Doctor made use of Ms hands to extract
from Ms pocket his pipe, match-box, and tobacco-pouch. After a few
whiffs, he would have been quite reconciled to his situation, but for
the discovery that the sun had sMfted its place in the heavens, and
was no longer shaded from Ms face by the elm-tree. The Doctor
again looked round, and perceived that Ms red sdk umbreUa, which
he had laid aside when he had seated himself by Lenny, was 'witlrin
arm's reach. Possessing Mmself of tMs treasure, he soon expanded
its friendly folds. And thus, doubly fortified within and without,
under shade of the umbreUa, and Ms pipe compcsedlv between his
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Hps, Dr. Riccabocca gazed on Ids own incarcerated legs, even witii
complacency.
" ' He who can despise aU things,'" said he, hr one of Ms native
proverbs, "'possesses aU tlungs !'—if one despises freedom, one is
tree! This seat is as soft as a sofa! I am not sure," he resumed.
soHloqmsmg, after a pause—"I am not sure that there is not somethmg more witty than manly and phdosophical in that national proverb of mme wMch I quoted to the fanciullo, ' that there are no
handsome prisons !' Did not the son of that celebrated Frenchman,
sumamed Bras de Per, write a book not only to prove that adversities
axe more necessary than prospcrdies, but that among aU adversities a
prison is the most pleasant and profitable ?* But is not this conddion
of mine, voluntarUy and experimentaUy mcun-ed, a type of mv Hfe ?
Is it the first time that I have thrust myself into a hobble ?—and if in
a hobble of mine o-ivn choosmg, why should I blame the gods ? "
Upon this. Dr. Riccabocca feU mto a tram of musmg so remote
from time and place, that in a few minutes he no more remembered
that he was in the parish stocks than a lover remembers that flesh is
grass, a miser that mammon is perishable, a pMlosonher that wisdom
is vanity. Dr. Riccabocca was in the clouds.

CHAPTER X.
T H E didlest dog that ever wrote a novel (and, entre nous, reader—
but let it go no farther—we have a good many dogs among the
fraterrrity that are not ilunitost) might have seen -with half an eye
that the Parson's discourse had produced a very gemal and hmnamzing
effect upou his audience. When aU was over, and the congregation
stood up to let Mr. Hazeldean and Ms famdy walk first down the
aisle (for that was the custom at Hazeldean), rrroistened eyes glanced
at the Squhe's sun-burned manly face, with a kindness that bespoke
revived niemory of many a generous benefit and ready service. The
head might be wrong now and then—the heart was in the right place
after all. And the lady, leaning on Ms arm, came in for a large share
of that gracious good feeling. True, she now and then gave a Httle
offence when the cottages were not so clean as she fancied they ought
to be—and poor folks don't hke a Hberty taken with their houses any
more than the rich do; true that she was not quite so popular -with
the woiaen as the Squire was, for, if the husband went too often to
the ale-house, she always laid the faidt on the wife, aud said, " No
man would go out of doors for Ms comforts, if he had a smiling face
and a clean hearth at Ms home;" w-hereas the Squire mamtained the
more gaUant opimon, that " if GUI was a shrew, it was because Jack
did not, as in duty bound, stop her mouth with a kiss !" Stdl, notwithstanding these more obrroxious notions on her part, and a certain
awe insphed by the stiff sdk gown and the handsome aqudine nose, it
* "Entre tov,t,l'itat d'une prison est le plus doux, est le plus profitable ! "
t Munito was the name of a dog: famous for his learning (a Porson of a dog) at
the date of my childhood. There are no such dogs now a-d«}-».
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was impossible, especiaUy in the softened tempera of that Sunday
afternoon, not to associate the honest, comely, beaming countenance
of ilrs. Hazeldean with comfortable recoUeptjons of soups, jelHes, and
wine in sickness, loaves and blankets in winter, cheering words and
ready visits in every Httle distress, and pretexts afforded by improve
nient in the grounds and gardens (improvements-nliich, as the Squire,
who preferred productive labour, justly complained, "would never
finish") for Uttle timely jobs of work to some veteran grandsire, who
stdl Hked to earn a penny, or some ruddy urchin in a famdy that
" came too fast." Nor was Frank, as he walked a Httle behind, in the
whitest of trousers and the stiffest of neckcloths—with a look of suppressed roguery in his bright hazel eye, that coutrasted Ms assumed
stateliness of mien—without his portion of the sdent blessing. Not
that he had done anj'thing yet to deserve it; but we aU give youth so
large a credit in the future. As for iliss Jemima, her trifling foibles
oidy rose from too soft and femimne a susceptibdity, too ivy-Uke a
yeariung for some masculine oak whereon to entwine her tendrils:
aud so Uttle confined to self was the natural lo-vingness of her disposition, that she had helped many a viUage lass to find a husband, by
the bribe of a marriage gift from her own pri-vy purse; not-withstanding
the assurances with which she accompamed the marriage gift,—-^dz.,
that " the bridegroom would tum out Hke the rest of Ms ungrateful
sex; but that it was a comfor-t to think that it would be aU one hr
the approaching crash." So that she had her warm partisans, especiaUy amongst the young; wdiile the slim Captain, on whose arm she
rested her forefinger, was at least a civd-spoken gentleman, -^vho had
never done any harm, and who would, doubtless, do a deal of good if
he belonged to the parish. Naj^, even the fat footman, who came
last, with the farnily Prayer-book, had his due share in the general
association of neighbourly kindness between haU and hamlet. Few
were there present to whom he had not extended the right-hand of
feUowship with a fuU horn of October in the clasp of it; and he was a
Hazeldean man, too, born and bred, as two-thu-ds of the Sqrure's
hotisehold (now letting themselves out from their large pew under the
gallery) were.
On his part, too, you could see that the Squhe was "moved
withal,'' and a littled humbled moreover. Instead of walkmg erect,
and taking bow and curtsey as a matter of course, and of no nieamng,
he hung his head somewhat, and there was a sUght blush on Ms
cheek; and as he glanced upward and round hhn—shyly, as it were
—and his eye met those friendly looks, it returned them with an
eamestness that had m it sonrething touclurrg as well as cordial—an
eye that said, as well as eye could say, " I don't quite deserve it, I
fear, neighbours; but I thank you for your good-wdl with my whole
heart."_ And so readdy was that glance of the eye understood, that I
think, if that scene had taken place out of doors instead of hi the
church, there would have been a hurrah as the Squire passed out of
sight.
Scarcely had i l r . Hazeldean got clear ol tlie churchyard, ere i l r
Sthn was whispering in his ear. As Stirn whispered, the Squire's
face grew long, and Ms colour rose. The congregation, now flocking
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out of the church, exchanged looks with each other; that ominous
conjrmction between Squhe and man chUled back alt the effects of
the Parson's sermon. The Squire struck his cane -violently into the
ground. " I would rather you had told me Black Bess had got the
glanders. A young gentleman, comhrg to visit my son, struck and
msulted in Hazeldean; a young gentleman—'sdeath, sir, a relationMs grandmother was a Hazeldean. I do beHeve Jemima's right, and
the world's coming to an end! But Leonard Fairfield in the stocks!
'What wdl the Parson say, and after such a sermon! ' Rich man,
respect the poor!' And the good widow too ; and poor ilark, who
almost died in my arms. Stu-n, you have a heart of stone I You
confounded, lawless, mercdess miscreant, who the deuce gave yon the
right to imprison mau or boy in my parish of Hazeldean withorrt trial,
sentence, or warrant ? Run and let the boy out before any one sees
hhrr: run, or I shaU—^—" The Squire elevated the cane, and Ms
eyes shot the. Mr. Sthn did not run, but he walked off very fast.
The Squh-e drew back a few paces, and again took his wife's arm.
" Just wait a bit for the Parson, while I talk to the congregation. I
want to stop 'em aU, if I can, from going into the viUage; but how ?"
Frank heard, and repUed readdy—
" Give 'em some beer, sir,"
" Beer ! on a Srmday! For shame, Frank !" cried ilrs. Hazeldean.
" Hold your tongue, Harry. Thank you, Frank," said the Sqidre,
and his brow grew as clear as the blue sky above Mrn. I doubt if
Riccabocca could have got Mm out of Ms dilemma with the same easp
as Frank had done.
'_' Halt there, my men—lads and lasses too—there, halt a bit. Mrs.
Fahfield, do you hear ?—halt. I think Ms reverence has given us a
capital sermon. Go up to the Great House aU of you, and drink a
glass to his health. Frank, go with them, and teU Spruce to tap one
of the casks kept for the haymakers.—Harry [this in a wMsper],
catch the Parson, and teU him to come to me instantly."
" My dear Hazeldean, what has happened ? you are mad."
" Don't bother—do what I teU you."
" But where is the Parsoir to find you ?"
" "Where, gad zooks, ilr-s. H.,—at the Stocks, to be sare ' "

CHAPTER XI.
awakened out of his reverie by the sound ol footsteps, was stdl so Httle sensible of the mdigruty of Ms position, that
he enjoyed exceedingly, and with all the malice of Ms natural humour,
the astomshment and stupor manifested by Stirn, when that furrctionary beheld the extraordinary substitute which fate and philosophy
had found for Lermy Fahfield. Instead of the weeping, cmshed,
broken-hearted captive whom he had reluctantly come to dehver, he
stared, speecMess and aghast, upou the grotesque but tranquU figm-e
of the Doctor, enjojing Ms pipe, and coolmg himself under Ms
iunbreUa, with a sangfroid that was truly appaUing and diaboHcal,
DR. RICCABOCCA,
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Indeed, consrderirrg that Stirn always suspected the Papisher of
havhig had a hand in the whole of that black and midnight business,
in wMch the stocks had been broken, bunged up, and consigned to
perdition, and that the Papisher had the evd reputation of dabbling
m the Black Art, the hocus-pocus way hi which the Lermy he had
incarcerated was transformed into the Doctor he found, conjoined
with the peeuHarly strange, eldritch, and ilephistophelean physiogrromy and person of Riccabocca, could not but strike a thrUl of superstitious dismay into the breast of the parochial tn-ant. ^\'hde to his
first confused and stammered exclamations and mterrogatories, Riccabocca repHed with so tragic an air, such omhious shakes of the head,
such mysterious, equivocating, long-worded sentences, that Stim
every moment felt more and more convinced that the boy had sold
hhnself to the Powers cf Darkness; and that he himself prematru-ely,
and in the flesh, stood face to face with the Arch-Enemy.
ilr. Stirn had not yet recovered Ms wonted inteUigence, which, to
do Mm justice, was usuaUy prompt enough—when the Squire, foUowed
hard by the Parson, arrived at the spot. _ Indeed, Mrs. Hazeldean's
report of the Squire's urgent message, disturbesd manner, and most
unparaUeled hivitation to the parishioners, had given wings to Parson
Djde's ordinardy slow aud sedate movements. And whUe the Squire,
sharing Stirn's amazement, beheld indeed a great pah of feet projecting from the stocks, and saw behind them the grave face of Doctor
Riccabocca, under the majestic shade of the umbreUa, but not a vestige of the only being his mind could identify with the tenancy of the
stocks, Mr. Dale, catching Mm by the arm, and panting hard, exclaimed with a petulence he had never before been known to display
—except at the whist-table,—
" ilr. Hazeldean, ilr. Hazeldean, 1 am scandaHsed—I am shocked
at you. I can bear a great deal from you, sir, as I ought to do ; but
to ask my whole congregation, the moment after divine service, to go
up and guzzle ale at the HaU, and drink my health, as if a clergyman's sermon had been a speech at a cattle-fah ! I am ashamed of
you, and of the parish! What on earth has come to you all ?"
" That's the very question I wish to Heaven I could answer,"
groaned the Squire, quite mildly and patheticaUy—" What on eaith
has come to us all! Ask Stirn :" (then bm-sting out) " Stim, you
mfemal rascal, don't you hear ?—what on earth has come to us all?"
" The Papisher is at the bottom of it, sir," said Sth-n, provoked
out of all temper. " I does my duty, but I is but a mortal man,
arter all."
" A mortalfiddlestick—where'sLeonard Fan-field, I say?"
" Him knows best," answered Sthn, retreathrg mechamcaUy, for
safety's sake, behind the Parsorr, and pointing to Dr. Riccabocca.
Hitherto, though both the Squire and Parson had indeed recognised
the Itahan, they had merely supposed Mm to be seated on the bank.
It never entered into their heads that so respectable and dignified a
man could by any possibdity be an inmate, compelled or voluntary, of
the Parish Stocks. No, not even though, as I before said, the Squire
had seen, just under his nose, a very long pair of soles inserted m the
apertui-es—that sight had only coirfused and bewUdered binr, unac-
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companied, as it ou.ght to have been, with the truirk and face cf
Lenny Fairfield. Those soles seemed to him optical delusions, phantoms of the overheated brain; but now, catching hold of Stim, w-hilc
the Parson in equal astomshmerrt caught hold of him— the Squire
faltered out, " AVell, this beats cockfighting ! The man's as mad as
ilarch hare, and has taken Dr. Rickeybockey for little Lemiy!"
" Perhaps," said the Doctor, breaking sdence with a blanel' smde,
iud attempting an incUnation of the head as courteous as his position
would permit—" perhaps, d' it be quite the same to you, before yon
proceed to explanations, you wdl just help me out of the stocks."
The Parson, despite his perplexity and anger, coidd irot repress a
smile, as he approached hrs learned friend, and bent dow-ri for the
purpose of extricating Mm.
" Lord love your reverence, you'd better n o t ! " cried i l r . Stirn.
" Don't be tempted—he ordy wants to get j-ou hito his claws. I
would not go a-near him for all the
"
The speech was mterrupted by Dr. Riccabocca himself, who now,
thanks to the Parson, had risen into his full height, and half a head
taUer than all present—even than the tall Squire—approached i l r .
Stirn, with a gracious wave of the hand. i l r . Stirn retreated rapicUy
towards the hedge, amidst the brambles of which he plunged himself
incontmcutly.
" I guess whom you take me for, i l r . Stim," said the ItaUan, Hftiiig his hat with his characteristic poUteness. " It is certainly a great
honour: but you wdl know better one of these days, when the gentleman in question admits you to a personal interview in another and
—a hotter world."
CHAPTER XII.
" BUT how on earth did you get into my new stocks?" asked the
Squire, scratching his head.
" i l v dear sir, Pliny the elder got into the crater of ilount Etua."
" D i d he, and what for?"
" To try what it was hke, I suppose," answered Riccabocca.
The Sr[uire burst out a-laugMng.
" And so you got mto the stocks to try what it was Hke._ AYeU, 1
can't wonder—it is a very handsome pair of stocks," contmued the
Squire, \vith a loving look at the olject of Ms praise. " Nobody need
be ashamed of behig seen in those stocks—I shoidd not mmd it
myself."
" We had better move on," said the Parson, chyly, " or we shaU
have the whole viUagc here presently, gazing on the lord of the manor
in the same prcdieameiit as that from which w-e have just extricated
the Doctor. Now, pray, what is the matter with Lenny Fahfield?
I can't understand a word of what has passed. You don't mean to
say that good Lciuiy Fairfield (who was absent from chiurch, by-thcirye) can have done anything to get into disgrace?"
" Yes, he has though," cried the Squire. " Sthn, 1 say Stirn."
Rut S'.hn had forced Ms way through the hedge and vanished. Tb 15
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left to his own powers of narrative at second-hand, i l r . Hazeldean
now told aU he had to communicate; the assault upon Randal LesUe,
and the prompt punishment inflicted by Stim; Ms own indignation
at the aft'ront to Ms young kmsman, and his good-natured, merciful
desire to save the culprit from pubUc humUiation.
The Parson, modified towards the rude and hasty invention of the
beer drinking, took the Squire by the hand. "Ah, i l r . llazcldean,
forgive me," he said repentantly; " I ought to have known at once
that it was only some ebulHtion of your heart that could stifle your
sense of decorum. But this is a sad story about Lenny, brawlmg and
fighting on the Sabbath-day. So unlike nim, too—I don't know what
to make of it."
" Like or unHke," said the Sqidre, " it has been a gross insult to
young LesHe; and looks aU the worse because i and Audley are not
just the best friends in the world. I can't think what it is," continued i l r . Hazeldean, musingly • " but it seems that there must be
always some association of fightmg connected with that prim halfbrother of mine. There was I, son of Ms own mother—who might
have been shot tM'Ough the lungs, oidy the baU lodged in the shoulder
—and now his wife's kinsman—my kinsman, too — grandmother a
Hazeldean—a hard-reading, sober lad, as I am given to understand,
can't set his foot into the quietest parish in the three kingdoms, but
what the mildest boy that ever was seeu—makes a rush at hhn like a
mad bull. I t is FATALITY ! " cried the Squire, solemnly.
" Ancient legend records similar instances of fatahty in certain
houses," observed Riccabocca. " There was the House of Pelops—
and Polymces and Eteocles—the sons of (Edipus!"
" Pshaw!" said the parson; " but what's to be done ? "
" D o n e ? " said the Squire; "why, reparation must be made to
young LesHe. And though I wished to spare Lenn^', the young
ruffian, a public disgrace—for your sake. Parson Dale, and Mis.
Fairfield's ;—yet a good canmg in private
•"
" Stop, siri" said Riccabocca, mddly, "and hear me." The ItaHan
then, with much feeling aud considerable tact, pleaded the cause of
his poor protege, and explained hovy Lenny's error arose only from
mistaken zeal for the Squire's service, and in the execution of the
orders received from Mr. Stim.
" That alters the matter," said the Sqrure, softened; " and aU that
is necessary now wUl be for Mm to make a proper apology to my
kinsman."
" Yes, that is just," rejoined the Parson; " b u t I stdl don't learn
liovv he got out of the stocks."
Riccabocca then resumed his tale; and, after confessing his own
principal share in Lenny's escape, drew a moving picture of the boy's
shame and honest mortification. " Let us march against PMHp!"
cried the Atherdans when they heard Demosthenes
" Let us go at once and comfort the chdd!" cried the Parson,
before Riccabocca could finish.
With that benevolent intention aU three quickened theh pace, and
soon arrived at the widow's cottage. But Lermy had caught .sight of
their approach through the -windo-w; jud not doubting that, hi spite
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of Riccabocca's hitercession, the Parson was come to upbraid, and
the Squire to re-imprison, he darted out by the back way, got amongst
the woods, and lay there perdu all the evening. Nay, it was not tiU
after dark that Ms mother—who sat wiinging her hands in the Uttle
kitchen, and trying in vain to Hsten to the Parson and ilrs. Dale,
who (after sending in search_ of the fugitive) had kindly come to
console the mother—heard a timid knock at the door and a nervous
fumble at the latch. She started up, opened the door, and Lenny
sprang to her bosom, and there buried his face, sobbing loud.
" No harm, my boy," said the Parson, tenderly; " you have nothing
to fear—aU is explained and forgiven."
Lenny looked up, and the veins on Ms forehead were much swoUen.
" Sh," said he, stm-dUy, " I don't want to be forgiven—I aint done
no wrong. And—I've been disgraced—and I won't go to school,
never no more."
" Hush, CarTy !'' said the Parson to Ms wife, who, -with the usual
Uyeliness of her little temper, was about to exposttdate. " Good
mght, ilrs. Fairfield. I shall come and talk to you to-morrow, Lenny;
by that time you wUl think better of it."
The Parson then conducted Ms wife home, and went up to the
HaU to report Lenny's safe return; for the Squire was very uneasy
about Mm, and had even in person shared the search. As soon as he
heard Lenny was safe—"WeU," said the Squhe, "let him go the
first thmg in the morning to Rood HaU, to ask Master LesHe's
pardon, and aU wdl be right and smooth agahi."
" A young villam!" cried Frank, with Ms cheeks the colour of
scarlet; "to strike a gentleman aud an Etoman, who had just been
to caU on me ! But I wonder Randal let Mm off so weU—any other
boy in the sixth form would have kdled hhn!"
" Frank," said the Parson, sterrdy, " if we aU had om' deserts, what
should be done to him who not only lets the sun go down on his own
wrath, but strives with imcharitable breath to fan the dying embers
of another's?"
The clergyman here tunred away from Frank, who bit Ms lip, and
seemed a'bashed—while even his mother said not a word in his excidpation; for when the Parson did reprove in that stern tone, the
majesty of the Hall stood awed before the rebuke of the Church.
CatcMng Riccabocoa's inquisitive eye, Mr. Dale drew aside the
phUosopher, and whispered to him Ms fears that it would bo a very
hard matter to induce Lermy to beg Randal LesUe's pardon, arrd that
the proud stomach of the patter-n-boy would not digest the stocks
with as much ease as a long regimen of phdosophy had enabled the
sage to do. TMs conference Miss Jermma soon interrapted by a
direct appeal to the Doctor respecting the number of years (even
without any previous and more -violent mcident) that the world could
possibly withstand its own wear and tear.
" ila'am," said the Doctor, reluctantly summoned away, to look at
a passage in some prophetic periodical upon that interesting subject
—" ma'am, it is very hard that you should make one remember the
end of the world, since, in conversing with you, one's natural temptation is to forget its existence."
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Miss Jemima's cheeks were suffused with a deeper scarlet tnan
Frank's had been a few nrinutes before. Certaudy that deceitful,
neartless compliment justified all her contempt for the male sex; and
yet—such is human bUndness—it went far to redeem aU mankind in
tier credidous and too confiding soirl.
"He is about to propose," sighed iliss Jemima.
"Giacomo," said Rrccabocca, as he drew on Ms mghtcap, and
stepped majesticaUy into the four-posted bed, " I think we shall get
that Doy for the garden now!"
Thus each spurred Ms hobby, or drove her car, round the Hazeldean wMrUgig.
"S-'DCHAPTER X i n .
WHATE-VER may be the ultimate success of iliss Jemima Hazeldean's designs upon Dr. Riccabocca, the ilacMaveUian sagacity with
which the ItaHan had counted upon securing the ser-vices of Lenny
Fahfield was speedily and triumphantly established by the result.
No voice of the Parson's, charmed he ever so -wisely, could persuade
the peasant-boy to go and ask pardon of _ the young gentleman, to
whom, because he had done as he was bid, he owed an agonising
defeat and a shamefrd incarceration. And, to ilrs. Dale's vexation,
the widow took the boy's part. She was deeply offended at the
unjust disgrace Lenny had rmdergone ih being put in the stocks;
she shared Ms pride, and openly approved his spirit. Nor was it
•without great difficulty that Lenny could be induced to resume his
lessons at school; nay, even to set foot beyond the precincts of his
mother's holding. The point of the school at last he yielded, though
suUenly; and the Parson thought rt better to temporise as to the
more unpalatable demand. UnluckUy, Lenny's apprehensions of the
mockery that awaited hhn in the merciless world of Ms viUage were
reahsed. Though Sthn at first kept Ms own counsel, the Tinker
blabbed the whole affah. And after the search instituted for Lenny
on the fatal night, all attempt to hush up what had passed wordd
have been impossible. So then Sthn told Ms story, as the Thdier
had told Ms own; botlr tales were very unfavourable to Leonard
Fahfield. The pattem-boy had broken the Sabbath, fought with Ms
betters, and been weU mauled into the bargain; the viUage lad had
sided with Stir-n and the authorities in spyhrg out the misdemeanours
of Ms equals: therefore Leonard Fahfield, in both capacities of
degraded pattem-boy and baffled spy, could expect no mercy;—he
was ridiculed in the one, and hated in the other.
It is true that, in the presence of the schoolmaster, and under
the eye of Mr. Dale, no one openly gave vent to maUgnant feeHngs;
but the moment those checks were removed, popular persecution
Began.
Some pointed and mowed at Mm; some cursed hhn for a sneak,
and all shunned Ms society; voices were heard in the hedgerows, as
he passed through the village at dusk, " Who was put in the stocks ?
—baa !" " Who got a bloody nob for playing spy to Nick Stira ?—
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baa!" To resist tMs species of aggression would have been a vain
attempt for a wiser head and a colder temper than our poor patternboy's. He took Ms resolution at once, and his mother approved it;
and the second or thhd day after Dr. Riccabocca's return to the
Casino, Lermy Fairfield presented Mmself on the terrace with a Httle
bundle in Ms hand, "Please, sir," said he to the Doctor, who was
sitting crossdegged on the balustrade, vnth Ms red sdk umbreUa over
his head—"please, sir, if you'U be good en:ugh to take me now,
and give me any hole to sleep in, I'U work for yom- honour mght
and day; and as for the wages, mother says, 'just suit j-om-self,
sir.'"
" ily chdd," said the Doctor, taking Lemiy by the hand, and looking at him with the sagacious eye of a wizard, " I knew you would
come! aud Giacomo is already prepared for you! As to wages, we'U
talk of them by-and-by."
Lenny being thus settled, his mother looked for some evem'ngs on
the vacant chad, where he had so long sate in the place of her beloved
Mark; and the chair seemed so comfortless and desolate, thus left aU
to itself, that she could bear it no longer.
Indeed the -vdlage had grown as distasteful to her as to Lenny—
perhaps more so; and one morning she hailed the Steward as he was
trotting his hog-maned cob beside the door, and bade Mm tell the
Squire that " she would take it very kind if he would let her off the
six months' notice for the land and premises she held—there were
plenty to step into the place at a much better rent."
" You're a fool," said the good-natured Steward;_ " and I'm very
glad you did not speak to that feUow Stim instead of to me. You've
been doing extremely weU here, and have the place, I may say for
nothing."
" Notliin' as to rent, sir, but a great deal as to feelin'," said the
widow; " and now Lenny has gone to work with the foreign gentleman, I should like to go aud Uve near him."
"Ah, yes—I heard Lenny had taken Mmself off to the Casmo—
more fool he; but, bless your heart, 'tis no distance—two miles or so.
Can't he come home every iright after work ?"
"No, sh," exclaimed the widow, aMiost fiercely; "he shan't
come home here, to be caUed bad names and jeered at!—he whom
my dead good-man was so fond and proud of. No, sir; we poor
folks have our feeUngs, as 1 said to Mrs. Dale, and as I wdl say to
the Squire hisself. Not that I don't thank him for aU favoui's—he
be a good gentleman if let alone; but he says he won't come
near us tUl Lenny goes and axes pardin. Pardin for wiiat, I
shoidd Hke to know ? Poor lamb ! I wish you coidd ha' seen his
nose, sir—as big as your two fists. Ax pardin! if the Squire had
had such a nose as that, I don't think it's pardin he'd been ha' axiug.
But I let the passion get the better of me—I humbly beg you'll
excuse it, sh. I'm no scholard, as poor Mark was, andjjenny v'vould
have been, if the Lord had not visited us otherways. Therefore just
et the Squhe to let me go as soon as may be; and as for the bit o'
ay and vvhat's on the grounds and orchard, the new comer wdl nc
doiibt settle that."
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The Sttvard, finding no eloquence of Ms could induce the widfAv
to relinquish her resolution, took her message to the Squire.
Mr. Hazeldean, wdro was indeed really off'ended at the boy's obsthra'c
refusal to make the amende honorable to Randal LesUe, at first only
bestowed a hearty curse or two on the pride and ingratitude both of
mother and son. It may be supposed, however, that his socond
thoughts were more gentle, since that evening, though he did not go
himseh' to the widow, he sent Ms " Han-y." Now, though Harry
was sometimes austere and brusque enough on her own account, and
in such bushress as might especiaUy be transacted between herself
and the cottagers, yet she never appeared as the delegate of her lord
except in the capacity of a herald of peace and mediating angel. I t
was with good heart, too, that she undertook tMs mission, since, as
we have seen, both mother and son were great favourites_ of hers.
she entered the cottage with the friendhest beam in her bright b'.ne
eye, and it was with the softest tone of her frank, cordial voice that
she accosted the widow. But she was no more successfrd than the
Steward had been. The truth is, that I don't believe the haughtiest
duke m the three khigdoms is ready so proud as your plain English
rural peasant, nor half so hard to propitiate and deal with when his
sense of dignity is ruffled. Nor are there many of my own Hterary
brethren (thhi-skinned creatures though we are) so sensitively ahve to
the PubHc Opimon, wisely despised by Dr. Riccabocca, as -that same
peasant. He can endure a good deal of contumely sometimes, it is
trae, from Ms superiors (though, thank Heaven! that he rarely nieets
-with unjustly); but to be looked down upon, and mocked, and pointed
at by his own equals—his own Httle world—cuts him to the soul.
And if you can succeed in breaking this pride, and destroying this
sensitiveness, then he is a lost being. He can never recover Ms selfesteem, and you have chucked him half-way—a stoHd, inert,- suUcn
victim—to the perdition of the prison or the convict-ship.
Of tMs stuff was the nature both of the widow and her son. Had
the honey of Plato flowed from the tongue of i l r s . Hazeldean, it
could not have turned into sweetness the bitter sphit upon wMch it
descended. But Mrs. Hazeldean, though an exceUent woman, was
rather a bluff, plahi-spokeu one—and, after aU, she had some Httle
feeling for the son of a gentleman, and a decayed, faUen gentleman,
who, even by Lenny's account, had been assailed without any inteUigible provocatiorr; nor could she, with her strong common serrse,
attach aU the importance wMch Mrs. Fairfield did to the unmannerly
impertinence of a few young cubs, which she said truly, " would soon
die away if no rrotice was taken of it." The widow's mind was made
up, and Mrs. Hazeldean departed—^with much chagrin and some
displeasure.
Mrs. Fairfield, however, tacitly mrderstood that the request she
had made was granted, and early one morning her door was found
locked—the key left at a neighbour's to be given to the Ste-ivard •and, on further iirquiry it was ascertained that her fundtm-e and
effects had been removed by the crTand-cart, in the dead of the mght.
Lermy had succeeded in finding a cottage on the road-side, not far
from the Casino; and there, with a joyous face, he waited to weicomo
VOL. I
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Ms mother to breakfast, and show how he had spent the iright in
arranging her furmture.
"Parson !" cried the Squire when all this news came upon him, as
he was walking arm-m-arm with Mr. Dale, to inspect some proposed
improvement in the Ahns-house, " tMs is aU your faidt. Why drd not
VOU go and talk to that brute of a boy, and that dolt of a woman ?
You've g o t ' soft sawder enough,' as Frank caUs it in his new-fasMoned
slang."
" As if I had not taUsed myself hoarse to both!" said the Parson,
in a tone of reproachful surprise at the accusation. " But it was in
vam! 0 Squire, if you had taken my advice about the stocks—
quieta non movere ! "
"Bother!" said the Squire. " I suppose I am to be held up as a
tyrant, a Nero, a Richard the Third, or a Grand Inqmsitor, merely
for having things smart and tidy! Stocks mdeed!—your friend
Rickeybockey said he was never more comfortable in Ms Hfe—quite
enjoyed sitting there. And what did not hurt Rickeybockey's digmty (a very gentleman-Uke mau he is, when he pleases) ought to be
no such great matter to ilaster Leonard Fairfield. But 'tis no use
talking! A\Trat's to be done now ? The woman must not star-ve;
and I'm sui-e she can't live out of Rickeybockey's wages to Lenny—
(by the way, I hope he don't board the boy upon Ms and Jacke>nno's
leavings: I hear they dine upon newts and sticklebacks—faugh!)—
I'U teU you what. Parson, now I think of it—at the back of the cottage which she has taken there are some fields of capital land just
vacant. Rickeybockey wants to have 'em, and sormded me as to the
rent when he was at the HaU. I only haU'-promised Mm the refusal.
And he must give up four or five acres of the best land round the
cottage to the widow—^just enough for her to manage—and she can
keep a dairy. If she want capital, I'U lend her some hr your name—
only don't teU S t h n ; and as for the rent—we'U talk of that when we
see how she gets on, thankless, obstinate jade that she is! You
see," added the Squire, as if he felt there was some apology due for
tMs generosity to an object whom he professed to consider so
ungrateful, " her husband was a faithful servant, and so—I wish you
wordd not stand there staring me out of countenance, but go down to
the woman at once, or Stim wiU have let the land to Rickeybockey,
as sure as a gun. And harkye. Dale, perhaps you can contrive, d' the
woman is so cursedly stiff-backed, not to say the land is mine, or that
it is any favour I want to do her—or, in short, manage it as you can
for the best." Stdl even this charitable message faded. The widow
knew that the land was the Sqrrhe's, and worth a good £3 an acre.
" She thanked him humbly for that and aU favours; but she cordd
not afford to buy cows, and she did not wish to be beholden to any
one for her Hving. And Lenny was weU off at i l r . Rickeybockey's,
and coming on wonderfuUy in the garden way—and she did not doubt
she could get some washing; at all events, her haystack would bring
in a good bit of money, and she should do nicely, thank theh'
honours."
Nothing farther could be done in the direct way, but the remark
about the vtashing suggested some mode of indirectly beiiufituig the
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widow. And a Httle time afterwards, the sole laundress in that inimediate neighbourhood happening to die, a hint from the Squhe
obtahred from the landlady of the inn opposite the Casino such custom
as she had to bestow, which at times was not inconsiderable. And
what with Lermy's wages (whatever that mysterious item might be),
the mother and son contrived to Hve without exMbitmg any of those
physical signs of fast and abstinence which Riccabocca and his vaiet
gratuito'isly afforded to the student in animal anatomy.

CHAPTER XrV.
OF aU the wares and commodities in exchange and barter, wherein
so mairdy consists the civilization of our modem world, there is not
one wMch is so carefuUy weighed—so accurately measm-ed—so
plumed and gauged—so doled and scraped—so poured out in minima
and balanced with scruples—as that necessary of social commerce
caUed " an apology!" If the chemists were half so careful in vending theh poisons, there wordd be a notable diminution in the yearly
average of victims to arsemc and oxaUc acid. But, alas, in the
matter of apology, it is not from the excess of the dose, but the timid,
niggardly, miserly manner m which it is dispensed, that poor Humanity
is hurried off to the Styx! How many tunes does a life depend on
the exact proportions ot an apology ! Is it a hair-breadth too short
to cover the scratch for which you want it ? ilake your wdl—you
are a dead man! A Hfe, do I say ?—a hecatomb of Hves ! How
many wars would have been prevented, how many thrones would be
standmg, dynasties fiourisMng—commonwealths brawUng round a
bema, or fittmg out gaUeys for corn and cotton—if an mch or two
more of apology had been added to the proffered eU! But then that
plaguy, jealous, suspicious, old vinegar-faced Houour, and her partner
Pride—as penny-wrse and pound-foohsh a she-skinflint as herself—
have the monopoly of the article. And what with the time they lose
in adjusting then- spectacles, hunting in the precise sheU' for the precise quality demanded, then (quahty found) the haggling as to
i(uantum—considerhig whether it should be Apothecary's weight or
Avoirdupois, or Enghsh measure or Flemish—and, finally, the bulla
buloo they make if the customer is not perfectly satisfied -with the
/ao'astrous little he gets for his money,—I don't wonder, for my part,
how one loses temper and patience, and sends Pride, Honour, and
Apology, aU to the devil. Aristophanes, in his " Comedy of Peace,"
insinuates a beautiful aUegory by only suffering that goddess, though
in fact she is Ms herome, to appear as a mute. She takes care never
^0 open her lips. The shrewd Greek knew very weU that she would
cease to be Peace, if she once began to chatter. "Wherefore, 0
reader, if ever you find your pump under the hon heel of another
man's boot, heaven grant that you may hold your toiigue, and not
make things i>ast aU endurance and forgiveness by bawUng out for ar
ajiology!

3S3

MY NOVEL; OR,

CHAPTER XV.
Bur t^^ Squire and his son, Frarrk -were large-hearted, generous
creatures in the article of apology, as in aU thmgs less skimpurgly
de:ilt out. And seemg that Leonard Fahfield would offer no plaster
to Randal Leshe, they made amends for his stingmess by their ovni
prodigahty. The Squhe accompamed his son to Pood Hall, and
none of the famdy choosing to be at home, the Squire in his own
hand, and from his own head, indited and composed an epistle whicli
might have satisfied aU the wounds which the digmty of the Leshes
had ever received.
This letter of apology ended with a hearty request that Randal
would come and spend a few davs with Ms son. Frank's epistle was
to the same purport, only more Etonian and less legible.
It was some davs before Randal's repUes to these epistles were
received. The repHes bore the address of a vdlage near London, and
stated that the writer was now reading with a tutor preparatory to
entrance at Oxford, and could not, therefore, accept the invitation
extended to him.
For the rest, Randal expressed himself with good sense, though
not with much generosity. He excused Ms participation irr the
vulgarity of such a conflrct by a bitter but short aUusion to the
obstmacy and ignorance of the vdlage boor: and did not do what
you, my khrd reader, certahdy wo'ald have done under simdar circumstances—viz., intercede in behalf of a brave aud unfortmrate antagonist. Most of us Hke a foe better after we have fought him—that is,
if wc are the conquering party; this was not the case with Randal
Leslie. There, so far as the Etoman was concerned, the matter
rested. And the Squhe, hritated that he could not repair w-liateveiwrong that young gentleman had sustained, no longer felt a pang (;f
regret as he passed by i l r s . Fahfield's deserted cottage.

CHAPTER

XVI.

LENNY FAIRFIELD continued to give great satisfaction to his new
employers, and to profit in many respects by the famiUar kindnes.s
•,\ith which he was treatid. Riccabocca, who valued Mmself on
jicnetrating into character, had, from the first, seen that much stulf
of rro common quality and tc-rtm-e was to be found in the disposition
and mind of the EngHsh viUage boy. On farther acquairrtance, he
perceived that, under a chUd's innocent simphcity, there were the
workings of an acutencss that requhed but development and direction. He ascertained that the pattern boy's progress at the viUage
school proceeded from somethmg more than mechamcal docdity and
readiness of comprehension. Lenny had a keen thhst for knowledge,
and through aU the disadvantages of birth and circumstance, there
were the hrdications of that natur-aJ gemus which conver+s disadvan
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tagcs themselves into stimulants. Stdl, \vitli tiie genus of good
riuidities lay the embryos of those which, difficult to separate, and
hard to destroy, ofterr mar the produce of the sod. With a remarkalrle and generous pride in self-repute, there was some stubbornness ;
with great sensibdrty to kindness, there was also strong reluctance to
forgive affi-ont.
This mixed nature in au uncrdtivated peasant's breast interested
Riccabocca, who, though long secluded from the commerce of mankind, stdl looked upon man as the most various and enterraining volume
which phdosophical research can explore. He soon accustomed the
boy to the tone of a eorrversation generaUy subtle and suggestive;
and Lenny's language and ideas became insensibly less rustic and
more refined. Then Riccabocca selected from Ms Ubrar-y, smaU as it
was, books that, though elementary, were of a higher cast than Lermy
could have found within his reach at Hazeldean. Riccabocca knew
the EngHsh language weU—better in grammar, constr'uction, and
genius than many a not dl-educated Englishman; for he had studied
it with the mhruterress with wirich a scholar studies a dead language,
and anudst his coUection he had marry of the books which had
formerly served him for that purpose. These were the fhst works he
lent to Lermy. Meanwhde Jackeymo imparted to the boy many
secrets in practical gardemug and minute husbandry, for at that day
farming in England (some favoured counties and estates excepted)
was far below the mcety to wiiich the art has been immemoriaUy
carried in the north of Italy—where, indeed, you may travel for mdes
and mdes as through a series of market-gardens—so that, aU these
tMngs considered, Leorrard Fahfield might be said to have made a
change for the better. Yet, in truth, and looking below the surface,
that might be fair matter of doubt. For the same reason which had
induced the boy to fiy his native vdlage, he no longer repahed to the
church of Hazeldean. The old, hrtimate intercourse between Mm and
the Parson became necessardy suspended, or bounded to an occasional kindly visit froiir the latter—visits wMch grew more rare, and
less famdiar, as he formd his former pupd in no want of Ms services,
and whoUy deaf to his mdd entreaties to forget and forgive the past,
and come at least to his old seat in the parish church. Lenny still
werrt to church—a church a long way off m another parish—but the
sermon" did not do him the same good as Parson Dale's had done ;
and the clergyman, who had his own dock to attend to, did not condescend, as Parson Dale would have done, to explahr what seemed
obscure, and enforce what was profitable, in private talk, with that
litraj lamb from another's fold.
INow I question much if aU Dr. Riccabocca's maxims, though they
•were often vei-y moral, and gerreraUy very wise, served to expand the
peasant boy's native good qiiaUties, and correct his bad, half so well
as the few simple words, not at aU indebted to ilachiaveUi, whiclr
Leonard had once reverently Hstened to when he stood by Mark's
elbow chair, yielded up for the moment to the good Parson, worthy
to sit hr it; for ilr. Dale had a heart m which ad the fatherless of
the parish found their place. Nor was tMs loss of tender, hrtimate,
spintual lore so counterbalanced by the greater faeihties for purely
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inteUectual instruction, as modem enHghtenmeut nught presume,
For, without disputing the advantage of knowledge in a general way,
knowledge, m itseU', is not friendly to content. Its tendency, of
course, is to increase the desires, to dissatisfv us with what is,
m order to UTOT progress to what may be; and, m that progress,
what unnoticed martyrs among the many must faU, baffled and
crasLf<i by the way! To how large a number wiU be given deshes
they wrll never reaUse, dissatisfaction of the lot from which they wdl
never rise! Allons! one is viewing the dark side of the question.
It is aU the fault of that cordormded Riccaboccf., wdro has already
caused Lermy Fairfield to lean gloomily on his spade, and, after
looking rormd and seeing no one neur Mm, groan out querulously—
" And am 1 born to dig a potato gromrd.''"
Pardieu, my friend Lemry, if you Uve to be seventy, and ride in
your carriage, and by the help of a diimer-piU digest a spoonful of
curry, you may sigh to thhik what a reUsh there was in potatoes,
roasted in ashes after you had digged them out of that ground with
your o-ivn stout young hands. Dig on, Lenny Fahfield, dig on!
Dr. Riccabocca wdl teU you that there was once an dlustrious
personage * who made experience of two very dift'erent occupations
—one was ruling men, the other was planting cabbages; he thought
plarrtmg cabbages much the pleasanter of the two !

CHAPTER XVII.
D E . RICCABOCCA had secured Lenny Fairfield, and miglit therefore
be considered to have ridden his hobby in the great whirHgig with
adroitness and success. But iliss Jemima was stiU driving rormd
in her ear, handling the reins, and flourishing the whip, without
ajiparently having got an inch nearer to the flying form of ^ Riccabocca.
Indeed, that excellent and only too susceptible spinster, with aU
her experience of the vdlany of man, had never conceived the wretch
to be so thoroughly beyond the reach of redemption as when
Dr. Riccabocca took his leave, and once more interred nimseif
amidst the soHtudes of the Casino, withorrt having made any formal
renunciation of his criminal ceUbacy. For some days she shut herseft
up in her OWTI chamber, and brooded with more than her usua.
gloomy satisfaction on the certainty of the approaching crash.
Indeed, many signs of that univerfal calamity, wirich, whde the
visit of Riccabocca lasted, she had permitted herself to consider
ambiguous, now became lumhrously apparent. Even the newspaper,
which during that credulous and happy period had given half a
column to Brrths and ilarriages, now bore an ominously long catalogue of Deaths; so that it seemed as if the whole population had
lost heart, and had no chance of repairing its daily losses. The
leading articles spoke, with the obscmity of a Pythian, of an impcnd* The Kmperor Diocletian
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ing CRISIS. Monstrous tumips sprouted out from the paragraphs
devoted to General News. Cows bore calves -with two heads whales
were stranded in the Humber, showers of frogs descended in the
High-street of Cheltenham.
AU these symptoms of the world's decrepitude and consummation,
which by the side of the fascinating Riccabocca might admit of some
doubt as to their origin and cause, now conjohred with the worst of
aU, viz., the frightfully progressive wickedness of man—left to ifiss
Jemuna no ray of hope save that afforded by the reflection that she
could contemplate the wreck of matter without a single sentiment of
regret.
ilrs. Dale, however, by no means shared the despondency of her
fah friend, and, having gained access to iliss Jetmma's chamber,
succeeded, though not without difficulty, in her kindly attempts to
cheer the drooping spirits of that female ndsanthropist. Nor, in her
benevolent deshe to speed the car of iliss Jemima to its hymeneal
goal, was ilrs. Dale so erael towards her male friend. Dr. Riccabocca,
as she seemed to her husband. For i l r s . Dale was a woman of
sMewdness and penetration, as most quick-tempered women are ; and
she knew that Miss Jemima was one of those exceUent young ladies
who are likely to value a husband in proportion to the difficulty of
ohtainmg him. In fact, my readers of both sexes must often have
met, in the coirrse of therr experience, -with that peeuhar sort of
feminine disposition, which requhes the warmth of the conjugal
hearth to develop aU its native good quaUties ; nor is it to be blamed
overmuch if, irrnocently aware of this tendency in its nature, it turns
towards what is best fitted for its growth and improvement, by laws
akin to those wMch make the sun-flower turn to the sun, or the wdlow to the stream. Ladies of tMs disposition, permanently thwarted
in theh affectionate bias, graduaUy langmsh away into inteUectual
inamtion, or sprout out into those abnornral eccentricities which are
classed under the general name of " oddity " or " character." But,
once admitted to their proper sod, it is astonisMng what healthful
improvement takes place—how the poor heart, before starved and
stinted of nourishment, throws out its suckers, and bursts mto bloom
and frmt And thus many a beUe from whom the beaux have stood
aloof, only because the puppies think she could be had for the askhrg,
they see afterwards settled down mto true wife and fond mother, with
amaze at theh former disparagement, and a sigh at theh bUnd hardness of heart.
Li all probabdity, Mrs. Dale took tMs view of the subject; and
certamlv, m additron to aU the hitherto dormant vhtues which would
be awakened m Miss Jemima when fanly i l r s . Riccabocca, she
counted somewhat upon the mere worldly advantage wMch such a
match would bestow upon the exde. So respectable a cormectioa
vnth one of the oldest, wealthiest, and most popular famihes m the
shire, would in itself give him a position not to be despised by a poor
stranger m the land ; and though the mterest in iliss Jendma's dowry
might not be much, regarded in the Hght of English pounds (not
-ddanese lire), stiU it would suffice to prevent that gradual process of
uemateriaUsation wMch the len«thcned diet upon minnows and stickle-
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backs had aheady made apparent in the fine and slow-cvaEishing form
of I he philosopher.
Like all persorrs convinced of the expediency of a thing, ilrs. Dale
saw nothhrg_ wanting but opportumties to insure its success. Arrd
that these might be forthcomurg, she not ordy renewed with greater
frequency, and more urgent instance than ever, her friendly invitations
to Riccabocca to drink tea and spend the evemng, but she so arti'rdly
chafed the Squire on Ms sore point of hospitaUty, that the Doctor
received weekly a pressing soUcitation to dine and sleep at the Hall.
At fhst the Italian pished and grunted, and said Cospetto, and Per
Bacco, and Biavolo, arrd tried to creep out of so much proft'ered
courtesy. But, like aU shrgle gentlemen, he was a Httle under the
tyrannical influence of Ms faithful servant; and Jackeymo, thorrgh he
could bear starving as weU as his master, when necessary, stdl, when
he had the option, preferred roast-beef and plum-pudding. Moreover,
that vain and incautious confidence of Riccabocca, touching the vast
sum at Ms command, arrd with no heavier drawback than that of so
amiable a lady as iliss Jemima—who had aheady shown him
(Jackeymo) marry Httle deUcate attentions—had greatly whetted the
cupidity which was in the servant's Italian nature; a cupidity the
r.aore keen because, long debarred its legitimate exercise on Ms own
mercenary interests, he carried it aU to the account of Ms master's!
Thus tempted by Ms enemy, and betrayed by Ms servant, the unfortunate Riccabocca fed, though with eyes rrot blinded, mto the
hospitable snares extended for the destruction of Ms—eehbacy! He
went often to the Parsonage, often to the HaU, and by degrees the
sweets of the social domestic life, long demed him, began to exercise
theh enervating charm upon the stoicism of our poor exde. Frank
had now returned to Eton. An unexpected invitation had carried olf
Captain Higginbotham to pass a few weeks at Bath with a distant
relation, who had lately returned from India, and who, as rich as
Crocus, felt so estranged and soHtary in Ms native isle, that, when
the Captain " claimed kindred there," to Ms own amaze, " he had his
claims aUowed ;" whde a very protracted sittmg of ParHament still
delayed in Loudon the Squire's habitual visitors during the later
summer; so that—a chasm thus made in his society—ilr. Hazeldean
welcomed with no hoUow cordiaUty the diversion or distraction he
found in the foreigner's comparuonsMp. Thus, with pleasure to all
parties, and strong hopes to the two female consphators, the intimacy
between the Casino and HaU rapidly tMckened; but stdl not a word
resembUng a distinct proposal did Dr. Riccabocca breathe. And
stdl, if such an idea obtruded itself on his mind, it was chased therefrom with so determined a Biavolo, that perhaps, d' not the end of
the worid, at least the end of iliss Jemima's tenure in it, miglit
have approached, and seen her stdl Miss Jemima, but for a certaia
letter with a foreign post-mark that reached the Doctor one Tuesday
momins.
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THE servant saw that something had gone wTong, and, luider prefence of s;^Tinging the orange-trees, he lingered near his master, and
peered through the sumry leaves upon Riccabocca's melancholy
brows.
The Doctor sighed heavdy. Nor did he, as was his went, after
some such sigh, rnechardcaUy take up that dear comforter the pipe.
But though the tobacco-pouch lay by Ms side on the balustrade, and
the pipe stood agamst the wall between his knees, childUke Hftingup
its Hps to the customary caress—he heeded neither the one rror the
other, but laid the letter sdently on his lap, and fixed Ms eyes upou
the gr-ound.
" It must be bad news, indeed! " thought Jackejnno, and desisted
from his w-ork. Approachhig Ms master, he took up the pipe aud the
tobacco-pouch, and fiUed the bowl slowiy, glanehrg all the whde
towards that dark musmg face, on which, wherr abandoned by the
expression of irrteUectual vivacity or the exquisite smUe of Itaharr
courtesy, the deep downward Hues revealed the characters of sorro-w.
JackejTuo did not venture to speak; but the continued silence of Ms
master distm-bed him much. He laid that peeuhar tinder which your
smokers use upon the steel, and struck the spark—stdl not a word,
nor did Riccabocca stretch for-fh his hand.
" I never knew Mm hr this taking before," thought Jackeymo; and
dehcately he insinuated the neck of the pipe into the nerveless fingers
of the hand that lay supine on those qmet knees. The pipe feU to the
grormd.
Jackeymo crossed Mmself, aud began praying to his sainted namesake with great fervour.
The Doctor rose slowly, aud as if with effort; he walked once or
t-wice to and fro the terrace; and then he halted abruptly, aud
said—
"Friend!"
" Blessed Monsignore San Giacomo, I knew thou woulds-t hear
me! " cried the servant; and he raised Ms master's hand to his Ups,
then abruptly turned away and wiped his eyes.
"Friend," repeated Riccabocca, and this time with a tremulous
emphasis, and in the softest tone of a voice never wholly without the
music of the sweet South, " I would talk to thee of my cMld."

CHAPTER XIX.
" THE letter, then, relates to the Signorina. She is weU ?"
"Yes, she is weU now. She is in our native Italy."
JacKeymo raised his eyes involuntardy towards the orange-trees,
and the morning breeze swept by and bore to 1dm the odour of thcii"
bloRsoms.

loi

MV NOYEr., rJit,

'-' Those are sweet even here, -with care," said hs, pointing to the
trees. " I think I have said that before to the Padr-one."
But Riccabocca was now looking again at the letter, and did
not notice either the gesture or the remark of Ids servant.
" i l y aunt is no more ! " said he, after a pause.
" We wdl pray for her soul!" answered Jackeymo solemnly. "Bui
she was very old, and had been a long time ading. Let it not grieve
the Padr-one too keenly: at that age, and with those hrfirmities, death
comes as a friend."
" Peace be to her dust!" returned the ItaUan. " If she had her
faults, be they now forgotten for ever; and in the hour of my danger
and distress she sheltered my mfant! That shelter is destroyed. This
letter is from the priest, her confessor. And the home of wMch my
chdd is bereaved faUs to the hrheritance of my enemy."
" Traitor!" muttered Jackeymo; and Ms right hand seemed to
feel for the weapon wMch the ItaUans of the lower rank often opemy
wear in theh ghdles.
" The priest,"_ resumed Riccabocca, cahnly, "has rightly judged in
removing my cMld as a guest from the house in wMch that traitor
enters as lord."
" And where is the Signorina ? "
" With the poor priest. See, Giacomo—here, here—tins is her
handwriting at the end of the letter—the fhst hues she ever yet
traced to me."
Jackeymo took off Ms hat, and looked reverently on the large
characters of a cldld's writing. But large as they were, they seemed
indistinct, for the paper was bUstered with the chdd's tears; and ou
the place where they had not fallen, there was a rourrd, fresh, moist
stain of the tear that had dropped from the lids of the father. Riccabocca renewed,—" The priest recommends a convent."
" To the devil with the priest! " cried the servant; then crossmg
himself rapidly, be added, " I did not mean that, ilor^signore San
Giacomo—forgive me! But your ExeeUency* does not think of
making a nun of Ms only chdd! "
_" Ajid yet why not ? " said Riccabocca mourafuUy; " what can I
give her in the world ? Is the land of the stranger a better refuge
than the home of peace in her native clime ? "
" In the land of the stranger beats her father's heart ! "
"And if that beat were stdled, what then ? IU fares the Hfe that a
single death can bereave of aU. In a convent at least (and the
priest's influence can obtam her that asylum amongst her equals and
amidst her sex) she is safe from trial and from penury—to her grave."
"Penury! Just see how rich we shaU be when we take those
fields at Michaelmas."
" Pazzie ! " (foUies) said Riccabocca Hstlessly. " Are these suns
more serene than ours, or the soU more fertde ? Yet in our own
Italy, saith the proverb, ' he vyho sows land reaps more care than
com.' It were different," continued the father, after a pause, and in
a more resolute tone, " if I had some hidcpendence, however smaU, to
* Fhe title of Excellency does not, in Italian, necessarily express any exslted
rank; but is often given bv servants to theii master.s.
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count on—pay, if among aU my tribe of dainty relatives there were
but one fei^^ile vyho woidd accompany Violante to the exUe's hearth
—Ishmael had Ms Higar. But how can we two rough-bearded men
provide for aU the nameless wants and cares of a frad female cldld ?
Aud she has been so delicately reared—the woman chdd needs the
fostering hand and tender eye of a woman."
"And -with a word," said Jackeymo resolutely, " t h e Padrone
might secure to Ms chdd aU that he needs to save her from the sepulchre of a convent; and ere the autumn leaves faU, she might be sitting
on Ms knee. Padrone, do not tMnk that you can conceal from me the
truth, that you love your chdd better than all things in the world—
now the Patria is as dead to you as the dust of your fathers—and
your heart-strings would crack with the effort to tear her from them,
and consign her to a convent. Padrone, never again to hear her
voice—never again to see her face! Those little arms that t-wined
round your neck that dark night, when we fied fast for life and freedom, and you said, as you felt theh clasp, ' Friend, all is not yet
lost.'"
" Giacomo!" exclaimed the father reproachfuHy, and his voice
seemed to choke him. Riccabocca turned away, and walked restlessly to and fro the terrace : then, Hftirrg his arms with a wdd gesture, as he stiU contmued his long hrearidar strides, he muttered,
"Yes, heaven is my witness that I cordd have borne reverse and
banishment without a murmur, had I permitted myself that young
partner in exde and privation. Heaven is my witness that, d I hesitate now, it is because 1 would not Hsten to my own selfish heart.
Yet never, never to see her again—my chdd! And it was but as the
infant that I beheld her! 0 friend, friend—" (and, stopping short
with a burst of uncontroUable emotion, he bowed his head upon Ms
servant's shoulder)—" thou knowest what 1 have endured and suffered
at my hearth, as in my country; the -wrong, the perfidy, the — the
— " His voice again faded him; he clung to Ms servant's breast,
and Ms whole frame shook.
" B u t your child, the innocent one—flunk now only of h e r ? "
faltered Giacomo, struggling with Ms own sobs.
"True, ordy other," repHed the exde, raising his face—"onlv ot
her. Put aside thy thoughts for thyself, friend—comisel me. If I
were to send for Violante, and if, transplanted to these keen airs, she
drooped and died—look, look—the priest says that she needs such
tender care; or if I myscH were smnmoned from the world, to leave
her in it alone, friendless, homeless, breadless perhaps, at the age of
woman's sharpest trial against temptation, would she not Uve to
moum the cruel egotism that closed on her infant hurocence the gates
of the House of God?"
Jackeymo was appaUed by this appeal; and indeed Riccabocca had
never before thus reverently spoken of the cloister. In his hours of
phdosophy, he was wont to sneer at monks and nuns, jrriesthood and
superstition. But now, m that hour of emotion, the Old Religion reclaimed her emphe; and the sceptical world--wrse man, tMnking only
of his cMld, spoKe and felt with a chdd's simple faith.

C H A r i ' E R XX.
" BUT again 1 say," murmured Jackeymo scarce audibly, and aftc.'
a long sdence, " if thePadrorre would make up his mind—to man-y!"
He expected that his master wordd start up in his customary indignation at such a suggestion—nay, he might not have beeir son-y so to
have changed the current of feelurg ; but the poor ItaHan only wiircci^
sHghtly, aud mddly withdrawing himself from his servant's support
ing arm, again paced the terrace, but this time quietly and in slleiice,
A quarter of an hour thus passed. " Give me the pipe," said Dr.
Riccabocca, passing into the Belvidere.
Jackeymo again struck the spark, and^ wonderfully reUeved at the
Padrone's return to the habrtual advrser, mentaUy besought his
sainted namesake to bestow a double portion of soothing wisdom ou
the benignant irdluences of the weed.

CHAPTER XXI.
D R . RICCABOCCA had been some Httle time in the solitude of the
Belvidere, when Leuuy Fairfield, not knowing that his employer was
therein, entered to lay dowrr a book which the Doctor had lent Mm,
with injunctions to leave on a certain table wdre'n done with. Riccabocca looked up at the sound of the young peasant's step.
" I beg your honour's pardorr—1 did not kriow
"
"Never mind: lav the book there. I -wish to speak with j-ou.
You look weU, my child: this air agrees with you as wcU as that of
Hazeldean ? "
" Oh, yes, sir ! "
"Yet it is higher grorrrrd—more exposed?"
''That can hardly be, sir," said Lemry; "there are many jolants
grow here which don't flourish at the Squire's. ThehiU yonderIceeps
ofl' the cast wind, and the place lays to the south."
"Lies, not lays, Lenny. What are the principal complaints ii
Ihese parts ? "
"Eh, s h ? "
'• I mean what maladies, what diseases ? "
" 1 never heard teU of any, sir, except the rheumatism."
" No low fevers ?—no consumption ? "
" Never heard of them, sh."
" Riccabocca drew a long breath, as if reUeved.
" That seems a very khrd famdy at the HaU."
" I have notldng to say against it," answered Lenny, bluntly. " I
have not been treated justly. But as that book says, sh, ' It is not
every one who comes into the world with a silver spoon in his
mouth.'"
Ijittle thoti.glit the Doctor that those wise maxims mav leave scr*
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thoughts beniird them. He was too occupied with the subiect most
at his own he;:.rt to think then of what was in Lermy Fahfieid's.
" Yes; a kind, EngHsh domestic famdy. Did vou see much ot Miss
Hazeldean?"
" Not so much as of the Lady."
" Is she liked in the vdlage, think you?"
" iliss Jeptdma? Yes. She never did harm. Her Uttle dog bit me
once—she did not ask me to beg its pardon, she asked mine! She's
a very mce young lady; the girls say she is very affable; and," added
Lermy with a sirule, " there are always more weddings going on when
she is down at the HaU."
" Oh!" said Riccabocca. Then, after a long wMf, " Did you ever
see her play with the Httle chddren ? Is she fond of chddren, do you
tMnk?"
" Lord, sir, you guess everythmg! She's never so pleased as wheu
she's plajing with the babies."
" Humph !" grunted Riccabocca. " Babies—well, that's womanlike. I don't mean exactly babies, but when they're older—Httle
ghls ?"
" Indeed, sh, I dare say; but," said Lenny primly, " I never as
yet kept company with the httle girls."
" Quite right, Lenny; be equally discreet aU your life. Mrs. Dale
is very intimate with Miss Hazeldean—more than with the Squire's
lady. Why is that^ think you 'r"
" WeU, sh," said Leonard shrewdly, " ilrs. Dale has her Httle
tempers, though she's a very good lady; and iladanr Hazeldean is
rather high, and has a sphit. But iliss Jemima is so soft: any one
could Hve with Miss Jemima, as Joe, and the servants say at the
HaU!"
" Indeed! Get my hat out of the parlour, and—^just bring a
clothes-brush, Lenny. Afirresunny day for a walk."
After this most mean and dishonourable inquisition into the character and popular repute of iliss Hazeldean, Sigmor Riccabocca
seemed as much cheered up and elated as if he had committed some
very noble action; and he walked forth in the direction of the Hall
-^vith a far Ughter and Hvelier step than that with wMch he had paced
the terrace.
" Monsignore San Glaeo.ao, by thy help arrd the pipe's, the padrone
£haU have Ms chdd!" muttered the servant, lookmg up fr-om the
garden.
CHAPTER XXn.
_ YET Dr. Riccabocca was not rash. The man who wants Ids wed
ding-garment to fit lum must aUow plenty of time for the measure.
But, from that day, the ItaHan notably changed Ms manner towards
iliss Hazeldean. He ceased that profusion of compHment in which
he had Mtherto carried off in safety aU serious meaning. For indeed
the Doctor considered that compliments to a single gentleman were
what the mky Hquid it dispenses is to the cuttle-fish, that by obscuring
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the water sads away from its enemy. Neither did he, as before, avoia
prolonged conversations with the young lady, and contrive to escape
from ad soHtary rambles by her side. On the contrary, he now sought
every occasion to be in her society; and, enthely dropping the language of gaUantry, he assumed something of the earnest tone of
friendship. He bent do-wn Ms inteUect to exarrrme and plumb her
own. To use a very homely simde, he blew away that froth wMch
there is on the surface of mere acquaintancesMps, especiaUy with the
opposite sex; and wMch, whde it lasts, scarce aUows you to distinguish between smaU beer and double X. Apparently Dr. Riccabocca was satisfied with his scrutiny—at aU events, under that froth
there was no taste of bitter. The ItaHan might not find any great
strength of inteUect in iliss Jemima, but he formd that, disentangled
from many Httle whims and foibles—wMch he had himself the serrse
to perceive were harmless enough if they lasted, and not so absolutely
constitutional but what they might be removed by a tender band—
iliss Hazeldean had quite enough sense to comprehend the plain
duties of married Ufe; and if the sense could fad, it found a substitute in good old homely EngHsh principles, and the instincts of
amiable, kindly feeHngs.
I know not how it is, but your very clever man never seems to care
so much as your less gifted mortals for cleverness in Ms helpmate.
Your scholars, and poets, and mhdsters of state, are more often than
not fomid assorted with exceedingly humdrum, good sort of women,
and apparently hke them all the better for theh deficiencies. Just
see how happdy Racine lived with Ms w;ife, and what an angel he
thought her, and yet she had never read Ms plays. Certairdy Goethe
never troubled the lady who caUed Mm " ilr. Privy Councdlor" with
wMms about " monads," and speculations on colour, nor those stiff
metaphysical problems on wMch one breaks one's shins hr the Second
Part of the Faust. Probably it may be that such great geniuses—
knowing that, as compared with themselves, there is Httle difference
between your clever woman and your humdrum woman—merge at
once ad minor distinctions, relinquish aU attempts at sympathy in
hard inteUectual pm-suits, and are quite satisfied to estabUsh that tie
wMch, after aU, best resists wear and tear—viz., the tough household
bond between one human heart and another.
At aU events, tMs, I suspect, was the reasorring of Dr. Riccabocca,
when one morning, after a long walk -with iliss Hazeldean, he muttered to himself—
" Duro con duro
Non fece mai buon muro."

"Which may bear the paraphrase, "Bricks without mortar would
make a very bad waU." There was quite enough hr Miss Jemima's
disposition to make exceUent mortar : the Doctor took the bricks to
himself.
When Ms examination was concluded, our pMlosopher symbohcaUy
evinced the result he had arrived at by a very simple proceeding oil
Ids part, which would have puzzled you greatly if you had not paused,
and meaita>>i thereon, tdl you saw aU that it unplied. Br. F.ict^
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bocca took off his spectacles ! He wiped them carefuUy, put them into
their shagreen case, and locked them in Ms bureau:—that is to say,
he left ofl' wearing his spectaclea.
You wiU observe that there was a wonderful depth of meaning in
that critical symptom, whether it be regarded as a sign outward,
positive, and explicit; or a sign metaphysical, mystical, and esoteric.
For, as to the last, it denoted that the task of the spectacles was over;
that, when a phdosopher has made up his mind to marry, it is better
henceforth to be shortsighted—nay, even somewhat purblmd—than
to be always scruthusmg the domestic fehcity, to wMch he is about
to resign himself, through a pair of cold, uniUusory bamacles. And
for the things beyond the hearth, if he carmot see without spectacles,
is he not about to aUy to his o-wn defective vision a good, sharp pah
of eyes, never at fault where Ms interests are concerned ? On the
other hand, regarded positively, categoncaUy, and expHcitly, Dr. Riccabocca, by laying aside those spectacles, signified that he was about to
conrmence that happy initiation of courtship when every man, be he
ever so much a philosopher, wishes to look as young and as handsome
as time and nature will aUow. Vain task to speed the soft language
of the eyes through the medium of those glassy mterpreters! I
remember, for my own part, that once, on a visit to the town of
Adelaide, I—Pisistratus Caxton—was in great danger of falling in
iove—with a young lady, too, who would have brought me a very
good fortune, wheu she suddeidy produced from her reticule a very
neat pah of No. 4, set iu tortoise-sheU, and fixing upon me their
Gorgon gaze, froze the astorushed Cupid into stone ! And I hold it
a great proof of the wisdom of Riccabocca, and of his vast experience
in mankind, that he was not above the consideration of what yom'
pseudo sages would have regarded as foppish and ridiculous trifles.
It argued aU the better for that happiness wMch is our being's end
and aim, that hr condescending to play the lover, he put those unbecoming petrifiers under lock and key.
_ And certainly, now the spectacles were abandoned, it was impossible to deny that the Itahan had remarkably handsome eyes. Even
through the spectacles, or Hfted a Httle above them, they were always
bright and expressive; but without those adj uncts, the blaze was
softer and more tempered: they had that look which the French caU
veloute, or velvety; and he appeared altogether ten years yormger.
If our Ulysses, thus rejuvinated ny Ms ilinerva, has not fuUy made
up Ms mind to make a Penelope of Miss Jenuma, aU I can say is,
that he is worse than Polyphemus, w-ho was only an AntMopo
-phages ;—
He preys upon the weaker sex, and is a Gynophagite!

CHAPTER X X I I l .
" AND you commission mc, then, to speak to our detir Jemir..aP"
said ilrs. Dale, joyfully, and without any bitterness whatever hr t:iat
'• dear."

DR. RICCABOCCA.—Na-y, before speaking to iliss Hazeldean, it
it would surely be proper to know how far my addresses would be
acceptable to the fanidy.
M R S . D.VLE.—All!

D R . RICCABOCCA.—The Squhe is, of course, the head of the famdy.
ilRS. DALE (abserrt arrd distraite).—The Squire—yes, very true—
finite proper (then looking up, and with naicete), can you beHeve
me, I never thought of the Sqmre ? And he is such an odd man, and
iias so many EngHsh prejudices, that ready—dear me, how vexatious
I liat it shoiild never once have occiu-red to me that i l r . Hazeldean
bad a voice in the matter! Indeed, the relationsMp is so distant,
—it is not Hke beirrg her father; and Jemima is of age, and can do
as she pleases; and—but, as you say, it is qmte proper that he shonjd
lie consulted, as the head of the farrrdy.
D R . RICCABOCCA.—And you think that the Squhe of Hazeldean
might reject my aUiance?—Pshaw! that's a grand word, irrdecd ;—I
mean, that he rrnght object very reasonably to his cousin's marriage
with a foreigner, of whom he can know nothing, except that which hr
aU countries is disreputable, and is said hi this to be ciindnal—
poverty ?
i l n s . DALE (kindly).—You misjudge us poor EngHsh people, arrd
you wrong the Squhe, Heaven bless bim ! for we were poor errough
when he singled out my husband from a hundred for the minister of
his parish, tor his neighbom- and his friend. I wiU speak to Mm
fearlessly
DR. RICCABOCCA.—And frankly. And now-1 have used that word,
let me go on with the eoid'essiou wMch your kindly readiness, my fah
friend, somewhat interrupted. I said that if 1 might presume to
think my addresses would be acceptable to iliss Hazeldean and her
famdy, 1 was too serrsible of her amiable quaUties not to—not to
MRS. DALE (with demure archness).—Not to be the happiest of
men: tnat's the customary EngUsh phrase. Doctor.
RICCABOCCA (gallantly).—There cannot be a better. But, co;:thrucd he, seriously, I wish it fhst to be understood that I have—
becrr married before.
ilRS. DALE (astonished).—ilarried before!
RICCABOCCA.—And that I have an ordy chdd, dear to me—inev
jiressibly dear. That chdd, a daughter, has hitherto hved abroaa,
I'ircumstances rrow render it deshable that she should make her hoiiic
-with me. And I o-wn fahly that notldng has so attached rrre lo
iliss Hazeldean, rror so induced my desire for our matrimonial ccmriection, as my belief that she has the heart and the temper tc become
a kuid mother to my little one.
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MRS. DALE (vrith feeling and warmth).—You judge her rightly
there.
RICCABOCCA.—Now in pecuniary matters, as you may conjecture
from my mode of Hfe, I have nothing to offer to iliss Hazeldean corresponding with her own fortune, whatever that may be!
ilRS. DALE.—That difficulty is obviated by settling iliss Hazeldean's fortune on herseU', which is customary in such cases.
Dr. Riccabocca's face lengthened. " And my chdd, then ? " said
he, feeUngly. There was something in that appeal so aUen from all
sordid and merely personal mercenary motives, that ilrs. Dale could
uot have had the heart to make the very ratiorral suggestion,—
" B u t that child is not Jemima's, and you may have cMldr-en by
her."
She was touched, and repHed, hesitatingly,—" But, from what you
and Jemima may jointly possess, you can save sometMug annuaUy,—
you can insure your Ufe for your chdd. We did so when our poor
chdd whom we lost was bom (the tears rnshed into i l r s . Dale's
eyes); and I fear that Charles stdl insures Ms Ufe for my sake, though
Heaven knows that—that
"
The tears burst out. That little heart, quick and petulant though
it was, had not a fibre of the elastic muscular tissues wMch are mercifuUy bestowed on the hearts of predestined widows. Dr. Riccabocca could not pursue the subject of life irrsurances further. But
the idea—which had never occurred to the foreigner before, though
so famdiar to us EngHsh people when only possessed of a Hfe income
—pleased Mm greatly. I wdl do Mm the justice to say that he preferred
it to the thought of actuaUy appropriating to Mmself and to Ms chdd
a portion of iliss Hazeldean's dower.
Shortly afterwards he took Ms leave, and Mrs. Dale hastened to
seek her husband in his study, irdorm him of the success of_ her
matrimonial scheme, aud consult hhn as to the chance of the Squhe's
acqmescence therem. "You see," said she, hesitatiagly, "though
the Squhe imght be glad to see Jemima married to some Errghshman, yet if he asks who and what is this Dr. Riccabocca, how am I
to answer him ? "
" You should have thought of that before," said i l r . Dale, with
unworrted asperity; " and, indeed, if I had ever beheved anjiihing
serious cordd come out of what seemed to me so absurd, I shordd
long since have requested you not to interfere in such matters.
Good heaverrs!" continued the Parson, changing colour, " if we
should have assisted, underhand as it were, to introduce hrto the
famdy of a man to whom we owe so much, a cormection that he would
disHke! how base we shordd be!—how ungrateful!"
Poor ilrs. Dale was frightened by this speech, and stdl more by
her husband's constemation and displeasure. To do i l r s . Dale
jrrstice, whenever her mdd partner was ready either grieved or
offended, her little temper vamshed—she became as meek as a lamb.
As soon as she recovered the first shock she experienced, she hastened
to dissipate the Parson's apprehensions. She assm-ed Mm that she
was convinced that, d' the Squhe disapproved of Riccabocca's pretensions, the ItaUan would withdraw them at once, and il-iss HazelVOL. i.
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dean would never know of his proposals. Therefore, iu that case, no
harm woidd be done.
TMs assurance, comciding with Mr. Dale's convictions as to Riccabocca's scruples on the point of honour, tended much to compose the
good n-an ; arrd if he did not, as nry reader of the gentler sex would
expect from him, Peel alarm lest Miss Jemima's afi'ections should have
been ii-retrievably engaged, and her happhress thus put in jeopardy
by the Sqiure's refusid, it was not that the Parson wanted tenderness
of heart, but experience in '>vomarrkind; and he believed, very erroneously, that Miss Jemima Hazeldean was not one upon whom a disappointment of that kmd w-oidd produce a lasting impression. Therelore ilr. Dale, after a pause of consideration, said krudly—
" "WeU, don't vex yourself—and I w-as to blame quite as much as
you. But, indeed, 1 should have thought it easier for the S(iiure to
have transplanted one of his tad cedars mto his kitchen-garden, than
for you to inveigle Dr. Riccabocca into matrimonial intentions. But
a man who could voluntardy put himseh mto the Parish Stocks for
the sake of experiment, must be capable of anything! However, I
think it better that I, rather thau yourself, should speak to the
Squire, and I will go at once."

CHAPTER XXrV.
THE Parson put on the shovel-hat, which—conjoined -with other
detads in his dress peeuHarly clerical, and already, even then, beginidng to be out of fashion with churchmen—had served to fix upon
Mm, emphaticaUy. the digmfied but antiquated style and cognomen
of " Parson," and took his way towards the Home Farm, at wiiich
he expected to find the Sciuire. But he had scarcely entered upon
the viUage green when he beheld ilr. Hazeldean, leairiiig both hands
on his stick, and gazing intently upou the Parish Stocks. Now, sorry
am 1 to say that, ever since the Hegira of Lenny and his mother, the
Anti-Stockian and Revolutionary spirit in Hazeldean, which the
memorable homdy of our Parson had awhde averted or suspended,
bad broken forth afresh. For though, while Lenny was present to
be mowed aud jeered at, there had been no pity for him, yet no
sooner was he removed from the scene of trial, than a universal compassion for the barbarous usage he^ had received produced what is
caUed "the reaction of pubUc opinion." Not that those who had
•mowed and jeered repented them of theh mockery, or considered
themselves in the slightest degree the cause of his expatriation. No;
they, with the rest of the viUagers, laid aU the blame upon the stocks.
It was not to be expected that a lad of such exemplary character
could be thrust into that place of ignominy, and uot be sensible of
the affront. And who, in the whole village, was safe, if such gomgson and puttiugs-in were to be tolerated in sUence, and at the expense
of the very best and quietest lad the viUage had ever known ? Thus,
a few days after the widow's departure, the stocks was again the
object of uddrdght desecration: rt was bedaubed and bescratcbed—
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it was hacked and hewed—it was scrawled over with phhy i.atnentations for Lenny, and laconic execrations on tyrants. INight after
night new hrscriptions appeared, testd'ying the sarcastic -wit and
the vindictive sentnnent of the parish. And perhaps the stocks was
ordy spared from axe and bonfire by the convenience it afforded to
the malice of the disaffected: it became the Pasquin of Hazeldean.
As disaffection naturaUy produces a correspondent vigour in authority, so afi'airs had been lately administered with greater severity tharr
had been hitherto wont in the easy rule of the Squire and his predecessors. Suspected persons were naturally marked out by i l r . Sthn,
and reported to his employer, who, too proud or too pained to charge
them opeidy with ingratitude, at first only passed them by in his
walks with a silerrt and stiff incUnation of Ms head ; and afterwards
graduaUy yielding to the balefrd mfluence of Sthn, the Squire
grumbled forth " that he did not see why he shoidd be always putting
himself out of his way to show kindness to those who made such a
return. There ought to be a difference between the good and the
bad." Encouraged by this admission, Stirn had conducted himself
towards the suspected parties, and their whole kith and kin, with the
hon-handed justice that belonged to his character. For some, habitual donations of milk from the dahy, and vegetables from the gardens, were surUly suspended; others were informed that theh pigs
were always trespassing on the woods in search of acoms; or that
they were -violathrg the Game Laws iu keeping lurchers. A beerhouse, popular in the neighbourhood, but of late resorted to overmuch by the grievance-mongers (and no wonder, since they Lad
become the popular party), was tlu'eatened with an appHcation to the
magistrates for the withdrawal of its Hcense. Sundry old women,
whose grarrdsons were notoriously iU-disposed towards the stocks,
were interdicted from gathering dead sticks under the avenues, on
pretence that they broke down the Hve boughs; and, what was more
obnoxious to the yormger members of the parish than most other
retahatory measures, tM-ee chestnut-trees, one walnut, and two
cherry trees, standing at the bottom of the Park, and which had,
from time immemorial, been given up to the youth of Hazeldean,
were now solemnly placed rmder the general defence of " private
property." And the crier had announced that, henceforth, aU depredators on the frmt trees hr Copse HoUow wordd be pumshed with
the utmost rigour of the law. Stirn, indeed, recommended much
more strirrgent proceedings than aU these indications of a change ot
policy, which, he averred, would soon bring the parish to its sensessuch as discontinuing many httle jobs of unprofitable work tha
employed the surplus labour of the viUage. But there the Squire
falhng mto the department, and under the benigner influence of M
Ilarry, was as yet not properly hardened. W'hen it came to a ques
tion that affected the absolute quantity of loaves to be consumed by th-s
graceless mouths that fed upon him, the mdk of human kindness—
with which Providence has so hountd'uUy suppUed that class of the
mammaUa caUed the " BucoUc," and of wMch our Squire had an
extra " yield "—burst forth, and washed away aU the indignation of
the harsher Adam.
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StiU your policy of half-measures, whiclr hritates without crushing
its victhns, which flaps an exasperated wasp-nest with a sdk poeketliandkerchief, histead of blowmg it up with a match and train, is
rarely successful; and, after three or four other and much gudtier
victims than Lenny had been incarcerated in the stocks, the parish
of Hazeldean was ripe for arry enorrmty. Pestilent Jacobhdcal tracts,
conceived arrd composed in the sinks of manufacturirrg towns—found
their way into the popular beer-house—heaven knows how, though
the Tinker was suspected of behig the disseminator by all but Stirn,
who stdl, in a whisper, accused the Papishers. And, finaUy, there
appeared amongst the other grapMc embeUishments wMch the poor
stocks had received, the rude graoure of a gentleman in a broadbrimmed hat and top-boots, suspended from a gibbet, with the inscription berreath— " A warnin to hall thans—mind your M!—sighndc
Captin sTraw."
I t was upon this sigmficant and emblematic portraiture that the
Squire was gazmg when the Parson joined Mm.
" WeU, Parson," said i l r . Hazeldean, -with a smde which he meant
to be pleasant and easy, but which was exceedmgly bitter and grim,
" I wish you joy of your flock—you see they have just hanged me in
effigy!"
The parson stared, and though greatly shocked, smothered his
emotions; and attempted, with the wisdom of the serpent and the
mddness of the dove, to find another original for the effigy.
" It is very bad," quoth he, " but not so bad as aU that, Sqi'^i'-.-e;
that's not the shape of vour hat. It is evidently meant for.- Mr.
Stirn."
" D o you thirrk s o ? " said the Sqrure, softened. "Yet the topboots—Sthn never wears top-boots."
" No more do you, except in the hunthrg-field. H you look agam,
those are not tops—they are leggings—Stirn vyears leggings. Besides, that flourish, which is rrrearrt for a nose, is a kind of a hook,
Hke Stirn's; whereas your nose—though by no means a snub—rather
turns up than not, as the ApoUo's does, accordmg to the plaster cast
in Riccabocca's parlour."
"Poor S t h n ! " said the Squire, in a tone that evinced complacency, not mnningled with compassion, " that's what a man get's in
this -world by being a faithful servant, and domg his duty with zeal
for Ms employer. But you see that things have come to a strange
pass, and the question now is, what coru-se to pursue. The miscreaiits
idtherto have defied aU vigilance, aud Stira recommends the employment of a regular mght-watch, with a lanthorn and bludgeon."
"That may protect the stocks certairdy; but wdl it keep those
detestable tracts out of the beer-house?"
" We shaU shut the beer-house up the next sessions."
" The tracts wdl break out elsewhere —the humour-'s in the
blood!"
" I've half a mind to run off to Brighton or Learrdngtou—good
hunting at Leamington—for a year, just to let the rogues see how
they can get on without me !"
The Squhe's Hp trembled.
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" My dear i l r . Hazeldean," said the Parson, takhrg his friend's
hand, " I don't want to parade my superior wisdom; but, if you had
taken my advice, quieta non mucere! Was there ever a parish so
peaceable as this, or a comitry-gentleman so beloved as you were,
before you undertook the task which has dethroned kings and ruined
states—^that of wantoidy meddlmg with antiquity, whether for the
pm-pose of uncaUed-for repairs, or the revival of obsolete uses ?"
At tMs rebuke, the Squire did not manifest his constitutional tendencies to choler; but he repHed almost meekly, " If it were to do
again:, faith, I would leave the parish to the enjoyment of the shabbiest pah of stocks that ever disgraced a vdlage. Certahdy I meant
it for the best—an ornament to the green; however, now the stocks
is rebuilt, the stocks must be supported. "Wdl Hazeldean is not the
man to give way to a set of thankless rapscaUions."
" I think," said the Parson, " that you wdl aUow that the House
of Tudor, whatever its faults, was a determined, resolute djnasty
(iuough — high-hearted aud strong-headed. A Tudor would never
have faUen into the same calandties as the poor Stuart did!"
" What the plague has the House of Tudor got to do with my
stocks?"
" A great deal. Henry V I I I . found a subsidy so unpopular that
he gave it up; and the people, in return, aUowed him to cut off
as many heads as he pleased, besides those m Ms o-wn famdy. Good
Queen Bess, wdio, I know, is yoru' idol in history
"
" To be sure !—she knighted my ancestor at Tdbury Fort."
" Good Queen Bess struggled hard to maintain a certain monopoly;
she saw it would not do, and she sm'rendered it with that frank
heartiness which becomes a sovereign, and makes surrender a grace."
" H a ! and you wordd have me give up the stocks ?"
" I would much rather the stocks had remained as it was before
you touched it; but, as it is, if you could find a good plausible pretext—and there is an exceUent one at hand:—the sternest kings opeir
prisons, and grarrt favours, upon joyful occasions—now a marriage hr
the royal famdy is of course a joyful occasion!—and so it should be
in that of the King of Hazeldean." Admhe that artful turn in thi;
Parson's eloquence !—it was worthy of Riccabocca himself. Indeed,
i l r . Dale had profited much by Ms compamonsMp with that MacliiaveUian inteUect.
" A rriarriage—yes; but Frarrk has only just got into coat tads !"
" 1 did not allude to Frank, but to your cousin Jemima!"

CHAPTER XXV
THE Squh-e staggered as rf the breath had been knocked o-jt cf
bim, and, for want of a better seat, sat do-wn on the stocks.
AH the female heads in the neighbouring cottages peered, themselves unseen, through the casements. What could the Squire be
about ?—what new mischief did he meditate ? Did he mean to fortify
the stocks ? Old Gaffer Solomons, who had an indefinite idea of tl.e
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lawful power of squires, and who had been for the lasf- ten minutes
at watch on Ms threshold, shook Ms head and said—" Tliem as a cut
out the mon a-hanging, as a put it in the Squhe's head! "
" P u t what ?" asked Ms grand-daughter.
"The gaUus!" answered Solomons—"he be a-going to have it
hung from the great elm-tree. And the Parsorr, good mon, is aquothrg Scripture agin it—you see he's a-taking off his gloves, and
a-putting his two haji's together, as he do when he pray for the sick,
Jeany."
That description of the Parson's mien and marmer, which, with Ms
usual mceness of observation. Gaffer Solomons thus sketched off, wdl
convey to you some idea of the eamestness with which the Parson
pleaded the cause he had undertaken to advocate. He dwelt much
upon the sense of propriety wMch the foreigner had evhrced in
requesting that the Squire might be consulted before any formal communication to his cousin; and he repeated Mrs. Dale's assurance,
that such were Riccabocca's Mgh standard of honour and beUef in
the sacred rights of hospitaUty, that, if the Squire withheld Ms consent to Ms proposals, the Parson was convinced that the Italian would
instantly retract them. Now, considering that iliss Hazeldean was,
to say the least, come to years of discretion, and the Squire had long
since placed her property entirely at her own disposal, i l r . Hazeldean
was forced to acquiesce in the Parson's coroUary remark, " That this
was a dehcacy which could not be expected from every English pre•tender to l.he lady's hand." Seeing that he had so far cleared ground,
the Parson went on to hrtimate, though with great tact, that since
Miss Jemima would probably marry sooner or later (and, indeed that
the Squh-e cordd not wish to prevent her), it might be better for aU
parties concerned that it shordd be with some one who, though a
foreigner, was settled in the neighbourhood, aud of whose character
what w-as known was certainly favourable, rather than run the hazard
of her being married for her money by some adventurer, or Lish
fortune-hunter, at the watering-places she yearly visited. Then he
touched lightlv on Riccabocca's agreeable and compamoiiable quaUties ; and concluded with a skdful peroration upou the excellent occasion the wedding would afford to reconede HaU and parish, by making
a voluntary holocaust of the stocks.
As he concluded, the Squhe's brow, before thoughtful, though not
suUen, cleared up bemgnly. To say tmth, the Squire w^as dyhig to
get rid of the stocks, if he could but do so handsomely and with
digmty ; and had aU the stars m the astrological horoscope conjoined
together to give ilisS Jemima " assurance of a husband," they could
not so have served her with the Squire, as that conjunction betweeu
the altar and the stocks which the Parson had effected !
Accordingly, when i l r . Dale had come to an end, the Sqmre repUed,
with great placidity and good sense, " That Mr. Rickeybockey had
behaved very much like a gentleman, and that he was very much
obhged to Mm; that he (the Snuire) had no right to interfere hr the
matter, farther thau -with Ms advice; that Jemuna was old enough to
choose for herself, and that, as the Parson had impUed, after ad, she
mixht go 'arlher r.:id fare worse—indeed, the farther she went (that
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is, the longer she waited), the worse she was hkely to fare. 1 own,
for my part," continued the Squire, " that though I Uke Rickeybockey very much, i never suspected that Jemima was caught with
Ms long face; but there's no accounting for tastes. My Harry,
indeed, was more shrewd, and gave me many a hint, for w-liich 1 oidy
laughed at her. Stdl I ought to have thought it looked (|ueer when
ilounseer took to disguising himself by lea\iirg off his glasses, ha—
ha! I wonder what Harry will say ; let's go and talk to her."
The Parson, rejoiced at this easy way of taking the matter, hooked
his ai-m into the Squhe's, and they walked amicably towards the Hau.
But on coming fhst hrto the gardens they found ilrs. Hazeldean herseU', clipping dead leaves or fading flowers from lier rose-trees. The
Sqmre stole sidy behind her, and startled her in her tuni by putting
his a m round her waist, and saluting her smooth cheek with one of
Ms hearty kisses ; which, by the way, from some association of ideas,
was a conjugal freedom that he usuaUy indulged whenever a wcddiug
was ^oing on in the vdlage.
" Fie, WiUiam !" said i l r s . Hazeldean, coyly, and blushing as she
saw the Parson. " "WeU, who's going to be married now ?"
" Lord, was there ever such a woman ?—she's guessed it! " cried
the Sqiire, in great admiration. " TeU her aU about it. Parson."
The Parson obeyed.
ilrs. Hazeldean, as the reader may suppose, showed much less
surprise than her husband had done; but she took the news graciously, and made much the same ans-wer as that which liad occurred
to the ik[uire, only with somewhat more quaUficat.ion and reserve.
" Signer Riccabocca bad behaved very handsomely; and though a
daughter of the Hazeldeans of Hazeldean aright e.xpect a much better
marriage n a worldly point of view, yet as the lady in question had
deferred fnding one so loug, it would be equaUy idL' and inrpertinent
now to quaiTei -with her choice—if indeed she should decide on
accepting Signor Riccabocca. As for fortune, that was a consideration for tLe two contracting parties. Still, it ought to be pointed
out to iliss Jemima that the interest of her for-tune would afford but
a very small hrcorne. That Dr. Riccabocca was a widower was
another matter for deUberation ; and it seemed rather suspicious that
he shoiild have been hitherto so close upon all matters connected with
his former Hfe. Certainly his manners were m his favour, and as long
as he WIS rnerely an acquaintance, and at most a tenant, no one had
aright to hrstitute inquiries of a strictly private nature; but that,
when he was about to marry a Hazeldean of Hazeldean, it became
the Sqnre at least to know a Uttle more abou. him—who and what
he was. Why did he leave Ms own country ? English people went
a.br'Oad to save: no foreigner would choose England as a country ii^
-.vMch to save money ! She supposed that a foreign Doctor was no
1 ery great tMngs • probably he had been a professor in some ItaUan
uruversty. At aU events, if the Sqidre hrterfered at aU, it was on
such pdnt.s that he should request information."
" i l y d e a r madam," said the Parson, " what you say is extremely
just. AS to the causes wMch have induced om- friend to expatriate
hhnsell, I think we njed not look far for them. He is evidently one
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of the many Italian refugees whom political disturbances have driven
to a land of which it is the boast to receive aU exdes of whatever
party. For his respectability of birth arrd famdy he certairdy ought
to obtain some vouchers. And if that be the only objection, I trust
we may soon congratulate iliss Hazeldean on a marriage with a man
who, though certainly very poor, has borne privations without a
iimrmur; has preferred aU hardship to debt; has scorned to attempt
bctr.aying the young lady into any clandestine connection; who, iu
short, has shown himself so upright and honest, that I hope my dear
i l r . Hazeldean wiU forgive him if he is only a doctor—probably of
Laws—and not, as most foreigners pretend to be, a marquis or a
baron at least."
" As to that," cried the Sriuire, " 'tis the best thing I know about
-Rickeybockey, that he don't attempt to humbug us by any such
foreign trumpery. Thank heaven, the Hazeldeans of Hazeldean were
never tuft-hmiters and title-mongers; and if I rrever ran after an
English lord, I should certairrly be devdishly ashamed of a brotherin-law whom I was forced to call markee or count! I should feel
sure he was a courier, or runaway valley-de-shanr. Tm-n up your nose
at a doctor, indeed, Harry;—pshaw, good EngHsh style that!
Doctor! my aunt married a Doctor of Divinity—excellent marr—
wore a wig, and was made a dean! So long as Rickeybockey is rrot a
doctor of physic, I don't care a button. If he's that, indeed, Y, wordd
be suspicious; because, you see, those foreign doctors of phjsic are
riiiacks, and teU fortunes, and go about on a stage with a Zderrj'..Indrew."
" Lord, Hazeldean! where on earth did you pick up that idea ? " said
Harry, laughing.
" Pick it up !—why, I saw a fellow myself at the c.attlc-fair last
year—when I was buying short horns—with a red waistcoat aud a
cocked hat, a little like the Parson's shovel. He called Mmself
l)octor Phoscophorrno—and sold pills !^ The ilerry-Andrew was the
i'uiiniest creature-in salmon-coloured ti?hts—turned head over heels,
and said he came from Timbuctoo. No, no; if Rickeybockey's a
))hysic Doctor, we shaU have Jemima in a pink tinsel dress, tramping
about the country in a caravan !"
At this notion both the Sqrrhe and his -wife laughed so heartdy, that
the Parson felt the thing was settled, and slipped away, vith the
intention of makhig his report to Riccabocc-a.

CILVPTER XXVI.
I T was with a slight disfm-bance of Ms oi-dmary suave aid weUored equanimity that the Italian received the information, that he
need apprehend no obstacle to his srdt from the insular prejudices or
the worldly views of the lady's famdy. Not that he was nean and
cowardly enough to recoil from the near and miclouded jrospect
of that felicity wMch he had left off Ms glasses to behold vith mibliaking inked eyes:—no, there Ms mind was made iqi; buthe bad
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met in life with much that incHnes a man towards misanthrcpv, and
fae was touched not ordy by the interest in his welfare testified by a
heretical priest, but by the generosity -with which he was admitted
into a well-bom and wealthy famdy, despite Ms notorious poverty
and Ms foreign descent. He conceded the propriety of the ordy
stipulation, which was conveyed to him by the Parson with all the
dehcacy that becanre one long professionally habituated to deal -with
the subtler susceptibilities of marrkind — viz., that, amongst Riccabocca's friends or kindred, some person should be found whose report
would confirm the persuasion of Ms respectability entertained by his
neighbours; he assented, I say, to the propriety of tMs condition;
but it was not with alacrity and eagerness. His brow became clouded.
The Parson hastened to assure hmi that the Squire was not a man
qui stupet in titulis (who was besotted with titles), that he neither
expected nor desired to find an origm and rank for his brother-in-law
above that decent mediocrity of condition to which it was evident,
from Riccabocca's breeding and accomplisMnenfs, he cordd easdy
establish his claim. "And though," said he, smding, "the Squire is
.1 warm poHtician in his o?vn country, arrd would never see his sister
again, I fear, if she married some convicted enemy of our happy constitution, yet, for foreign poUtics he does not care a straw; so that
if, as I suspect, your exde arises from some quarrel with your
Govemment—wMch, being foreign, he takes for granted must be
insupportable—he wordd but consider you as he would a Saxon who
fledfromthe hon hand of WdHam the Conqueror, or a Lancastrian
cxpeUed by the Yorkists in our Wars of the Roses."
The Itahan smded. " Mr. Hazeldean shaU be satisfied," said he
simply. " I see, by the Squire's newspaper, that an EngUsh gentlemari who knew me in my o-wn country has just arrived in London.
I -wdl write to Mm for a testimomal, at least to my probity and character. Probably he may be known to you by name—^nay, he must
be, for he was a distinguished officer in the late war. I aUude to
Lord L'Estrange."
The Parson started.
"^ You know Lord L'Estrange ?—a profligate, bad man, I fear."
"ProfUgate!—bad!" exclauned Riccabocca. "WeU, calnmmous
as the world is, I should never have thought that such expressions
would be apphed to one who, though I knew Mm but Httle—rmew
liim cMefly by the service he once rendered to me—first taught me to
love and revere the EngHsh name !"
"^ He may be changed since
" The Parson paused.
"Since when?" asked Riccabocca, with e-vident curiosity.
MJr. Dale seemed embarrassed. " Excuse me," said he, " it is many
years ago; and, in short, the opimon I then formed of the nobleman
you named was based upon chcumstances wMch I cannot communicate."
H e punctdious ItaHan bowed hi sdence, but he stdl looked as if
be should have Hked to prosecute inquiry.
After a pause, he said, " "Whatever your impression respecting Lord
...-'Estrange, there is nothing, I suppose, wMeh would lead you to
doubt his honour, or reject his testimomal in my favom'?"
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" According to fajhionablc moraUty," said iir. Daie, rather precisely, " I know of uotMiig that cordd mduce me to suppose that Lord
L'Estrange wordd not, m this instance, speak the tra-i. And he has
iLrquestionably a high reputation as a soldier, anr. a considerable
position m the world." Therewith the parson took Ms leave. A few
days afterwards. Dr. Riccabocca enclosed to the Squh-e, in a blank
envelope, a letter he had received from Harley L'Estrange. It was
evidently intended for the Squire's eye, and to serve as a voucher for
the Italian's respecfabiUty; but this object was fulfiUed, not m the
coarse form of a dhect testinronial, but with a tact and deUcacy which
seemed to show more than the fhie breeding to be expected from one
hi Lord L'Estrange's station. It evinced that most exquisite of aU
poffteness which comes from the heart: a certain tone of aft'ectionate
respect (wMch even the homely sense of the Sqidre felt, intuitively,
proved far more m favour of Riccabocca than the most elaborate
certificate of his quahties and antecedents) pervaded the whole, and
would have sufficed m itself to remove aU scruples from a mind much
more suspicious and exacting than that of the Squhe of Hazeldean.
But, lo and behold! au obstacle now occurred to the Parson, of wMch
he ought to have thought long before—viz., the Papistical religion of
the ItaUan. Dr. Riccabocca was professedly a Roman CathoHc.
He so Uttle obtruded that fact—and, indeed, had assented so readdy
to any ammadversious upon the superstition and priestcraft wMch,
accordmg to Protestants, are the essential characteristics of Papistical
communrties—that it was uot tdl the hjnreneal torch, which brings
aU faults to Hght, was fairly iUumined for the altar, that the remembrance of a faith so cast into the shade bm'st upon the conscience of the
Parson. The first idea that then occurred to him was the proper and
professional one—viz., the conversion of Dr. Riccabocca. He
hastened to Ms study, took down from his shelves long-neglected
volumes of controversial divimty, armed himseU' with an arsenal of
authorities, argunrents, and texts; then, seizing the shovel-hat, posted
ofl' to the Casino.
CHAPTER XXVII.
THE Parson burst upon the phdosopher Uke air avalanche! Ho
was so fuU of his subject that he could not let it out in prudent
driblets. No, he went souse upon the astounded Riccabocca—
" Tremendo
Jupiter ipse ruens tumultu.'*

The sage—shrinking deeper iirto Ms arm-chair, and drawing Ms
dressing-robe more closely round htm—sufl'ered the Parson to talk for
three-quarters of an hour, tiU, indeed, he had thorougMy proved Ms
case; and, Uke Brutus, " paused for a reply."
Then said Riccabocca, mddly, " In much of what you have urged
so ably, and so sudderdy, I am inclined to agree. But base is the
man who formaUy forswears the creed he has inherited from his
fathers, and professed since the cradle up to years of maturity, whsa
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the change presents itself in the guise of a bribe; when, for such
is human nature, he can hardly distinguish or disentangle the appeal
to Ms reason from the lure to Ms interests—here a text, and
there a dowry!—here Protestantism, there Jemhna! Own, my
friend, that the soberest casrdst would see doiible under the mebriating effects produced by so mixing his polemical liquors. Appeal,
my good i l r . Dale, from PlriUp drunken to Phdip sober!—irom
Riccabocca intoxicated with the assurance of your exceUent lady, that
he is about to be ' the happiest of men,' to Riccabocca accustomed to
his happiness, and carrying it off with the seasoned equabdity of one
grown famdiar with stimulants—in a word, appeal frorir Riccabocca
the wooer to Riccabocca the spouse. I may be conver-tible, but conversion is a slow process ; courtship should be a qruek one—ask iliss
Jemima. Finalmcnte, marry me first, and convert me after-wards !" _
" You take this too jestingly," began the Parson: " and I don't
see why with your exceUent understanding, truths so plain and ob-vious
shorrld not strike you at once."
"Truths," interrupted Riccabocca, profoundly, are the slowestgrowing things iu the world ! It took fifteen hundred years from the
date of the Christian era to produce your own Luther, and then he fiung
Ms Bible at Satan (I have seen the mark made by the book on the waU
of his prison hi Germany), besides runnmg off with a nun, which no
Protestant clergyman would think it proper and right to do now-adays." Then he added, with seriousness, " Look you, my dear sh,—
I should lose my own esteem if I were even to Hsten to you now with
becoming attention,—now, 1 say, when you Mnt that the creed I have
professed may be in the way of my advantage. H so, I must keep
the creed and resign the advantage. But if, as I trast—not only as a
Cliristian, but a man of honour—you wiU defer this discussion, I wdl
promise to Hsten to you hereafter; and though, to say the truth, I
beheve that you wdl not convert me, I wdl promise you faithfuHy
never to interfere with my wife's reUgion."
"And any cluldren you may have ?"
"CMldren!" said Dr. Riccabocca, recoiling—"you are not contented -with fh-ing your pocket-pistol right in my face; you must also
pepper nre all over with smaU-shot. Chddren ! weU, rf they are girls,
let them foUow the faith of theh mother ; and if boys, whUe in chddhood, let them be contented with learning to be CM-istians; and
when they grow into men, let them choose for themselves which is the
best form for the practice of the great principles wMch aU sects have
hr common."
" But," began Mr. Dale again, puHhig a lai'ge book from hli
pocket.
Dr. Riccabocca flung open the window, and jumped out of it.
It was the rapidest aud most dastardly flight you cordd possibl;,
conceive; but it was a great compUment to the argumentative powers
of the Parson, and he felt it as such. Nevertheless, i l r . Dale thought
it right to have a long conversation, both with the Squire aud iL'^.*;
Jermma herself, upon the subject wMch Ms intended convert had so
ignominously escaped.
The Squh^, though a great foe to Popery, poHtic-oUy considered^.
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had also quite as great a hatred to renegades and apostates. And in
his heart he wordd have despised Riccabocca if he could have thrown
off his rehgion as easily as he had done his spectacles. Therefore lie
said simply—" WeU, it is certainly a great pity that Rickeybockey is
rrot of tne Church of England, though, 1 take it, that would be
unreasonable to expect in a man born and bred under the nose of the
Inquisition" (the Squire fhmly believed that the Inqidsitiou was i?
full force in all the ItaUarr states, with whips, racks, and thumb<
screws; and, indeed, his chief information of Italy was gathered from
a perusal he had given irr early youth to The One-Handed Monk) •
" but I tMnk he speaks very fairly, on the whole, as to his wife and
children. And the thhrg's gone too far now to retract. It's aU your
I'ault for noL thinking of it before ; and I've now just made up my
ridnd as to the course to pursue respecting the—d—d stocks !"
As for Miss Jemima, the Parson left her with a pious thanksgiving
that Riccabocca at least was a Christian, and not a Pagan, ilahometan,
or Jew!
CHAPTER XXVIII.
THERE is that in a wedding which appeals to a universal sympathy.
No other event in the lives of their superiors iu rank creates au equal
sensation amorrgst the humbler classes.
From the moment the news that Miss Jemima was to be married
had spread throughout the viUage, aU the old affection for the Squire
and his House burst forth the stronger for its temporary suspension.
Who could think_ of the stocks m such a season ? The stocks was
swept out of fashion—hrrnted from remembrance as completely as the
question of Repeal or the thought of RebeUion from the warm Irish
heart, when the fair young face of the Royal Wife beamed on the
sister isle.
Again cordial curtseys were dropped at the thresholds by which
the Squire passed to his own farm; again the sun-burrrt brows
uncovered—no more -with suUen ceremony—were smoothed into
cheerful gladness at his nod. Nay, the httle ones began again to
assemble at theh ancient rendezvous by the stocks, as d' either
familiarised with the Phenomenon, or convinced that, in the general
serrtiment of good-wiU, its powers of evd were annuUed.
The Squire tasted once more the sweets of the ordy popularity
which is much worth having, and the loss of which a wise mail
wordd reasonably deplore—viz., the popularity which arises from a
ersuasion of orrr goodness, and a reluctance to recall orir faults.
jike all blessings, the more sensibly felt from previous irrterruptiorr, the Sqmre enjoyed this restored popularity with an exlrdarated
srense of existence ; his stout heart beat more vigorously: his stalwart
step trod more Hghtly ; Ms comely EngHsh face looked 'cornelier anrl
more EngUsh than ever;—you wordd have been a merTier man for a
week to have come within hearmg of Ms jovial laugh.
He felt grateful to Jemima and to Riccabocca as the special agents
of Providence in tlds general i,degratio umoris. To liave looked fit
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turn, you would suppose that it was the Squire who was going to be
married a second time to his Harry!
One may weU conceive that such would have been an inauspiciorrs
moment for Parson Dale's theological scnrples. To have stopped
that marriage—chiUed aU the sunshine it diffused over the viUage—
seen hhnsalf surromrded again by long sulky visages,—I verdy beUevc,
though a better friend of Church and State never stood on a hustings,
that, rather than court such a revulsion, the Squhe would have found
Jesuitical excuses for the marriage if Riccabocca had been discovered
to be the Pope in disguise! As for the stocks, its fate was now
irrevocably sealed. In short, the marriage was concluded — first
privately, according to the bridegroom's creed, by a Roman CathoHc
clergyman, who lived in a town some mdes off, and next pubUcly in
the viUage church of Hazeldean.
It was the heartiest rural wedding! ViUage ghls strewed flowers
on the way ;—a booth was placed amidst the prettiest scenery of the
Park on the margin of the lake—for there was to be a dance later in
the day;—an ox was roasted whole. Even i l r . Stira—no, i l r . Stirn
was not present, so much happiness would have been the death of
him! And the Papisher too, who had conjured Lenny out of the
stocks; nay, who had MmseU' sat in the stocks for the very purpose
of bringing them into contempt—the Papisher! he had as Hef iliss
Jemima had married the devU! Indeed he was persuaded that,
in point of fact, it was aU one aud the same. Therefore i l r . Sthn
had asked leave to go and attend Ms uncle the pawnbroker,
about to undergo a torturing operation for the stone! Frank was
there, summoned from Eton for the occasion—having grown two
inches taller since he left—for the one inch of wMch nature was to
be thanked, for the other a new pah of resplendent WeUingtons.
But the boy's joy was less apparent than that ot others. For Jemhna
was a special favourite with him, as she wordd have been with
aU boys—for she was always kind and gentle, and made Mm many
pretty presents whenever she came from the watering-places. And
Frank knew that he shoidd miss her sadly, and thought she had made
a very queer choice.
Captain H'gginbotham had been invited; but, to the astonishment
of Jemima, he had repUed to the invitation by a letter to herself,
marked "private and confidential." " She must have long known,"
said the latter, " of Ms devoted attachment to her ! motives of dehcacy, arising from the narrowness of Ms income, and the magnanimity
of his senthnents, had alone prevented Ms formal proposals; but now
that he yvas informed (he could scarcely beHeve his senses or command his passions) that her relations •wished to force her into a
BARBAROUS marriage with a foreigner of MOST FORBIDDING AP-

PEARANCE, and most abject circumstances, he lost not a moment in
laying at her feet Ms o-wn hand and fortune. And he did this the
more confidently, inasmuch as he could not but be aware of iliss
Jemima's SECRET feeHngs towards Mm, whde he was proud and happy
to say, that his dear and diutinguished cousin, Mr. Sharpe Cmrie,
had honoured Mm with a -warmth of regard, which justified the most
hrilliant EXPECTATIONS—likely to be soon realised—as ids eminent
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Telatrve had contracted a 'cery bad liver complaint m the service cf his
country, and coidd not last long!"
In all the years they had known each other, iliss Jemima, strange
as it may appear, had never once suspected the Captain of any other
feeHngs to her than those of a brother. To say that she was not
gratified by learrung her mistake, would be to say that she was more
than woman. Indeed, it must have been a source of no ignoble
triumph to think that she couiu prove her disinterested affection to
her dear Riccabocca, by a prompt rejection of this more biiUiant
offer. She couched the rejection, it is true, in the most soothing
terms. But the Captain e-vidently considered Mmself ill used; he
did not reply to the letter, and did not come to the weddin.
To let the reader into a secret, never known to iliss Jemima,
Captam Higgiubotham was much less influenced by Cupid than by
Plutus in the ofl'er be had made. The Captam was one of that class
of gentlemen who read theh accounts by those corpse-hghts, or wdlo'-the--wisps, called expectations. Ever since the Squhe's grandfather
had left him—then in short clothes—a legacy of £500, the Captain
had peopled the future with expectations! He talked of his expectations as a man talks of shares in a Tontine; they ndght fluctuate a
little—be now up and now down—but it was morally impossible, if he
Hved on, but that he should be a millionaire one of these days. Now,
though Miss Jemima was a good fifteen years younger than himseh,
yet she al-ways stood for a good round sum in the ghostly books of
the Captain. She was an expectation to the fuU amount of her
£4,000, seeing that Frank was an only chdd, and it would be carrying coals to Newcastle to leave him anythmg.
^ Rather than see so considerable a cipher sudderdy spimged out of
his visionary ledger—rather than so much money should vamsh clean
out of the famdy. Captain Higginbotham had taken what he conceived, if a desperate, at least a certahi, step for the preseivation of
Ms property. If the golden bom could not be had without the heifer,
whyj he must take the heder mto the bargain. He had never formed
to Mmself an idea that a heifer so gentle would toss and fUng hhn
over. The blow was stunning. But no orre compassionates the misfortunes of the covetous, though few perhaps are in greater need of
compassion. And leaving poor Captain Higginbotham to retrieve
Ms illusory fortunes as he best may among " the expectations " wMch
gathered round the form of Mr. Sharpe Currie, who was the crossest
old tyrant imaginable, and never aUowed at his table any dishes not
compounded with rice, which played Old Nick with the Captain's
constitutional functions,—1 return to the wedding at Hazeldean, just
in time to see the bridegroom—who looked singularly well on the
occasion—hand the bride (who, between sunsMny tears and affectionate smdes, was ready a very interesting and even a pretty bride,
as brides go) hrto a carrrage which the Squire had presented to them,
and depart on the orthodox nuptial excmsion amidst the blessings of
the assembled crowd.
It may be thought strange by the unreflective that these rural
spectators shordd so have approved and blessed the marriage of a
ifjflzeldean of Hazeldean with a poor, outlandish, long-hahed foreigner;
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but, besides that Ric-^abocca, after all, had becom.e one of the neighbourhood, and was t.roverliially " a civU-spoken gentleman," it ia
generally noticeable ci-.at ou wedding occasrons the bride so monopoUses mterest, curiosi*y, a..d adirrfration, that the bridegroom himseh goes for little or notldng. He is merely the passive agent in the
affair—the unregarded cause of the general satisfaction. It was not
Riccabocca himself that they approved and blessed—it was the
gentleman in the wMte waistcoat who had made iliss Jemima—
Madam Rickcvbockey!
Leaning on his wife's arm (for it was a habit of the Squire to lean
on his wife's arm rather than she on his, when he was specially
pleased; and there was something touching in the sight of that
strong, sturdy frame thus insensibly, in hours of happmess, seeking
dependence on the frad arm of woman)—leamng, I say, on his wife's
arm, the Squire, about the hour of sunset, walked down to the booth
by the lake.
All the parish—young and old, man, woman, and chdd—were assembled there, and their faces seemed to bear one family Hkeness, in
the common emotion which ammated aU, as they turned to his frarrk,
fatherly smde. Sqrure Hazeldean stood at the head of the long table.
he filled a horn with ale from the brimming tankard beside Mm.
Then he looked round, and Hfted his hand to request sdence; and,
ascending the chair, rose m fuU -view of aU. Every one felt that the
Sqiure was about to make a speech, and the eamestness of the attention wr..'' proportioned to the rarity of the event; for (though he was
not unpj jctised in the oratory of the hustings) only thrice before had
the Scii^h•e made what could fairly be caUed " a speech " to the vdlagers of Hazeldean—once on a kmdred festive occasion, when he
had presented to them Ms bride—once in a contested election for the
sMre, in which he took more than ordinary interest, and was not quite
so sober as he ought to have been—once hr a time of great agricultural
distress, when, in spite of reduction of rents, the farmers had been
compelled to discard a large number of theh customary labourers;
and v»hea the Squire had said—" 1 have given up keepmg the hounds,
because 1 want to make a fine piece of water"—that was the origin of
the lake,—" and to drain aU the low lands round the Park. Let every
man who wants work come to m e ! " and that sad year the parish
rates of Hazeldean were not a penny the heavier.
Now, for the fourth time, the Squhe rose, and thus he spoke. .•\t
Ms right hand, Harry; at his left, Frarrk. At the bottom of the
table, as vice-president, Parson Dale, Ms Uttle -wife bcMnd him, only
obscurely seen. She cried readdy, and her handkerchief was ahea.lj
before her eyes.
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CHAPTER XXIX.
THE

SQUIRE'S SPEECH.

" FRIENDS and neighbours,—I thank you kindly for corning rormd
me tMs day, and for showing so much mterest in me and mme. i l y
cousin was not born amongst you as I was, but you have known her
from a chdd. It is a famiUar face, and one that never frowned, which
you wdl miss at your cottage doors, as I and mine wdl miss it long
m the old had
"
Here there was a sob from some of the women, and nothing was
seen of ilrs. Dale but the wMte handkerchief. The Sqidre himself
paused, and brushed away a tear with the back of his hand. Then
he resumed, with a sudden change of voice that was electrical,—
" For we none of us prize a blessing tdl we have lost it! Now,
friends and neighbours; a Httle time ago, it seemed as if some dlwdl had crept into the vdlage—dl-wdl between you and me, neighbours !—why, that is not Hke Hs-zeldean!"
The audience hung their heads! You never saw people look so
thoroughly ashamed of themselves. The Squire proceeded,^
" 1 don't say it was aU your faidt; pcrha*ps it was urine."
" Noa—noa—noa," burst forth iu a general chorus.
" Nay, friends," conthiued the Squh-e, limrrbly, and in one of those
dlustra-five aphorisms wirich, d' less subtle than Riccabocca's, were
more witMn reach of the popular comprehension,—" nay, we are all
human, and every man has Ms hobby; sometimes he breaks in the
hobby, and sometimes the hobby, if it is very hard in the mouth,
breaks in Mm. One man's hobby has an dl habit of always stopping
at the pubhc-house ! (Laughter.) Another man's hobby refuses to
stir a peg beyond the door where some buxom lass patted its neck
the week before—a hobby I rode pretty often when 1 went courting
my good wife here! (iluch laughter and applause.) Others have a
lazy hobby, that there's no getting on; others, a runaway hobby that
there's no stopping : but, to cut the matter short, my favom'ite hobby,
as you weU know, is always trotted out to any place on my property
which seems to want the eye and hand of the master. I hate," cried
the Squhe, warming, " t o see things neglected and decayed, and going
to the dogs ! This land we live m is a good mother to us, and we
can't do too much for her. It is very true, neighbours, that I owe her
a good many acres, and ought to speak weU of her; but what then ?
I Hve amongst you, and what I take from the rent with one hand, I
divide amongst you with the other. (Low but assenting murmurs.)
Now, the more I improve my property, the more mouths it feeds.
i l v great-grandfather kept a Field-Book, in wMch were entered, not
only the names of aU the faraiers, and the quantity of land they held,
but the average number of the labourers each employed. My grandfather and father foUowed his example: I have done the same. ]
find, neighbours, that our rents have doubled smce my great-.grandfather began to make the book. Ay, but there are more thau fo-sr
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Imies the number of labourers employed on the estate, and at much
better wages, too! WeU, my men, that says a great deal in favour
of improving property, and not letting it go to the dogs. (Applause.)
And therefore, neighbours, you wiU kindly excuse^ my hobby: it
carries grist to your miU. (Reiterated applause.) Well, but you wdl
say, 'What's the Squire driving a t ? ' Why this, rrry friends: There
was only one worn-out, ddapidated, tumble-down thing in the parish
of Hazeldean, and it became an eyesore to me; so I saddled my hobby,
and rode at it. 0 ho! you know what I mean now! Yes, but
neighbours, you need rrot have taken it so to heart. That was a
Ecuivy trick of some of you to hang me in cffi.gy, as they caU it."
" it war'nt you," cried a voice in the crowd ; "it war Nick Stim."
The Squire recogmsed the voice of the Tinker; but though he uow
guessed at the ringleader, on that day of general amnesty he had the
prudence and maguarumity not to say, " Stand forth, Sprott: thou art
the man." Yet his gaUant EngHsh sphit would not suffer Mm to
come off at the expense of his servairt.
" I f it was Nick Sthn you meant," said he, graveiy, " more shame
for you. It showed some pluck to hang tho master; but to hang the
poor servant, who only thought to do his duty, careless of what dlwdl it brought upon him, was a shabby trick,—so Httle Hke the lads
of Hazeldean, that I suspect the man who taught it to them -was
never born in the parish. But let bygones be bygones. One thing
is clear, you don't take khidly to my now pah of stocks ! The stocks
has been a stumbhng-block and a g-.-ievance, and there's no denying
that we went ou very pleasantly without it. I may also say that, in
spite of it, we have been comhrg together again lately. And I can't
teU you what good it did me to see your cMldren playing again on
the green, and your honest faces, in spite of the stocks, and those
diaboHcal tracts you've been readhig lately, hghted up at the thought
that something pleasant was going on at the HaU. Do you know,
neighbours, you put me in miud of an old story wMch, besides applying to the parish, aU who are married, and aU who intend to marry,
wdl do well to recoUect. A worthy couple, named John and Joan, had
Hved happdy together many a long year, tdl one unlucky day they
bought a new bolster. Joan said the bolster was too hard, and JoMi
that it was too soft; so, of course, they quarreUed. After sulking all
day, they agreed to put the bolster between them at mght." (Roar-s
of laughter amongst the men; the women did not know wMch way to
look, except, indeed, i l r s . Hazeldearr, who, though she was more
than usuaUy rosy, maintained her hmocent, gemal smde, as much as
to say, "There is no harm in the Squire's jests.") The orator
resumed: — " After they had thus lain apart for a Httle time, very
sdent and suHen, John sneezed. ' God bless you!' says Joan, over
the bolster. ' Did you say God bless me ? ' cries John;—' then
here goes the bolster! ' "
(Prolonged laughter and tumultuous
applause.)
"Friends and neighbours," said the Squire, when sdence was
restored, and Hfttug the horn of ale, " 1 have the pleasure to hifonn
you that I have ordered the stocks to be taken down, and made into
bench for the chimney-nook of our old friend Gaffer Solomons yonder.
- I.
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But rrind nrc, lads, if ever you make the parish regret the loss of the
stocks, and the overseers come to me with long faces, and say, ' the
stocks must be rebuUded,' why
" Here from all the youth of
the viUage rose so deprecating a clamour, that the Squire would
have been the most bungling orator in the worid, d' he had said a wore
further on the srrbject. He elevated the horn over his head,—"iVhy,
that's my old Hazeldean a.gain! Health aud long Hfe to you aU !"
The Tinker had sneaked out of the assembly, aud did not show Ms
face in the vdlage for the next six months. And as to those poisonous tracts, in spite of their salubrious labels, " The Poor ilan's
Friend," or " The Rights of Labour," you could no more have found
one of them lurking in the drawers of the kitchen-dressers in Hazeldean, than yon. wordd have found the deacUy nightshade on the flowerstands in iihe drawirrg-room of the HaU. As for the revolutionary
beerhouse, there was no need to apply to the magistrates to shut it
up—it shut itself up before the week was out.
0 yomrg head of the great House of Hapsburg, what a Hazeldean
you might have made of Hungary!—"What a " Moriamur pro rege
nostro" would have'rung in your infant reign,—if you had made such
a sr-'ccb as the Squire's !
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nOMII'ISING M E . C A X T O N ' S OPINIONS ON THE MATRIMONIAL STATE,
SUPPORTED BY LEARNED AUTHORITIES.

" IT was no bad idea of yours, Pisistratus," said my father, gra
ciously, " in depict the heightened affections and the serious intention
of Signor '-Riccabocca by a smgle stroke—He left off his spectacles!
Good."
" Yet," quoth my uncle, " I thhik Shakspeare represents a lover as
f.aUing into slovenly habits, neglectmg Ms person, a-jid suffering his
hose to be imgartcred, rather than paying that attention to Ms outer
rnan wMch induces Signor Riccabocca to leave off Ms spectacles, and
iook as handsome as natm'c wUl permit him."
"There are dift'erent degrees and many phases of the passion,''
repUed my father. " Shakspeare is speaking of an Hi-treated, pining,
woe-begone lover, much aggrieved by the cruelty of his mistress—a
lover •who has found it of no avad to smarten Mmself up, and has
fallen despondently into the opposite extreme. Whereas Signor
Riccabocca has nothing to complain of in the barbarity of iliss
Jenunra."
" Indeed he has not'" cried Blanche, tosshig her head—" fnvi7?,-T'
creature'"

VABlETrES IN ENGLISH L I ? 2 .

;'.;J

" Yes, my dear," said my mother, trying her best to look 'lately,
" ] am decidedly of opirrion that, in that, respect, Pisistratus has
lowered the dignity of the sex. Not hrtentionaUy," added my mother,
mildly, and afraid slie had said something too bitter; "but it is very
hard'for a man to d -scribe us vror,icn,"
The Captain nudde.d appi-oviuzly; Mr. Squdls smiled; my father
quietly resumed the thread of liis discourse.
" To continue," quoth he. " Riccabocca has no reason to despair of
success in his suit, nor any object in moving his ndstress to compassion. He may, therefore, very properly tie up his garters and len'-o
of Ms spectacles. "\'^^hat do you say, i l r . Squdls ?—for, after aU,
suicc love-making carmot fad to be a great coustitn'io-.ia! derangement, the experience of a medical riran must Le tiie best to
cons'dt."
_ "Mr. Caxton," replied Squdls, obviously flattered, "you are quit •
right: wdien a man makes love, the organs of self-esteem and desh.'
of applause are greatly stimrdated, and therefore, of course, he sets
Mmself off to the best advantage. It is only, as you observe, when,
Hke Shakspeare's lover, he has given up makhig love as a bad job,
and has received that severe hit on the gangUons which the cruelty
of a mistress mflicts, that he neglects Ms personal appearance: he
neclects it, not because he is m love, but because his nervous system
is 9ei)vc-sr(l. That was the cause, if you remember, with poor Major
Prim, ilo wore his wig aU awry when Susan Srrc:-^ 'i'!3a hhn; but
I set it right for him."
" By shaming iliss Smart into ]-ci;ontanc.', or gettri;^ him a "i::-'-'
sweetheart ? " asked my uncle.
"Pooh ! " answered StpiiUs, "by quiMne aii.i cold batliuig,"
" W e may therefore gra-rt," reucv.ed my father, "that, as a general
rule, the process of courtship tends to the sprucencss, r;nd even foppery, of the individual engaged in the exiie.-i-.iicr-t, as Vol* aire has
very prettdy proved somewhere. Y.r'.y, the il-xi-riu-:-,, indeed -.vere of
opimon that the lady at least &ti_,-;it to continue tJ.ose a.yp oi' her
person even after marriage. There is extant, in Saliagrm's ti:r'orii of
New Spain, the advice of vn Aztec or Mexican mother to her ci-.uditer, m which she says,—' That your husband may not take you in disHke, adorn yorrrseU', wash yourseU', aud lat your garments be clean.'
It is true that the good lady adds,—' Do it hr moderation; sir.ce, d
every day you are wasiiing your-self and your clothes, the world wdl
say that you are over-deHcate; and particular pr-opie wdl caU you—
TAPETZON TiNEMAxocH!' What tliosc words precisely mean,"
added my father, modestly, " I cannot say, sir.ce I never had the
opportunity to acquire the ancierrt Aztec language—but something
very opprobrious and horrible, no doubt."
'• I dare say a pMlosopher like Signor Riccabocca," said my uncie,
"was not himself very Tapetzon tine—what d'ye call it?—and a good
healthy EngUsh wife, that poor affectionate Jemima, was thrown
away upon him."
"Rolandj" said my father, "you don't Uke foreigners : a respecia'ole prejudice, and quite natural in a man who has been trying hii
''jpst to new them in pieces and blow them up into spHnters. But y c
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don't Hke phdosophers cither^and for that disUke j j u have t.o
equaUy good reason."
" I only impUed that they are not much addicted to soap and
water," said my uncle.
" A notable mistake, ilany great philosophers have been very
great beaux. Aristotle was a notorious fop. Buffon put on his best
.aced ruffles when he sat down to write, which implies that he washed
his hands first. Pythagoras msists greatly on the holiness of frequent
ablutions; and Horace—who, m his own way, was as good a philosopher as any the Romans produced—takes care to let us know wdiat a
neat, wcU-dresscd, dapper Httle gentleman Ire was. But I don't thhik
you ever read the 'Apology of Apuleius?'"
" N o t I—what is it about?" asked the Captain.
"About a great many tMngs. It is that Sage's vindication from
several malignant charges—amongst others, and principally, indeed,
that of being much too refined and effeminate for a phdosopher.
Nothing carr exceed the rhetorical skdl with wiiich he excuses himself for using—toothpowder. ' Orrght a phdosopher,' he exclahns,
' to allow anytlring unclean about him, especiaUy iu the mouth—the
mouth, wMch is the vestibule of the soul, the gate of discourse, the
portico of thought! Ah, but Jimiharrus [the accuser of AprdeiusJ
never opens his mouth but for slander and calrrmny—tooth-powder
would indeed be unbecommg to him ! Or, if he use any, it wdl rrot
be my good Arabian tooth-powder, but chtircoal aud cinders. Ay, his
teeth should be as ford as his language ! And yet even the crocodde
Hkes to have Ms teeth cleaned; insects get hito them, and horrible
reptile though he be, he opens his jaws inoffensively to a faithful dentistical bhd, who volunteers Ms beak for a took-pick.'"
i l y father was now warm in the subject he had started, and soared
mdes away from Riccabocca and " i l y Novel." " And observe," hs
exclaimed—" observe with what gravity this erainenf Platomst pleads
gudty to the charge of having a mirror. ' Why, WLJC,;' he exclahns
I more worthy of the regards of a human creature than Ms own
image,' {tiihil respectabilius homini quam formam swam !) is not that
one of our chddren the most dear to us who is caUed ' the picture of
Ms father ? ' But take what pains you wdl with a picture, it cau
never be so like you as the face in your mirror! Think it discreditable to look with proper attention on one's-self in the glass! Did not
Socrates recommend such attention to Ms disciples—did he not make
a great moral agent of the speculum ? The handsome^ in admh-ing
their beauty therem, were adrnomshed that handsome rs who handsome does; and the more the ugly stared at themselves, the more
they became naturaUy anxious to Mde the disgrace of their features
in the loveliness of theh merits. Was not Demosthenes always at
his specrdum ? Did he not rehearse his causes before it as before a
master hi the art ? He leamed his tloc^uence from Plato, his dialectics from EubuUdes; but as for Ms dehvery—there, he came to the
nirrror
" Therefore," concluded Mr. Caxton, retumhrg unexpectedly to the
subject—" therefore, it is no reason to suppose that Dr, Riccabocca
is averse to cleanliness and decent care of the person because he is a
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phdosopher; and, all things considered, he never showed hhnself
nrore a phdosopher than v^hen he left off Ms spectacles aud looked his
best."
" WeU," said my mother kindly, " I only hope it may tum out liappUy. But 1 should have been better pleased if Pisistratus had not
made Dr. Riccabocca so reluctant a woer."
"Verytr-ue," said the Captain; "the Italian does not shine as a
lover. Throw a. little more fire info him, Pisistratus—something gallant and cMvalrous."
"Fire—gallarrtry—chivalry!" cried my father, who had t-akeu
Riccabocca under his special protection—" wln^, dorr't vou see that
the man is described as a phiiosopher ?—and I shoidd Hke to know
when a pMlosopher ever plunged mto matrimony without considerable
misgivings and cold shivers. Indeed, it seems that—perhaps befire
he was a pMlosopher—Riccabocca had tried the experinrent, -and
knew what it w-as. Wdiy, even that plam-speaking, serrsible, practical
man, MeteUus Numidicus, who was not e^ven a phdosopher, but only
a Roman Censor, thus expressed himself in an exhortation to the people to perpetrate matrimony—' If, 0 Quirites, w-e could do withou*
wives, we should all dispense with that subject of care {ed molestia,
careremus); but since nature has so managed it that we cannot
Hve with women comfortably, nor without thern at aU, let us
rather provide for the hmnan race than our own temporary
fehcity.'"
Here the ladies set up a cry of such indignation, that both Roland
and myself endeavoured to appease theh wrath by hasty assurances
that we utterly repudi.ited the darrmable doctrine of MeteUus Numidicus.
_ i l y father, whoUy unmoved, as soon as a sullen sdence was estabHshed, recommenced—"Do not tliink, ladies," said he, " that you were
without advocates at that day: there were many Romans gaUant
enough to blame the Censor for a mode of cxprcssmg himself which
they held to be eqiiaUy inrpolite and injudicious. ' Surely,' said they,
-with some plausibiUty, 'if Numidicus wished men to marrj', he rreed
not have referred so peremptordy to the disquietudes of the counectiou, and thus have made them more incUned to tum away from
matrimony than given them a reUsh for it.' But agamst these critics
one houest man (whose name of Titus Castricius should not be forgotten by posterity) maintained that ilctdlus Nmnidicus could not
have spoken more properly:^ 'For remark,' said he, 'that iletellus
was a censor, not a rhetorician. It becomes rhetoricians to adorn
and disguise, and make the best of tMngs ; but ileteUus, sanctus vi/
—a holy and blameless man, grave and shrcere to wit, and addressing
the Roman people in the solemn capacity of Censor—was bound to
speak the plain truth, especiaUy as he was treating of a subjectou
which the observation of every day, and the experience of every Hfe,
could not leave the least doubt upon the mind of Ms audience.'
StiU, Riccabocca, having decided to marry, has no doubt prepared
himself to bear all the concomitant evils—as becomes a professed
sage;^ and I o-wn 1 admire the art with which Pisistratus has dr-awu
the kmd of woman most Hkely to suit a phdosopher
"
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Pisistratus bows arrd looks round compiacc;.lly , b-it recoils from
two very peevish and discontented faces feminine.
i l n CAXTON (completing Ms sentence.)—Not only as regardj
mddness of temper and other househould qualdleations, but as regards
the Nery person of the object of Ms choice. J/or you evidently renrernlier, Pisistratus, the reply of Bias, when askt^d his opinion on m.:irr i a g e : ' ' H r o i KoKiiv i'^iiQ i"; awxp'lv'
aiaxpciv,
i'ib,^ -rroiviiv'

icci: ft KaXijV, t^iti;

KUI;-//)'' fl St)

Pisistratus tries to look as if he hi.'l the opimon of Bias by heart,
and ncds ac(iuiescingly.
M R . CAXTON.—That is, my dears, "the woman you wordd marry
is eitlier handsome or ugly: d' handsome, she is kohie, viz., you don't
have her to your-self; if ugly, she is pione—that is, a fury." But, js
it is observed hr Aulus GeUrus (w-hence 1 borrov^ this citation), there
is a wide interval between handsome and ugly. Arrd thus Eimius, in
Ms tragedy of Mcnalippus, uses an admirable expression to designate
women of the proper degree of matrhnomai comeliness, such as a
phdosopher wordd select. He caUs this degree stata forma—a
rational, mediocre sort of beauty, wMeh is not Uable to be either
koine or pione. Arrd Favorirrus, who was a remarkably sensible man,
aud came from Provence—the male iidiabitaats of '.-.'Mch district have
always valued themselves on their knowlcdL;e of love and ladies—
caUs tMs said stata forma the beauty of wiv;;s—the irxorial beauty
Enmus says, that women of a stata forma are almost alw ays safe ami
modest. Now, Jemhna, you observe, is dcseribed as possessing this
stata forma ; aud it is the mcety (d your observation in this respect,
whicli I Hke the most in the whole of your description of a pMlosopher's matrimomal courtship, Pisistratus (excepting only the stroke
of the spectacles), for it shows that you had properly considered the
ophdon of Bias, and mastered ad the counter-logic suggested in
Book v . , chapter xi., of Aulus GeUius.
" For all that," said Blanche, half archly, half dcinurcly, with a
smde in the eye and a pout of the lip, '' I Jon't remember that Pisistratus, in the days when he wished to be most conipHnientary, ever
assured me that I had a stata forma—a rational, niediocre sort ot
beauty."
"And I think," observed my uncle, "tlmt -.viien he comes to Ms
real heroine, whoever she may be, he wiU not trouble Ms head much
about either Bias or Aulus GeUius."

CHAPTER

ii.

ilATRiM^NY is certainly a great change in bfs. One is asfouisned
not to find a notable alteration iu one's friend, even if he or or she
have been ordy wedded a week. _ In the instance of Dr. and Mrs.
Riccabocca the change was pecaliarly visible. To speak first of the
lady, as in chivalrybound ilrs. Riccabocca had entirely rcnorrr.ced
li.at aielanchcly wLicb had characterised iliss Jemi; i : 'she becan-t
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even sprightly and gay, and looked aU the better aud prettier for tne
alteration. She did not scruple to confess honestly to Mrs. iJale
that she was now of opimon that the world was verj' far from approaching its end. But, in the meanwhde, she did not neglect the
duty wMch the behef she had abandoned serves to inculcate—" She
set her house in order." The cold and penurious elegance that had
characterised the Casino disappeared like enchantment—that is, the
elegance remamed, but the cold and penuryfled before the sndle of
woman. Like Puss-m-Boots, after the nuptials of his master, Jackejnno only now caught minnows and sticklebacks for his o-wn amusement. Jackejmro looked much plumper, and so did Fiiccabocca. In
a word, the fah Jemima became an exceUent wife. Piiccabocca
secretly thought her extravagant, btit like a wise man, clecUned to
look at the house-biUs, and ate Ms joint in uru-eproacliful sdence.
Indeed, there was so much unaifected kindness in the nature oi
ilrs. Riccabocca—beneath the qmet of her mamier there beat so
gemaUy the heart of the Hazeldeans—that she fahly justified the
favourable anticipations of i l r s . Dale. And though the Doctor did
not noisdy boast of Ms fehcity, nor, as some new-man-ied folks do,
thrust it iusrdtingly mrder the nimis unciis narihus—the tm-ned-up
noses of your surly old married folks—nor force it gauddy and
glaringly on the envious eyes of the single, you might stdl see that
he was a more cheerful and Uglrt-hear-ted man than before. His
sndle was less honical, Ms poUteness less distant. He did not study
ilacMaveUi so intensely—aud he did not return to the spectacles;
which last was an exceUent sign, iloreover, the hunranising influence
of the tidy EngHsh wife might be seen m the improvement of his
outward or artificial man. His clothes seemed to fit Mm better;
mdeed the clothes were new. i l r s . Dale no longer remarked that
the buttons were off the wristbands, wMch was a great satisfaction to
her. But the sage stdl remamed faithful to the pipe, the cloak, and
the red sdk umbreUa. Mrs. Riccabocca had (to her credit be it
spoken) used aU becoming and wife-Uke arts against these three
remnants of the old bachelor A.dam but in vain. "Animu. wda"
(soul of mine), said the Doctor, tenderly; " 1 hold the cloak, the
umbreUa, and the pipe, as the sole reUcs that remain to uie of uiy
native cormtry. Respect and spare them."
i l r s . Riccab9cca was touched, and had the good sense to perceive
that man, let hhn be ever so much married, retahrs certain signs of his
ancient independence—certahi tokens of Ms old identity, v. Mch a
wife, the most despotic, -wdl do weU to concede. She conceded the
cloak, she submitted to the umbreUa, she overcame her abhorrence of
the pipe. After aU, considering the natm-al viUany of our sex, she
confessed to herself that she might have been worse off. But,
through aU the cahn and cheerfulness of Riccabocca, a nervous
perturbation was sufficiently perceptible ;—it commenced after the
second week of marriage—it went on mcreasing, tiH one bright surmy
afternoon, as he was standirrg on Ms terrace, gazing down upon the
road, at wMch Jackeymo was placed — lo, a stage-coach stopped!
The Doctor made a bomid, and put both hands to Ms heart as rf he
had been shot; he then leapt over the balustrade, and Mi wife from
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her window beheld him fijing down the hdl, with his loug hail
streaming in the wind, tiU the trees hid hhn from her sight.
" A h , " thought she, with a natural pang of conjugal jealousy,
"henceforth I am oidy second hi his home. He has gone to welcome Ms cMld!" And at that reflection i l r s . Riccabocca shed
tears.
But so naturaUy amiable was she, that she hastened to curb her
enrotion, and efface as well as she could the trace of a step-mother's
grief. W'hen tMs was done, and a sdent, self-rcbukiug prayer murmured oyer, the good woman descended the stahs with alacrity, and
summoning up her best smdes, emerged on the terrace.
She was repaid; for scarcely had she come into the open air, w-lien
two little arms were thrown around her, and the sweetest voice that
ever came from a chdd's lips, sighed out in broken EngHsh, " Good
mamrrra, love me a Uttle."
" Love you '<! with nry whole heart!" cried the stepmother, with
aU a nrother's honest passion. And she clasped the chdd to her
breast.
" God bless you, my wife !" said Riccabocca, in a husky tone.
" Please take this too," added Jackeymo, in Italian, as well as his
sobs wordd let him—and he broke oft' a great bough fidl of blossoms
from his favourite orange-tree, and thrust it irrto his nustrcss's hand.
She had not the sUghtest notion what he meant by it!

CH.APTER I I I .
VIOLANTE was indeed a be^vitclling child—a chdd to whom [ def)
i l r s . Caudle herscH (immor-tal i l r s . Caudle!) to have been a harsh
stepmother.
Look at her now, as, released from those khidly arms, she stands,
still clinging with one hand to her new mamma, and holding out the
other to Riccabocca,—w-ith those large dark eyes swimming in happy
tears, "What a lovely smde !—wiiat an ingenuous, candid brow!
She looks delicate—she evidently requhes care—she wants the
mother. And rare is the woman who would not love her the better
for that! Still, what an innocent, infantine bloonr in^ those clear,
smooth cheeks !—and m that sUght frame, what exquisite natm-al
grace!
"And this, I suppose, is your nurse, darling ?" said i l r s . Riccabocca, observing a dark, foreigndooking woman, dressed ver.\strangely, without cap or bonnet, but a great sdver arrow stuck
in her hah, and a filagree chain or necklace resting upon her kerchief.
" Ah, good Anetta," said Violante in ItaUaii. " Papa, she says she
is to go back; but she is not to go back—is she ?"
Riccabocca, who had scarcely before noticed the woman, started a*
that question—exchanged a rapid glance with Jacke>-rno—and then,
muttering some inaudible excuse, approached the nurse, and, beckoriing lier to foUow him, went away into the jA-rouuds He did uol
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return for more than au hour, nor did the woman then accompany
iiirn home. He said briefly to his wife that the nurse was obliged to
return at ouce to Italy, and that she would stay hi the village to
catch the mail; that indeed she would be of no use in t heir establishment, as she could not speak a word of EngHsh; but that he was
sadly afraid Violante would pine for her. And Violante did pine at
first. But stdl, to a chdd it is so great a thing to find a parent—to
be at home—that, tender and grateful as Violarrte was, she eoidd not
b-; inconsolable wdide her father was there to comfort.
For the first few days, Riccabocca scarcely permitted any one to be
-with his daughter but himseU". He would not even leave her alone
with his Jemima. They walked out together—sat together for hours
in the Belvidere. Then by degrees he began to resign her more and
more to Jemima's care and tuition, especiaUy in EngUsh, of which
language at present she spoke only a few sentences (previously,
pc-haps, learned by heart), so as to be clearly hrteUigible.

CHAPTER IV.
THERE was one person m the estabUshment of Dr. Riccabocca,
who was satisfied neither with the marriage of his master nor the
arrival of Violante — arrd that was our friend Lenny Fairfield.
Previous to the all-absorbing duties of courtship, the young peasant
had secured a very large share of Riccabocca's attention. The sage had
felt interest m the growth of this rude inteUigence struggling up to
Hght. But what with the wooing, and what with the weddmg,
Lenny Fairfield had sunk very much out of his artificial position as
pupil, into Ms natural station of under-gardener. And orr the arrival
of Violante, he saw, with rratural bittenress, that he was clean
forgotten, not oidy by Riccabocca, but almost by Jackeymo. It was
true that the master stiU lent him books, and the sen-ant stdl gave
liim lectures on horticulture. But Riccabocca had no time nor
inclination now to amuse hiinscU' with enlightening that tiuirult of
conjecture which the books created. And if Jackeymo had been
covetous of those mines of gold buried beneath the acres now fairly
taken from the Squire (and good-naturedly added rent-free, as an aid
i/i Jemima's dower), before the advent of the young lady whose
future dowry the produce was to swell—IKJW that she was actuaUy
under tlie e.yes of the faithful servant, such a stimulus was given to
his irrdustry that he could think of nothing else but the land, and the
revolution he designed to effect in its natural IhigHsli crops. The
garden, save only the orange-trees, was abandoned entirely to Lenny,
and additional labourers were caUed in for the lield-work. .laekeymo
had cUscovered that one part of the soil was suited to lavender, that
another would grow camomde. He had iu his heart apportioned a
beautiful field of rich loam to fiax ; but agauist the growth of flax the
Squhe set his face obsliiiatcly. That most lucrative, perliaps, of all
crops, whca soil and skill suit, w*^ I'ormallv •jiriunpted iu England
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much more commoidy tha,n it is now, since you wiU find fe-.v old
leases which do not contain a clause proMbitory of flax, as an impoverishment of the land. And though Jackeymo leamedly endeavom-ed
to prove to the Squire that the flax itself contained particles wiiich,
if retumed to the sod, repaid ad that the crop took away, i l r . Hazeldean had Ms old-fashioned prejudices on the matter," which were
insuperable. _ " M y forefatiiers," quoth he, "did not put that
clause in theh leases without good cause; aud as the Casmo land.are entaUed on Frank, I have no right to gratdy your foreign w Mms
at Ms expense."
To make up for the loss of the flax, Jackejnro resolved to conver",
a very mce bit of pastm-e into orchard ground, which he calculate i;
would bring hr £10 net per acre by the time iliss Violante was mai riageable. At tMs the Sqrure pished a Httle; but as it was quite
clear that the land wordd be aU the more valuable hereafter for the
fruit trees, he consented to perndt the " grass-laud" to be thus partiaUy broken up.
AU these changes left poor Lermy Fairfield very much to himseh—
at a thrre when the new and strange devices which the hdtiation into
'book knowledge creates made it most desirable that he should have
the constant guidance of a superior mind.
One evemng after Ms work, as Lenny was returmng to Ms mother's
cottage, very srdlen and very moody, he sudderdy camt in contact
with Sprott the tinker.

CHAPTER V.
THE T'inker was seated rmder a hedge, hammering away at an old
kcttle^with a Httle Ike bunrmg m front of hhn—and the donkey hard
by, indulging in a placid doze. Mr. Sprott looked up as Lenny
i);isaod—nodded kindly, and said—
" Good eveniri', Lemiy : glad to hear you be so 'spectably sitivatcd
nith ilounseer."
" Ay," answer-ed Lermy, with a le.aven of rancour in his recoUections, " you're uot ashamed to speak to nre now that I am not in disgrace. But it was in disgrace, when it wasn't my fault, that the real
gentleman was most kind to me."
" Ar—r, Lermy," said the Tirrker, with a prolonged rattle in that
said Ar—r, wMch was not without great significancj, " But you sees
the real gentleman, who han't got Ms bread to get, can hafford to
'spise Ms cracter in the world. A poor tinker must be thnbersome
and nice in Ids 'sociations. But sit down here a bit, Lenny; I've
summut to say to y e ! "
" To me—"
" To ye. Give the neddy a shove out i' ihe vay, and sit down, 1
say."
Lenny rather reluctantly, and somewhat supercdiously, accepted
ihi'd invrtation.
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" I hc&3^," said the tinker hi a voice made rather mdistinct by a
:.0'.t^;iy of nads vyMch he had inserted between Ms teeth—" 1 hears as
(low you be unkimmon fond of reading. I ha' sum nice cheap ijooks
'm my bag yonder—smn as low as a p-iuny."
" i should Hke to see them," said Leuuy, his eyes spaikliui;.
The Thikerrose, openel one of the pciners on the ass's back, too.
5ut a bag, wMch he placed before Lenny, and told him to suit himse.i,
•^he young peasant deshed no better. He spread aU the contents o;
.Ae bag on the sward, and a rnotiy coileeiiou of food for the aiiud was
there—food and poison—*•<'/•/>'/>:;Y',V acibus—^Kjoi anil evd. Here ildton's Pai-adiscLost. thereThe Aueof Reasou—here --IcMiDdisi Trae's.
there True Pririciples of SociaHsiu—Treatises on T^-efuJ Kn wiedge
by sound lear-iung actuated by pur-e buiiivuieaec—A^ppcais to l ijieratives by the shaUowest reasoners, iustigiiied by the same aiijintiui;
that had moved Eratosthenes t.i the coufiagration of a temple ; vrori,of fiction adudr-able as Robinson Cr-usoe, or uinoeeut as the Old EngUsh Baron; besides coarse translatioiis of such garbage as had rotted
away the youth of France under Louis Quiuze. TM^ misecUany wm
an epitome, in short, of the mix.ed World of Books, of that vast city
of the Press, with its palaces and hovels, its aqueducts and seu ers—
wMch opens all alL[-:.e to the naked eye and the curious muid of liua
to whom you say, hi the Tinker's careless phrase, " Suit your-self."
But it is not the first impulse of a nature, liealthful and stdl pui-e,
to settle hi the hovel and lose itscH amidst the sewers; and Lemiy
Fairfield turned innocently over the bad books, and selecting two or
three of the best, brought them to the Tinker, and asked the price.
" Why," said Mr. Sprott, putting ou his spectacles, '' jouhas taken
the werry dearest: them 'ere b," much cheaper, and more hhiterestiu'."
" But 1 don't fancy them," answered Lemry; " 1 don't understand
what they are about, and this seems to teU one how the steam-engine
is made, and has mce plates; and tMs is Robinsorr Crasoe, wMch
Parson Dale once said he would give me—I'd rather buy it out of my
own money."
"WeU, please yourself," quoth the Tinker; " yo-a s-::.A have the
books for four bob, and you cau pay me next month."
" F o u r bobs—four shilUngs ? it is a great sum," said Lenny; " but
1 wSl lay by, as you are kind enough to trust me : good evenmg, ilr.
Sprott."
"Stay a bit," said the Tinker; " I ' l l just throw you these two
httle tracts into the bargam ; they be only a shUling a dozen, so 'tis
but tuppeace—,;:id when you has read those, vy, you'U be a reglar
customer."
The Tinker tossed to Lenny i*Jos. 1 and z of ..'pi.sals lu "..'pcrativ-es,
and the peasant took them up gr-ttefuUy.
The young knowledge-seeker went his way across the ^iecii fields,
and under the stiU autuum fobage of the hedgerow^. He looked
first at one book, then at another ; he did not know on -.vliich to settle.
The Tinker rose and made a fire v.-ilh leaves, aud fu-ze, and sticks,
some dry and some green.
lA.iUi) lia.s now opcucJ >;o. i oi tUe tracts: thev are l.he shoriesl
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tp read, and don't reciuhe so much effort of the mind as the explana
tion of the steam-engine.
I'he Thiker has set on Ms grimy glue-pot, and the glue shnmers.

CHAPTER \ ^ .
As Violante became more famdiar with her new home, and those
around her became more famdiar with "\'iolante, she was remarket
for a certain stateUness of manner and bearing, which, had it been
less evidently natural and inborn, would have seemed ndsplaced in
the daughter of a forlorn exde, and would have been rare at so early
an age among chddren of the loftiest pretensions. It was with the
ah of a Uttle princess that she presented her tiny hand to a friendly
pressure, or subnutted her calm clear cheek to a presmnhrg kiss.
Yet withal she was so graceful, and her very stateUness was so pretty
and captivating, that she was not the less loved for all her grand airs.
And, indeed, she deserved to be loved; for though she was certairdy
prouder than i l r . Dale could approve of, her pride was devoid of
egotism; and that is a pride by no means common. She had an
intuitive forethought for others : you could see that she was capable
of that grand woman-heroism, abnegation of self; and though she
was au original child, and often grave and musing, with a tinge of
melancholy, sweet, but deep hr her character, stUl she was not above
the happy gemal merriment of childhood,—only her sdver laugh was
more attuned, and her gestures more composed, than those of chddren
habituated to many playfeUows usually are. ilrs. Hazeldean Hked
her best when she was urave, and said " she wordd become a very
sensible woman." i l r s . Dale hked her best when she was gay, and
said " she was born to make many a heart ache;" for wMch ilrs.
D.alc wJiB properly reproved by the Parson, ilrs. Hazeldean gave
her a little set of garden tools ; i l r s . Dale a jricture-book and a beautiful doU. For a long time the book and the doU had the preference.
But i l r s . Hazeldean havhig observed to Riccabocca that the poor
chdd looked pale, aud ought to be a good deal in the open air, the
wise father ingeidously pretended to Violante that i l r s . Riccabocca
had taken a great fancy to the picture-book, and that he should be
very glad to have the doU, upon widch Violante hastened to give
them both away, and was never so happy as when mamma (as she
caUed Mrs. Riccabocca) was admirhrg the picture-book, and Riccabocca with austere gravity dandled the doU. Then Riccabocca
assured her that she coidd be of great use to him in the garden; and
Violante instantly prrt into movement her spade, hoe, and wheelbarrow.
This last occupation brought her hito immediate contact with
i l r . Leonard Fairfield; and that personage one morning, to his great
horror, found iliss A'iolante had nearly exterminated a whole celerybed, which she had ignorantly conceived to be a crop of weeds.
Lenny was extremely angry. He snatched away the hoe, anu
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smd angrily, " You must not do that, i l i s s ; I'U teU your papa if
you—"
Violante drew herself up, and never having been so spoken to
before, at least since her arrival in England, there was something
comic in the surprise of her large eyes, as well as something tragie
in the digmty of her offended mien. " It is very naughty of you,
iliss," continued Leonard in a mUder tone, for he was both softened
by the eyes and awed by the mien, " and I trust you wdl not do it
again."
" Non capisco," (I don't understand), murmured Violante, and tho
dark eyes fUled with tears. At that moment up came Jackeymo:
and Violante, pointing to Leonard, said, with an effort not to betray
her emotion, " II fanciullo e molto grossolano," (he is a very rude
boy).
Jackeymo turned to Leonard -with the look of an enraged tiger.
"How you dare, scum of de earth that you are," cried he,* "how
you dare make cry the signorhia ? " And Ms EngHsh not supplying
famdiar vituperatives sufficiently, he poured out upon Lenny such a
profusion of ItaUan abuse, that the boy tumed red and white, in a
breath, with rage and perplexity.
Violarrte took instant compassion upon the victim she had made,
and, with true fenumne caprice, now began to scold Jackej'mo for
his anger, and, finaUy approaching Leonard, laid her hand on Ms
arm, and said with a kindness at once eliddUke and qiiecMy, and in
the prettiest imaghrable mixture of hnperfect EngHsh aud soft
ItaUan, to which I cannot pretend to do justice, and shaU therefore
translate : " Don't mind hhn. I dare say it was aU my faidt, only
I did not understand you: are not these things weeds ?" _
"No, my darUng signorina," said Jackeymo in ItaHan, lookmg
ruefuUy at the celerv-bed, " they are not weeds, and they seU very
weU at this time of the year. But stdl, if it amuses you to pluck
them up, I should Uke to see who's to prevent it."
Lenny walked away. He had been caUed " the scum of the earth,"
by a foreigrrer too! ' He had again been dl-treated for doing what
he conceived Ms duty. He was again feeUng the distinction between
rich and poor, and he now fancied that that distinction hrvolved
deadly warfare, for he had read from begirmmg to end those two
damnable tracts which the Tinker had presented to hhn. But tn the
riidst of all the angry disturbance of his mind, he felt the soft touch
fif the infant's hand, the sooShing influence of her conciUating -words,
and he was haH ashamed that hehad spoken so rougMy to a chdd.
StiU, not trusting hhnself to speak, he waUced away, and sat down
at a distance. " I don't see," thought he, "why there should be
rich and poor, master and servant." Lenny, be it remembered, had
not heard the Parson's PoHtical Sermon.
Arr hour after, ha\ing composed hiniseU", Lermy returned to hia
* It need scarcely be observed, that Jaclteymo, in his conversations with his
master or Violante, or his conferences with himself, employs his native langnag-e,
which is therefore translated without the blunders that he is driven to commit
when compeUed to t n i s t himself to the tongue of the country in which he is »
•ojoarner.
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w-^rk. X-'.ckeymo wsr no longer in the garden: he had gone to the
I'elds; but Riccabocca was standing by the celery-bed, and holding
(he red sdk umbreUa over "\iolante as she sat on the ground looking
up at her father with those eyes already so fuH of inteUigence, and
'ove, and soul.
^ " Lenny," said Riccabocca, " my yormg lady has been teUing me
tliat she has been very naughty, and Giacomo very unjust to you.
Forgive them both."
Lcnnv's suUeimess melted iu an mstant: the reminiscences of
tracts Nos. 1 and 2,
" Lilte the baseless fabric of a vision,
Lert not a wreck behind."

He raised eyes, swimming with aU his native goodness, towards
the wise man, and dropped them gratefully on tho infant peacemaker. Then be turned away his head and fairly wept. The parson
was right: " 0 ye poor, have charity for the rich ; 0 ye rich, respect
the poor."

CHAPTER VII,
Now from that- day the humble Lenny and the regal Violante
became .sreat friends. AA^ith what pride he taught her to disthrgirish
between celery and weeds—and how proud too was she when she
learned thai she was useful ! There is not a greater pleasure you can
give children, es]iecially female cluldren, than to make then feel they
arc already of v;due in the world, and serviceable as weU as protecied.
\\'ceks and months rolled away, and Lemry stiU read, not only the
))ooks lent him by the Doctor, but those he bought of ilr. Sprott.
As lor the bombs and shells against reUgion which the Tinker carried
in his bag, Leimy was not induced to blow himself up with them.
He had been re,ared from his cradle in simple l<>ve and reverence for
\\\e Divine leather, and tire tender Saviour, whose life beyond all
records of human goodness, whose death beyond all ejdcs ci'mortal
heroism, no being whose inlancy has been taught to supplicate the
ilcrciful and adore tho Holy, yea, even though his later life may be
entangled anudst the thoms of some desolate pjTi-homsm, can ever
hear reviled and sco^-;d without a shock to the conscience and a
revolt to the heart. As the deer recoils by instinct from the tiger, as
the very look of the scorpion deters you from handling it, though you
never saw a scorpion before, so the very first Hue in some ribald profanity f^ri which the Tinker put Ms black finger, made Lenny's blood
run cold. Safe, too, was the peasant boy from any temptation in
works of a gross and Ucentious nature, not only because of the
happy ignorance of his rural hfe, but because of a more endrrring s?fe.
guard—gemus! Gemus, that, manly, robust, healthful as it be, ia
long before it 'lose its instinctive Dorian modesty; shamefaced,
because so susceptible to glory—gemus, that loves mdeed to dreanii
out on the violet bank, not the dimghdl, W^herefor", even i^ tl;:-
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en-or of the senses, it seeks to escape from the sensual into worlds of
fancy, subtle and refined. But apart from 1;he passions, trae gemus
is the most practical of aU hmnan gifts. Like the .;Vpollo whom the
Greek worsnippcd as its type, even Arcady is its exde, not its home.
Soon weary of the dalliance of Tcmpe, it ascends to its mission—the
Archer of the sdver bow, the guide of the car of Hght. SpeaHng
more plainly, gemus is the enthusiasm for seH-improvement; it ceases
or sleeps the moment it desist from seeking some object wMch it
beheves of value, and by that object it insensibly connects its sehimpiovement with the positive a.ivance of the world. At present
Lenny's gemus had no bias that was not to the Positive and Useful.
It took the dhection natural to its sphere, and the wants therein—
•viz., to the arts which we caU mechamcal. He wanted to knowabout steam-engmes and Artesian weUs ; and to know about them it
was necessary to know something of mechamcs and hydrostatics ; so
he bought poprdar elemerrtary works on those mystic sciences, and
set aU the powers of Ms nund at work on experimr-nts.
Noble and generous spirits are ye, who, with smaU care for fame,
and Httle reward from polf, have opened to the inteUects of the poor
the portals of wisdom ! I honour and revere yc ; only do not think
ye have done aU that is needful. Consider, I pray ye, whether so
good a choice from the Tinker's bag would have been made by a boy
whom reUgion had not scared from the Pestdent, and gemas had not
led to the seH-hnpro-ving. And Lenny did not w.hoUy escape from
the mephitic portions of the motley elements from w-Mch -Ms awakening mmd drew its nru-fure. TMnk not it w"as all pure oxygen that
the panting Hp drew in. No; there were stdl those inflammatory
tracts. Political I do not Uke to caU them, for politics means the art
of govermrient, and the tracts I speak of assailed aU govemment
wMch mankind has hitherto recognised. Sad rubbish, perhaps, were
such tracts to yviu, 0 sound thinker, in your easy-cliah! Or to you
practised statesman, at your post on the Treasury Bench—to you,
cahn dignitary of a leamed Church—or to you, my lord judge, who may
often have sent from your bar to the dire Oreus of Norfolk's Isle the
ghosts of men whom that rubbish, faUing simultaneously on the
bumps of acquisitiveness and combativeuess, hath untimely slain!
Sad rubbish to you! But seems it such rubbish to the poor man, to
whom it promises a paradise on the easy terms of upsettmg a world ?
For ye see, those "Appeals to Operatives" represent that same
world-upsetting as the srmplest thing imaginable—a sort of two-andtwo-make-four proposition. The poor have only got to set theh
strong hands to the axle, and heave-a-hoy ! and hurrah for the topsy•turvy! Then, just to put a Httle wholesome rage into the heave-a-hoy!
it is so facde to accompany the eloquence of " Appeals " with a kind
of sth-the-bUe-up statistics—" Abuses of the Aristocracy "—" Jobs
of the Priesthood"—"Expenses of the Army kept up for Peers'
younger sons "—" Wars contracted for the viUanous purpose of raismg the rents of the landowners "—aU arithmeticaUy dished rip, and
seasoned with tales of every gentleman who has committed a misdeed,
every clergyman who has dishonoured Ms cloth; as if such instances
were fair speciraens of average gentlemen and 'i^iniz'ter^ of i"ei.i5r'>s'
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AU this passioiiately advanced (and observe, never answered; for that
literature adrmts no eontroversiaUsts, and the writer has it aU his
own -way), may be rubbish; but it is out of such rubbish that
operatives budd barricades for attack, and legislators prisons foT
defence.
Our poor friend Lenny drew plenty of this stuff from the Tudcer's
bag. He thought it very clever and very eloquent; and he supposed
the statistics were as true as mathematical demostrations.
A famous knowledge-diffuser is looking over my shoulder, and teUs
me, " Increase education, and cheapen good books, and aU this rubbish
wdl disappear!" Sh, I don't beHeve a word of it. If you printed
Ricardo and Adam Smith at a fartMng a volume, I still believe that
they would be as little read by the operatives as they are now-a-days
by a very large proportion of IdgMy-cultivated men. I still beheve
that, whde the press works, attacks on the rich, arrd propositions for
heave-a-hoys, wdl always form a popular portion of the Literatiure of
Labour. There's Lermy Fairfield reading a treatise ou hydrauUcs,
and constructing a model for a fountam into the bargain; but thati
does not prevent Ms acquiescence in any proposition for getting rid
of a National Debt, wMch he certaiidy never agreed to pay, and
which he is told makes sugar .and tea so shamefully dear. No, I teU
you what does a Httle counteract those eloquent incentives to break
nis own head agairrst the strong walls of the Social System—it is,
that he has two eyes in that head, which are not always employed hi
reading. And, having been told in print that masters are tyrants,
parsons hypocrites or drones iu the hive, and landowrrers vamphes
and bloodsuckers, he looks out into the Httle world around Mm, and,
first, he is compeUed to acknowledge that his master is not a tyrant
(perhaps because he is a foreigner and a phUosopher, and, for what I
and Lemry know, a repubUcan). But then Parson Dale, though
High Church to the marrow, is neither hypocrite nor drone. He has
a very good Hvhrg, it is tnre—much better than he ought to have,
according to the " poHtical" opimons of those tracts ! but Lenny is
obhged to corrfess that, if Parson Dale were a penny the poorer, he
would do a permyworth's less good; and, comparing one parish with
another, such as Rood Hall and Hazeldean, he is dimly aware that
there is no greater CIVILISER than a person tolerably well oft'. Then,
too. Squire Hazeldean, though as arrant a Tory as ever stood upon
shoe-leather, is certainly not a vamphe nor bloodsucker. He docs
not feed on the pubHc;_ a great many of the pubUc feed upoir Irhn :
and, therefore, Ms practical experience a Uttle staggers and perplexes
Lenny Fairfield as to the gospel accuracy of Ms theoretical dogmas.
ilasters, parsons, and landowners! having, at the risk of aU popularity, just given a coup de patte to certain sages extremely the fashion
at present, I am not gomg to let you off without an admomtory flea
in -the ear. Don't suppose that any mere scribbMrg and tj^e'work
wdl anffiee to answer the scribbling and tiTJCwork set at work to
demoHsh you—write_ down that rubbish you can't—live it down you
may. If you are rich, Hke Squire Hazeldean, do good w-ith yoar
nioney; d' yon are poor, Hke Signor Riccabocca, do good with your
kindness

VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE.

177

See! there is Lenny now receivmg his week's wages; and though
Lermy knows that he can get higher wages in the very next parish,
Ms blue eyes are sparkUng with gratitude, not at the chink of the
money, but at the poor exde's friendly talk on things apart from all
service; whde Violante is descending the steps from the terrace,
charged by her mother-in-law with a Uttle basket of sago, and suchlike dehcacies, for i l r s . Fahfield, who has been ading the last fev/
days.
Lemiy wdl see the tinker as he goes home, and he -will buy a most
Demosthenean " Appeal"—a tract of tracts, upon the Propriety of
Strikes, and the Avarice of Masters. But, somehow or other, I think
a few words from Signer Riccabocca, that did not cost the Signor a
farthing, aud the sight of his mother's smde at the contents of the
basket, which cost very Httle, wiU serve to neutraUze the effects of
that " Appeal," much more efficaciously than the best article a
Brougham or a Mill could write on the subject.

CHAPTER

VIII.

SPRING had come again; and one beautiful May-day, Leonard
Fairfield sat beside the Uttle formtahr which he had now actuaUy
constroicted in the garden. The butterfUes were hoverhig over the
belt of fiowers wMch he had placed around his fountain, and the
bhds were singing overhead. Leonard Fairfield was restmg from Ms
day's work, to enjoy Ms abstemious dinner, beside the cool play of
the sparklmg waters, and, with the yet keener appetite of knowledge,
he devoured his book as he munched his crusts.
A penny tract is the shoemg-hom of Uterature! it draws on a great
many books, and some too tight to be very useful in walkmg. The
permy tract quotes a celebrated writer—you long to read Mrn; it
props a startUng assertion by a grave authority—^you long to refer to
rt. During the mghts of the past winter, Leonard's inteUigence had
made vast progress! he had taught MmseKmore than the elements
of mechamcs, and put to practice the prhrciples he had acc^uired, not
only hr the hydr-aulieal achievement of the formtain, nor in the stdl
more notable application of science, commenced on the stream in
which JackejTno had fished for minnows, and which Lermy had
diverted to the purpose of irrigating two fields, but in various ingerrious contrivances for the facditation or abridgment of labour,
which had excited great wonder and praise in the neighbourhood.
On the other hand, those rabid little tracts, wMch dealt so summardy
with the desthdes of the human race, even when his growing reason,
and the perusal of works more classical or more logical, had led him
to perceive that they were iUiterate, and to suspect that they jumped
from premises to conclusions with a celerity very different from the
careful ratiocination of mechamcal science, had stid, in the citations
and references wherewith they abounded, lured hinr on to phdosophers more specious and more perdous. Out of the Tinker's ba^;
VOL. r.
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he had drawn a translation of Condorcet's Progresb of Matt, aud
another of Rousseau's Social Contract. AA'or-ks so eloquent had
mduced him to select frorrr the tracts iu the Tinker's ndscellany f nose
wMch abounded most in professions of phdanthropy, and predictions
of some condng Golden Age, to wMch old Satum's was a joketracts so ndld and mother-Uke in their language, that it required a
much more practical experience than Lenny's to perceive that you
would have to pass a river of blood before you had the sUghtest
chance of setting foot on the flowery banks on which they invited
you to repose—trac-fs which rouged poor Cliristiamty on the cheeKS,
clapped a crown of innocent daffodiUres on her head, and set her to
dancing a pas de zephyr in the pastoral baUet in wirich St. Simon
pipes to the flock he shears; or having fhst laid it down as a preliininary axiom that
" Tlie cloud-capt tov,crs, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, tlie great globe itself—
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,"

substituted in place thereof Monsieur Fourier's symmetrical phalanstere, or Mr. Owen's arcMtectural paraUelogram. It was with some
such tract that Lenny was seasoning Ms crusts and Ms radishes,
when Riccabocca, bending Ms long dark face over the studerrt's
shoulder, said abruptly—
"Biavolo, my friend! what on earth have you got there ! Just let
ict me look at it, wdl you?"
Leonard rose respectfuUy, aud coloured deeply as he surrendered
the tract to Riccabocca.
The wise man read the first page attentively, the second more
cursordy, and only ran his eye over the rest. He had gone through
too vast a range of problems poHtical, not to have passed over that
venerable Pons A.iinorum of SociaUsm, on which Fouriers and
St. Simorrs sit straddling, and cry aloud that they have arrived at the
last boundary of knowledge!
" AU this is as old as the hiUs," quoth Riccabocca hreverently;
"but the hUls stand stUl, and this—there it goes!" and the sage
pointed to a cloud emitted from Ms pipe. " Did you ever read Sir
David Brewster on Optical Delusions ? No! WeU, I'U lend it to
you. You wiH find therehi a story of a lady who always saw a black
cat on her hearth-rug. The black cat existed only in her fancy,
but the haUucination was natural and reasonable—eh—what do you
think?"
" "Why, sh," said Leonard, not catching the Itahan's meaning,
don't exactly see that it was natural and reasonable."
"Foolish boy, yes! because black cats are things possible and
knovra. But who ever saw upon earth a community of men such as
<dt on the hearth-rags of Messrs. Owen and Fourier ? If the lady's
haUucination was not reasonable, what is Ms who beUeves in such
visions as these ? "
Leonard bit Ms Up.
" My dear boy," cried Riccabocca kindly, " the only thing sure
smd tangible to which thes° writers would lead you, Hes at the Ihsi
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step, and that is what is commoidy caUed a Revolution. Now,
I know what that is. I have gone, not indeed tM'ough a revolution,
but an attempt at one."
Leonard raised his eyes towards Ms master with a look of profcrmd
respect, and great curiosity.
'Yes," added Riccabocca, and the face on wMch the boy gazed
exchanged its usual gr9tesque and sardomc expression for one
animated, noble, and heroic. " Yes, rrot a revolution for chimeras,
but for that cause which the coldest aUow to be good, and wMch,
when successful, aU time approves as divine—the redemption of our
native sod from the rule of the foreigner! I have shared in such an
attempt. And," continued the ItaHan moumfuUy, "recaUing now
aU the evil passions it arouses, aU the ties it dissolves, aU the blood
that it commands to flow, aU the healthful industry it arrests, all the
madmen that it arms, ad the victims that it dupes, I question
whether one man reaUy honest, pure, and humane, who has once gone
through such an ordeal, would ever hazard it again, unless he was
assured that the victory was certain—ay, and the object for which he
fights not to be wrested from his hands amidst the uproar of the
elements that the battle has released."
The Italian paused, shaded his brow with his hand, and remamed
long sdent. Then, graduaUy resummg Ms orrHnary tone, he continued—
"Revolutions that have no defmite objects made clear by the
positive experience of Mstory; revolutions, in a word, that aim less
at substituting one law or one dynasty for another, than at changing
the whole scheme of society, have been Httle attempted by real
statesmen. Even Lycurgus is proved to be a myth who never existed.
Such orgamc changes are but m the day-dreams of phdosophers who
hved apart from the actual world, and whose opimons (though
generally they were very benevolent, good sort of men, and wro-fe
m an elegant poetical style) one would no more take on a plain
matter of life, than one would look upon Vhgil's Eclogues as a faithful
picture of the ordinary pams and pleasures of the peasants who tend
our sheep. Read them as you would read poets, and they are
deUghtful. But attempt to shape the world according to the poetry,
and fit yourself for a madhouse. The farther off the age is from the
reaUsation of such projects, the more these poor phdosophers have
mdulged them. Thus, it was airddst the, saddest corruption of court
maimers that it became the fashion in Paris to sit for one's picture,
-with a crook in one's hand, as Alexis or Daphne. Just as Hberty was
fast dying out of Greece, and the successors of Alexander were
foundmg theh monarcMes, and Rome was growing up to cmsh in its
non grasp aU states save its own, Plato withdraws iris eyes from the
world, to open them hr his dreamy Atlantis. Just in the grimmest
period of EngUsh Mstory, with the axe hanging over Ms head. Sir
Thomas More gives you his Utopia. Just when the world is to be
the theatre of a new Sesostris, the sages of France teU you that the
age is too enUghtened for war, that man is henceforth to be governed
by gure reason, and Hve hr a paradise. Very pretty reading aU tlds
to a cian Uke me, Lennv, who can admire and smile at it. But to
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you, to the man who has to work for Ms Hving, to the man who
thinks it wordd be so much more pleasant to Hve at Ms ease in a
phalanstere than to work eight or ten hours a-day; to the man of
talent, and action, and industry, whose future is invested in that
tranqudUty and order of a state in which talent, and action, and
industry are a certain capital;—why, Messrs. Coutts, the great
bankers, had better encourage a theory to upset the system of bank
ing! Whatever disturbs society, yea, even by a causeless paidc,
much more by an actual struggle, faUs first upon the market of
labour, and thence affects prejudiciaUy every department of inteUigence. In such tunes the arts are an-ested; Uterature is neglected •
people are too busy to read anything save appeals to theh passions.
And_ capital, shaken in its sense of security, no longer ventures
boldly through the land, caUhig forth all the energies of tod and
enterprise, and extenduig to every workman his reward. Now,
Lenny, take this piece of advice. You are young, clever, and
aspiring: men rarely succeed in changmg the world; but a man
seldom fads of success if he lets the world alone, and resolves to
make the best of it. You are in the midst of the great crisis of your
Hfe; it is the struggle between the new deshes knowledge excites,
and that sense of poverty, which those deshes convert either into
hope and emulation, or irrto envy and despah. I grant that it is an
up-hdl work that Hes before you; but don't you think it is always
easier to cUmb a inormtahr than it is to level it ? These books caU on
you to level the mountain; and that mountain is the property of
other people, subdivided amongst a great many proprietors, and
protected by law. At the first stroke of the pickaxe, it is ten to or^e
but what you are taken up for a trespass. But the p.ath up the
mountain is a right of way uncontested. You may be safe at the
srrmmit, before (even d' the owrrers are fools enough to let you) you
could have levelled a yard. Cospetto!" quoth the doctor, "it is
more than two thousand years ago smce poor Plato began to level it,
and the mountain is as high as ever!"
Thus saving, Riccabocca came to the end of Ms pipe, and staUdng
thoughtfully awaj', he left Leonard i'airfield trying to extract Hght
from the smoke.

CHAPTER IX.
SHORTLY after this discourse of Riccabocca's, an incident occurrea
to Leonard that served to carry Ms mind into new dhections. One
evemng, when his mother was out, he was at work on a new mechanical contrivance, and had the misfortune to break one of the instruments which he employed. Now, it wdl be remembered that Ms
father had been the Squire's head carpenter: the widow had carefuUy
hoarded the tools of his craft, wMch had belonged to her poor Mark;
and though she occasionally lerrt thenr to Leonard, she woidd not give
them up to his service. Amongst these, Leonard knew that he shordd
find the one fliat he wanted: and behig much interested in Ms con-
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frivance, he could not wait tdl Ms mother's retm-n. The tools, witii
other httle rehcs of the lost, were kept in a large trank in ilrs. Fahfield's sleeping-room; the trunk was not locked, and Leonard went to
it without ceremony or scruple. In rummaging for the instrument,
Ids eye feU upon a bundle of i l S S . ; and he suddenly recoUected that,
when he was a mere chdd, and before he much knew the difference
between verse and prose, Ms mother had jDohited to these ilSS., and
said, " One day or other, when you carr read mcely, I'U let you look at
these, Lermy. i l y poor Mark wrote such verses—ah, he icas a schollard!" ^ Leonard, reasonably enough, thought that the time had
now arrived when he was worthy the pri-vilege of reading the paternal
effusions, and he took forth the i l S S . with a keen but melancholy
interest. He recogmsed his father's handwriting, which he had often
seeri before hi account-books and memoranda, and read eagerly some
trifling poems, which did not show much gemus, rror much mastery of
language and rhythm—such poems, in short, as a self-educated man,
vith poetic taste and feeling, rather than poetic iuspiration or artistic
culture, might compose "with credit, but rrot for fame. But sudderdy,
as he turned over these " Occasional Pieces," Leonard came to others
in a dift'ereirt handwritirrg—a woman's handwriting,—small, and fine,
and exqmsitely fonned. He had scarcely read sis lines of these last,
before his attention was irresistibly chained. They were of a differerrt;
order of merit from poor ilark's ; they bore the unmisttikeable stamp
of gerdrrs. Like the poetry of women in general, they were devoted
to personal feeling; they w-ere not the mirror of a worid, but reflections of a soUtary heart. Yet this is the kind of poetry most pleashrg
10 the young. And the verses irr question had arrother attraction for
Leonard; they seemed to express some struggle akin to his o-wn,^
some complahit against the actual corrdition of the writer's life,—•
some sweet, melodious murmurs at fortmre. For the rest, they were
characterised by a veiir of serrtiment so elevated, that if wr-itten by a
man it wordd have run into exaggeration; written by a woman, the
romance was carried off by so rrrany gerndrre revelations of sincere,
deep, pathetic feeling, that it was always natural, though true to a
nature for whiclr you would not augur happiness.
Leonard was stdl absorbed in the perusal of these poems, when
ilrs. Fahfield entered the room.
" What have you been about, Ijenny ?—searching in my box ? "
" I came to look for my father's bag of tools, mother, and I formd
these papers, which you said I might read some day."
" I doesn't wonder you did not hear me when I came in," said the
w-idow, sighing. " I used to sit stiU for the hour together, when iny
poor ilark read his poems to me. There was such a pretty one about
the ' Peasant's Fheside,' Lemry; have you pot hold of that ? "
" Yes, dear mother; and I remarked the allusion to you; it brought
tears to my eyes. But these verses are not my father's,—whose are
they ? They seem iu a woman's handwTiting."
ilrs. Fairfield looked,—changed colour,—grew faint,—and seated
lierseU'.
" Poor, poor N o r a ! " said she, falteringly. " 1 did not know as they
A'ere there; Mark kep 'em; they got among his
"

1%-

M r ncjVEL; o n ,

LEONARD.—AVho was Nora ?

ilES. FAIRFIELD.—AVho ?—cMld—who ? Nora was—was a;y own
—own sister.
LEONARD (in great amaze, contrasting his ideal of the writer of
these musical Hues, in that graceful hand, with his homely, uneducated
mother, who could neither read nor write).—Your sister!—is it possible ? My aunt, then. How comes it you never spoke of her before ?
Oh ! you shordd be so proud of her, mother.
i l n s . FAIRFIELD (clasping her hands).—AVe were proud of her, all
of us—father, mother—all! She was so beautiful aud so good, and
rrot proud she ! though she looked Hke the first lady in the land. Oh !
Nora, Nora!
LEONARD (after a pause).—But she must have been Mglrly
educated?
ilRS. FAIRFIELD.—'Deed she was !
LEONARD.—How was that ?

MRS. FAIRFIELD (rocking herself to and fro in her chah).—Oh!
my Lady was her gothnother—Lady Lansmere. I mean,—and took a
fancy to her when she was that high ! and had her to stay at the Park,
and wait on her Ladyship; and then she put her to school, and Nora
was so clever, that nothmg would do but she must go to London as a
governess. But don't talk of it, boy!—don't talk of it!
LEONARD.—Wl\y not, mother ? What has become of her ?—where
is she ?
ilRS. FAIRFIELD (bursting into a paroxysm of tears).— in her grave
—in her cold grave ! Dead, dead!
Leonard was inexpressibly grieved and shocked. I t is the attribute
of the poet to seem always Hving,—always a friend. Leonard felt as
if some one very dear had been suddenly torn from his heart. He
tried to console his mother; but her emotion was contagious, and he
wept with her.
" And how long has she been dead ? " he asked, at last, in mournful
accents.
" Many's the long year—many; but," added Mrs. Fairfield, rising,
and putting her tremulous hand on Leonard's shoulder, " you'U just
never talk to me about her,—I can't bear it,—it breaks my heart; 1
can bear better to talk of ilark. Come down stairs—come."
" ilay 1 not keep these verses, mother? Do let me."
"WeU, well, those bits o' paper be aU she left behind her. les,
keep them, brrt put back ilark's. Are they all here ?—sure ? " And
the widow, though she could not read her husband's verses, looked
jealously at the i l S S . written in his irregular large scrawl, and,
smootldng them carefidly, replaced them m the trunk, and resettled
over them some sprigs of lavender, which Leonard had unwittingly
disturbed.
" But," said Leonard, as Ms eye again rested on the beautiful
handwriting of Ms lost armt—"but yon caU her Nora—I see she
signs herself L."
" Leonora was her name. I said she was my lady's godchdd. We
caUed her Nora for short
"
" Leonora—and I am Leonard—is th.at how I came by tlie name?"
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•' Yes, yes—do hold your tongue, boy," sobbed poor Mrs. Fahfield;
aad she could not be soothed u'lr coaxed hito confinrdng or ren-?'ving
a subject wMch was evidently associated with insupportable pahi.

CHAPTER X.
IT is difficult to exaggerate the efl'ect that this discovery producec
on Leonard's trahi of thought. Some one belonging to Ms owi.
humble race had, then, preceded Mm in Ms strugglmg lliglit towards
the loftier regions of InteUigence and Desire. It was Uke ihe mariner
amidst miknown seas, who finds carved upon some desert isle a
familiar household name. And tlus creature of gemus and of sorrow
—whose existence he had ordy learned by her song, and whose death
created, m the simple heart of her sister, so passionate a grief, after
the lapse of so many years—supplied to the romance awaking in Ms
young heart the ideal which it miconsciously sought. He was pleased
to hear that she had been beautiful and good. He paused from Ms
books to muse on her, and pictrrre her image to his fancy. That
there was some mystery in her fate was evident to Mm; and whde
that conviction deepened Ms interest, the mystery itself, by degrees,
took a charm wdiich he was not anxicas to dispel. He resigned himself to ilrs. Fairfield's obstinate sdence. He was contented to rank
the dead amongst those holy and ineffable images which we do not
seek to unved. Youth and Fancy have many secret hoards of idea
wMch they do not desire to impart, even to those most in their confidence. I doubt the depth of feeling in any man who has rrot cer-fain
recesses in his soul into which none may enter.
Hitherto, as I have said, the talerrts of Leonard Fahfield had been
more tumed to things positive than to the ideal; to science and investigation of fact than to poetry, and that airier trath in wMch
poetry has its element. He had read orrr greater poets, indeed, but
without thought of imitating; and rather from the general curiosity
to inspect aU celebrated monuments of the human mmd, than from
that especial predilection for verse wMch is too common in chddhood
and youth to be any sure sign of a poet. But now these melodies,
unknown to aU the world beside, rarrg in Ms ear, mingled with Msthoughts—set, as it were, his whole Ufe to music. He read poetry
with a different sentiment—it seemed to Mm that he had discovered.
its secret. And so reading, the passion seized him, and " the numbers
came."
To many minds, at the commcnr ement of our grave and earnest
pdgrimage, I am Vandal enough (o think that the indulgence of
poetic taste and reverie does great nd lasting harm; that it serves to
enervate the character, give false iaeas of Hfe, unpart the semblance
of drudgery to the noble tods and duties of the active man. Ail
ooetry wordd not do this—not, for instance, the Classic? i, in its
diviner masters—not the poetry of Homer, of Vhgd, of Sophocles—
>"wt, pci'biips, even that of the mdolent Horace. But the poetry
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which youth nsuaUy loves and appreciates the best—the poetry of
mere sentiment—does so in mhrds already over-predisposed to fhc
sentimental, and which require bracing to grow into healthful
mardrood.
On the other hand, even tMs latter kmd of poetrv', which is peeuHarly modem, does suit many minds of another mould—minds which
our modem life, with its hard jrositive forms, tends to produce. And
as in certain chmates plants and herbs, peeuHarly adapted as antidotes
to those diseases most prevalent iu the atrrrosphere, are profusely
sown, as it were, by the bemgnaut providence of nature—so it may
be that the softer and more romarrtic species of poetry, which comes
forth m harsh, money-making, unromantic times, is intended as
curatives and counter-poisons. The worid is so much with us, now-a-days, that wc need have something that prates to us, .albeit even in
too fine an euphuism, of the moon and stars.
Certes, to Leorrard Fairfield, at that period of his inteUectual Hfe,
the softness of our Helicon descended as hcalhrg dews. In his
turbulerrt and unsettled ambition, in Ms vague grapple with tlie giant
forms of poHtical truths, in his bias towards the application of science
to immediate practical purposes, this lovely vision of the iluse came
in the white robe of the Peacemaker; and with upraised hand, pointing
to serene skies, she operred to him fair gliurpses of the Beautifrrl,
which is given to Peasant as to Prince—showed to hinr that on the
sm-facc of earth there is something nobler th;in fortune—that he who
can view the worid as a poet is always at soul a king; w-liile to practical purpose itseU", that larger and more profound invention, w-Mch
poetry stmrulates, suppHed the grarrd design and the subtle view—
leading hiui beyond the mere ingenuity of the mechanic, aud habituating him to regard the inert force of the matter at his command
with the ambition of the Discoverer. But, above all, the discontent
that was within him furding a vent, not in deliberate war upon this
actual world, but through the purifyhnr channels of song—m the vent
itself it evaporated, it w^as lost. By accustoming ourselves to survey
all thirrgs with the spirit th<at retains and reproduces thenr orrlyin
their lovelier or grander aspects, a -iast philosophy of toleration for
what wc before gazed on with scorrr or hate insi-nsibly grow-s upon us.
Leonard looked into his heart after the Enchantress had breathed
upon it; and through the mists of the fleeting arrd tender melancholy
which betrayed where she had been, he beheld a new smr of delight
and joy dawning over the landscape of hrrman life.
Thus, though she was dead and gone from Ms actual knowledge,
tMs mysterious kinswoman—" a voice, and nothing more"—had
spoken to him, soothed, elevated, cheered, attuned eaca discord iido
harmony; .and, if now permitted from some serener sphere to behold
the Hfe that her soul thus strangt !y influenced, verdy with yet holier
joy, the saving and lovely spirit might have ghded onward hr the
Eternal Progress.
"We cad the large majority of human Hves obscure. Presumptuous
that we are! How know we what lives a single thought rctahied
from the dust of nameless graves may have lighted to renown ?
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CHAPTER XI.
JI was aoout a year after Leonard's discovery of the fanruy i l S S .
that Parson Dale borrowed the quietest pad mare in the Squire's
stables, and set out on an equestrian excursion. He said that he was
bound on business cormccted with his old parishioners of Lansmere;
for, as it has been incidentaUy impHcd in a previous chapter, he had
been cormccted with that borough to-wn (and, 1 may here add, in tiie
capacity of curate) before he had beeu inducted into the Hvhrg of
Hazeldean.
It was so rarely that the Parson stin'ed from home, that tMs
journey to a town more than twenty miles off was regarded as a most
daring adverrture, both at the Hall and at the Parsonage, i l r s . Dale
could not sleep the whole previous mght with thiukhig of it; and
though she had naturally one of her worst nervous headaches on the
eventful morn, she yet sufl'ered no harrds less thoughtful than her own
to pack up the saddlebags which the Parson had borrowed along with
the pad. Nay, so distrustfrd was she of the jjossibility of the good
maris exerting the slightest common sense in her absence, that she
kept him close at her side while she was engaged in that same operation of packing up—showing him the exac-f spot in which the clean
shirt was put, and how nicely the old sHppcrs w-crc packed rrp in one
of his own sermons. She implored hinr not to mistake the sandwiches
for his shaving-soap, and made him observe how carefuUy she had
provided against such confusiorr, by placing them as far apart from
each other as the nature of saddle-bags wdl admit. The poor Parson
—who was reaUy by no means an absent man, but as little likely to
shave himself with sandwiches and Irmclr rrporr soap as the most
common-place mortal may be—listened^ with corrjugal patrcnce, and
thought that man never had such a wde before; nor was it without
tears in Ms own eyes that he tore himself from the farewcU embrace
of his weeping Carry.
1 confess, however, that it was with some apprehension that he see
Ms foot_ in the stin-up, and trusted his person to the mercies of an
unfamdiar animal. For, whatever might be i l r . Dale's minor accomphshments as man and parson, horsemanship was not Ms/or^e;
indeed, I doubt if he had taken the reins hi his hand more than
t-wice since he had been married.
The Squhe's surly old groom. Mat, was in attendance w-ith the
pad ; and, to the Parson's gentle inqrury whether i l a t was qrute sm-e
that the pad was quite safe, replied laconicaUy, " Oi, oi, give her her
head."
"Give her her head!" repeated i l r . Dale, rather amazed, for he
had not the sUghtest intention of taking away that part of the beast's
frame so essential to its vital economy—" Give her her head!" _
" Oi, oi; and don't jerk her up Hke that, or she'd faU a doincing
on her hind-legs."
The Parson instantly slackened the reins; and i l r s . Dale—who
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bad tarried behind to control her tears—now running to the door for
" more last words," he waved his hand with courageous amenity, and
ambled forth into the lane.
Our equestrian was absorbed at first hi studying the idiosyncrasies
of the pad-mare, and trying thereby to arrive at some notion of her
general character: guesshtg, for instance^ why she raised one ear and
laid down the other; why she kept bearmg so close to the left that
she brushed his leg against the hedge ; and why, when she arrived at
a Httle side-gate in the fields, which led towards the home-farm, she
came to a full stop, and fed to rubbhrg her nose against the rail—an
occupation from which the Parson, finding aU civd reinonstrances
in vain, at length diverted her by a timorous appHcation of the
wMp.
This crisis on the road fahly passed, the pad seemed to comprehend
that she had a journey before her, .and givmg a petulant wMsk of her
tail, quickened her amble into a short trot, which soon brought the
Parson into the Mgh-i-oad, and nearly opposite the Casino.
Here, sitting on the gate which led to his abode, and shaded by Ms
umbreUa, he beheld Dr. Riccabocca.
The Italian Hfted his eyes from the book he was reading, and
stared hard at the Parson; and he—not venturing to withdraw his
whole attention from the pad (who, indeed, set up both her cars at
the apparition of Riccabocca, and evinced svinptoms of that surprise
and superstitious repugnance at unknown objects, which goes by the
name of " shymg")—looked askance at Riccabocca.
" Don't stir, please," sa'd the Parson, "or 1 fear you'U alarm this
ei-eaturc; it seems a nervous, (imid thing;—soho—gently—gently."
And he feU to patthrg the mare with great unction.
The pad, thus errcourai':ed, overcame her first natural astonishment
v.* the sight of Riccabocca and the red umbreUa; and havhig before
1K;CU at the Casino ou sundry occasions, and sagaciously preferring
pilaces withm the range of her experience to bournes neither cognate
nor coiijccturable, she moved gravely up towards the gate on wMeh
the ItaUan sat; and, after eyciinr him a moment—as much as to
sav, " 1 wish you would get ofl',"—came to a dead lock.
"Well," said Riccabocca, "since your horse seems more disposed
to be polite to me than yom-self, i l r . Dale, I take the opportumty of
your present involrmtary pause to congratulate you on your elevation
in life, and to breathe a friendly prayer that pride may not have a
faU!"
" Tut," said the Parson, affecting an easy ah, though stiU contemplathrg the pad, who appeared to have faUen mto a quiet doze, " it is
trae that I have not ridden much of late years, and the Squire's
horses are very high-fed and sphited; but there is no more harm in
them than therr master when one once knows theh ways."
" Chi va piano, va sano,
E chi va sano va lontano."

said Riccabocca, pomthig to the saddle-bags. "You go slowly,
therefore safely; and he who goes safely may [--o far. You seem prepared for a journey'"
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" l a m , " said the P.arson; "and on a matter that concerns you a
little."
" M e ! " exclaimed Riccabocca—"concerns me!"
"Yes, so far as the chance of depriving you of a servant whom you
like and esteem affects yon."
"Oh," said Riccabocca, " I rmderstand: you have Muted to me
very often that I, or knowledge, or both together, have unfittec
Leonard Fahfield for service."
" I did not say that exactly; I said that you have fitted Mm for souiethmg Mgher than service. But do not "repeat tMs to Mm. And 1
cannot yet say more to you, for I am very doubtfrd as to the success
of my mission; and it wdl uot do to imsettle poor Leonard -ontil -,\ o
are sure that we can hnprove Ms condition."
" Of that you can never be sure," quoth the wise man, shaking hi.i
head; " and I can't say that I am unselfish enough not to bear you a
gradge for seeking to decoy away from me an invaluable servant—
faithful, steady, mteUigent, and" added Riccabocca, wanrring as he
approached the cUmacteric adjective " exceedhrgly cheap ! nevertheless—go, and Heaven speed you. I am not an Alexander, to stand
between man and the sun."
" You are a noble, great-hearted creature, Signor Riccabocca, in
spite of your cold-blooded proverbs and viUanous books." The
Parson, as he said tMs, brought down the wMp-hand with so mdiscreet an enthusiasm on the pad's shordder, that the poor beast,
startled out of her innocent dczc, made a bolt forward, wddch nearly
precipitated Riccabocca from his seat on the sine, aii„ +hen turning
round—as the Parson tugged desperately at the rein—caugni mt ':it
between her teeth, and set off at a canter. The Parson lost both Ms
stirrups; and when he regained them (as the pad slackened her pace),
and had time to breathe and look about Mm, Riccabocca and the
Casmo were both out of sight.
" Certahdy," quoth Parson Dale, as be resettled Mmself -with great
complacency, and a conscious triumph that he was stdl on the pad's
back—" Certainly it is true ' that the noblest conquest ever made by
man was that of the horse:' a fine creature it is—a very fine creature
—and uncommonly dhficult to sit on, especially without stirraps."
Fimdy in his stumps the Parson planted Ms feet; and the heart
within hhn was very proud.

CHAPTER

XU.

THE borough town of Lansmere was situated in the county adjoin
tng that wMcn contained the viUage of Hazeldean. Late at nuon the
Parson crossed the httle stream wMclr divided the two shhes, arid
came to an inn, which was placed at an angle where the great main
road branched off into two directions—the one leadmg tovyards Lansmere, the other gomg more cHrect to London. At this inn the pad
stopped, and put down both ears with the air of a pad who has niadf
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up her mind to bait. And the Parson himself, feeling very warm and
somewhat sore, said to the pad benignly, " It is just—thou shalt have
corn and water!"
Dismounting, therefore, and finding himself very stiff, as soon as he
re'dched terra firma, the Parson consigned the pad to the ostler, and
walked into the sanded parlour of the inn, to repose himself on a very
hard Windsor chair.
He had been alone rather more than half an hour, reading a county
newspaper which smelt much of tobacco, and trying to keep off the
flies that gathered round him in swarms, as if they had never before
seen a Parson, and were arrxious to ascertain how the flesh of Mm
tasted,-;-when a stage-coach stopped at the inn. A traveller got out
with his carpet-bag in his hand, and was shown into the sanded
parlour.
The Parson rose politely, and made a bow.
The traveller touched his hat, without taking it off—looked at Mr.
Dale from top to toe—then walked to the window, and whistled a
lively impatient tune, then strode towards thefire-placeand rang the
bell; then stared again at the Parson; and that gentleman having
courteously laid down the newspaper, the traveller seized it, threw
himself into a chair, fiung one of his legs over the table, tossed the
other up on the mantelpiece, and began reading the paper, whde he
tilted the chair on its hind legs with so daring a disregard to the
ordinary position of chairs and their occupants, that the shuddering
Parson expected every moment to see him come down on the back of
his skull.
Moved, therefore, to compassion, ilr. Dale said mildly—
"Those chairs are very treacherous, sir. I'm afraid you'U be
down."
" E h ! " said the traveller, looking up much astonished—"Eh!
down ?—oh, you're satirical, sir."
"Satirical, sir ? upon my word, no !" exclaimed the Parson earnestly.
" 1 think every freeborn man has a right to sit as he pleases in his
own house," resumed the traveller with warirrth ; "and an inn is his
own house, I guess, so long as he pays his score. Betty, my dear."
For the chambermaid had rrow replied to the beU.
" I han't Betty, sir, do you want she ? "
" No, Sally—cold brandy-and-water—and a biscuit."
" I han't Sally, either," uttered the chambermaid; but the
traveller, turning round, showed so smart a neckcloth and so comely
a face, that she smiled, coloured, and went her way.
The traveUer now rose, and flung down the paper. He took out a
penknife, and began paring his nails. Suddenly desisting from this
elegant occupation, his eye caught sight of the parson's shovel-hat,
which lay on a chair in the corner.
" "You're a clergyman, I reckon, sir," said the traveller, with a
sUght sneer.
Again Mr. Dale bowed—bowed m part deprecatmgly—in part with
dignity. It was a bow that said, " No offence, sir, but lama.clergyman, and I'm not ashamed of it."
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" Going far ?" asked the trav,°l!ci
PARSON.—Not very.

TRAVELLER.—In a chaise or fly ? K so, and we are gohig the same
way—halves.
P.vRSON.—Halves ?
TRAVELLER.—Yes, I'U pay half the damage—pikes inclusive.
PARSON.—You are very good, Sh. But [spoken with pride] I am
on horseback.
TRAVELLER.—On horseback! AVeU, I should not have guessed
that! You don't look Uke it. AAliere did you say you were going ?
" I did not say wluu'e I was gomg, sir," said the Parson drily, for
he -was much offended at that vague and ungrammatical remark
appUcable to his horsemanship, that " he did not look Uke it."
" Close!" said the traveUer laughing; " an old traveUer, I reckon."
The Parson made no reply, but he took up Ms shovel-hat, and, with
a bow more majestic than the previous one, walked out to see H his
pad had finished her corn.
The ammal had indeed finished aU the com afforded to her, wMch
was not much, and in a few minutes more i l r . Dale resumed Ms
journey. He had performed about three mdes, when the sound of
wheels behind him made him turn his head, and he perceived a chaise
driven very fast, while out of the windows thereof dangled strangely
a pah of hmnarr legs. The pad began to curvet as the post-horses
rattled behind, and the Parson had only an indistinct vision of a human
face supplanting those human legs. The traveUer peered out at him
as he vvhiried by—saw Mr. Dale tossed up and down on the saddle,
and cried out, "How's the leather?"
" Leather!" soldoquised the Parson, as the pad recomposed herself.
" AVhat does he mean by that ? Leather! a very vulgar man. But 1
got rid of Mm cleverly."
i l r . Dale arrived without farther adventure at Lansmere. He put
up at the principal hm—refreshed himself by a general ablution—and
sat down with good appetite to Ms beefsteak and pint of port.
The Parson was a better judge of the physiognomy of man than
that of the horse; and after a satisfactory glance at the civd smhking
landlord, who removed the cover and set on the wine, he ventured on
an attempt at conversation. " Is my lord at the Park ?"
LANDLORD (stiU more civdly than before).—No, sir: his lordship
and my lady have gone to town to meet Lord L'Estrange.''
" Lord L'Estrange! He is in England, then ?"
" Why, so I heard," replied the landlord; " but we never see him
here now. I remember him a very pretty young man. Every one
was fond of him and proud of him. But what pranks he did play
when he was a lad! Ave hoped he would come in for our boro' some
of these days, but he has taken to foren parts—more's the pity. I
am a reg'lar Blue, sir, as I ought to be. The Blue candidate always
does rrre the honour to come to the Lansmere Arms. 'Tis ordy the
low party puts up with the Boar," added the landlord -with a look of
ineffable drsgust. " I hone you Hke the wine, s h ? "
" Very good, and seems old."
" Bottled these eighteen years, sir. I KcA. m the cask for the greal
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election of Dashmore and Egerton. I have Httle left of it, and I
never give it but to old friends Hke—for, I thhdc, sh, though you be
grown stout, and look more grand, I may say that I've had the pleasure of seeing you before."
" That's true, I dare say, though I fear I was never a very good
customer."
" Ah, it is ilr. Dale, then! I thought so when you came into the
haU. I hope your lady is quite weU, and the Squhe, too; fine pleasant-spoken gentleman; no fault of his if Mr. Egerton went -wrong.
"^'^eU, we have never seen Mm—I mean Mr. Egerton—since that
time. I don't wonder he stays away; but my lord's son, who was
brought up here, it an't nat'ral Hke that he should tum Ms back
on ns!"
Mr. Dale made no reply, and the landlord was about to rethe, when
the Parson, pouring out arrother glass of port, said—"There must be
ereat changes in the parish. Is Mr. Morgan, the medical man, stdl
here?"
" No, indeed; he took out his ploma after yon left, and became a
real doctor; and a pretty practice he had too, when he took, aU of a
sudden, to some new-fangled way of physicking;—I tMnk they caUs
it homy—something."
"Homoeopathy?"
" That's it—something against aU reason: and sohe lost his practice
here and went up to Lunnun. I've not heard of hhn since."
" Do the Avenels stdl reside in their old house ?"
" Oh yes!—and are pretty weU off, I hear say. John is always
poorly;_ though he stiU goes now and then to the Odd FeUows, and
takes his glass; but his wife comes and fetches Mm away before he
can do Mmself any harm."
" ilrs. Avenel is the same as ever ?"
" She holds her head Mgher, I tMnk," said the landlord, smiling.
" She was always—not exactly proud Hke, but what I caUs gmnptious."
" I never heard that word before," said the Parson, laying down his
krrife and fork. " Bumptious, mdeed, though I beheve it is not in
the dictionary, has crept into famUiar parlance, especiaUy amongst
young folks at school and coUege."
" Bumptious is bumptious, and gumptious is gumptious," said the
landlord, deUghted to puzzle a parson. " Now, the town beadle is
bumptious, and Mrs. Avenel is gumptious."
" She is a very respectable woman," said Mr. Dale, somewhat
rebukin-gly.
" In »ourse, sir; aU gumptious folks are; they value themselves on
theh respecfabiUty, and looks down on theh neighbours."
PARSON (stdl phUologicaUy occupied).—Gumptious—gumptious
I think I remember the sirbstautivc at school—not that my master
taught it to me. " Gumption,"—it means cleverness.
LANDLORD (doggedly).—There's gumption and gmnptious! Gumption is knowing; hut when I say that sum un is gumptious, I mean—
though that's more -vulgar Hke—sum urr who does not think smpli
ttwr f€ .HiwfJf You take me, sh?"
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" I think I do," said the Parson, haU-smdmg " I believe the
.Avenels have only two of theh cMldren aUve stiU—theh daughter,
who mairied Mark Fairfield, and a son who went to America?"
" Ah, brrt he made Ms fortune there, and has come back."
" Indeed! I'm very glad to hear it. He has settled at Lansmere?"
"No, sh. I hear as he's bought a property a long way off. Bui
he comes to see Ms parents pretty often—so John tells me—^but ]
can't say that I evei see Mm. I fancy Dick doesn't Hke to be seen by
folks who remember him plajing in the kennel."
" Not unnatural," said the Parson, mdulgently; " but he visits his
parents; he is a good son at aU events, then ?"
'• I'ye nothing to say agaiust Mm. Dick was a wdd chap before he
took Mmself off. I never thought be would make his fortune ; but the
Avenels are a clever set. Do you remember poor Nora—the Rose of
Lansmere, as they caUed her ? Ah, no, I think she went up to
Lurmun afore your time, sh."
" Humph !" said the Parson drdy. " AYell, I think you may take
away now. It wdl be dark soon, and I'U just stroU out and look
about me."
" There's a luce tart coming, sh."
"Thaidc you, I've dmed."
The Parson put on Ms hat and saUied forth into the streets. He
eyed the houses on either hand with that melancholy and wistful
interest with which, in middle Hfe, men revisit scenes famiUar to them
iu youth—surprised to find either so Httle change or so much, _ and
recalling, by fits and snatches, old associations and past emotions.
The long High Street which he threaded now began to change its
bnstUng character, and sUde, as it were graduaUy, into the Mgh-road
of a suburb. On the left, the houses gave way to the moss-grown
pales of Lansmere Park : to the right, though houses stdl remained,
they were separated from each other by gardens, and took the
pleasing appearance of vUlas — such viUas as rethed tradesmen or
theh widows, old maids, and half-pay officers, select for the evening of
theh days.
Mr. Dale looked at these vdlas with the deliberate attention of a
man awakening Ms power of memory, and at last stopped before one,
almost the last on the road, and wMch faced the broad patch of
sward that lay before the lodge of Lansmere Park. An old poUard
oak stood near it, and from the oak there came a low discordant
sound; it was the hungry cry of young ravens, awaiting the belated
return of the parent bhd. Mr. Dale put his hand to his brow,
paused a moment, and then, with a hurried step, passed through the
uttle garden, and knocked at the door. A Hght was bm-ning in the
parlour, and Mr. Dale's eye caught through the window a, vague
outUne of three forms. There was an evident bustle within at the
sourrd of the knock. One of the forms rose and disappeared. A very
prim, neat, middle-aged maid-servant now appeared at the threshold,
and austerely inquhed the visitor's business.
" 1 want to see Mr. or ilrs. Avenel. Say that I have come many
miles to see them; and take in tMs card."
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The maid-servant took the card, and half closed the door. At least
three minutes elapsed before she reappeared.
" Missis says it's late, sir; but walk in "
The Parson accepted the not very gracious invitat.on, stepped
across the little haU, and entered the Httle parlour.
Old John Avenel, a mdd-looking man, who seemed sUghtly paralytic,
rose slowly from his arm-chair, i l r s . Avenel, in an awfuUy stiff, clean,
Calvhdstical cap, and a grey dress, every fold of which bespoke
respectabdity and staid repute—stood erect on the floor, and fixing
on the Parson a cold and cautious eye, said—
" You do the like of us great honour, Mr. Dale—take a chah! You
cad upon business ?"
" Of wMcli I apprised i l r . Avenel, by letter.'-"
" i l y husband is very poorly."
" A poor creature !" said John, feebly, and as if in compassion of
himseif " 1 can't get about as I use'd to do. But it ben't near
election time, be it, sir ?"
" N o , John," said i l r s . Avenel, placuig her husband's arm
within ter own. " You must He down a bit, whde I talk to the
gentleman."
" P i n a real good Bhie," said poor John; " b u t I am't quite the
man I w a s ; " aud leanmg heavily ou his whe, he left the room, turning
round at the threshold, and saymg, with great urbamty—" Anythmg
to obUge, s h ! "
Mr. Dale was much touched. He had remembered John Avenel
the comcliest, the most active, and the most cheerful man m Lansmere ; great at glee-club and cricket (though then somewhat stricken
hi \ ears), greater in vestries; reputed greatest in elections.
" Last scene of all," mumiured the Parson; " and oh weU, turnmg
from the poet, may wo cry with the disbehevhrg pMlosopher, 'Poor,
poor huniaidty ! ' " *
,
, • .
In a few mmutes ilrs. Avenel returned. She took a chaur at some
distance from the Parson's, and, restmg one hand on the elbow of the
chair, whde with the other she stiffly smoothed the strff gown, she
said—
" Now, sir."
,
,.
. . ^
,
...
That " Now, sir," had m its sound somethmg simster and warnke.
This the shrewd Parson recogiused with his usual tact. He edged his
chair nearer to Mrs. Avenel, and placmg his hand on hers—
" Yes, now then, and as friend to friend."
* Mr. Dale probably here alludes to Lord Bolingbroke's ejaculation as he
stood by the dj-ing Pope; but his imemorir Iocs not serve him vr'-th the exarl
word*.
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CHAPTER XIII.
ME. DALE, had been more than a quarter of an hour conversi?:^
with Mrs. Avenel, and had seemingly made little progress in tht;
object of Ms diplomatic mission, for now, slowly drawing on hi.r
gloves, he said—
" I grieve to think, Mrs. Avenel, that you should have so hardened
yoiur heart—yes—you must pardon me—it is my vocation to speak
stem truths. You cannot say that I have not kept faith with you,
but I must now invite you -to remerrrber that I speciaUy reserved
to myself the right of exercising a discretion to act as I judged
best, for the chdd's interests, on any future occasion; and it vvas
upon tMs understanding that you gave me the pronnse, which
you would now evade, of providing for hhn when he came into
manhood."
" I say I wiU provide for hhn. I say that you may 'prentice Mm
m any distant town, aud by-and-by we wUl stock a shop for him.
AVha^t would you have more, sir, from folks Hke ris, vvho have kept
shop om-selves ? It ain't reasonable what you ask, sh."
"My dear friend," said the Parson, "what I ask of you at present
is but to see him—to receive him kindly—to listen to his conversation
—to judge for yourselves. AVe can have but a common object—that
your grandson should succeed m Hfe, and. do you credit. Now, 1
doubt very much whether we can effect this by making him a small
shopkeeper."
"And has Jane Fahfield, who manied a common carpenter,
brought hhn up to despise small shopkeepers?" exclomied ilrs.
Avenel, angrily.
" Heaven forbid! Some of the fhst men in England have been the
sons of smaU shopkeepers. But is it a crime hi them, or in theh
parents, if their talents have Hfted them into such rank or renown
as the haughtiest duke might envy ? England were not England if a
man must rest where his father began."
" Good!" said, or rather grunted, an approving voice, but neither
ilrs. Avenel nor the Parson heard it.
" Ail very fine," said ilrs. Avenel, blmitly. " But to send a boy
hke that to the university—where's the money to come from ?"
" ily dear ilrs. Avenel," said the Parson, coaxhigly, "the cost need
not be great at a smaU coUege at Cambridge; and if you -wiU pay half
the expense, I will pay the other hah. I have no chddren of my own,
and can afford it."
" That's very handsome in you, sh," said ilrs. Avenel, somewhat
touched, yet stdl not graciously. " But the money is not the only
poiut."
"Once at Cambridge," continned ilr. Dale, speaking rapidly, "at
Cambridge, where the studies are mathematical—that is, of a natm-e
for wiiich he has shown so great an aptitude—and I have no douh*
he wdl distmguish himself; ii he does, he wiU obtain, on iemvf,
VOL. 1.
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lat is called a fehowsfiip—that is, a coUegiate dignity accompanied
Vf an mconie on wMch he cordd maintain himself untd he made his
way in Ufe. Come, Mrs. Avenel, you are weU off; you have no rektions nearer to you in want of your aid. Your son, I hear, has been
very fortimate."
' Sir," said ilrs. Avenel, interrupting the Parson, "it is not
because my son Richard is an honour to us, and is a good son, and
has made his fortin, that we are to rob him of what we have to leave,
and give it tc a boy whom we know uolhing about, and who, in spite
of what vou sav, can't bring upon us any credit at aU."
" "Why ? I don't see that."
"AVhy!" exclaimed ilrs. Avenel, fiercely — "why! you know
why. No, I don't w.ant hiin to rise in life : I don't want folks to be
speh'ing and askhig about him. 1 tliink it is a very wicked tlrhrg to
have put fine notions in his head, and I am sure my daughter Fahfield could not have done it herself. And now, to ask me to rob
Richard, and bring out a great boy—who's been a gardener or ploughman, or such Uke—to disgrace a gentleman who keeps his carriage,
as my son Richard does—1 would have you to know, sh.—No! I
won't do it, and there's an eird of the matter."
During the last two or three minutes, and just before that
approving "good " had responded to the Parson's poprdar sentiment,
a aoor communicating with an inner room had been gently opened,
and stood ajar; but this incident neither party had even noticed.
But now the door was thrown boldly open, aud the traveUer whom
the Parson had met at the inn walked up to Mr. Dale, and said.
" N o ! that's not the end of the matter, lou say the boy's a 'cute,
clever lad ? "
" Richard, have you been listening ? " exclaimed Mrs. Avenel.
"A\'ell, I guess, yes—the last few minutes."
"And what have you heard?"
"\\'hv, tli:d this reverend gentleman thinks so highly of my sister
Fairfield's bov, that he offers to jiay half of his keep at coUege. Sh,
I'm very much obUged to you, and there's my hand, if you'U take it."
The Parson jumped up, overjoyed, and with a triurnphant glance
towards ilrs. Avenel, shook hands heartdy with Mr. Richard.
"Now," said the latter, "just put on your hat, sh, and take a stroU
with me, and we'U discuss the tMng business-Uke. Women don't
understand business : never talk to women ou business."
With these words, ilr. Richard drew out a cigar-case, selected a
cigar, which he applied to the candle, and walked into the haU.
Mrs. Avenel caught hold of the Parson. " Sir, you'U be on your
guard with Riciiard. Remember your promise."
" He does not know all, then ? "
" He ? No ! And you see he did not overhear more than what he
says. I'm sure you're a gentleman, and won't go agamst your word."
" " ilv word w-as conditional; but 1 wdl promise you never to break
the silence without more reason than I think there is here for it.
Indeed Mr. Richard Avenel seems to save all necessity for that."
Are you coming, s i r ? " cried Richai-d, as he opened the street,
•ioi...
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CHAPTER XTV.
THE Parson joined Mr. Richard Avenel on tho road. It was a fine
night, and the moon clear and shining.
"• So, then," said Mr. Richard, thoughtfuUy, " poor Jane, who w-as
always the drudge of the famdy, has contrived to bring up her srm
weU; and the boy is ready what you say, eh ?—could make a figure
at coUege ? "
" I am sure of it," said the Parson, hooking himself on to the arm
which Mr. Avenel proffered.
" I should like to see him," said Richard. " Has he any marmer ?
Is he genteel ? or a mere courrtrj' lout ? "
" Indeed, he speaks with so much propriety, and has so much
modest digrdty about him, that there's many a rich gentleman who
would be proud of such a son."
" I t is odd," observed Richard, "what difference there is in famihes. There's Ja'ae, now—who can't read nor write, arrd was just fit
to be a workman's wife—had not a thought above her station; and
when 1 think of my poor sister Nora—you would not believe it, sir,
but she was the most elegant creature hi the world—yes, even as a
cldld (she was but a chdd when I went off to America). And often,
as I was getting on in life, often I used to say to myself, ' i l y little
Nora shaU be a lady after all.' Poor thing—but she died yormg."
Richard's voice grew husky.
The Parson kindly pressed the arm on wMch he leaned, and said,
after a pause—
" Nothing refmes us like education, sir. I beHeve yoru- sister Nora
had received much instruction, and had the talents to profit by i t : it
is the same with yom- nephew."
"I'U see Mm," said Richard, stamping his foot firmly on the
ground, " and if I like Mm, I'U be as good as a father to him. Look
you, Mr.—what's your name, sh ? "
" Dale."
" i l r . Dale, look you, I'm a single man. Perhaps I may marry
some day; perhaps I shan't. I'm not gohig to throw myself away.
If I can get a lady of quahty, why—but that's neither here nor there;
meanwhile I should be glad of a nephew whom 1 need not be
ashamed of. You see, sh, 1 am a new man, the budder of my own
fortunes; and though I have picked up a Httle education—1 don't
weU know how—as I scrambled on, stdl, now 1 come back to the
old country, I'm weU aware that 1 am not exactly a match for those
d—d aristocrats; don't show so weU in a drawing-room as 1 could
wish. I could be a Parliament man d 1 Hlvcd, but I might make a
goose of myscn"; so, aU things considered, d' 1 can get a sort of
junior partner to do the poUte work, and show off the goods, 1 think
the house of Avenel and Co. might become a pretty coiisiderat'.le
honotur to the Britishers. You understand me, sh ? "
o2
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Oh, very well, ans-wcrcd i l r . Dale, smiUng, though ratlier
gravely.
"Now," continued the New ilan, " I ' m not ashamed to have
risen in life by my own merits; and I don't disgidse what I've been.
And, when I'm in my own grand house, I'm fond of saying, ' I landed
at New York with £10 in my pm-se, and here I am!' But it would
not do to have the old folks with me. People take you with aU yorur
fardts if you're rich; but they won't swallow your family into the
bargahi. ' So if I don't have at my house my own father and mother,
whom I love dear.y, and should Hke to see sitting at table, with my
servants behind theh chairs, I could still less have sister Jane. I
recoUect her very weU, and she can't have got genteeler as she's
grown older. Therefore I beg you'd not set her on coming after me;
it would not do by any maimer of means. Don't say a word aborrfc
rrre to her. But send the boy down here to Ms grandfather, and I'll
see Mm quietly, you understand."
" Yes, but it vviU be hard to separate her from the boy."
" Stuff! all boys are separated from theh parents when they go mto
the world. So that's settled. Now, just tell me. I know the old
folks always snubbed Jane—that is, mother did. i l y poor dear
father never snubbed any of us. Perhaps mother has not behaved
altogether well to Jane. But we must not blame her for that; you
see this is how it happened. There were a good many of us, wMle
father and mother kept shop in the High Street, so we were aU to
be provided for anyhow; and Jane, being very useful and handy at
work, got a place when she was a Httle ghl, and had no time for
learning. Mterwards my father made a lucky hit, in getting my
Lord .Lansmere's custom after au electiorr, m wluch he did a great
deal for the Blues (for which he was a famous electioneerer, my poor
ftdlier). i l y Lady stood godmother to Nora; and then aU my
brothers, and two of my sisters, died off, and father rethed from
business ; and when he took Jane from service, she was so commonlike that mother could not help contrasting her with Nora. You see
Jane was their chdd when they were poor httle shop people, with
their heads scarce above water; and Nora was their chdd when they
were well off', and had rethed from trade, and Hved genteel: so that
makes a great difTerence. And mother did not quite look on her as
on her own cMld. But it was Jane's own fa'ult: for mother would
have made it up with her if she had married the son of our neighbour
the great Unendraper, as she might have done; but she would take
i l a r k Fairfield, a common carpenter. Parents like best those of
theh children who succeed best in life. Natural. AVhy, they did
not care for me tdl I came back the man I am. But to return to
Jane: I'm afraid they've neglected her. How is she off ? "
" She earns her HveUhood, and is poor, but contented."
" Ah, just be good enough to give her tMs," (and Richard took a
hanli-note of £50 from Ms pocket-book). " You can say the old folks
gent it to her; or that it is a present from Dick, without telUng her
he has come back from America."
" My dear sh," said the Parson, " I am more and more thankful,
to Lave made your acquaintance. This is a very liberal gift of yours;
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but your best plan will be to send it through your mother. Tdr,
though I don't want to betray any confidence you place in me, 1
should not know what to answer if i i r s . Fairfield began to question
me about her brother. I never had but one secret to keep, and 1
hope I sh<aU never have another. A secret is very like a He!"
"You had a secret t h e n ! " said Richard, as he took back tho
bank-note. He had learned, perhaps in Ainerica, to be a very incpuisitive man. He added point-blank, "Pray, what was it ? "
" AVhy what it would not be if I told you," said the Parson, with
a forced laugh—" a secret!"
" A\^eU, I guess we're in a laud of Hberty. Do as you Uke. Now,
I dare say you think mc a very odd fellow to come out of my shcU
to yorr in this ofl'-hand way. But I liked the look of j'on, even when
w-e were at the um together. Aird just now I was uncomnronly
pleased to find that, though you are a Parsorr, you don't want to kcc])
a man's nose down to a shop-board, ii he has anytliing in Mm. You're
not one of the aristocrats—"
" Indeed," said the Parson, with hnprudeut wannth, " it is not the
character of the aristocracy of tMs country to keep people dow-n.
They make way amongst therrrselves for any pian, whatever his bhth,
who has the talent aud energy to asphe to their level. That's the
especial boast of the British constitution, sir! "
" Oh, you thhik so, do you!" said i l r . Richard, lookmg sourly at
the Parson. " I dare say those are the ophrions hr wirich you have
brought up the lad. Just keep lum yourseU", and let the aristocracy
provide for M m ! "
The Parson's generous and patriotic warmth evaporated at once,
at this sudderr irdet of cold air into the conversation. He perceived
that he had made a terrible bhrnder; arrd, as it was not his business
at that moment to vindicate the British constitution, but to serve
Leonard Fairfield, he abandoned the cause of the aristocracy ^'.ith
the most poltroon and scandalous abruptness. Catching at the arm
which Mr. Avenel had withdrawn from Mm, he exclaimed—
" Indeed, sh, you are mistaken; I have never attempted to influence your nephew's political opimons. On the contrary, if, at his
age, he can be said to have formed any ophdons, I am greatly afraid
—;that is, I thirdc his opinions are by no means sound—that is, constitutional. I mean, I mean—" And the poor Parson, arrxious to
select a word that wordd not offend Ms Hstener, stopped short hr
lamentable confusiorr of idea.
Mr. Avenel enjoyed Ms distress for a moment, with a saturnine
smde, and then said—
" WeU, I calcrdate he's a Radical. Natural enough, if he has not
got a sixpence to lose—aU come right by and by. I'm not a Radical
;—at least not a Destructive—much too clever a man for that, 1 hope.
But I wish to see thmgs very different from w'hat they are. Don't
i'aiiey that I want the common people, who've got nothmg, to pretend
to dictate to their betters, because 1 hate to see a parcel of feliovys,
who are caUed lords aud squii-es, trying to rule the roast. I think, sh.
that it is men Hke me who ought to be at the top of the tree! am^
that's the long and the short of it. "What do you say ? "
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" I've not the least objection," said the crestfaUen Parson basely,
liut, to do him jnstice, I must add, that he did not the least kno-w
•^-hat he was saying!

CHAPTER

XV-

'UNCONSCIOUS of the change in Ms fate wMch the diplomacy of the
P;irson sought to effect, Leonard Fairlicld was enjoring the first
virghr sweetness of fame; for the principal tow-n in his iieighbourhood
had foUowed the then growing fashion of the age, and set up a
Mechanics' Institute; and sonre worthy persons interested in the
formation of that proyincial Athena;umhai' oft'ered a prize for the
best Essay on the Diffusion of Knowledge,—a very trite subject, on
which persorrs seem to think they can never s:iy too much, and on
which there is, nevertheless, a great deal yet to be said. This prize
Leonard Fairfield bad recently won. His Essay had been pubhcly
couiplimented by a fuU meeting of the Institute; it had been printed
at the expense of the Society, and had been rewarded hy a sdver
medtd—delineative of ApoUo crovraing ilerit (poor ilerit had not a
rag to his back ; but Merit, left only to the care of ApoUo, never is
too good a customer to the tador!) And the " County Gazette " had
dechircd that Britain had produced another prodigy in the person of
Dr. Riccabocca's self-educated gardener.
Attention was now directed to Leonard's mechamcal contrivances.
The S(iuire, ever eagerly bent on improvements, had brought an
engineer to mspect the lad's system of hiigation^ and the engineer had
been great h- struck by the simple means by which a very considerable
technical dilficulty had been overcome. The neighbourmg farmers
now eaUed Leonard "Mr. Fairfield," and mvited Mm, on equal terms,
to their houses, i l r . Stim had met him on the high road, touched
his hat, and hoped that " hs bore no maUce." AU this, I say, was the
first sweetness of fame; aud d' Leonard Fahfield comes to be a great
man, he wid never find such sweets in the after-frrdt. It was tMs
success wluch had determined the Parson on the step -^yhich he had
just taken, aud which he had long before anxiously meditated. For,
during the last year or so, he had renewed Ms old intimacy with the
widow and the boy; and he had noticed, with great hope and great
fear, the rapid growth of an inteUect, -which now stood out from the
\c7iiy chcumstances that surrounded it in bold and unharmonishig
reUef.
It was the evening after Ms return home that the Parson stroUed up
to the Casino. He put Leonard Fairfield's Prize Essay in his pocket.
For he felt that he could not let the young man go forth into the
world without a preparatory lecture, and he intended to scourge poor
Merit with the very laurel wreath which it had received from ApoUo.
But in this he wanted Riccabocca's assistance; or rather he feared
ihat, if he did not get the Phdosopher on his side, the philosopher
might undo aU the work of the Parson.
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CHAPTER XA/I.
A SWEET soimd came through the prange boughs, and floated to
the ears of the Parson, as he wound slowly up the gentle ascent—so
sweet, so sUvery, he paused in delight—unaware, wretched man!
that he was thereby conniving at Papistical errors. Soft it came and
sweet; softer and sweeter—"Ave Maria!"
Violante was chanting
ihe evemng hymn to the Vhgin ilother. The Parson at last distinguished the sense of the words, and shook his head with the pious
shake of an orthodox Protestant. He broke from the speU resolut ely, and walked on with a sturdy step. Gaining the terrace, he
found the Httle family seated under an awning, i l r s . Riccabocca
knitting; the Signor with Ms arms folded on his breast: the book he
had been reading a few moments before had faUen on the ground, and
Ms dark eyes were soft and dreamy. Violante had fimshed her hyrrm,
and seated herself on the ground between the two, pillowing her
head on her step-mother's lap, but with her hand resting on her
father's knee, and her gaze fixed fondly on his face.
" Good everung," said i l r . Dale. Violante stole up to him, and,
pulling Mm so as to bring his ear nearer to her Hp, wMspered,—"Talk
to papa, do—and cheerfully; he is sad."
She escaped from him as she said this, and appeared to busy herself with watering the flowers an-anged on stands rormd the awning.
But she kept her swimming, lustrous eyes wistfuUy on her father.
" How fares it with you, my dear friend ?" said the Parson, kindly,
as he rested his hand on the Itahan's shoulder. " You must not let
him get out of spirits, i l r s . Riccabocca."
" I am very ungrateful to her if I ever am so," said the poor
ItaUan, with all his natural gaUarit;ry. Many a good wife, vyho tMnks,
it is a reproach to her if her husband is ever " out of spirits," inight
have turned peevishly from that speech, more elegant than sincere,
and so have made bad worse. But Mrs. Riccabocca took her husband's proffered hand affectionately, and said with great naivete—
" You see I am so stupid, Mr. Dale ; I never knew I was so stupid
tiU I married. But I am very glad you are come. You can get on
some learned subject together, and then he wdl not nriss so much
Ms—"
" His what ?" asked Riccabocca, inquisitively.
"His country. Do yon think that I cannot sometunes read your
thoughts?"
" Very often. But you did not read them just then. The tongue
touches where the tooth aches, but the best dentist cannot giiess at
the tooth unless one opens one's mouth.—Basta ! Can we ofl'er you
some wine of our own making, Mr. Dale ?—it is pure."
" I'd rather have some tea," quoth the Parson, hastUy.
Mrs, Riccabocca, too pleased to be in her natural element of
domestic use, hurried into tlie house to prepare our national beverage.
,4nd the Parson, slidin.sr into irer chjsir, saia—
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" But yon are dejected, then ? K e ! H there's a virtue m the
world at wMch we shorrld always aim, it is chccrf'uMess."
" I don't dispute it," said Riccabocca, with a heavy sigh. "But
though it is said by some Greek, who, I thhik, is quoted by your
favourite Seneca, that a wise man carries Ms country with him at the
soles of his feet, he can't cairy also the sunshine over Ms head."
" I teU you what it is," said the Parson, blmitly, " you would have
a much keener sense of happiness h you had much less esteem foiphilosophy."
" Cospetto ! " said the Doctor, rousing Mmself. " Just explam, 'ivL
you?"
" Does not the search after wisdom induce desires not satisfied in
tMs smaU chcle to wMch your Ufe is confined ? It is uot so much
your country for which you yearn, as it is for space to your intellect,
employment for your thoughts, career for your asphatio'us."
_' You have guessed at the tooth which aches," said Riccabocca
with adudration.
"Easy to do that," answered the Parson. " Our wisdom teeth
come last, arid give ns the most pain. Aud if you would just starve
the mind a Hi tie, and nourish the heart more, you would be less of a
phdosopher, and more of a
." The Parson had the word
" Christian " at the tip of Ms tongue: he suppressed a word that, so
spoken, would have been exceedingly hritating, and substituted, w itli
inelegant antithesis, " and more of a happy mau!"
" I do aU I can with my heart," quoth the Doctor.
" Not you! For a man with such a heart as yours should never
feel the want of the smishine. ily friend, we Hve in an age of overmental cultivation. We neglect too much the simple, healthful outer
life, in wMch there is so much positive joy. In tm-ning to the world
within us, we grow blind to this beautd'id world without: in studying ourselves as men, we almost forget to look up to heaven, and
warm to the smde of God."
The phdosopher mechanicaUy shragged his shoulders, as he always
did when another man morahzed—especiaUy if the morahzer were a
priest; but there was rro hony in his smde, as he answered,
thoughtfuUy—
" There is some truth in what you say. 1 own that we Hve too much
as if we were aU bram. Knowledge has its penalties and pains, as
weU as its prizes."
" That is just what I want you to say to Leonard."
" How have you settled the object of your journey ?"
" I wUl teU you as we walk down to him after tea. At present, 1
am rather too much occupied with you."
" Me ? The tree is formed-;—try only to bend the young tvrig!"
" Trees ai-e trees, and twigs twigs," said the Parson, dogmaticaUy ; " but man is always growing tdl he falls into the grave. I
think I have heard yon say that you once had a narrow escape of a
prison r
" Very narrow."
" Just suppose that you were now in that prison, and that a fairy
conjured vip the prospect of this quiet home in a safe land; that you
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saw the orange-trees in flower, felt the evening breeze on your cheek,
beheld your chdd gay or sad, as you smded or kmt your'brow; that
within this phantom home was a womarr, not, indeed, all your young
romance might have dreamed of, but faithfrd and true, cv'cry beat of
her heart aU youi' own—wordd you not cry from the depth of the
dmigeon, ' 0 fairy! such a change were a paradise.' "Ungrateful
man! you want interchange for your mind, and your heart shorrld
suffice for aU!"
Riccabocca was touched and silent.
" Come Mther, my cMld," said Mr. Dale, turning round to A^iolante,
\vho stdl stood among the flowers, out of hearing, but with watchful
eyes. " Come hither," he said openhig Ms arms.
Violante bounded forward, and nestled to the good man's heart.
" Tell me, Violante, when yoa are alone in the fields or the g;u-den,
and have left your father looking pleased and serene, so that you
have no care for Mm at your heart,—teU me, Aiolaute, though you
are aU alone, with the flowers below, and the birds singmg overhead,
do you feel that Ide itself is happiness or sorrow ?"
" Hapjpmess !" answered Violante, hah shutting her eyes, and in a
measured voice.
" Can you explain what kind of happiness it is ?"
" Oh no, impossible ! and it is rrever the same. Sometimes it is so
stiU—so stiU, and sometimes so joyous, that I long for wings to fly
up to God, and thank him!"
" 0 friend," said the Parson, " this is the trae sympathy between
life and nature, aud thus we should feel ever, did we take more care
to preserve the health and innocence of a chdd. AVe are told that
we must become as children to enter into the kingdom of heaven;
methinks we shoidd also become as chddren to know what deUght
there is in our heritage of earth!"

CHAPTER XVII.
THE m!i.id-servant_ (for Jackeymo was in the fields) brought tne
table under the awning, and with the English luxury of tea, there
were other drinks as cheap and as grateful on summer evenings—
drinks wMch Jackeymo had retained and taught from the customs of
the south—unebriate Hquors, pressed from cooling fruits, sweetened
with honey, and deUcionsly iced : ice should cost nothing in a country
in which one is frozen up haH the year! And Jackeymo, too, had
added to om- good, solid, heavy EngHsh bread, preparations of wheat
much lighter, and more propitious to digestion—with those crisp
yrissins, wMch seemed to enjoy being eaten, they make so pleasarrt a
noise between one's teeth.
The Parson esteemed it a little treat to drink tea with the Rrccaboccas. There was something of elegance and grace, in that honrely
meal at the poor exile's table, which pleased the eye as well as taste.
And the very utensds plam AVedgewood though they were, had a
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classical simpUcity, w'hich made Mrs. Hazeldean's old India delf, ana
Mrs, Dale's best AVorcester china, look tawdry and barbaroirs ia
comparison. For it was Flaxman who gave designs to AVedgewood,
and the most truly refined of aU our manufactures in porcelain (if
we do uot look to the mere material) is in the reach of the most
thrifty.
The Uttle banquet was at first rather a silent one; but Riccabocca
threw off his gloom, and became gay and ammated. Then poor
Mrs. Riccabocca snriled, and pressed the grissins; and Violante, forgetting aU her stateliness, laughed and played tricks on the Parson,
steaUng away his cup of warm tea when his head was tumed, and
substituting iced cherry juice. Then the Parson got up and ran
after Violante, making angry faces, and Violante dodged beautifudy,
tdl the Parson, fairly tired out, was too glad to cry " Peace," and
come back to the cherry juice. Thus time roUed on, tdl they heard
afar the stroke of the distant church clock, and i l r . Dale started up
and cried, " But we shaU be too late for Leonard. Come, naughty
Httle girl, get your father his hat."
" A n d umbreUa!" said Riccabocca, looking up at the cloudless
moonlit sky.
" UmbreUa against the stars ? " asked the Parson, laughing.
" The stars are no friends of mine," said Riccabocca, " and one
never knows what may happen ! "
The Phdosopher and the Parson walked on amicably.
" You have done me good," said Riccabocca, " but I hope I am
not always so unreasonably melanchoHc as you seem to suspect. The
evemngs wdl sometimes appear long and duU too, to a man whose
thoughts nn the past are almost his sole compamons."
" Sole companions ?—your chdd ? "
" She is so young."
"Your wife?"
" She is so
," the bland Italian appeared to check some disparaging adjective, and mddly added, "so good, I aUow; but yon
must own that she and I camiot have much in common."
" I own nothing of the sort. You have yom- house and your
interests, your happmess and your hves, in common. Ne men are so
exacting, we expect to find ideal nymphs and goddesses when we
condescend to marry a mortal; and ii we did, our chickens would be
boded to rags, and our mutton come up as cold as a stone."
" Per Bacco, you are an oracle," said Riccabocca, lauglung. ' But
I am not so sceptical as you are. I honour the fah sex too much.
There are a great many women who realize the ideal of men to be
found hi—the poets!"
, , -r,
, ," There's my dear Mrs. Dale, resumed the Parson, not heoduig
tMs sarcastic compHment to the sex, but sinkmg his voice hrto a
whisper, and looking round cautiously—" There's my dear Mrs. Dale,
the best woman in the world—an angel, I would say, if the word was
not profane; BUT
"
, , „
"Wliat's the B U T ? " asked the Doctor, demru-ely.
" BUT 1 too might say that ' she and I have not much in common,'
if I were only to compare mind to mind, and when my poor Carry
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lays somethmg less proforind than Madame de Stael might have said,
smile on her in contempt from the elevation of logic and Latin, l e t
•when I renrember aU the little sorrows and joys that we have shared
together, and feel how soHtary I shordd have been without her —oh,
then, I am instantly aware that there is between us in common somethmg infinitely closer and better than if the same course of study had
given us the sanre equahty of ideas ; and I was forced to brace myseif
for a cornbat of hiteUect, as I am when I faU in with a thesome sage
hke yourself. I don't pretend to say that Mrs. Riccabocca is a i l r s .
Dale," added the Parson, with lofty candour—" there is but one
Mrs. Dale in the world; but stdl, you have drawn a prize in the wheel
matrimonial! TMnk of Socrates, and yet he was content even with
his—Xantippe!"
Dr. Riccabocca caUed to mind i l r s . Dale's " Httle tempers," and.
inly rejoicod that no second Mrs. Dale had existed to fad to his own
lot. His placid Jemima gained by the contrast. Nevertheless, he
had the dl grace to reply, " Socrates was a man beyond aU imitation!
—Yet I beHeve that even he spent very few of his evenings at home.
But revenons a nos moutons, we are nearly at i l r s . Fahfield's cottage,
and you have not yet told me what you have settled as to Leonard."
The Parson halted, took Riccabocca by the button, and informed
him, in very few words, that Leonard was to go to Lansmere to see
some relations there, who had the fortune, if they had the •wdl, to give
full career to his abdities.
" The great thing, in the meanwhde," said the Parson, "would be
to enlighten him a Uttle as to what he caUs—enHghtenmeut."
_ " A h ! " said Riccabocca, diverted, and rubbing his hands, " I shall
listen with interest to what you say on that subject."
_ " And must aid me: for the first step in this modern march of enhghtenment is to leave the poor Parson behind; and if one calls out
' Hold ! and look at the sign-post,' the traveUer hurries on the faster,
saying to himself, ' Pooh, pooh!—that is only the cry of the Parson!'
But my gentleman, whenne doubts me, wdl Hsten to you—you're a
phdosopher!"
" We phdosophers are of some use now and then, even to Parsons!"
" If you were not so conceited a set of deluded poor creatures
already, I woidd say ' Y e s , ' " repHed the Parson generously; and,
taking hold of Riccabocca's umbreUa, he apphed the brass handle
thereof, by way of a knocker, to the cottage-door.

CHAPTER XATQI.
CERTAINLY it is a glorious fever that desire To Know! And there
arc few sights in the moral world more subUme than that which many
a garret might afford, if Asmodeus would bare the roofs tc cur surv-.y
—wiz,, a brave, patient, earnest human being toding his own arduous
way, athwart the iron waUs of penury, into the magnificent Infinj.te,
wMch is luminous with starry souls.

2-A

MY NOA-EL; OR,

So riiere sits Leonard the Self-taught in the Uttle cottage alone:
for, though scarcely past the hour in which great foDjs dine, it is the
hour in w Mch small folks go to bed, and i l r s . Fahfield has rethed to
rest, wldle Leonard has settled to his books.
He had placed his tabic under the lattice, aud from time to time he
looked up and enjoyed the stUlness of the moon. iVeU for him that,
in reparation for those hours stolen from night, the hardy physical
labour commenced with dawn. Students would not be the sad
dyspeptics they are, if they w-orked as many hours m the open air as
ray scholar-peasant. Brrt even in hhn you could see that the mind
nad begam a Uttle to affect the frame. They w-ho task the iirtellect
must pay the penalty with the body. IU, beUeve me, wordd this
work-day world get on if all witMn it were hard-reading, studious
aiurnals, plaviug the deuce with the ganghoruc apparatus.
Leonard started as he heard the knock at the door; the Parson's
well-known voice reassured him. In some sm-prise he admitted his
visitors.
" AVe are come to talk to you, Leonard," said i l r . Dale, '' brrt I
fear we shaU distrrrb i l r s . Fair-field."
"Oh no, sir! the door to the staircase is shut, and she sleeps
sormdly."
" Why, tlds is a French book—do you read French, Leonard?"
asked Riccabocca.
" I have not found French difficult, sir. Ouce over the grcammar,
and the langrrage is so clear; it seems tlrb very language for reasonmg.
" Tnre, A^oltahe said justly, ' AVlratcver is obscure is rrot French,'"
observed Riccabocca.
" I wish I could say the same of Endislr," muttered the Parson.
" But what is this ?—Latin too ?—Vngd ?"
" Yes, sh. But I find I make Httle way there without a master.
I fear I must give it up" (and Leonard sighed).
The two gentlemen exchanged looks and seated themselves. 'The
yormg peasant remamed standurg modestly, and in his ah and nuen
there was something that touched the heart while it pleased the eye.
He was no longer the timid boy who had shrunk from the frown of
i l r . Stirn, nor that rude personation of shnple physical sti-ength,
5-orised to undisciplined braver-j', which had received its downfall on
the village green of Hazeldean. The power of thought was on his
brow—somewhat unquiet stdl, but mdd and ear-nest. The feat'ures
had attained that refineinent wMch is often attributed to race, but
comes, in truth, from elegance of idea, whether caught from our
parents or learned from books. In Ms rich brown hah, thrown carelessly from Ms temples, arrd cm-hug almost to the shoulders—iu Ms
large blue eye, wMch was deepened to the hue of the violet by the
loug dark lash—in that firmness of Hp, which comes from the grapple
with difficulties, there was considerable beauty, but no longer the
beauty of the mere peasant. And yet there was stdl about the whole
countenance that expression of goodness and purity wMch a painter
would give to Ms ideal of the peasant lover—such as Tasso would
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have placed m the Aminta, or Fletcher have admitted to the side of
the FaitMrd Shepherdess.
" You must draw a chah here, and sit down between us. Leonard,"
said the Parson.
" If any one," said Riccabocca, " has a right to sit, it is the one
who is to hear the sermon; and if any one ought to stand, it is tho
one who is about to preach it."
" Don't be frightened, Leonard," said the Parson graciously • " it
is only a criticism, not a sermon;" and he prided out Leonard's Prize
Essay.
CHAPTER XIX.
PARSON.—You take for your motto tMs aphorism*—" Knowledgi
\s Power"—BACON.

RICCABOCCA.—Bacon make such an aphorism! The last man 'in
the world to have said anything so pert and so shaUow.
LEONARD^ (astorrished).—Do you mean to say, sir, that that aphorism is not in Lord Bacon ? Why, I have seen it quoted as his hi
almost every newspaper, and in aMiost every speech in favour of
popular education.
RICCABOCCA.—Then that should be a warning to you never again
to faU into the error of the would-be scholar—viz., quote secondhand. Lord Bacon wrote a great book to show in what knowledge
is power, how that power should be defined, in what it might be mistaken. And, pray, do you think so sensible a man ever would have
taken the trouble to write a great book upon the subject, if he could
have packed up aU he had to say mto the portable dogma, " Knowledge is power?" Pooh! no such aphorism is to be found in Bacon
from the fhst page of Ms writings to the last.
PARSON (candidly).—WeU, I supposed it was Lord Bacon's, and I
am very glad to hear that the aphorism has not the sanction of Ms
authority.
IJEONARD (recovering Ms surprise).—But why so ?

PARSON.—Because it either says a great deal too much, or j u s t nothing at aU.
LEONARD.—At least, sh, it seems to me undemable.
PARSON.—Well, grant that it is undemable. Does it prove much
in favour of knowledge ? Pray, is not ignorance power too ?
* This aphorism has been probably assigned t o Lord Bacon upon t h e mere
authority of the index to his works. I t is the aphorism of the index-maker, cer
tainly not of the great master of inductive philosophy. Bacon has, it is true,,
repeatedlj dwelt on the power of knowledge, but with so many explanations and
distinctions, t h a t nothing could be more unjust t o his general meaning than t h e
5ittempt to cramp into a sentence what it costs him a volume to define. Thus, if
tn one page h e appears t o confound knowledge -with power, in another he sets
•ihem in t h e strongest antithesis t o each other; as follows—" Adeo, signaiiter
Deu3 opera potentise et sapientise discrimmavit." But it would be &,s unfair to
Bacon to convert into an aphorism the sentence that discriminates between
knowledge and uower as it is to convert into an aphorism any sentence t h a i
Kinfoujids them.

206

MY NOVEL; OE,

RICCABOCCA,—And a power that has bad much the best end of ths
quarter-staff.
PARSON.—AU evd is power, and does its power make it anytMng
the better ?
RICCABOCCA.—Fanaticism is power—and a power that has often
swept away knowledge like a whirlwind. The Mussulman bums the
Hbrary of a world—and forces the Koran and the sword from the
schools of Byzantium to the colleges of Hhidostan.
PARSON (bearing on with a new column of illustration).—Hunger
is power. The barbarians, starved out of theh forests by their own
swarmmg population, swept into Italy and anndrdated letters. The
Romans, however degraded, had more knowledge, at least, than the
Gard and the Visigoth.
RICCABOCCA (bringing up the reserve).—And even in Greece,
when Greek nret Greek, the Athemans—our masters in aU knowIfcdge—were beat by the Spartans, who held learning m contempt.
PARSON.—AA^rerefore you see, Leonard, that though knowledge be
power, it is only one of the powers of the world; that there are others
as strong, and often much stronger ; and the assertion either means
but a barren tndsrn, not worth so l'rei|uent a repetition, or it means
somethmg that you wordd find it very difficult to prove.
LEONARD.—One nation may be beaten by another that has more
physical strength and more mditary discipline; wMch last, perndt
me to say, sh, is a species of knowledge;—
RICCABOCCA.—Yes; but your knowledge-mongers at present caU
upon us to discard mditary aiscipline, and the quaUties that produce
it, from the hst of the useful arts. And in your own Essay, you
insist upon knowledge as the great disbander of anmes, and the foe
of aU mditary disciplhie!
PARSON.—Let the young man proceed. Nations, you say, may be
beaten by other natiorrs less lear-ned and civdised ?
LEONARD.—But knowledge elevates a class. 1 invite the members
of my own humble order to knowledge, because knowledge wid lift
them into power.
RICCABOCCA.—AATiat do you say to that, ifr. Dale ?
PARSON.—Iu the first place, is it true that the class which has the
most knowledge gets the most power ? I suppose philosophers, Uke
my friend Dr. 1-liccabucca, think they have the most knowledge.
And pray, in what age have phdosophers governed the world ? Are
they not always grumbling that nobody attends to them?
RICCABOCCA.-Per Bacco, if peojrle had attended to us, it wordd
have been a droU sort of world by this time!
PARSON.—Very Hkely. But, as a general rule, those have the
knowledge who give themselves up to it the most. Let us put out of
the question philosophers (who are often but ingenious lunatics), and
speak ordy of erudite scholars, men of letters and practical sciiaice.
professors, tutors, and fellows of eoUeges. 1 fancy any member of
Parliament wordd tell us that there is no class of men wiiich has less
actual udluence on pubUc afiahs. These scholars have more knowledge than manufacturers and sMpowners, sf?"'J es and farmers; but.
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do you find that they have more power over the Government and the
votes of the House of Commons ?
" They ought to have," said Leonard.
"Ought they?" said the Parson; "we'U consider that latei.
Meanwhde, you must not escape from your own proposition, wMch
is, that knowledge is power—not that it oitght to be. Now, even
granting your coroUary, that the power of a class is therefore proportioned to its knowledge—pray, do you suppose that w-hUc your
order, the operatives, are instructing themselves, aU the rest of the
connnumty are to be at a staudstdl ? Diffuse knowledge as you may,
you wdl never produce equaUty of knowledge. Those who have
most leisure, appHcation, and aptitude for learning, wdl stdl knaw
the most. Nay, by a very natural law, the more general the appetite
for knowledge, the more the increased competition wiU favour those
most adapted to excel by chcrrmstance and nature. At this day,
there is a vast hicrease of knowledge spread over aU society, compared with that in the Middle Ages ; but is there not a stdl greater
oisthiction between the MgMy educated gentleman and the inteiHgent
mechanic, than there was then between the baron who cordd not
sign his name and the churl at the plough ? between the accomphshed statesman, versed in aU Mstorical lore, and the voter whose
poUtics are formed by his newspaper, than there was between the
legislator who passed laws against witches, and the burgher who
defended his gudd from some feudal aggression? between the cnHghtened scholar and the dunce of to-day, than there was between
the monkish alchemist and the blockhead of yesterday ? Peasant,
voter, and dunce of tMs century are no doubt wiser than the churl,
burgher, and blockhead of the twelfth. But the gentleman, statesman, and scholar of the present age are at least quite as favourable a
contrast to the alchemist, witch-burner, and baron of old. As the
progress of erdightenment has done Mtherto, so wUl it ever do.
Knowledge is Hke capital: the more there is in a country, the greater
the disparities m wealth between one man and another. Therefore,
if the working class increase m knowledge, so do the other classes;
and if the woiking class rise peacefuUy and legithnately into power,
it is not m proportion to their own knowledge alone, but rather
according as it seems to the knowledge of the other orders of the
community, that such augmentation of proportional power is just,
and safe, and wise."
Placed between the Parson and the PMlosopher, Leonard felt that
his position was not favourable to the display of his forces. Insensibly he edged his charr somewhat away, and said moumfuUy—
" Then, according to you, the reign of knowledge would be no
great advance hi the aggregate freedom and welfare of m a n ? "
PARSON.—Let us define. By knowledge, do you mean uiteUectual
cultivation ?—by the reign of knowledge, the ascendancy of the most
cultivated minds ?
LEONARD (after a pause).-—Yes.

RICCABOCCA.—Oh, indiscreet young man! that is an unfortunate
concession of yours; for the ascendancy of the most cultivated minds
waidd be a terrible oUgarchy!
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PARSON.—Perfectly true; and we now reply to yorrr assertion,
that rnen who, by profession, have most learning, ought to have>
more infiuence than squhes and merchants, farmers and mechanics.
Observe, all the knowledge that we mortals can acquhe is not knowledge positive and perfect, but knowledge comparative, and subject
to the errors and passions of hrunanity. And suppose that you cordd
estabUsh, as the sole regulators of affahs, those wdio had the most
mental cultivation, do you thhrk they would not Hke that power well
enough to take aU means wMch theh superior inteUigence could
devise to keep it to themselves ? The experiment was tried of old by
the priests of Egypt; and in the empire of China, at tMs day, the
aristocracy are elected from those who have most distinguished
themselves in learned coUeges. If I may call myself a member of
that body, " the people," I would rather be an EngHshman, however
much displeased -with duU Mimsters and blundering Parliaments,
than I wordd be a Chinese under the rule of the picked sages of the
Celestial Emphe. Happdy, therefore, my dear Leonard, nations are
govemed by many tMngs besides what is commordy caUed knowledge;
and the greatest practical mimsters, who, Hke Thendstocles, have
made small states great—arrd the most dominant races, who, like the
Romans, have stretched their rule from a viUage haU' over the universe—have been distinguished by various quaUties wirich a phdosopher would sneer at, and a knowledge-morrger would caU " sad
prejudices," aud " lamentable errors of reasorr."
LEONARD (bitterly).—Sir, you make use of knowledge itself to
argue against knowledge.
PARSON,—I make use of the Uttle I know to prove the fooHshness
of idolatry. I do not argue agamst knowledge; I argue against
knowiedge worsMp. For here, I see in your Essay, that you are not
contented with raising human krrowledge into something Hke divhie
omnipotence, you must also confound her with virtue. Accordhrg to
you, it is brrt to diffuse the infeUigcnifc of the few among the many,
and all at which we preachers aim is accompHshed. Nay, more • for,
whereas, we humble preachers have never presunred to say, with the
heathen Stoic, that even virtue is sure of happiness below (though
it be the best road to it), you teU us plainly that tMs knowledge of
yours gives rrot ordy the virtue of a saint, but bestows the bhss of
a god. Before the steps of yom- idol, the evils of hfe disappear. To
hear yc.i, one has brrt ' to know,' in order to be exempt from the sins
and sorrows of the ignorant. Has it ever been so ? _ Grant that you
diffuse amongst the many aU the knowledge ever attained by the few.
Have the wise few been so unerring and so happy ? You supposed
that your motto was accurately cited from Bacon. AATrat was Bacon
himself? The poet teUs you—
'* The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankmd ! "

Can you hope to bestow upou the vast mass of your order the
luminous inteUigence of this 'Lord ChanceUor of Nature?' Grant
that you do so—aird what guarantee have you for the vhtue and the
iiapP'Jiess which you assume as the concondtants of the gift ? See
Bacon idrnseU': what black ingratitude ! what miserable scU'-scckingS
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what trackling servility! what abject and pitiful spirit! So far from
intellectual knowledge, in its Mghest form and type, insuring -vh-tue
and bhss, it is by no means uncommon to find great mental cultivation combined with great moral corruption. [Aside to Riccabocca—
"Push on, wdl you?"]
RICCABOCCA.—A combination remarkable in eras as in individuals.
Petromus shows us a state of morals at which a common-place devH
wordd blush, in the midst of a society more intellectuaUy cultivated
than certainly was that wMch produced Regulus or the Horath.
Aud the most leamed eras in modern Italy were precisely those
which brought the vices into the most ghastly refinement.
LEONARD (rismg in great agitation, and clasping his hands).—I
cannot contend with you, who produce against information so siendcr
and crude as mine the stores which have been locked from my reach.
Brrt I feel that there must be another side to this sMeld—a shield
that you wdl not even aUow to be sdver. And, oh, if you thiis speak
of knowledge, why have you encouraged nre to know ?

CHAPTER XX.
" A H , my son!" said the Parson, "if I wished to prove the value of
ReUgion, would you tMnk I served it much, if I took as my motto,
' ReUgion is power ?' Would uot that be a base and sordid view of
its advantages ? And would you not say, he who regards reUgion as
a power intends to abuse it as a priestcraft ?"
" AVeU p u t ! " said Riccabocca.
" AA^ait a moment—let me think! Ah—I see, sir !" said Leonard.
PARSON.—-If the cause be holy, do not weigh it in the scales of
the market; if its objects be peacefrd, do not seek to arm it with the
weapons of strife; if it is to be the cement of society, do not vp.unt it
as the triumph of class against class.
LEONARD (ingenuously). — You correct me nobly, sir. Knowledge is power, but not in the sense in wMch I have interpreted the
saymg.
PARSON.—Krrowledge is one of the powers in the moral world,
but one that, m its immediate result, is not always of the most
worldly advantage to the possessor. It is one of the slowest, because
-'me of the most dm-able, of agencies. It may take a thousand jcars
for a thought to come into power; and the thinker who originated it
might have died in rags or m chams.
RICCABOCCA.—Our ItaHan proverb saith that "the teacher is like
the candle, which lights others in consunung itself."
PARSON.—Therefore he who has the true ambition of knovyledge
should entertain it for the power of his idea, not for the power it niay
bestow on Mmself: it should be lodged in the conscience, and, like
tlie conscience, look for no certain reward on this side the grave_
And since knowledge is compatible with good and with evd, would
sot it be better to say, "Knowledge is a t r u s t ? "
VOL. I .
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"You are right, sh," said Leonard, cheer-fuHy; "pray proceed."
PARSON.—You ask me why we encourage yoa to KNOW.

Fhst,

because (as you say yourself m your Essay) knowledge, irrespective
of gain, is in itseh a dehght, and ought to be something far more.
Like Hberty, Hke reUgion, it may be abused: but I have no more
light to say that the poor shaU be ignorant, than I have to say that
the rich only shaU be free, and that the clergy alone shaU learn the
truths of redemption. You truly observe in r our treatise that knowledge opens to us other excitements than those of the senses, aud
another Ufe than that of the moment. The difference between us is
tMs, that you forget that the same refmement wMch brurgs us new
pleasures, exposes us to new pams—the horny hand of the peasant
leels not the nettles wMcb sting the fine skin of the scholar. You
forget also, that whatever widens the sphere of the deshes, opens to
them also new temptations. Vaidty, the deshe of applause, pride,
the sense of superiority—gnawing discontent where that superrority
is not recogmsed—morbid susceptibdity, which comes -with ad new
feeUngs—the underrating of simple pleasures apart from the intellectual—the chase of the imagination, often rmduly stimulated, for
tlungs miattainable below—all these are surely amongst the first
temptations that beset the entrance into knowledge.
Leonard shaded his face with his hand.
" Hence," continued the Parson, benignantly—" hence, so far from
considering that we do all that is needful to accomcUsh ourselves as
men, when wc cidtivate only the inteUect, we should remember that
we thereby continually increase the range of our deshes, and therefore of our temptations ; and we shordd endeavour, simultaneously, to
cult ivate both tliose affections of the heart which prove the ignorant
to be God's cMldren no less than the wise, and those moral quaUties
wMch have made men great and good when reading and writmg were
scarcely known: to wit,—patience and for-titude rmdeT poverty and
distress ; humility and beneficence amidst grandeur and wealth; and,
in counteraction to that egotism which all superiority, mental or
worldly, is apt to inspire, justice, the father of aU the more soUd
virtues, softened by Charity, which is theh lovmg mother. Thus
accompamed, knowledge indeed becomes the magmficent crown of
humanity,—not the imperious despot, but the checked and tempered
sovereign of the soul."
The Parson paused, and Leonard, coming near Mm, thmdly took
his hand, with a chdd's affectionate and grateful impulse.
RICCABOCCA.—And if, Leonard, you are not satisfied with our Parson's exceUent defimtions, you have ordy to read what Lord Bacon
Mmself has said upon the true ends of knowledge, to comprehend at
once bow angry the poor great man, whom Dr. Dale treats so harsldy,
would have been with those who have stinted Ms elaborate distinctions and provident cautions into that coxcombicjtl httle aphorism,
and then misconstrued aU he designed to prove in favour of the commandment, and authority of learning. For [added the sage, lookmg
up as e man does when he is taxing his memory] I think it is thu,
that, at.J" saying the greatest error of aU is the mistaking or mis'
placing the end of knowledge, and denouncing the various objects foi
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wMch it is vulgarly sought—I thmk it is thus that Lord Bacon proceeds.
. " Knowledge is not a shop for profit or sale, but a rich
storehouse for the glory of the Creator, and the reUef of men's
estate." *
PARSON (remorsefuUy).—Are those Lord Bacon's words ? I am
very sorry I spoke so uncharitably of his Ufe. I must examine it
ag: in. I may find excuses for it now that I could not when I first
fo; ,aed my judgment. I was then a raw lad at Oxford. But I see,
Leonard, there is stdl sometM^ on vour mind.
LEONARD.—It is true, sir; I would but ask whether it is not by
kntjwledge that we arrive at the quaUties and virtues you so well
describe, but which you seem to consider as coming to us through
channels apart from knowledge ?
PARSON.—K you mean by the word knowledge something very
dhl'erent from what you express in your Essay, and wMch those contending for mental mstruction, hrespeetive of reUgion and ethics,
appear also to convey by the word, you are right; but, remember, we
have already agreed that by the word knowledge we mean culture
purely intellectual.
LEONARD.—That is true ; we so understood it.
PARSJN.—Thus, when this great Lord Bacon erred, you may say
that he erred from want of knowledge—the knowledge wMch moraUsts
and preachers would convey. But Lord Bacon had read aU that
moralists aud preachers could say on such matters; and he certahdy
did not err from want of mteUectual cultivation. Let me here, my
cMld, invite you to observe, that He who knew most of our human
hearts and our immortal desthdes, did not i/isist on this inteUectual
crdture as essential to the virtues that form our weU-being here, and
conduce to our salvation hereafter. Had it been essential, the Allwise One would not have selected humble fishermen for the teachers
of His doctrine, histead of cuUing His disciples from Roman portico
or Atheman academe. And this, which distingmshee so remarkably
the Gospel from the ethics of heathen phdosophy, wherein knowledge
is declared to be necessary to vhtue, is a proof how sHght was the
heathen sage's insight into the nature of mankind, when compared
-with the Saviour's; for hard, indeed, would it be to men, whether
Mgh or low, rich or poor, if science and learning, or contemplative
phdosophy, were the sole avenues to peace and redemption; smce, in
* " But the greatest error of all the rest is the irustaking or misplacing of the
last or farthest end of knowledge:—for men have entered into a desire of learning
and knowledge, sometimes upon a natural curiosity and inquisitive appetite ,sometimes to entertain their minds -with variety and delight; sometimes for ornament and rep utation; and sometimes to enable them to victory of -vt^t and contra,
diction, and most times for lucre smd profession" [that is, for most of those
objects which are meant by the ordinary citers of the saying, " Knowledge is
power"]—*' and seldom sincerely to give a true account of these gifts of reason to
the benefit and use of m e n ; as if there were sought in knowledge a couch whereupon to rest a searching and restless spirit, or a terrace for a wandering and
variable mmd to walk up and down, with a fair prospect: or a tower of ,state for a
proud mind to raise itself u p o n ; or a fort or commanding ground for strife and
eontention j or a shop for profit or seile—and not a rich storehouse for the glory ol
the Creator, £ind the reUef of men's estate."—ADVANCEMENT or LBABniwa,
Bcokl.
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this state of ordeal requhing active duties, very fev/ in any age,-whether they be Mgh or low, rich or poor, ever are or can be devoted to
pursuits merely mental. CM'ist does not represent heaven as a college
lor the leamed: therefore the rules of the Celestial Legislator arc
rendered clear to the simplest understandmg as to the deepest.
RICCABOCCA.—And that wMch Plato and Zeno. Pythagoras and
Socrates, could not do, was done by men whose ignorance would havfi
been a by-word in the schools of the Greek. The gods of the vulgar
were dethroned; the face of the world was changed! TMs thought
may make us aUow, indeed, that there are agencies more powerful
than mere knowledge, and ask, after aU, what is the udssion which
knowledge should achieve ?
PARSON.—The Sacred Book teUs us even that; for after estabhshing the truth that, for the multitude, knowledge is not essential to
happiness and good, it accords stdl to browdedge its subUme part in
the revelation prepared and announced. AVhen an instmment of
more than ordhiary inteUigence was required for a purpose divine,—
when the Gospel, recorded by the simple, was to be explained by the
acute, enforced by the energetic, carried home to the doubts of the
Gentde, the Supreme AVdl jomed to the zeal of the earher apostles
the learmng aud gemus of St. Paul—not holier than the others,—
caUmg himseh the least, yet labourmg more abimdantly than them aU,
—making himself all things unto aU men, so that some might be saved.
The ignorant may be saved no less surely than the wise; but here
comes the wise man who helps to save! And how the fulness and
animation of tMs grand Presence, of this indomitable Energy, seem to
vivify the tod, and to speed the work!—" In journeyings often, in
perds of waters, hi perils of robbers, in perds of mme ow-n cormtrymen, in perds by the heathcrr, in perils in the city, in perds in the
wdderness, in perds in the sea, in perds among false brethren,"
Behold, my son! does not Heaven here seem to reveal the true type
of Knowledge,—a sleepless activity, a pervading agency, a dauntless
heroism, an aU-supporting faith ?—a power—a power indeed,—a power
apart from the agrandisement of seU',—a power that brings to him who
owns and transmits it but " wearhiess and pauafuhiess; in watchings
often, in hunger and thirst, m fastings often, hr cold and nakedness,"
—but a power distinct from the mere circumstance of the man, rushing from him as rays from the sun; borne through the air, and clothing
it with Hght,—piercing under earth, and caUing forth the harvest!
Worship not knowledge,—worsMp not the sun, 0 my chdd! Let
the sun but proclaim the Creator; let the knowledge but dlmnine
1 he worsMri!
The good man, overcome by Ms own earnestness, paused ; Ms head
drooped on the yormg student's breast, and all three were long
sdent.
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CHAPTER XXI.
AVHATEXTJR ridicule may be thrown upon ilr. Dale's dissertatioM
hy the wit of the enUghtened, they had a cousidcrable, and I think a
beneficial, effect uporr Leonard Fahfield—an effect which may perhaps create less surprise when the reader renrembers that Leonard
was unaccustomed to argument, aud stdl retamed many of the prejudices natm-al to his rustic breeding. Nay, he actuaUy thought it
possible that, as both Riccabocca and ilr. Dale were more than
double Ms age, and had had opportunities not only of reading twice
as many books, but of gathering up experience m wider ranges of life
—he actuaUy, I say, thought it possible that they ndght be better
acquainted with the properties and distinctions of knowledge than
hunself. At aU events, the Parson's words were so far weU-timed,
that they jrroduced in Leonard very much of that state of mmd which
ilr. Dale desired to effect before commmucatmg to him the startling
mteUigence that he was to visit relations whom he had never seen, of
whom he had heard but Httle, and that it was at least possible that
Ihe result of that visit might be to open to Mm greater faeihties for
instruction, and a Mgher degree in life.
AA^thorrt some such preparation, I fear that Leonard would have
gone forth into the world with an exaggerated notion of his owrr
acquh'ements, and with a notion yet more exaggerated as to the kind
cf power that such knowledge as he possessed would obtain for itself
As it was, vvhen Mr. Dale broke to Mm the news of the experimental
journey before Mm, cautiomng him against being over sanguine,
Leonard received the inteUigence with a serious meekness, and
thoughts that were nobly solemn.
when the door closed on his visitors, he remamed for some
moments motionless, and in deep meditation; then he unclosed t!;door and stole forth. The night was already far advanced, the
heavens were huninous with aU the host of stars. " I thirrk," said
the student, referring, in later Hfe, to that crisis in his destiny—" 1
tliink it was then, as I stood alone, yet surrounded by worlds so
numberless, that I first felt the distmction between mind and soul."
" TeU me," said Riccabocca, as he parted company with ilr. Dale,
" whether you have given to Frank Hazeldean, on entering life, the
same lecture on the limits and ends of knowledge which you have
bestowed on .Leonard Fairfield ? "
" My friend," quoth the Pai-son, with a touch of human conceit,
" I have ridden on horseback, and I know that some horses shoidd be
gmded by the bridle, and some should be urged by the spur."
"Cospetto!" said Riccabocca, "j'ou contrive to prrt every experience of yom's to some use—even your journey on Mr. Hazeldean's
pad. And I now see why, in this little world of a vdlage, you hav«
picked up so general an acquaintance with Hfe."
" Did you ever read WMte's Natural History of Selbofnit?"
1*10.
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" D o so, and you wdl find that yon need not go far to leam the
habits of bhds, and know the difference between a swaUow and a
swift. Leam the difference in a vdlage, and you know the difference
wherever swaUows and swifts skim the ah."
" SwaUows and swifts !—trae; but men
"
" Are with us aU the year round—wMch is more than we can say
of swaUows and swifts."
" i l r . Dale," said Riccabocca, taking off Ms hat with great formaUty, " if ever again I find myself hi a ddemma, I wdl come to you
histead of to MacMaveUi."
" A h ! " cried the Parson, "if I could but have a cahn hour's talk
with you on the errors of the Papal reli^:
"
Riccabocca was off like a shot.

CHAPTER X X n .
T H E next day. Mr. Dale had a long conversation with Mrs. Fahfield. At flrst, he found some cUfficrdty hr getting over her pride, and
inducing her to accept overtures from parents who had so long sUghted
both Leonard and herself. And it wordd have been in va'Jr to have
put before the good woman the worldly advantages which such overtures imiiUed. But when i l r . Dale said, almost sterrdy, "Your
parents are old, your father infirm; their least wish should be as
binding to you as theh command,"-the Widow bowed her head, and
said—
" God bless them, sir, I was very sinful—' Honour your father and
mother.' I'm no scoUard, but I know the Commandments. Let
Lenny go. But he'll soon forget me, and mayhap he'U leam to be
.•ishamed of me."
"There I will trust Mm," said the Parson; and he contrived easdy
to reassure and sooth her.
It was not tdl aU tMs was settled that Mr. Dale drew forth an unsealed letter which Mr. Richard Avenel, taking his hint, had given to
hhn, as from Leonai d's grandparents, and said—" This is for you,
and it contains an enclosure of some valrre."
" WiU you read it, sh ? As I said before, I'm no scoUard."
" But Leonard is, and he wdl read to you."
"When Leonard retumed home that evening, Mrs. Fah-field showed
him the letter. I t ran. thus—
" DEAH JANE,—Mr. Dale -wiU teU you that we wish Leonard to
come to us. We are glad to hear you are weU. AVe forward, by i l r .
Drde, a bank-note for £50, wMch comes from Richard, your brother.
So no more at present from your affectionate parents,
" JOHN AND MARGARET A-VENEL."

Tke letter was in a stiff fen^ale scrawl, and Leonard observed that
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two or three mistakes m speUing had been corrected, either in another
pen or in a different hand.
" Dear brother Dick, how good in h i m ! " cried the Widow.
" When I saw there was money, I thought it must be Mm. How I
should Uke to see Dick again. But I s'pose he's stid in Amerikay.
AVeU, weU, this v/iU buy clothes for you."
" No; you must keep it aU, mother, and put it in the Savings'
Bank."
" Pm not quite so sUly as that," cried Mrs. Fairfield with coutempt; and she put the fifty pounds into a cracked teapot.
" I t must not stay tiiere when I'm gone. You may be robbed,
mother."
" Dear me, dear me, that's true. AATiat shall I do with it ?—what
do I want with it, too ? Dear me, I wish they hadn't sent it. I
shan't sleep in ireace. You must e'en put it in your own pouch, and
button it up tight, boy."
Lenny smded, and took the note ; but he took it to Mr. Dale, and
begged Mm to put it into the Savings' Bank for his mother.
The day foUowing he went to take leave of his master, of Jackeymo,
of the fountain, the garden. But after he had gone through the first
of these adieus, with Jackeymo—who, poor mau, indulged in aU the
hvely gesticulations of grief which make haH' the eloquence of his
C9untryrnen, and then, absolutely blubbering, hurried away—Leonard
himself was so affected that he could not proceed at once to the house,
but stood beside the fountain, trying hard to keep back his tears.
" You, Leonard—and you are going!" said a soft voice; and the
tears fed faster than ever, for he recognised the voice of Violante.
" Do not cry," continued the child, with a kind of tender gravity.
" You are going, but papa says it would be selfish in us to grieve, for
it is for your good; and we should be glad. But I am sehish,
Leonard, and I do grieve. I shaU miss you sacUy."
" You, young lady—you miss me ? "
" Yes. But I do not cry, Leonard, for I envy yo-a, and I wish t
were a boy: I wish I could do as you."
The girl clasped her hands, and reared her sHght form, with a kind
of passionate dignity.
" Do as me, and part from aU those you love ! "
" But to serve those you love. One day you wdl come back to
your mother's cottage, aud say, ' I have conquered fortune.' 0 that
1 could go forth and retum, as you wiU! But my father has uo
country, and Ms only child is a useless ghl."
As Violante spoke, Leonard had dried Ms tears: her emotion
distracted him from his own.
" Oh," continued Violante, again raising her head loftdy, " what it
is to be a man! A womau sighs ' I wish,' but a man should say ' I
wiU.'"
OccasionaUy before Leonard had noted fitful flashes of a nature
grand and heroic in the ItaUan chdd, especiaUy of late—flashes the
more remarkable from theh contrast to a form most extjuisitely
femimne, and to a sweetness of temper wMch made even her pride
Keutle. But nov/ it seemed as if the cMld spoke with the command
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of a queen—almost with the insphation of a Muse. A strange and
new sense of courage entered within him.
" ilay I remember these words! " he mm-mnred, half audibly.
The girl tumed and surveyed Mm with eyes brighter for their
moisture. She then extended her hand to Mm, with a quick movement, and as he bent over it, with a grace taught to hhn by genuine
emotion, she said—" And if you do, then, gm and chdd as I am, I
shall tMnk I have aided a brave heart in the great strife for honour!"
She Hngered a moment, smded as if to herseH, and then, gUding
away, was lost among the ti'ees.
After a b n g pause, in wMch Leonard recovered slowly from the
surprise and agitation into wluch Violante had thrown Ms spirits previously excited as they were—he went, murmuring to lumserf,
towards the house. But Riccabocca was from home. Leonard
tm-ned mechamcaUy to the terrace, and busied hhnself with the
flowers. But the dark eyes of Violante shone on his thoughts, and
lier voice rang in Ms ear.
At length Riccabocca, appeared on the road, attended by a labourer,
who carried something indistinct under his arm.
The Ifahan beckoned to Leonard to foUow Mm into the parlour,
and after conversing with lum kindly, and at some length, and packhig up, as it were, a considerable provision of wisdom in the portable
shape of aphorisms and proverbs, the sage left him alone for a few
moments. Riccabocca then retumed with his wife, and bearing a
small krrapsack :—
"If is not much we can do for you, Leonard, and money is the worst
gift in the world for a keepsake; but my wife and I have put our
heads together to frmush you -with a Httle outfit. Giacomo, wiio was
in orrr secret, assures us that the clothes wdl fit; and stole, I faricy, a
coat of yorrrs, to have the right measure. Put them on when you go
to your relations: it is astomshing what a difference it makes in the
ideas people form of us, accordmg as our coats are cut one way or
another. I should not be presentable in Lorrdon thus; and nothing
is more true than that a tailor is often the making of a man."
" The sMrts, too, are very good hoUand," said i l r s . Riccabocca,
about to open the knapsack.
" Never mind details, my dear," cried the wise man; "shirts are
comprehended in the general principle of clothes. And, Leonard, as
a remembrance somewhat more personal, accept this, which I have
worn many a year when time was a thing of importance to me, and
rrobler fates than mine himg on a moment. We missed the moment,
or abused i t ; and here I am, a waif on a foreign shore. Methinks I
have done with Time."
The exUe, as he thus spoke, placed in Leonard's reluctant hands a
watch that would have deUghted an antiquary, and shocked a dandy.
I t was exceedingly tMck, having an outer case of enamel and an inrrer
one of gold. The hands and the figures of the hours had oiiginaUv
been formed of briUiants; but the brilUants had long since vanished.
StiU, even thus bereft, the watch was much more hi character with
the giver than the recerver, and was as Uttle suited to Leonard as
would have been the red sdk umbreUa.
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" It is old-fashioned," said i l r s . Riccabocca; " but it goes bette?
(dan any clock in the county. I ready thmk it will last to the end o:
the world."
" Carissima mia ! " cried the Doctor, " Ithought I had convinced
you that the world is by no means come to its last legs."
" Oh, I did not mean anytldng, Alphonso," said i l r s . Riccabocca,
colouring.
" And that is aU we do mean when we talk about that of which wecan know nothing," said the Doctor, less gaUantly thau usual,
for he resented that epithet of " old-fashioued," as applied to the
watch.
Leonard, we see, had been sderrt aU this time; he could not speak
—hterally and truly, he could not speak. How he got out of his
embarrassment, and how he got out of the room, he never explained
to my satisfaction; but, a few minutes afterwards, he was seen
hrm-ying down the road very briskly.
Riccabocca aud his wife stood at the window gazing after him.
" There is a depth in that boy's heart," s.aid the sage, " wirich
might float an Argosy."
"Poor dear boy! I tMnk we have jrut everytldng _ into the
knapsack that he can possibly want," said good i l r s . Riccabocca,
musingly.
The DOCTOR (continuing his soldoquy). —They are strong, but
they are not immediately apparent.
i l n s . RICCABOCCA (resuming hers).—-They are at the bottom of the
kna-psack.
The DOCTOR.—They wdl stand long wear and tear.
MRS. RICCABOCCA.—A year, at least, with proper care at the
wash.
The DOCTOR (startled).—Care at the wash! What on earth are you
talking of, ma'am ?
ilRS. RICCABOCCA (mildly).—The shhts, to be sure, my love ! And
you?
The DOCTOR (with a heavy sigh).—The feeHngs, ma'am ! [Then,
after a pause, taking his wife's hand affectionately]—But you did
qrrite light to think of the shirts: i l r . Dale said very trrdy—
ilRs. RICCABOCCA.—A\'hat ?
The DOCTOR.—That there was a great deal in common between fJi
—even when I think of feeHngs, and you but of—sMrts !

CHAPTER

XXm.

MR. ana Mrs. Averrel sat within the parlour—Mr. Richard stood
on the hearth-rug, whistling Yankee Doodle. " The Parson writci
word that the lad wiU come to-day," said Richard, suddenly—" let
me see the letter,—ay, to-day. If he took the coach as far as
-.
he might walk the rest of the way iu two or three hours. He sho'ili,
be pretty nearly here. I have a great nrind to go and meet Mn;; 5;
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wiU save his asking questions, and hearing about me. I can cleai
the town by the back way, and get out at the high-road."
" You'U not know him from any one else," said ilrs. Avenel.
"AVeU, that is a good one ! 1Mot know an Avenel! "We've all the
same cut of the jib—have not we, father ?"
Poor John laughed heartdy, tdl the tears roUed down Ms cheeks.
" AVe were always a weU-favoured fam'ly," said John, recomposing
Mmself. " There was Luke, but he's gone ; and Harry, but he's dead
too; and Dick, but he's in Amerikay—no, he's here; and my darhng
Nora, but
"
" Hush!" interrupted ilrs. Avenel; " hush, John!"
The old man stared at her, and then put his tremulous hand
to Ms brow. " And Nora's gone too!" said he, in a voice of profoimd
woe. Both hands then feU on his knees, and his head drooped on his
breast.
ilrs. Avenel rose, kissed her husband on the forehead, and walked
away to the window. Richard took up his hat, and brushed the nap
carefuUy -with Ms handkercMef; but Ms Hps quivered.
" I'm going," said he, abraptly. " Now mind, mother, not a Word
about Uncle Richard yet; we must fhst see how we like each other,
and" in a low wMsper " you'U try and get that mto mv poor father's
head?"
" Ay, Richard," said ilrs. Avenel, quietly. Richard put on Ms hat
and went out by the back way. He stole along the fields that skhted
the town, aud had only once to cross the street before he got into the
Mgh-road.
He walked on tiU he came to the first milestone. There he seated
himself, Hghted his cigar, and awaited his nephew. It was now
uearly the hour of sunset, and the road before him lay westward.
Richard, from time to time, looked along the road, shading Ms eyes
with his hand; and at length, just as the disc of the sun had half surdi
down the horizon, a soUtary figiue came up the way. It emerged
ludderdy from the tunr in the road ; the redderring beams coloured aU
the atmosphere around it. SoHtary and sdent it came as from a Land
of Light.

CHAPTER XXTV
" YOU have been walking far, young man?" said Richard Avenel,
"No, sh, not very. That is Lansmere before me, is it not ?"
"Yes, it is Lansmere; you stop there, I guess?"
Leonard made a sign in the aflh-mative, and walked on a few paces
then, seeing the stranger who had accosted him stiU by Ms side, ha
said—
" If you know the town, sir, perhaps yon wdl have the goodness to
teU me whereabouts ilr. Avenel hves ? "
" 1 can put you into a straight cut across the fields, that wdl bring
50U just behmd the house."
" Vou are very kind, but it wiU take you out of your way."
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" No, it is m my way. So you are going to Mr. Avenel's ?—a good
old gentleman."
"I've always heard so; and i l r s . Avenel
"
"A particular superior woman," said Richard. "Anyone else to
ask after ?—1 know the famdy weU."
" No, thank you, sh."
"They liave a son, I beHeve; but he's in America, is not h e ? "
" I beHeve he is, sh."
" I see the Parson has kept faith with me," muttered Richard.
" If you can teU me anything about Mm" said Leonard, " I should
be very glad."
"AVliy so, young man ?—perhaps he is hanged by this thus."
"Hanged!"
" H e was a sad dog, I am told."
"Then you have been told very falsely," said Leonard, colouring.
" A sad wild dog—his parents were so glad when he cut and r u i i ^
went off to the States. They say he made money; but, if so, he
neglected his relations shamefidly."
" Sir," said Leonard, " you are whoUy misinformed. He has been
most generous to a relation who had Uttle claim on him; and I never
heard his name mentioned but with love and praise."
Richard instantly feU to wMstUng Yankee Doodle, and walked
on several paces without saying a word. He then made a sUght
apology for Ms impertinence—hoped no offence—and, with his usual
bold but astute style of talk, contrived to bring out something of Ms
compamon's mmd. He was evidently strack with the clearness and
propriety with which Leonard expressed himself, raised his eyebrows
m surprise more than once, and looked him fuU in the face with an
attentrve and pleased suivey.—Leonard had put on the new clothes
with which Riccabocca and wife had provided Mm. They were those
appropriate to a young country tradesman in good circumstances;
but as Leonard did not think about the clothes, so he had rmconsciously something of the ease of the gentleman.
They now came mto the fields. Leonard paused before a slip of
ground sown with rye.
" I shordd have thought grass land woidd have answered better,
80 near a to-wn," said be.
" N o doubt it would," answered Richard; " b u t they are sadly
behindhand in these parts. You see the great park yonder, on the
other side of the road? That would answer better for rye than
grass; but then, what wordd become of my Lord's deer ? The aristocracy eat us up, young man."
" But the aristocracy did not sow tMs piece with rye, I suppose ?"
said Leonard, smiling.
" And what do you conclude from that ?"
" Let every man look to his own ground," said Leonard, with a
cleverness of repartee caught from Dr. Riccabocca.
" 'Cute lad you are," said Richard; " and we'U talk more of these
matters another time."
They now came "within sight of i l r . Avenel's house.
" You c?.a get through tho gap in the hedge, by the old poUard
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oak," said Richard, "and come round by the front, of the house.
Why, you're not afraid—are you?"
" I am a stranger."
" ShaU I introduce you ? I told yorr that I knew the old couple."
" Oh no, sir! I would rather meet them alone."
" Go; and—wait a bit—harkye, young man, i l r s . Avenel is a coldmannered woman; but don't be abashed by that."
Leonard thanked the good-natured stranger, crossed the field,
passed the gap, and paused a moment under the sthrted shade of thir
old hoUow-heaned oak. The ravens were retrrrrung to their nests.
At the sight of a human fomr under the tree, they wheeled round
and watched hinr afar. From the tMck of the bouglis, the youiijf
ravens sent theh hoarse lov/ cry.*

CHAPTER XXV.
T H E young m.an entered the neat, prim, formal parlour.
" Yorr arc welcome!" said i l r s . Arencl, in a firm voice.
" The gentlenian is heartdy -M elconre," cried poor John.
'•' It is your grandson, Leonard Fairfield," said Mrs. Avenel.
But Jolm, wlio had risen with knocking knees, gazed hard at Leonard, and then feU on his breast, sobbing aloud—" Nora's eyes!—he
has a blink iu his eye like Nora's."
i l r s . Avenel approached with a steady step, and drew away the old
nran tenderly.
'• He is a poor creature," she whispered to L e o n a r d ^ " you excite
him. Come away, I wdl show you your room."
Leonard foUowed her up the stahs, and came irrto a room—neatly,
and even prcitdy, furidshed. The carpet and curtains were faded by
t he srru, arrd of old-fasMoued pattern; there was a look about the
room as if it had been long disused.
ilrs. Avenel sank down on the first chair on entering.
Leorrard drew his arm romrd her waist affectionately: " I fear that
1 have put you out sadly—my dear grancbnother."
i l r s . Avenel glided hastily from his arm, and her cormtenance
worked much—every nerve in it twitchirrg, as it were; then, placing
her hand on his locks, she said with passion, " God bless you, my
grandson," and left the room.
Leonard dropped his knapsack ori the floor, and looked around Irin
wistfuUy. The room seemed as if it had once been occupied by a
female. There was a work-box on the chest of drav/ers, and over it
hanging shelves for books, suspended by ribbons that had once been
blue, with sdk and f'rmge appended to each sheH, and knots and
tassels here and there—the taste of a woman, or rather of a girl, who
seeks to give a grace to the c-ommonest things around her. "^Vith the
-* It so rarely happens that ravens are found to build near a dwelling-house, tliat;
it is perhaps necessary to observe that the instance here referred to is foundel oa
k fact slated to the author on pood authority
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mechanical habit of a student, Leonard took down one or two of the
volumes stdl left on the shelves. He found SPENCER'S Fairy Queen,
RACINE iu Frerrch, TASSO in ItaUau: and on the fly-leaf of each
volume, in the exqursite_ handwriting famdiar to his memory, the
name " Leonora." He kissed the books, and replaced them with a
feehng akhi both to tenderness and awe.
He had not been alone hi Ms room more than a quarter of an hovLT,
before the maid-servant krrocked at Ms door and smnmoned hhn to
fe.v.
Poor John had recovered his spirits, and Ms wife sat by his side
lioiding his hand in hers. Poor John was eveu gay. He asked many
questions about his daughter Jane, and did not wait for the answers.
Then he spoke about the Squh-e, whom he confounded with Audley
.Egerton, and talked of elections and the Blue party, and hoped
Leonard would always be a good Blue; and then he fell to Ms tea
and toast, and said no more.
, ilrs, Avenel spoke Httle, but she eyed Leorrard askant, as it were,
from time to time; and, after each glance, the nerves of the poor
severe face twitched again.
A little after nine o'clock, i l r s . Avenel Hghted a candle, and placirg
it in Leonard's hand, said, " You must be thed—you know your own
room uow. Good night."
Leonard took the light, and, as was Ms wont with Ms mother,
kissed i l r s . Avenel on the cheek. Then he took John's hand and
kissed him too. The old man was hah asleep, and mm-mured dreamdy, "That's Nora."
Leonard had retired to his room about half an hour, when Richard
Avenel entered the house softly, and joined Ms parents.
"AVeU, mother?" said he.
" AVeU, Richard—vou have seen Mm ? "
" And Hke him. Lo yorr know, he has a great look of poor N<fra ?
—more Hke her than Jane."
" Yes; he is handsomer than Jarre ever was, but more Hke your
father than any one. Jolm was so comely. You take to the boy^
then ? "
" Ay, that I do. Just tell him hr the morrung that he is to go with
a gerrtleman w^ho wdl be his frierrd, and don't say more. The chaise
sha,U be at the door after breakfast. Let hhn get into i t : I shaU
wait for Mm out of the town. AATiat's the room you gave;
liim ? "
" The room j-ou would not take."
" The room m which Nora slept ? Oh no! I could not have slept
a wink there. AVhat a charm there w^as hi that ghl—how we aU
iOved her ! But she was too beautiful and good for us—too good to
live!"
" None of us are too good," said i l r s . Avenel, with great austerity,
"and I beg you wiU not talk hi that way. Good mght—I must get
yoru: poor father to bed."
When Leonard opened Ms eyes the next morning, they rested on
the face of i l r s . Avenel^ wMch was bending over his pdlow. But it
was long before he coula recognise that countenance, so changed ws*.
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its expression—so tender, so motherlike. Nay, the face of his own
mother had never seemed to him so soft with a mother's passion.
" Ah!" he murmured, half rising and flinging Ms young arms
rormd her neck. MJS. Avenel, tMs time taken by surprise, warmly
retumed the embrace : she clasped Mm to her breast, she kissed him
again and again. At length, with a quick start, she escaped, and
walked up and down the room, pressing her hands tightly together.
T^'hen she halted, her face had recovered its usual severity and cold
precision.
" It is time for you to rise, Leonard," said she. " You wdl leave
us to-day. A gentleman has promised to take charge of you, and do
for you more than we can. A chaise wdl be at the door soon—make
haste."
John was absent from the breakfast-table. His wife said that he
never rose tdl late, and must not be disturbed.
The meal was scarcely over before a chaise and pah came to the
door.
" You must not keep the chaise waiting—the gentleman is very
punctual."
" But he is not come."
" No; he has walked on before, and wdl get in after you are out
of the town."
" AVhat is Ms name, and why should he care for me, grandmother ?"
" He wdl teU you hhnself. Be quick."
" But you wdl bless nre again, grandmother. I love you already."
" I do bless you," said Mrs. Avenel fimdy. " Be honest and good,
and beware ot the first false step." She pressed his hand with a
convidsive grasp, and led him to the outer door.
The postboy clanked Ms wMp, the chaise rattled off. Leonard put
Ms head out out of the -window to catch a last ghmpse of the old
woman; but the boughs of the poUard oak, and its gnarled decaying trurdc, hid her from his eye : and look as he would, tiU the road
turned, he saw but the melancholy tree.
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EOOK V.
INITIAL

CHAPTER.

CONTAINING MR. C A X T O N ' S UNAVAILING CAUTION NOI 1 0 2 S
DULL.

" I HOPE, "Pisistratus," said my father, " that you do not intend to
boduH?"
" Heaven forbid, sh! A\Trat could make you ask such a question ?
Intend! No ! if I am dnU, it is from irmocence."
" A very long discourse upon knowledge!" said my father; " very
loiig. I should cut it out!"
flooked upon my father as a Byzantian sage might have looked on
a Vandal. " Cutit out!
"
" Stops the action, sir!" said my father, dogmatically.
" Action! But a novel is not a drama."
" No, it is a great deal longer—twenty times as long, I dare say,"
repUed Mr. Caxton, with a sigh.
" WeU, sh—weU! I think my Discourse upon Knowledge has
much to do with the subiect—is vitaUy essential to the subject; does
not stop the action—only explains and elucidates the action. And
I am astonished, sh, that you, a scholar, and a cultivator of knowledge
"
" There—there!" cried my father, deprecatingly. " I yield—I
yield. AVhat better cordd I expect when I set up for a critic! "What
author ever Hved that did not fiy into a passion, even with his own
father, if Ms father presumed to say—' Cut out!' "
MRS. CAXTON.—My dear Austin, I am sure Pisistratus did not
mean to offend you, and I have no doubt he wUl take your
PISISTRATUS (hastily).—Advice for the future, certainly. I will
Quicken the action, and
" Go on with the Novel," whispered Roland, looking up from his
eternal account-book. " We have lost £200 by our barley !"
Therewith I plunged my pen into the ink, and my thoughts iato
the "Fah Shadowland,"
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n.

" HALT !" cried a voice; and not a Httle surprised was Leonard
when the stranger who had accosted Mm the preceding evenmg got
into the chaise.
" Weil," said Richard, " I am not the sort of man you expecteo,
eh ? Take time to recover yorrrscH." And with these words Richard
drew forth a book from his pocket, threw himself back, and began
to read. Leonard stole many a glance at the acute, hardy, handsome face of his compamon, and graduaUy recognised a famfly
likeness to poor John, in whom, despite age and infirmity, the traces
of no common share of physical beauty were stdl eviderrt. And, with
that quick Hrrk in ideas which mathem.atical aptitude bestows, the
young studerrt at once conjectured that he saw before him Ms uncle
"Richard. He had the discretion, however, to leave that gentleman
free to choose his ow^i time for introducing himself, aud silently
revolved the new thoughts produced by the novelty of his situation.
i l r . Richard read with notable quickness—sometimes cutting the
leaves of the book with his penknife, sometimes tearhig them open
with his forefinger, sonietimes skipping whole pages altogether.
Thus he gaUoped to the end of the volume—flung it aside—Hghted
his cigar, and began to talk.
He" put marry questions to Leonard relative to_ his rearing, and
esirccially to the mode by which he had acquired his education; and
Leonard, coirfirmcd iu the idea that he was repljirrg to a kmsman,
answered frankly.
Richard cUd not thhik it strange that Leonard should have acquired
so uruclr instruction with so little direct tuition. Richard Avenel
Jiimself had been tutor to himseh'. He had lived too long with our
go-ahead brethren, who stride the w^orid ou the other side of the
Atlantic with the seven-leagued boots of the Giant-kiUer, not to have
caimht- theh glorious fever for reading. But it was for a reading
whoUy ddferent from that which was famdiar to Leonard. The books
Ire read must be new; to read old books woidd have seemed to him
soing back iu the worid. He fancied that new books necessarily
coutaiired new ideas—a common mistake—and our lucky adventm-er
was the mau of his day.
Tired with talkmg, he at length chucked the book he had ran
through to Leonard, and, taking out a pocket-book and pencd, amused
himself with calcrdations on some detad of Ms business, after which he
fell mto an absorbed train of thought—part pecrmiary, part ambitious.
.
.
Leonard found the book mterestmg; it was one of the numerous
works, half-statistic, half-declamatory, relathrg to the condition of the
working-classes, which peeuHarly distinguish our century, and ought
to irind together rich and poor, by proving the grave attention which
modem society bestows upon all that can affect the welfare of tho
last,.

VARIETIES IN ENGLISH urs.

225

" Dull stufl'—theory—claptrap," said Richard, rousing himself from
his reverie at last; " it can't interest you."
"All books interest me, I think," said Leonard, "and tMs espe
ciaUy; for it relates to the working-class, and I am one of them."
"You were yesterday, but you rnayn't be to-morrow," answered
Richard, good-humouredly, and patting him on the shoulder. "You
see, my lad, that it is the middle class wMch ought to govern the
cormtry. AVhat the book says about the ignorance of country
magistrates is very good; but the man writes pretty considerablu
trash when he wants to regulate the number of hours a free-bora boy
shordd work at a factory—only ten hours a day—^pooh! and so lose
two hours to the nation! Labour is wealth; and it we could get mc".
to work twenty-four hours a day, we shoidd be just twice as rich. 1 f
the march of civilisation is to proceed," continued Richard, loftdy,
"men, and boys too, must not He a-bed doing nothing all night, sir."
Then, with a complacent tone—"We shaU get to the twenty-four
hours at last; and, by gad, we must, or we shan't flog the Europeans
as we do now."
On arriving at the inn at which Richard had fhst made acquamtance
with ilr. Ejale, the coach by wMch he had intended to perform the
rest of the journey was found to be full. Richard continued to perform the journey in post-chaises, not without some grumbling at the
expense, and incessant orders to the post-boys to make the best of
their way. " Slow country this, in spite of all its brag," said he—
" very slow. Time is money—they know that in the States: for why,
they are aU men of business there. Always slow in a country where
a parcel of lazy, idle lords, and dukes, and baronets, seem to think
' tune is pleasm-e.' "
Towards evening the chaise approached the confines of a very large
*own, and Richard began to grow fidgety. His easy, cavaHer ah was
abandoned. He withdrew his legs from the window, out of which
they had been luxuriotisly dangUng; prdled down his waistcoat;
buckled nrore tightly Ms stock; it was clear that he was resuming
the decorous digmty that belongs to state. He was Hke a monarch,
who, after travelling happy and incogmto, returns to his capital.
Leonard divmed at once that they were nearmg theh journey's end.
Humble foot-passengers now looked at the chaise, and touched
theh hats. Richard retumed the salutation with a nod—a nod less
gracious than condescending. The chaise tumed rapidly to the left,
and stopped before a smaU lodge, very new, very white, adorned with
two Done columns in stucco, and flanked by a large pah of gates,
" HoUo !" cried the post-boy, and cracked Ms wMp.
Two cMldren were playing before the lodge, and some clothes were
hanging out to dry on the sM-ubs and pales round the neat Httle
buddmg.
"Hang those brats! they are actuaUy playing," growled Dick.
" As I live, the iade has been washing again! Stop, boy." Durmg
tMs soliloquy, a good-looking young woman had rushed from the dooi—slapped the chddren as, catching sight of the chaise, they rasa
towards the house—opened the gates, and, dropping a curtsey to the
ground, seemed to wrsh that she could drop itito it altogether, so
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frightened and so trembling seemed she to shrink from the wrathfru
face wMch the master now put out of the window.
" Did I teU you, or did I not," said D i c k , " that I would not have
those horrid, disreputable cubs of yours playing just before my lodgegates?"
" Please, sh
"
_ " Don't answer me. And did I teU you, or did I not, that the next
time I saw you making a drying-ground of my Hlacs, you shoidd go
out, neck and crop
"
" Oh, please, sh
"
" You leave my lodge next Saturday! drive on, boy. The ingratitude and insolence of those common people are disgraceful to human
nature," muttered Richard, with an accent of the bitterest misanthropy.
The chaise wheeled along the smoothest and freshest of gravel
roads, and through fields of the finest land, in the highest state of
crdtivation._ Rapid as was Leonard's survey, his rural eye detected
the signs of a master in the art agronomial. Hitherto he had considered the Squire's model farm as the nearest approach to good husbandry he had seen ; for Jackejnio's finer skiU was developed rather
on the minute scale of nrarket-gardening than what can fahly be caUed
husbandry. But the Squire's farm was degraded by many oldfasMoneil notions, and concessions to the whim of the eye, wMch
would not be found in model farms now-a-days—large tangled hedgerows, which, though they constitute one of the beauties most picturesque hr old Englaud, make sad deductions from produce; great
trees, overshadowmg the com, and harbouring the birds; little
patches of rough sward left to waste- and angles of woodland
runmng into fields, exposing them to rabhits, and blocking out the
Sim,—these and such-like blots on a gentleman-farmer's agricrdture,
common-serrse and Giacomo had made clear to the acute comprehension of Leonard. No such faults were perceptible hr Richard Avenel's
domain. The fields lay in broad divisions, the hedges were cHpped
and narrowed into their proper destination of mere boundaries. Not
a blade of wheat withered under the cold shade of a tree : not a yard
of land lay waste; not a weed was to be seen, not a thistle to waft its
baleful seed through the a h : some young plantations were placed, not
where the artist wordd put them, but just where the farmer wanted a
fence from the wind. Was there no bearrty hr this? Yes, there was
beauty of its kind—beauty at once recogmsible to the imtiated—
beauty of use and profit—beauty that could bear a monstrous Mgh
rent. And Leonard uttered a cry of admiration wMch thrdled through
the heart of Richard Avenel.
" TMs is farming ! " said the vdlager.
" WeU, I guess it is," answered Richard, all Ms Ul-hnmour vanishm". " You should have seen the land when I bought it. But we
n e ^ men, as they caU us (damn theh impertinence) are the new
blood of tMs country."
Richard Avenel never said anytMng more true. Long may the
V-w blood chculate through the veins of the mighty giantess; but
•;' the grand heart be the same as it has beat for proud ages.
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fhc chaise now passed through a pretty shrubbery, and the bouse
came into gradual view—a house with a portico—all the offices carefully thrust out of sight.
The postboy dismounted, and rang the bed.
" I almost think they are going to keep me waiting," said Mi,
Richard, well-nigh in the very words of Louis XIV.
But that fear was not realised—the door opened; a weU-fed servant out of Hvery presented himself. There was no hearty welccmmg smde on his face, b'ut he opened the chaise-door with demure and
taciturn respect.
" AVhere's George ? -why does not he come to the door ? " asked
Richard, descending from the chaise slowly, and leamng on the servant's outstretched arm -with as much precaution as if he had had the
gout.
Fortunately, George here came into sight, settHng Mmself hastily
hito Ms livery-coat.
" See to the things, both of you," said Richard, as he paid the
post-boy.
Leonard stood on the gravel sweep, gazing at tho square wMte
house.
"Handsome elevation—classical, I take it—eh? " said Ric'nard,
joinmg Mm. " B u t you should see the offices."
He then, with famdiar kindness, took Leonard by the arm, and
chew him within. He showed hhn the haU, with a carved mahogany
stand for hats; he showed him the drawing-room, and pointed out
aU its beauties—though it was summer, the drawing-room looked
cold, as wdl look rooms newly furmshed, with waUs newly papered,
in houses newly budt. The ftuniture was handsome, and sidted to
the rank of a neh trader. There was no pretence about it, and therefore no vidgarity, wMch is more than can be said for the houses ol
many an honourable i l r s . Somebody in ilaj-fah, -with rooms twelve
feet sqrrare, chokeful of brdd, that would have had its proper place in
i he Tuderies. Then Richard showed Mm the Hbrary, with mahogany
book-cases and plate glass, and the fasMonable authors handsomely
hound. Your new men are much better friends to Hwing authors than
'our old famdies who Uve in the country, and at most subscribe to a
book-club. Then Richard took hhn up-stahs, and led Mm through
'he bed-rooms—aU very clean and comfortable, and with every
modern convemcnce; and, pausing in a very pretty single-gentlenran's chamber, said, " TMs is your den. And now, can you guess
who I am ? "
" No one but my rmcle Richard could be so khrd," answered
Ijconard.
But the compHment did not fiatter Richard. He .;;;..: •extremely
tUsconcerted and disappointed. He had hoped th?.. L. should be
taken for a lord at least, forgetful of aU that he had said in disparagement of lords.
"Pish i" said he at last, biting Ms Up—" so yon don't think that I
look like a gentleman ? Come, now, speak honestly."
Leonard, wonderingly, saw he had given pain, and, with the goodbicedir-g wMch comes instmctively from, good-nature, repHed—"i
o3
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judge you by your neart, sir, and your Hkeness to my gi-andfatbcr—
otherwise I should never have presumed to fancy we could be rek.
tions."
" Hum ! " answered Richard. " You can just wash your hands, and
then come down to dinner; you -wiU hear the gong in ten minutes,
There's the bed—ring for what you want."
AVitli that he turned on his heel; and, descending the stahs, gave
a look into the dhdng-room, and admhed the plated salver on the
sideboard, and the khig's-pa,ttem spoons and forks on the table.
Then he walked to the looking-glass over the mantel-piece; and,
wishing to survey the whole effect of Ms form, mounted a chah. He
was just getting into an attitude wMch he thought imposing, when
the butler ente ed, and, being London-bred, had the discretion to trjto escape unseen; but Richard caught sight of Mm in the lookhigglass, and coloured up to the temples.
" Jarvis," said he, mildly—" Jarvis, put me in mind to have these
inexpressibles altered."

CHAPTER

m.

APROPOS of the inexpressibles, Mr. Richard did net forget to prcvide his nephew with a much larger wardrobe than could have been
thrust mto Dr. Riccabocca's knapsack. There was a very good tador
irr the town, and the clothes were ^cry weU made. And, brrt for an
air more ingenuous, aud a check that, despite study and night vigds,
retained much of the sunburnt bloom of the rustic, Leonard Fah-field
might now have almost passed, without disparagmg comment, by the
bow-window at AVhite's. Richard burst mto an immoderate fit of
laughter when he first saw the watch wMch the poor ItaUan had bestowed upou Leonard; but to atone for the laughter, he made him a
prcserrt of a very pretty substitute, and bade Mm " lock up Ms
turnip." Leonard was more hurt by the jeer at his old patron's gift
than pleased by his uncle's. But Richard Avenel had no conception
of sentiment. It was not ior many days that Leonard could reconede hhirsclf to his uncle's manner. Not that the peasant could pretend to judge of its mere conventional defects; but there is an iUbreeding to wirich, whatever our rank and nurture, we are almost
equally sensitive—the dl-breeding that comes from vvant of consideration for others. Now, the Squire was as homely in his way as Richard
Avenel, but the Squhe's bluntness rarely hurt the feelings; and
when it did so, the Squire perceived and hastened to repah Ms
blunder. But Mr. Richard, vvhether kind or cross, was always
wounding yon hr some HMle deUcate fibre-;-not from malice, but from
tire absence of any Httle deUcate fibres of Ms own. He was really, in
many respects, a most exceUent man, and certahdy a very valuable
•jitizen. But his merits wanted the fine tints and fluent curves that
constitute beauty of character. He was honest, but sharp in Ms
practice, and with a keen eye to Ms interests. He was ju-jt, b'lt as 3
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matter of business. He made no allowances, and did not leave to his
justice the large margin of tenderness and mercy. He was generous,
but rather from an idea of what was due to MmseH than with nrrrch
thought of the pleasure he gave to others; and he even regarded
generosity as a capital put out to interest. He expected a great deal
of gratitude in return, and, whenhe obhged a man, considered that
he had bouglit a slave. Every needy voter knew where to come, if
he war ted relief or a loan; but woe to him if he had ventured to ex press hesitation when i l r . Avenel told hhn how he must vote.
in tMs town Richard had settled after his return from America, in
which country he had enriched himself—fhst, by sphit and industry
—lastly, by bold speculation and good luck. He invested Ms fortune
hr busmess—becanre a partner in a large brewery—soon bought out
Ms associates—and then took a principal share in a flourishing comndll. He prospered rapidly—bought a property of some two or three
iirmdred acres, budt a house, and resolved to enjoy himseh, and make
a figure. He had now become the leadmg man of the town, and the
boast to Audley Egerton that he could retum one of the members,
perhaps botlr, was by no means an exaggerated estimate of his power.
Nor was Ms proposition, according to his owm views, so rmprhrcipled
as it appeared to the statesman. He had taken a great dislike to
both the sitting members—a disUke natural to a sensible man of
moderate politics, who had something to lose. For Mr. Slappe, the
active member—who v/as head-over-ears in debt—was one of the
furious democrats rare -i«fore the Refonn Bdl—and whose ophdorrs
were held dangerous even by the mass of a Liberal constituency;
whde i l r . Sleekie, the gentleman member, who laid by £5,000 every
year from his dividends in the Funds, was one of those men whom
Richard justly pronormced to be " humbugs"—men who curry favour
with the extreme party by voting for measures sure not to be carried;
whde, if there was the least probabihty of conrmg to a decision that
would lower the money-market, i l r . Sleekie was seized with a weU timed infiuenza. Those poHticians are common enough now. Propose to march to the Mdlemiium, and they are your men. Ask them
to march a quarter of a mde, and they taU to feelhig theh pockets,
and trenibhng for fear of the footpads. They are never so joyful as
when there is no chance of a victory. Did they beat the Minister,
they would be carried out of the house in a fit.
_ Richard Avenel—despismg both these gentlemen, and not taking
khidly to the WMgs smce the great AA^hig leaders were lords—had
looked with a friendly eye to the Government as it then existed, and
especiaUy to Audley Egerton, the enUghtened representative oi conimerce. But in giving Audley and his coUeagues the benefit of Ids
influence, through conscience, he thought it aU fah arid right to have
a quid pro quo, and, as he had so frankly confessed, it was his vvhim
to rise up " Sh Richard." For this worthy citizen abused the aristocracy m'uch on the same principle as the fair OHvia depreciated
Squire ThornldU—he had a sneaking affection for what he abused.
Tne society of Screwstown was, Hke most provincial capitals, composed of two classes—the commercial and the exclusive. These last
awelt cMefly apart, aroimd the ruins of an old abbey; they affectc'
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its antiqidty m their pedigrees, and had much of its ruin m then
linances. Widows of rural thanes in the neighbourhood—genteel
/pinsters—officers retired on half-pay—younger sons of rich squhes,
who had now become old bachelors—in short, a very respectabjc,
proud, aristocratic set—who thought more of themselves than do aU
the Gowers and HowardSj Courtenays and Seymours put together.
I t had early been the ambition of Richard Avenel to be admitted into
this subUme coterie ; and, strange to say, he had partially succeeded.
He -was never more happy than when he was asked to theh cardparties, and never more unhappy than when he was actually there.
Various circumstances combined to raise Mr. Avenel into tMs elevated
society. Fhst, he was unmarried, stdl very handsome, and in that
society there was a large proportion of rmwedded females. Secondly,
he was the only rich trader in Screwstown who kept a good cook,
?.nd professed to give dinners, and the baU"-pay captains and colonels,
-swallowed the host for the sake of the venison. Thhdly, and principaUy, aU these exclusives abhorred the two sitting members, and
"idem nolle idem velle de republicd. ea firma amicitia est;" that is,
eongemaUty in poUtics pieces porcelam and crockery together better
than the best diamond cement. The sturdy Richard Avenel—who
val ued himself on American independence—held these ladies and gentlemen in an awe that was tridy Brahndnical. AATiether it was that, in England, aU notioirs, even of Hberty, are mixed up MstoricaUy, traditionaUy,
Si)ciaUy, with that fine and subtle element of aristocracy which, like
tlie press, is the ah we breathe; or whether Richard imagined that
lie ready became magneticaUy imbued with the virtues of these sdver
pennies and gold seven-sldlhng pieces, distinct from the vulgar coinage in popular use, it is hard to say. But the truth must be told—
Richard Avenel was a notable tuft-hunter. He had a great longing
to marry out of this society, but he had not yet seen any one sufficiently high-bom and Mgh-bred to satisfy his asphations. In the
n-:eanwhile, he had convinced himself that his way would be smooth
could he offer to make Ms uhimate choice " M y Ladj':" and he felt
that it wordd be a proud hour in his Hfe when he could walk before
stiff Colonel Pompley to the sound of " Sir Richard." Stdl, however
disappointed at the iU success of his bluff diplomacy with Mr. Egerton,
and Irowever yet cherishirrg the most vhidictive resentment against
that individual—he did not, as many would have done, throw up Ms
poHtical convictions out of personal spite. He reserved his private
grudge for some special occasion, and continued stdl to support the
A dmimstration, and to hate one of the Miiiisters.
But, drdy to appreciate the value of Richard Avenel, and in just
cormterooise to aU Ms foibles, one ought to have seen what he had
elfected for the town. AVeU might he boast of " new blood;" he had
drme as much for the town as he had for Ms fields. His energy, Ms
quick comprehension of pubUc utdity, backed by Ms wealth, and held,
b'tllying, imperious character, had sped the work of civilization as if
-with the celerity and force of a steam-engine.
If the town were so weU paved and so weU Hghted—if half a
fJ.-Mien squalid lanes had been transformed into a stately street—if half
iis£ town no longer depended on tanks for their water—jf the poor-
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rates were reduced one-third, praise to the brisk new blood which
Richard Avenel had infused iiito vestry and corporation. And Ms
example itself was so contagious! '' There was not a plate-glass
window in the town when I came into it," said Richard Avenel; " and
now look down the High Street!" He took the credit to himself,
and justly; for, though his own busmess did not reqnhe windows of
plate-glass, he had awakened the sphit of enterprise wMch adorns a
whole city.
M J . Avenel did not present Leonard to Ms friends for more than a
fortmght. He aUowed lum to wear off Ms rust. He tiieu gave a
grand dinner, at wMch Ms nephew was formaUy introduced, and, to
his great wrath and disappointment, never opened his Ups. How
could he, poor youth, when iliss Clarma ilowbray oMy talked upon
high Ufe; tiU proud Colonel Pompley went in state through the
history of the Siege of Seringapatam ?

CHAPTER IV.
W H I L E Leonard accustoms hhnself graduaUy to the splendours
that surround him, and often turns with a sigh to the remembrance
of Ms mother's cottage and the sparkUng fount in the Itahan's flowery
garden, we wdl make with thee, 0 reader, a rapid fUght to the metropoHs, and drop ourselves amid«t the gay groups that loiter along the
dusty ground, or loU over the roadside pahngs of Hyde Park. The
season is stdl at its height; but the short day of fashionable London
Hfe, which commences two hours after noon, is in its decUne. The
crowd in Rotten Row begms to thin. Near the statue of Aehdles,
and apart from aU other loungers, a gentleman, with one hand thrast
into Ms waistcoat, and the other resting on his cane, gazed Hstlessly
on the horsemen and carriages in the briUiant ring. He was stdl in
the prime of Hfe, at the age when man is usuaUy the most social—
when the acquaintances of youth have ripened into friendsMps, and a
personage of some rank and fortune has become a weU-known feature
m the mobUe face of society. But though, when Ms contemporaries
were boys scarce at coUege, this gentleman had blazed foremost
amongst the princes of fashion, and tnough he had aU the quahties of
nature and errcumstance which either retain fasMon to tne last, or
exchange it-s false celebrity for a graver repute, he stood as a stranger
in that throng of Ms countrymen. Beauties wirrled by to the toilet
—statesmen passed on to the senate—danoies took fHght to the clubs;
and neither nods, nor becks, nor wreathed smdes said to the soHtary
spectator, " FoUow us—thou art one of our set." Now and then, some
middle-aged beair, nearing the post of the loiterer, tumed round to
look again; but the second glance seemed to dissipate the recogmtion
of the first, and the beau sdently continued Ms way.
" B y the tombs of my fathers!" said the soUtary t9 Mmself, " 1
know now what a dead man might feel if he came to life agahi, and
took a peep at the Hving."
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Time passed o n - t h e evenmg shades descended fast. Our stranger
'•" London had wol-mgh the Park to Mmself. He seemed to breathe
.uiore freely as he saw that the space was so clear.
" There's oxvgen hr the atmosphere now," said he, half aloud; " and
I can walk without breathmg in the gaseous fumes of the multitude.
0 those chemists—what dolts they are! They teU us that crowds
tamt the air, but they never guess why! Pah, it is not the lungs
that poison the element—it is the reek of bad hearts. When a periwig-pated feUow breathes on me, I swaUow a moutMul of care.
Allons ! my friend Nero; now for a stroU." He touched wdh his
cane a large Newformdland dog, who lay stretched near his feet; and
dog and man went slow through the growing twihght, and over the
brown dry trrrf. At length our soHtary paused, and threw himseK
on a bench under a tree. " Half-past eight!" said he, looking at
his watch—" one may smoke one's cigar without shocking the
world."
He took out his cigar-case, strack a Hght, and in another moment,
recHned at length on the bench—seemed absorbed hi regarding the
smoke, that scarce coloured, ere it vanished into the ah.
" It is the most barefaced He in the w-orld, my Nero," said he, addressing his dog, " this boasted Hberty of man! Now, here am I, a
free-born EngUshmarr, a citizen of the world, caring—I often say to
myself—caring not a jot for Kaisar or Mob; and yet I no more dare
smoke tMs cigar in the Park at half-past srx, when all the world is
abroad, thau 1 dare pick my Lord ClranceUor's pocket, or Mt the
Archbishop of Cauterbury a thump on the nose. Yet no law in
England forbids me my cigar, Nero! What is law at half-past eight
was not crime at six aud a half! Britanma says, 'Man, thou art
free^' and she Ues Hke a commonplace woman. 0 Nero, Nero! you
enviable dog!—yon serve but from Hking. No thought of the world
costs you one wag of the tail. Your big heart and true instinct suffice
you for reason and law. You wordd want nothing to your fehcity, if
rn these moments of ennui you wordd but smoke a cigar. Try it,
Nero!—try i t ! " And, rising from his incumbent posture, he sought
to force the end of the weed between the teeth of the dog.
Whde thus gravely engaged, two figures had ajrproached the place.
The one was ,a man who seemed weak and sicJay: Ms threadbare
coat was buttoned to the chin, but hung large on his shrunken breast.
The other was a girl, who might be from twelve to fourteen, on whose
ar-m be leant heavily: her cheek was wan, and there was a patient
sad look on her face, wMch seemed so settled that you would think
she could never have kno-wn the mirthfidness of chddhood.
" Pray rest here, papa," said the chdd softly; and she pointed to
the bench, without takmg heed of its pre-occupant, who now, indeed,
confmed to one comer of the seat, was almost Mdden by the shadow
of the tree.
The man sate down, with a feeble sigh; and then, observing the
stranger, raised his hat, and said, in that tone of voice wMch betrays
the usages of poHshed society, "Forgive me, if I mtrude on you, sh:'."
The stranger looked up from Ms dog, and seemg that the ghl w.".s
rtandinsr, rose at once, as if to make room for her on the bencli.
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Ij.,Bu', still the girl did not heed him. She hung over her father, and
wiped his brow tenderly with a Uttle kercMef which she took from
Dcr own neck for the purpose.
iiery, deUghted to escape the cigar, had taken to some unwieldy
nurvcts aud gambols, to vent the exciteirreut into which he had been
thrortu; and now returmns-, approached the bench with a low growi
of surprise, and srdff'ed at the intruders of his master's privacy.
" Come here, sir," said the master. " You need net fear hint,"
he added, addressing hunseh to the girl.
But the girl, without turnhig round to him, cried hr n voice rather
of anguish than alamr, " He has faurted! Father ! father!"
The strarrger kicked aside his dog, which was in the way, and
loosened the poor man's stift" mditary st ock. AVliile thus charitably
engaged, the moon broke out, and the hght fed fuH on the pale careworn face of the uncorrscious sufferer.
" TMs face seems not unfamdiar to me, though sadly changed,''
said the stranger to himself; and bending towards the ghl, who had
sunk on her knees, and was chafing her father's hands, he asKcd,
" i l y clrUd, what is yoru' father's rrame?"
The chdd corrthrued her task, too absorbed to answer.
The stranger put Ms hand ou her shoulder, and repeated the
question.
" Digby," answered the chdd, almost unconsciously; and as she
spoke, the man's senses began to retunr. In a few mmutes more he
had sufficiently recovered to falter forth Ms thanks to the stranger.
But the last took Ms hand, and said, in a voice at once treinrdous^
and soothing, " Is it possible that I see once more an old brother in
arms ? Algernon Digby, I do not forget you; but it seems England
has forgotten."
A hectic flush spread over the soldier's face, and he looked away
from the speaker as be answered—
" i l y name is Digby, it is true, sir; but I do not think we have
met before. Come, Helen, I am weU now—we will go home."
" Try and play with that great dog, my chdd," said the stranger,—
" I want to talk with your father."
The chdd bowed her submissive head, and moved away; but she
did not play with the dog.
" I must reintroduce myself formaUy, I see," quoth the stranger.
" You were hi the same regiment with myself, and my name is
,-^'Kst range."
" i l y lord," said the soldier, rising, " forgive me that
"
" I don't think that it was the fashion to caU me ' my lord ' at the
iuess-table. Come, wirat has happened to you ?—on half-pay ?"
ilr. Digby shook his head mourrduUy.
•' I)igb.\-, old feUow, can you lend me £100 ?" said Lord L'Estrange,
:lapping his ci-devant brother officer on the shoulder, and in a tone oi.
voice that seemed Hke a boy's—so impudent was it, and devil-mecarish. " No ! Well, float's lucky, for I can lend it to you."
i l r . Digby burst into tears.
Lord L'Estrange did not seem to observe the emotion, but weni;pt-R
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" Pcihaps you don't know that, besides being heh to a father who
is irct only very rich but very Hberal, I inherited, on coming of age,
from a niatem!il relation, a fortime so large that it would bore me to
death if I were obUged to Hve up to it. But in the days of our old
acquaintance, I fear we were both sad extravagant feUows, and I
dare sav I borrowed of you pretty freely."
" i l e ! Oh, Lord L'Esteange!"
" You have married since then, and reformed, I suppose. TeU me,
old friend, aU about it."
i l r . Digby, who by tMs time had succeeded in restoring seme cahn
to his shattered nerves, now rose, and said hi brief sentences, but
clear firm tones,—
" i l y Lord, it is idle to talk of me—useless to help me. I am fast
dvi-.ig. But, my chdd there, my oMy chdd," he paused for an instant,
and went on rapidly—" I have relatrons in a distant county, if I could
hut get to them—1 tMnk they would, at least, provide for her. TMs
lias been for weeks my hope, my dream, my prayer. I cannot afford
the jorrmey except by your help. I have begged without shame for
myself; sh,-.!l 1 be ashamed, then, to beg for her ?"
" Digby," said L'Estrange. with some grave alteration of manner,
" talk neither of dying nor begging. You were nearer death when
the balls whistled round you at AVaterloo. If soldier meets soldier
and says, ' Friend, thy purse,' it is not begging, but brotherhood.
Ashamed ! By the soul of Belisarius ! if I needed money, I would
starrd at a crossing with my A\^aterloo medal over my breast, and say
to each sleek citizen I had helped to save from the sword of the
Frenclrman, ' It is your shame d' 1 starve.' Now, lean upon me; I
see you should be at home—w Mch way ? "
The poor soldier pointed his hand towards Oxford-street, and
reluctantly accepted the proffered arar.
".And when you return from your relations, yon will caU on me ?
Wlrat!—hesitate ? Come, promise."
" I wdl."
" On your honour."
" If I Hve, on my honour.
" I am staying at present at Kmghtsbridge, with my father; but
ou wdl always hear of my address at No. — Grosvenor-square,
Mr. Egerton's. So you have a long journey before you ?"
"Vei-ylong."
" Do not fatigue yourseLT-travel slowly. Ho, you fooUsh chdd !
—I see you are jealous of me. Your father has another arm to spare
yorr."
Thus talking, and getting but short a,ns-w_ers. Lord L'Estrange
contin'ied to exhibit those whimsical pecuHarities of character, which
had obtained for Mm the repute of heartlessnees in the world.
Perhaps the reader may thirrk the world was not in the right. But
if ever the world does judge rightly of the character of a man who
does not Hve for the world, nor talk for the world, nor feel -^vith
the worid, it wiU be centuries after the soul of Harley L'Estrange
has done with this pknet.
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CHAPTER 'VLORD L'ESTRANGE parted company with ilr. Digby at the entioiirY
of Oxford-street. The father and child there took a cabriolet, ilr.
Digby dhected the driver to go down the Edgeware-road. He
refused to teU L'Estrange Ms address, and this with such evident
pain, from the sores of pride, that L'Estrange could not press the
pomt. Remrndmg the soldier of his pronuse to caU, Harley tlirast
a pocket-book into Ms hand, and walked off hastUy towards G.-osvenorsquare.
He reached Audley Egerton's door just as that gentleman was
getthig out of Ms carriage; aud the tv.o friends entered the hcase
together.
^^"Does the nation take a nap to-night?" asked L'Estrange.
"Poor old lady! She hears so much of her affahs, that she may
wed boast of her constitution: it must be of hon."
"The House is stiU sitting," answered Audley, seriously, and with
smaU heed of his friend's witticism. " But it "is not a Govemment
motion, and the division wdl be late, so I came home; aud if I
had not found you here, I should have gone into the Park to look for
you."
" Yes—one always knows where to find me at this hour, 9 o'clock
P.M.—cigar—Hyde Park. There is not a man in England so regular
m his habits."
Here the friends reached a drawing-room in which the ilember cf
ParHament seldom sat, for Ms private apartments were aU on tha
ground-floor.
" liut it is the strangest wMm of yours, Harley," said he.
;; AVhat?"
" To affect detestation of groimd-floors."
"Affect! 0 sopMsticated man, of the earth, ear'iy! Affect!—
nothing less natural to the human soul than a ground-ilor<r. AVe eirw
qriite far enough from heaven, mount as many stahs as we will,
without grovellmg by preference."
^^ "According to that symbolical view of the case," said Audley,
'you should lodge in an attic."
" So I would, but that I abhor new sHppers. As for hair-bn!^hes,
I am different."
" What have sHppers and hair-brushee to do with attics r"
" Try! ilake your bed in an attic, and the next moni'.g you wiil
have neither sHppers nor hah-brushes !"
"AVhat shaU I have done with them?"
" Shied them at the cats !"
" Wlrat odd things you say, Harley !"
" Odd! By ApoUo and Ms nine spinsters! there is no human
being who has so Httle imagination as a distingiushed member of
ParHament. Answer me tMs, thou solemn R;;,nt Honourable,—
Haat thou cUmbed to the heights of august ccntemplation P Mast

23G

oa,

thou gazed on the stars with the rapt eye of song? Hast thon
itreamed of a love kno-wn to the angels, or sought to seize m the
Infirrite the mj'stery of life ?"
" Not I indeed, my poor Harley."
"Tiren no worrder, poor Audley, that you cannot conjecture whv
he who makes his bed in an attic, disturbed by base cattcrwauls, sliic's
his slippers at cats. Bring a chair hito the balcony. Nero spoiled
iriy cigar to-night. I am going to smoke now. You never smoke.
You can look on the slirubs in the square."
Audley slightly shrugged his shoulders, but he foUowed his friend's
counsel and example, and brought Ms chah mto the balcony. Nero
came too, but at sight aud smeU of the cigar prudently retreated,
and took refuge under the table.
" Audley Egerton, I want sometMug from Government."
" I am deUghted to hear it."
"There was a comet in my regiment, who would have done bettej
not to have come into it. We were, for the most part of us, puppies
aad fops."
"You all fought weU, however."
" Puppies and fops do fight weU. A'aidty and valour generaUy go
together. Caesar, wno scratched his head with due care of his scanty
curls, and, even, m dying, thought of the folds in his toga; AValter
Raleigh, who could not walk twenty yards, because of the gems in
his shoes ; Alcibiades, who lounged mto the Agora with doves in Ms
l)osom, and au apple in his hand; Murat, bedizened in gold lace and
furs; and Demetrius, the City-Taker, who made Mmself up like
a French Marquise—were aU pretty good feUows at fighting. A
slovenly hero Hke CromweU is a paradox in nature, and a marvel
in history. But to retum to my cornet. AA'e were rich; he was
jioor. AVhen the pot of clay swims down the stream with the brass
pots, it is sure of a smash, ilen said Digby was stingy; I saw he
was extravagant. But every one, I fear, wordd be rather thought
stingy than poor. Bref.—I left the army, and saw Mm no more tiU
to-rright. There was never shabby poor gentleman on the stage more
awfuUy shabby, more patheticaUy gentleman. But, look ye, this man
lias fought for Engl.and. It w-as no chdd's play at Waterloo, let me
tell you, i l r . Egerton; arrd, but for such men,_ you would be at
best a sotts-prefet, and your ParUameut a Provincial Assembly. You
must do sometlrhrg for Digby. What shaU it be ?"
" Why, reaUy, my dear Harley, tMs man was no great friend cf
yours—eh?"
" If he were, he would not want the Government to help him—he
would not be ashamed of takmg money from me."
" That is aU very fine, Harley; but there are so many poor officers,
and so Httle to give. It is the most difficult thmg in the world that
which you ask me. Indeed, I know nothing can be done : he has Ma
h,df-pay?"
" 1 think not; or, if he has it, no doubt it aU goes on his dcbtv^
That's notldng to us: the man and Ms cldld are starving,"
" But if it is his own fault,—if he has been imprudent? "
" Ah—weU, wed, AVhere the devd is Nero ? "
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" 1 ai3 so son'y I carr't obUge you. If it were anything elsc" There is something else, ily valet—I can't turn Mm adrift—
cvceUent feUow, but gets drunk now and then. AVdl you find Mm a
place in the Starnp-oflice ? "
" AVith pleasure."
" No, now I think of it—the man knows my ways : I must keep
him. But my old wine-merchant—civd man, never dunned—is a
bankrupt. I am under obUgations to Mm, and he has a very pretty
daughter. Do you think you could thrust him into some smaU place
in the ColoMes, or make him a King's ilessenger, or something of the
sort?"
" If yon very much wish it, no doubt I can."
'•' My dear Audley, I am but feeling my way: the fact is, I want
something for myself."
"Ah, that indeed gives me pleasure!" cried Egerton, with animation.
"The mission to Florence wdl soon be vacant—I know it pri
vately. The place would quite suit me. Pleasant city; the best
figs m Italy—very Httle to do. You could sound Lord
on the
subject."
" I wdl answer beforehand. Lord
would be enchanted to
secure to the pubUc service a man so accompHshed as yourseU',
and the son of a peer like Lord Lansmere."
Harley L'Estrange sprang to Ms feet, and flung Ms cigar in the
face of a stately poUceman who was looking up at the balcony.
" Infamous and bloodless official! " cried Harley L'Estrange; " so
you could provide for a phnple-nosed lackey,—for a vvine-merchant
who has been poisoidng the khig's subjects with wMtelead or sloejmce,—for an idle sybarite, who would complain of a crumpled roseleaf; and nothmg, in aU the vj.st patronage of England, for a brokendo^wn soldier, whose dauntless breast was her rampart."
'' Harley," said the ilember of ParHament, with his calm, sensible
srrrde, " this would be a very good clap-trap at a small theatre; but
there is nothing in which Parliament demands such rigid economy as
the mditary branch of the pubUc ser-vice ; and no man for whom it is
so hard to effect what we must plahrly call a job as a subaltem officer
who has done nothing more than his duty—and aU ndUtaij men do
that. Stdl, as you take it so earnestly, I wdl use what mterest I
can at the War Oflice, and get him, perhaps, the nrastersMp of a
barrack."
" You had better; for, if you do not, I swear I wdl tum RadicaJ
and come down to your ovm city to oppose you, with Hunt and Cobbett
to canvass for me."
" I should be very glad to see you come into ParHament, eyen as a
Radical, and at my expense," said Audley, with great kindness.
" But the ah is growing cold, and you are not accustomed to our
climate. Nay, if you are too poetic for catarrhs and rbemns, I'm not
—come in,"
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CHAPTER VI.
LORD L'ESTRANGE threw himself on a sofa, and leant his cheek OE
bis hand thoughtfuUy. Audley Egerton sate near him, vrith his arms
folded, and gazed on Ms friend's face with a soft expression of aspect,
wMch was very unusual to the firm outUne of Ms handsome features.
The two men were as dissimdar in person as the reader wdl have
di-vined that they were in character. All about Egerton was so rigid,
ad about L'Estrange so easy. In every posture of Harle/s there
was the unconscious grace of a chdd. The very fashion of Ms garments showed Ms abhorrence of restraint. His clothes were wide and
loose; his neckcloth, tied carelessly, left his throat half bare. You
could see that he had Hved much in warm and southern lands, and
contracted a contcrrrpt for conventionaUties; there was as little in his
dress as in Ms talk of the formal precision of the north. He was three
or four years yomrger than Audley, but he looked at least twelve years
younger. In fact, he was one of those men to whom old age seems
impossible—voice, look, figure, had aU the charm of youth; and perhaps it was from tMs gracious youthfidness—a,t all events, it was characteristic of the kind of love he insphed—that neither his parents,
nor the few friends admitted into Ms intimacy, ever caUed him, in
their habitual intercourse, by the name of Ms title. He was not
L'Estrange with them, he was Harley; and by that famUiar baptismal
I will usually designate him. He was not one of those men whom
author or reader wish to view at a distance, and renrember as " my
Lord,"—it was so rarely that he remembered it Mmself. For the rest,
it had been said of Mm by a shrewd wit,—" He is so natural, tha,t
every one calls Mm affected." Harley L'Estrange was not so critically handsome as Audley Egerton; to a common-place observer he
was ordy rather good-looking than otherwise. But women said that
he had " a beautiful countenance "—and they were not wrong. He
wore his hah, wMch was of a fah chestnut, long, and in loose curls :
and instead of the EngHshman's wMskers, indulged m the foreigner's
moustache. His complexion was deUcate, though not effeminate; it
was rather the dehcacy of a student than of a woman. But in Ms
clear grey eye there was wonderfid vigour of Hfe. A skilful physiologist, lookmg only into that eye, would have recognised rare stamina
of constitution,—a nature so rich, that, whde easdy disturbed, it
would requhe aU the effects cf time, or aU the feU combinations of
p:ission aud grief, to exhaust it. Even now, though so thoughtful^
aud even so sad, the rays of that eye were as concentrated and steadfa.st as the Hght of the diamond.
" You were only, theUj in jest," said Audley, after a long sdence,
" when you spoke of tlus mission to Florence ? You have stdl r. >
idea of entermg mto pubHc Hfe ?"
"None."
" 1 had hoped better thmgs when I got your promise to pcsa one
f-,-a.«.on in liondon. But, indeed, you have kept your prcndse to the
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ear to break it to the spirit. I could not pre-suppose that you w-ould
shun aU society, and be as much of a hermit here as under the vines
of Como."
" I have sate in the Strangers' GaUery, and heard your great speakers,
I have been in the pit of the opera, and seen your fine ladies"; i have
walked your streets ; I have lounged hr your parks,—and I say that
I can't faU in love with a faded dowager, because she iUls up her wrinLes with ro age."
" Of what dowager do you speak ? " asked the matter-of-fact
Audley.
" She has a great rnany titles. Some people caU her FasMon—you
busy men, PoUtics : it is aU one—tricked out and artificial. I meaw,
London Life. No, I can't faU in love with her, fawning old
iarridan!"
" I wish you could faU in love with sometMug."
" I wish I could, with aU my heart."
" But you are so blase."
" On the contrary, I am so fresh. Look out of the window—what
do you see ? "
" NothMg."
" Nothing!"
" Nothing but houses and dusty Hlacs, my coachman dozing on Ms
box, and two women in pattens crossing the kermel."
" I see not those where I He on the sofa. I see but the stars.
And I feel for them as I did when 1 was a schoolboy at Eton. It is
you who are blase, and not I. Enough of tMs. You do not forget my
commission with respect to the exde who has married hrto your
brother's famdy ? "
" N o ; but here you set me a task more difficult than that of
saddling your cornet on the AVar Office."
" I know it is difficult, for the counter influence is vigdant and
sfrong; but on the other hand, the enemy is so dam^nable a traitor
that one must have the Fates and the household gods on one's side."
" Nevertheless," said the practical Audley, bending over a book on
the table; " I thhdc that the best plan would be to attempt a compromise with the traitor."
" To judge of others by myself," answered Harley, with spirit, " it
were less bitter to put up with wrong than to palter with it for compensation. .£\nd such wrong ! Compromise with the open foe—that
may be done with honour; but with the perjured friend—that were
to torgive the pei-jury !"
" You are too vindictive," said Egerton; " there may be excuses
for the friend, wMeh paUiate even
"
" Hush! Audley, hush! or I shaU think the world has indeed
corrupted you. Excuse for the friend who deceives, who betrays ]
No, such is the ti-ue outlaw of Humamty; and the Furies surround
him even whde he sleeps in the temple."
The man of the world Hfted his eyes slowly on the animated .face- c?
one stdl natrrr-al enough for the passions. He then once EIOKretmned to his book, and said, after a pause, " It is time yea glio-dd
^\n-y, Hs.dey."
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" No," answered L'Estrange, -with a smile at this sudden turn in
the conversation — " not tune yet; for my chief objection to that
change in Hfe is, that the women now-a-days are too old forme, or 1
am too young for them. A few, indeed, are so infanthre that one is
ashamed to be theh toy; but most are so knowing that one is afraid
to be theh dupe. The fhst, if they condescended to love you, love
you as the biggest doU they have yet dandled, and for a doU's good
quaUties-your pretty blue eyes and your exquisite mdlinery. The
Jtist, if they prudently accept you, do so on algebraical principles;
you are but the X or the Y that represents a certain aggregate of
goods matrimomal—pedigree, title, rent-roU, diamonds, pin-money,
opera-box. They cast you up with the help of mamma, and you wake
some morning to find that plus wife minus affection equals—the
Devil i "
"Nonsense," said Audley -with Ms quiet grave laugh.* " I grant
that it is often the misfortune of a man in your station to be married
rather for w hat he has, than for what he is; but you are tolerably
penetrating, and not likely to be deceived in the character of tha
woman you court."
" Of the woman I court ?—No ! But of the woman I marry, very
Hkely indeed. Woman is a changeable thing, as our Virgd informed
us at school; but her change par excellence is from the fairy you woo
to the brownie you wed. It is not that she has been a hypocrite, it is
that she is a transinigration. You marry a girl for her accomplishments. She paints char-mingly, or plays like St. Cecdia. Clap a ring
on her fmger, and she never draws again—except perhaps your caricature on the back of a letter, and never opens a piano alter the honeymoon. You marry her for her sweet temper ; and next year, her nerves
are so shattered that you carr't contradict her but you are wMrled
into a slorin of hysterics. You marry her because she declares she
hates baUs aud hkes qrdet; and ten to one but what she becomes a
patroness .nt Almack's, or a lady-m-waiting."
" Yet most men marry, and most men survive the operation."
" If it were ordy necessary to Hve, that would be a consolatory
and encouraging reflection. But to hve with peace, to Hve with
digmty, to Hve with freedom, to Uve in harmony with yorrr thoughts,
your habits, your aspirations—and tMs in the perpetual companionship of ci person to whom you have given the power to wound your
peace, to assad your dignity, to cripple your freedom, to jar on each
1 bought and each habit, and bring you dowTi to the meanest details of
earth, wheir you mvite her, poor soul,_to soar to the spheres—that
.-nakes the To Be or Not To Be, wMch is the question."
" If I were you, Harley, I would do as I have heard the author of
Sandford and Merton did—choose out a cMld and educate her yourself,
after your own heart."
" You have hit it," answered Harley, seriously. " That has long
been my idea—a very vague one, I confess. But I fear I shall be an
old man before I find even the chdd.
"Ah !" he continued, yet more eamestly, whde the whole character
of his varying cormtenance changed again—" ah! if indeed I cordd
^iisoover what I seek—one who, with the heart of a chdd, has the
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mind of a woman; one who beholds in natm'e the variety, tne eiiarm
the never feverish, ever healthful excitement that others vainly seei
in the bastard sentimentaUties of a Ihe false with artificial forms
one who can comprehend, as by intuition, the rich poetry with wMch
creation is clothed—poetry so clear to the chdd when emaptured with
theflower,or when wondering at the star! H on me such exqmsitt
companionship were bestowed—vyby, then—" He paused, sighec
deeply, and, covering his face with his hand, resmned, hi faltering
accents,—
" But once—but once only, did such vision of the Beautiful madri
Human rise before me—rise amidst ' golden exhalations of the dawn."
It beggared my life in vanishing. You know only—you only—how—
how—"
He bowed his head, and the tears forced themselves through his
clenched fingers.
" So Fong ago!" said Audley, sharing his friend's emotion.
"Years so long and so weary, yet stdl thus tenacious of a mere
boyish niemory."
" Away with it, then 1" cried Harley, sprmging to his feet, and
with a laugh of strange merriment. " Your carriage stdl waits: set
me home before you go to the House."
Then laying his hand Hghtly on Ms friend's shoulder, he said, " Is
it for you, Audley Egerton, to speak sneeringly of boyish memories ?
"What else is it that binds us together ? What else warms my heart
when I meet you ? What else draws your thoughts from blue-books
and bcer-biUs, to waste them on a vagrant Hke me ? Shake hands.
Oh, friend of my boyhood! recoUect the oars that we pHed and the
bats that we wielded in the old time, or the murmured talk on trie
moss-grown bank, as we sate together, budding in the summer ah
castles ndghtier than Windsor. Ah! they are strong ties, those
bojish memories, beHeve me! I remember, as if it were yesterday,
my translation of that lovely passage in Persius, beginning—let me
see—ah I—
' Quum prlmum pavido custos mijil purpura cemet,'

that passage on friendsMp which gushes out so Hvingly from the
stem heart of the sathist: And when old
complimented me on
my verses, my eye sought yours. Verdy, I now say as then,
' Nescio quod, certe est quod me tibi temperet astrum.'"*

Audley tumed away Ms head as he returned the grasp of his
friend's hand; and whde Harley, with his Hght elastic footstep,
descended the stahs, Egerton lingered behind, and there was no
trace of the worldly man upon his countenance when he took his
place in the carriage by his companion's side.
Two hours afterwards, weary cries of "Question, question!"
"Divide, divide!" sank into reluctant sdence as Audley Egerton
rose to conclude the debate—the man of men to speak late at nightn
* " What was the star I know not, but certainly some star It was that attuned
me ur.to thee."
VOL. I,
R
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and to impatient benches: a man who would be heard; whom a
Bedlam broke loose would not have roared down; •with a voice clear
and sormd as a beU, and a form as firmly set on the ground as a
church-tower. And while, on the dnUest of duU questions, Audley
Egerton thus, not too Hvely Mmself, enforced attention, where was
Haricy L'Estrange ? Standing alone by the river at Richmond, and
murniuring low fantastic thoughts as he gazed on the moonlit tide.
A\'hen Audley left him at home, he had jomed his parents, made
them gay with Ms careless gaiety, seen the old fashioned f'oUcs
retire to rest, and then—whde they, perhaps, deemed him once more
the hero of ball-rooms and the cyiiosure of clubs—he drove slowly
through the soft summer mght, anudst the perfumes of many a garden and many a gleaming chestnut grove, •with no other aim before
him than to reach the loveliest margin of England's loveUest river, at
the hour when the moon was fuUest and the song of the mghtingale
most sweet. And so eccentric a humourist was tMs man, that I
beHeve, as be there loitered—no one near to cry "Howaffected!"
or " How romantic! "—he enjoyed himself more than if he had been
exchanging the poHtest "how-d'ye-dos" in the hottest of London
drawing-rooms, or betting Ms hundreds on the odd trick, with Lord
De R
for his partner.

CHAPTER V I I .
LEONARD had been about six weeks with Ms uncle, and those
weeks were weU spent, i l r . Richard had taken bim to his countinghouse, and initiated Mra into business and the mysteries of double
entry; and^ in retum for the young man's readiness and zeal in
matters which the acute trader instmctively felt not exactly to Ms
tastes. Richard engaged the best master the town afforded to read
with his nephew in the evening. This gentleman was the head
usher of a large school—who had Ms hours to himself after eight
o'clock—and was pleased to vary the drdl routine of enforced lessons
by mstructions to a pupd who took deUghtedly—even to the Latin
grammar. Leonard made rapid strides, and leamed more in those
six weeks than many a cleverish boy does in twice as many months.
These hours which Leonard devoted to study Richard usuaUy spent
from home—sometimes at the houses of Ms grand acquaintances in
the Abbey Gardens, sometimes in the Reading-Room appropriated
lo those aristocrats. If he stayed at home, it was in company with
his head clerk, and for the purpose of checking Ms account-books,
or looking over the names of doubtful electors.
Leorrard had naturaUy wished to commimicate his altered prospects
to Ms old friends, that they, in tum, might rejoice Ms mother with
3-ach good tidings. But he had not been two days in the house
before Richard had strictly forbidden aU such correspondence.
"Look you," said he, " a t present we are on an experiment—we
Cist see if we like each other. Suppose we don't, you wdl only
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I'.ivo raised expectations in your mother which must end in bitter
disappointment; and suppose wc do, it wdl be time enough to write
when sometMug definite is settled.
" But my mother -wdl be so anxious—"
" ilake your mind easy on that score. I wiU write regrilariy to
ilr. Dale, aud he can teU her that you are weU and thrivh.g. No
more words, my man—when I say a thing, I say it." Then, observing that Leonard looked blank and dissatisfied, Richard added, with
a good-humoured smile, " I have my reasons for aU tMs—you sh.all
know them later. And I teU you what,—ii you do as I bid you, it
is my intention to settle something handsome on your mother; but
if you don't, devd a permy she'U get from me."
AVith that, Richard tumed on Ms heel, and in a few moments his
voice was heard lorrd m objurgation with some of Ms people.
About the fourth week of Leonard's residence at Mr. Avenel's, his
host began to evmce a certam change of mamier. He was no longer
quite so cordial with Leonard, nor _ did he take the same mterest in
Ms progress. About the same period he was frequently caught by
the London butler before the looking-glass. He had always been a
smart man in his dress, but he was now more particular. He would
spod three wMte cravats when he went out of an evening, before he
could satisfy himself as to the tie. He also bought a "Peerage,"
and it became Ms favourite study at odd quarters of an hour. AU
tliese symptoms proceeded from a cause, and that cause was—woman.

CHAPTER V m .
THE first people at Screwstown were indisputat-''^ *he Pompleys.
Colonel Pompley was grand, but Mrs. Pompley was gi,viider. The
Colonel was stately in right of his mditar-y rank and Ms services in
India; Mrs. Pompley was majestic in right of her connections.
Indeed, Colonel Pompley Mmself would have been crushed under the
weight of the digmties which Ms lady heaped rrpon Mm, if he had not
oeen enabled to prop his position with a "connection" of his owir.
He would never have held Ms own, nor been permitted to have an
independent opinion on matters aristocratic, but for the weU-sounding
name of Ms relations, " the Digbies." Perhaps on the principle that
obscurity increases the natural size of objects, and is an element of
the SubUme, the Colonel did not too accurately defme Ms relations
"the Digbies :" he let it be casually understood that they were the
Uigbies to be formd in Debrett. But if some mdiscreet Vulgarian (a
favourite word with both the Pompleys) asked point-blank if he
meant " my Lord Digby," the Colonel, with a lofty ah, answered—
" The elder branch, sh." No one at Screwstown had ever seen these
Digbies : they lay amidst the Far—the Recondite—even to the wife
of Colonel Pompley's bosom. Now aud then, when the Colonel
referred to the lapse of years, and the uncertainty of human affections, he wordd say—" When young Digby and I were boys together "
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and then add with a sigh, " but we shaU never meet agaio in this
world. His famdy interests secured hhn a valuable appointment in a
distant part of the British domimons." Mrs. Pompley was always
rather cowed by the Digbies. She could not be scejitical as to this
connection, for the Colonel's mother was certainly a Digby, and tha
Colonel impaled the Digby arms. En revanche, as the French say, for
these mantal connections, Mrs. Pompley had her own favourite
afllnity, wMch she specially selected from all others when she most
deshed to produce effect; nay, even upon ordhiary occasions the
name rose spontaneously to her lips—the name of the Honourable
Mrs. M'Catcnley. Was the fasMon of a gown or cap admhed, her
cousin, Mrs. il'CatcMey, had just sent to her the pattem from Paris.
AVas it a question whether the ministry would stand, Mrs. M'Catchley
was in the secret, but Mrs. Pompley had been requested not to say.
Did it freeze, " My cousin, Mrs. M Catcldey, had written word that
the icebergs at the Pole were supposed to be coming tMs way." Did
the sun glow with more than usual fervour, ilrs. it'Catchley had informed her " that it was Sir Henrr Halford's decided opinion that it
was on account of the cholera." 'The good people knew all that was
doing at London, at court, in this world—nay, almost in the otherthrough the medium of the Honourable Mrs. il'CatcMey. .ilrs.
M'Catchley was, moreover, the most elegant of women, the wittiest
creature, the dearest. King George the Fourth had presumed to
admhe ilrs. il'CatcMey; but Mrs.M'CatcMey^ though no prade, let
him see that she was proof against the cormptions of a tlirone. So
long had the ears of Mrs. Pompley's friends been fiUed with the
renown of ilrs. ii'Catcldey, that at last ilrs. il'CatcMey was secretly
supposed to be a myth, a creature of the elements, a poeticfictionof
ilrs. Pompley's. Richard Avenel, however, though oy no means a
credulous nran, was an hnpHcit beUever in Mrs. il'CatcMey. He had
learned that she was a widow—an honourable by bhth, an honourable
by marriage—Hving on her handsome jointure, and refusing offers
every day that she so Hved. Somehow or other, whenever Richard
Avenel thought of a wife, he thought of the Honourable ilrs.
M'Catchley. Perhaps tlrat romantic attachment to the fair in^visible
preserved him heartwhole amongst the temptations of Screwstown.
Suddenly, to the astomshment of the Abbey Gardens, ilr-s. il'CatcMey
proved her identity, and arrived at Colonel Pompley's m a handsome
travelling-carriage, attended by her maid and footman. She had come
to stay some weeks—a tea-party was given in her honoru-. Mr.
Avenel and Ms nephew were invited. Colonel Pompley, who kept
Ms head clear in the midst of the greatest excitement, had a deshe to
get from the Corporation a lease of a piece of ground adjohiing his
garden, and he no sooner saw Richard Avenel enter, thaii he caught
Mm by the button, and drew Mm into a quiet comer, in order to
secure his interest. Leonard, meanwhde, was home on by the stream,
tiU Ms progress was arrested hy a sofa-table at wMch sate Mrs.
M'Catcldey herself, with Mrs. Pompley by her side. For, on this
great occasion the hostess had abandoned her proper post at the
entrance, and, whether to show her respect to ilrs. il'CatcMey, or
to show Mrs. M'Catchley her well-bred contempt for the people of
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Screwsto-wn, remamed hi state by her friendj honouring only the elite
of the town with introductions to the dlustrious visitor.
ilrs. il'Catchley was a very fine woman—a woman who justified
ilrs. Pompley's pride in her. Her cheek-bones were rather Mgh, it
is true, but that proved the purity of her Caledoman descent; for the
rest, she had a brdUant complexion, heightened by a soupqon of rouge
—good eyes and teeth, a showy figure, and aU the ladies of Screwstown pronomiced her dress to be perfect. She ndght have amved at
that age at wMch one intends to stop for the next ten years, but even
a Frenchman would not have caUed her passee—^that is, for a widow.
For a spinster, it would have been different.
Looking round her with.a glass, wMeh i l r s . Pompley was in the
habit of declaring that " Mrs. M'CatcMey used Hke an angel," tMs
lady suddenly perceived Leonard Fahfield; and Ms quiet, simple,
thoughtful ah and look so contrasted with the stiff beaux to whom
she had been presented, that, experienced hr fasMon as so fine a personage must be supposed to be, she was nevertheless deceived into
wMspering to Mrs. Pompley
" That young man has reaUy an air distingue—who is he ? "
" Oh," said Mrs. Pompley, in rmaffected surprise, " that is the
nephew of the rich Vrdgarian I was teUing you of this mornhrg."
" Ah! and you say that he is Mr. Arundel's heh ? "
" Avenel—not Arundel—my sweet friend."
" Avenel is not a bad name," said Mrs. M'Catchley. " But is the
uncle really so rich ? "
" The Colonel was trying this very day to guess w hat he is worth;
but he says it is impossible to guess it."
"And the young man is his h e i r ? "
" It is thought so; and reading for CoUege, I hear. They say he
IS clever."
".Present him, my love; I Uke clever people," said i l r s . il'Catchlej',
falUng back langmdly.
About ten minutes afterwards, Richard Avenel having effected his
escape from the Colonel, and his gaze being attracted towards the
sofa-table by the buzz of the admirmg crowd, beheld Ms nephew hr
arumated conversation with the long-cherished idol of his dreams.
A fierce pang of jealousy shot through his breast. His nephew had
never looked so handsome and so intelUgent; in fact, poor Leonard
had never before been drawn out by a woman of the world, who had
learned how to make the most of what Uttle she knew. And, as
jealousy operates like a pah of beUows on incipient fiames, so, at first
sight of the smUe which the fah widow bestowed upon Leonard, the
heart of Mr. Avenel felt in a blaze.
He approached with a step less assured than usual, and overhearing
Leonard's talk, marveUed much at the boy's audacity, i l r s .
irCatchley had been speaking of Scotland and the AVaverley Novels,
about which Leonard knew nothing. But he knew Bums, and ou
Burns he grew artlessly eloquent. Burns the poet and petisaut;
Leonard might well be eloquent on him. Mrs. il'CatcMey vas
timused and pleased with Ms freshness and naivete, so unlike anythmg
she had ever heard or seen, and she drew him on and on tiU Leonard
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feU to quoting: And Richai'd heard, with lew lespect for the senti
ment than inight be supposed, that
** Rank is but the guineastamp.
The man's the gowd for a' that."

"AVeU!" exclauned Mr. Avenel. "Pretty piece of pohteness to
teU that to a lady Uke the Honourable ilrs. il'CatcMey. You'U
excise him, ma'am."
"Su-!" said ilrs. il'CatcMey startled, and Hftmg her glass.
Leonard, rather confused, rose and offered his chah to Richard, who
dropped into it. The lady, without waitmg for formal mtroduction,
guessed that she saw the rich uncle.
" Such a sweet poet—Burns !" said she, dropping her glass. "And
it is so refreshmg to find so much youthful entnusiasm," she added,
pointing her fan towards Leonard, who was receding fast among the
crcwd.
AVeU, he is youthful, nry nephew—rather green!"
"Don't say green!" said Mrs. M'Catchley. Richard blushed
scarlet. He vvas afraid he had committed liimself to some expression
low and shocking. The lady resumed, " Say rursophisticated."
" A tarnation long word," thought Richard; but he prudently
bowed, and held his tongue.
" A'oung men now-a-days," continued ilrs. M'CatcMey, re-settling
herself on the sofa, " affect to be so old. They don't dance, and they
don't read, and they don't talk much ; and a great many of them wear
toupets before they are two-and-twenty !"
Richard mechanicaUy passed his hand through Ms thick curls. But
he was st iU mute ; he \\ as stiU rucfuUy chewing the cud of the epithet
green. What oceidl, horrid meamng did the word convey to ears
poUtc? A\'hy should he not say "green?"
" A rciy fine yo'uag man, your nephew, sh," resumed Mrs.
il'Catciiicy.
Richard grrmted.
•• And seems full of talent. Not yet at the Umversity ? AVdl he go
to Oxford or Cambridge P"
.
.
" I have not made up my mind, yet, if I shaU send him to the
University at all."
"A young man of Ms expectations!" exclaimed JMrs. M'CatcMey,
artfuUy.
"Expectations!" repeated Richard, firing up. "Has he been
talking to you of his expectations ?"
" No, indeed, sh. But the nephew of the rich Mr. Avenel! Ah,
one hears a great deal, you know, of rich people; it is the penalty of
vealth, Mr. Avenel!"
Richard was very much flattered. His crest rose.
" And they say," contmued Mrs. M'CatcMey, droppmg out her
yards very slowly, as she adjusted her blonde scarf, "that Mr. Avenel
jas resolved not to marry."
" The devd they do, ma'am!" bolted out Richard, gruffly: and then,
ashamed of his lapsus lingua, screwed up his Hpsfirmly,and glared on
the company with an eye of indignant fire.
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Mrs. M'Catchley observed hhn over her fan. Richard turned
abntjitly, and she -withdrew her eyes modestly, and raised the
fan.
" She's a real beauty," said Richard, between his teeth.
The fan fluttered.
Five minutes afterwards, the widow and the bachelor seemed so
much at their ease that i l r s . Pompley—who had been forced to leave
her friend, m order to receive the Dean's lady—could scarcely beHeve
her eyes when she retmned to the sofa.
Now, it was from that evemng that Mr. Richard Avenel exldbited
the change of mood which I have described. And from that evening
he abstained from taking Leonard with him to any of the parties in
the Abbey Gardens.

CHAPTER IX.
SOME days after tMs memorable soiree. Colonel Pompicy sat alone
in Ms study (which opened pleasantly on an old-fashioned garden)
absorbed iu the house odls. For Colonel Pompley did not leave that
domestic care to Ms lady—perhaps she was too grand for it. Colone'
Pompley with his own sonorous voice ordered the joints, and with his
own heroic hands dispensed the stores. In justice to the Colonel, I
must add—at whatever risk of offerrce to the fah sex—that there was
not a house at Screwstown so well managed as the Pompley's: none
which so successfuUy acMeved the difficult art of umtmg economy
with sliow. I should despah of conveying to you an idea of the
extent to which Colonel Pompley made Ms income go. It was but
seven hunched a year; and many a famdy contrive to do less upon
three thousand. To be sure, the Pompleys had no cMldren to sponge
upon them. What they had they spent aU on themselves. Neither,
if the Pompleys never exceeded their income, did they pretend to
Hve much within it. The two ends of the year met at Christmas—
just met, and no more.
Colonel Pompley sate at his desk. He was in his weU-brushed blue
coat—buttr,. ^d across his breast—Ms grey trousers fitted tight to his
Ihnbs, and fastened under Ms boots with a link chain. He saved a
great deal of nroney irr straps. No one ever saw Colonel Pompley la
dresshig-gown and slippers. He and Ms house were aUke in o r d e r always fit to be seen—
" Frcni mom to noon, from noon to dewy cve."

The Colonel was a short compact man, inclined to be stout—wi. \i
a very red face, that seemed not oMy shaved, but rasped. He wo-:e
Ms hah cropped close, except just in front, where it formed what ti-^e
hair-dresser called a feather; but it seemed a feather of hon, .so
stiff and so strong was it. Fhnmess and precision were emphatically
narked on the Colonel's countenance. There was a resolute stramc:::
his features, as if he was always employed in making the t^wo eniis
meet!
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So he sate before his house-booK, with Ms steel-pen in his hand, and
making crosses here and notes of interrogation there. "Mrs.
il'Catcldey's maid," said the Colonel to himself, " must be put upon
rations. The tea that she drinks I Good Heavens!—tea agam!"
There was a modest ring at the outer door. " Too early for a
visitor!" thought the Colonel. " Perhaps it is the Water-rates."
The neat man-servant—never seen beyond the offices, save in
grunde tenue, plashed and powdered—entered and bowed.
" A gentleman, sir, wishes to see you."
" A gentleman,'' repeated the Colonel, glancing towards the eloCK.
" Are you sure it is a gentleman ? "
The man hesitated. " Why, sh, I ben't exactly sure; but he
speaks like a gentleman. He do say he comes from London to see
you, sir."
A loug and interesting correspondence was then being held between
the Colorrel and one of his wife's trustees touching the investment of
ilrs. Pompley's fortune. I t might be the trustee—nay, it must be.
The trustee h.ad talked of running down to see him.
" L e t him come in," said the Colonel, "and when I ring—sandwiches and sherry ?"
"Beef, s h ? "
" Ham."
The Colonel put aside his house-book, and wiped his pen.
In another minute the door opened, and the servant annormced
" i l R . DIGBY."

The Colonel's face fell, and he staggered back.
The door closed, and ifr. Digby stood in the middle of the room,
leaning on the great writing-table for support. The poor soldier
looked sicklier and shabbier, .and nearer the end of all things in Ufe
and fortune, than when Lord L'Estrange had thrust the pocket-book
into his hands. But stdl the servant showed knowledge of the world
in caUing him gentleman; there was no other word to apply to Mm.
" Sir," began Colonel Pompley, recovering himself, and wdth great,
solemnity, " 1 did rrot expect this pleasure."
The poor visitor stared round Mm dizzdy, and sank irrto a chair,
breathing hard. The Colonel looked as a man ordy looks upon a poor
relatiorr, aud buttoned rrp first one trouser pocket and then the
other.
" I thought you were in Canada," said the Colonel^ at last.
Mr. Digby had now got breath to speak, and he sard meekly, " The
cUnrate would have tdled nry child, and it is two years since 1
returaed."
" You ought to have found a very good place hi England, to make
it worth your whde to leave Canada."
" She could not have Hved through another winter in Canada—the
doctor said so."
" Pooh^" quoth the Colone!. ^
Mr. Digby fhew a long breath. " I would not come to you, Color.e!
Pompley, whde vou cordd thudc that I came as a beggar for myself."
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The Colonel's brow relaxed. " A very honourable sentiment, Mr.
Digby."
"ISio; I have gone through a great deal; but you see. Colonel."
added the poor relatron, with a faint smde, " t h e campaign is weU
mgh over, and peace is at hand."
The Colonel seemed touched.
"Don't talk so, Digby—I don't like it. You are younger than I
sm-nothing more disagreeable than these glooirry views of things.
You have got enough to live uporr, you say—at least so I mrderstaud
you. I am very glad to hear it; and, indeed, I cordd not assist you—
so many clahns on me. So it is aU very weU, Digby."
" Oh, Colonel Pompley," cried the soldier, claspina: Ms hands, and
with feverish energy, " I am a suppHant, not for myself, but my chdd !
I have but orre—ordy one—a gui. She has been so good to mc.
She wdl cost you Httle. Take her when I die; promise her a shelter
—a home. I ask no more. You are rrry nearest relative. I have no
other to look to. You have no chddren of your own. She vriH be a
blessing to you, as she has been aU upon earth to me! "
If Colonel Pompley's face was red in ordinary hours, rro epithet
sufficiently rubicund or sangrdneous can express its colour at this
appeal. " The man's mad," he said, at last, with a torre of astornshment that almost concealed his wrath—" stark mad! I take his
chdd!—lodge and board a great, positive, hungry chdd ! AVhy, sir,
many and many a time have I said to ilrs. Pompley, ' 'Tis a mercy we
have no chddren. We could never Hve in tlus style ii we had children—never make both ends meet.' Child—the most experrsivc,
ravenous, ruinous thing in the world—a chdd."
" She has been accustomed to starve," said i l r . Digby, plamtively.
" Oh, Colonel, let me see your wife. Her heart I can touch—she is
a woman."
Unbicky father! A more rrntoward, unseasonable request the
Fates could not have put hrto his lips.
i L s . Pompley see the Digbies! i l r s . Pompley learn the condition of the Colonel's grand connections ! The Colonel would never
have been Ms own man again. At the bare idea, he felt as if he
could have sunk into the earth with shame. In his alarm he made a
stride to the door, with the intention of locking it. Good heavens,
if i l r s . Porrrpley should come in! And the marr, too, had becu
arurounced by name. i l r s . Pompley miglit have learned aheady that
a Digby was with her husband—she might be actuaUy dressing to
receive hinr worthily—there was not a moment to lose.
The Colonel exploded. " Sir, I wonder at your impudence. See
i l r s . Pompley! Hush, sir, hush !—hold your tongue. 1 have disowTied your connection. I will rrot have my wife—a woman, sir, of
the first family—disgraced by it. Yes ; you need not fire up. John
Pompley is not a man to be buUied iu his own house. I say disgraced. Did not you run irrto debt, and spend yom-fortune ? Did
not you marry a low creature—a -vulgarian—a tradesman's daughter ?
—and your poor father s-uch a respectable nran—a beneficed clergyman! Did not you sell your commission? Heaven know-s -what
became of the money! Did not you turn (I shudder to say it) a
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conmron stage-player, sir ? And then, when you were on your last
legs, did I not give you £200 out of my OWTI purse to go to Canada ?
And now here you are again—and ask me, -with a coolness that—that
takes away my breath—takes away—my breath, sh—to provide for
the chdd you have thought proper to have; a chdd whose connections
on the mother's side are of the most abject and discreditable condition. Leave nry house, leave it—good heavens, sh, not that way !—
tMs." And the Colonel opened the glass-door that led hrto the
garden. " I wiU let you out tMs way. If i l r s . Pompley slould see
you!" And with that thought the Colonel absolutely hooked his
arm into his poor relation's and hurried hinr into the garden.
i l r . Digby said not a word, but he struggled ineffectuaUy to escape
from the Colonel's arm; and his colour went and came, came and
went, with a qruckness that showed that m those shrunken veins
there were stdl some drops of a soldier's blood.
But the Colonel had now reached a little postern-door in the
garden wall. He opened the latch and thrast out his poor cousin.
Then looking down the lane, wMch was long, straight, and narrow,
and seeing it was auite solitary, his eye feU upon the forlorn man,
and remorse shot through his heart. For a moment the hardest of
aU kinds of avarice, tlrat of the genteel, relaxed its gripe. For a
monreut the most intolerant of aU forms of pride, that which is based
upon false pretences, hushed its voice, and the Colonel hastdy drew
out his purse. " There," said he, " that is aU I can do for you. Do
leave the town as quick as you can, and don't mention your name
to any one. Your father was such a respectable man—beneficed
clergym.an!"
" And paid for your commission, i l r . Pompley. My name!—I am
not ashamed of it. But do not fear I shall claim your relationship.
No; I anr ashamed cAyou !"
The poor cousin put aside the purse, still stretched towards Mm,
with a scornful hand, and walked firmly down the lane.
Colonel Pompley stood irresolute. At that moment a window m
Ms house was thrown open. He heard the noise, tumed round, and
saw his wd'e looking out.
Colonel Pompley sneaked back tlrrou^h the shrubbery, Mding
himseh' amongst the trees.

CHAPTER

S.

" ILL-LUCK is a betise," said the great Cardinal SicheUeu; and on
the long run, I fear, Ms eminence was right. If you could drop Dick
Avenel^and i l r . Digby m the middle of Oxford Street—Dick ''n a
fustian jacket, Digby in a suit of super-fine—Dick with five sMUmgs
in Ms pocket, Digby with a thousand pounds—and if, at the end of
ten years, yon looked up your two men, Dick would be on Ms road
to a fortune, Digby—what we have seen him! Yet Digby had no
' " nor gam.ble.
"
Aifhat washs, ta»:a? eiei-iDlsss,
vice; he did not' dnnk,
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He had been an only son—a spoded chdd—brought up as " a gentleman ;" that is, as a man who was not expected to be able to turn his
hand to anythmg. He entered, as we have seen, a very expensive
regiment, wherein he found Mmself, at Ms father's death, with £4,000,
and the incapacity to say " No." Not naturaUy extravagant, but without an idea of the value of money—the easiest, gentlest, best tempered man whom example ever led astray. TMs part of his career
comprised a very common Mstory—the poor man Hving on equal
terms with the rich. Debt; recourse to usurers ; bids signed sometimes
for others, renewed at twenty per cent, the £4,000 melted like snow;
pathetic appeal to relations; relations have chUdren of theh own •
smaU help given grudgingly, eked out by much advice, and coupled
vrith conditions. Airrongst. the conditions there was a very proper
and pruderrt one—exchange into a less expensive regiment. Exchange
effected; peace ; obscure country quarters; ennui, flute-playing, and
idleness. Mr. Digby had no resources on a rainy day—except fluteplaying ; pretty girl of inferior rank ; aU the officers after her; Digby
srrdtten; pretty ghl very virtuous; Digby for-ms honourable mtentions;
exceUeirt senthnents; imprudent rnarriage. Digby faUs in Hfe; colonel's
lady w-dl not associate with i l r s . Digby; Digby cut by Ms whole kith
and Mn; many disagreeable chcumstances in regimental Hfe ; Digby
seUs out; love in a cottage; execution in ditto. Digby had been
much applauded as an amateur actor; thhrks of the sta^e^ genteel
comedy—a gentleman-Uke profession. Tries in a provincral town,
rmder another name; unhappdy succeeds ; Hfe of an actor; hand-tomouth Ufe; iUness; chest affected; Digby's voice becomes hoarse
and feeble; not aware of iit; attributes fading success to ignorant
pro-vincial pubUc ; appears irr London; is Mssed; returns to the provinces ; sinks into very smaU parts; prison; despair; wife dies •
appeal again to relations; a subscription made to get rid of Mm; send
him out of the country; place hi Canada—superintendent to an estate,
£150 a year; pursued by Ul-luck; never before fit for busirress, not
fit now ; honest as the day, but keeps slovenly accounts; child cannot
bear the winter of Canada; Digby wrapped up in the chdd; retum
home; mysterious life for two years; cluld patient, thoughtful, loving;
has leamed to work ; manages for father; often supports him ; constitution rapidly breaking; thought of what wdl become of Ms chdd
—worst disease of all. Poor Digby!—Never did a base, cruel, unkind
thing in Ms Hfe; and here he is, walkmg down the lane from Colonel
Pompley's house! Now, if Digby had but learned a Httle of the
world's cumdng, I think he would have succeeded even with Colonel
Pompley. Had he spent the £100 received from Lord L'Estrange
vrith a view to effect—had he bestowed a fitting wardrobe on himself
and Ms pretty Helen; had he stopped at the last stage, taken thence
a smart chaise and parr, and presented himself at Colonel Pompley's
in a way that would not have discredited the Colonel's comiection,
and then, instead of praying for home and shelter, asked the Colonel
to become guardian to Ms chdd in case of his death, 1 have a strong
notion that the Colonel, hi spite of his avarice, would have stretched
both ends so as to take in Helen Digby. But our poor friend had no
•uct arts. Indeed, of the £100 he had aheady very Httlo left, for
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before leaving town Irj had committed what Sheridan considered the
extreme of extravazance-frittered away his money in paymg his
debts; and as for dressing up Helen and liimself—if that thcnigiit
liad ever occuiTcd to Mm, he would have rejected it as fooUsh. He
woidd have thought that the more he showed his ijoverty, the more
he would b(! pitied—the worst mistake a poor consul can commit.
.Vccording lo Theophrastus, the partridge of PapMagoida has two
hearts ; so have most men; it is the common mistake of the unlucky
to kirock at the wrong one.

CHAPTER XI.
ilR. DIGBY entered the room of the inn in wnich he had left
Helen. She was seated by the window, and lookhig out wistfrdly
on the narrow street, perhaps at the chddren at play. There had
never been a playtime for Helen Digby. She sprang forward as her
father came iu. His coming was her holiday.
" We must go back to London," said i l r .'Digby, sinking helplessly
on the chair. Then with his sort of sickly smde—for he was bland
even to his child—" A\"iU } ou khrdly iuqrure when the first coach
leaves?"
All the active cares of their careful life devolved upou that qmet
child. She kissed her father, placed before him a cough mixture
which he had brought from London, and went out sdently to make
the necessary inquiries, and prepare for the journey back.
At eiuht o'clock the father and chdd were seated in the mghtcoacli, with one other passenger—a man muffled up to the chin.
.-Vtlcr the first mile, the man let down one of the wiirdows. Though
it was Slimmer, the air was chUl aud raw. Digby sMvered and
coughed.
Helen placed her hand on the window, and, leaning towards the
passenger, whispered softly.
" E h !" said the passenger, "draw up the windows? You liavp
got your owrr window; this is mine. Oxygen, young lady," he added
solemnly, "oxygen is the breath of life. Cott, cMld !" he continued
with suppressed choler, and a AA''clsh pronunciation, " Cott! let us
breathe and Hve."
Helen was frighterred, and recodcd.
Her father, who Lj,d not heard, or had not heeded, tMs coUoquy.
retreated hrto the corner, put up the coUar of his coat, and coughea
•agai n.
" It is cold, my dear." said he languidly to Helen.
The passenger caught the word, aud repHed indignantly, but as if
foHloquising—
" Cold—ugh! I do believe the EngHsh are the stuffiest people!
Look at theh four-post beds !—aU the curtains drawn, shutters closed,
board before the cMmney—not a house with a ventUator! Cold—
•agh!"
The window next i l r . Digby did not fit weU hrto its frame.
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" There is a sad draught," said the invaUd.
Helen instantly occupied herself in stopping up the chinks of the
window with her handkercMef. Mr. Digby glanced ruefully at the
other window. The look, wMch was very elociuent, aroused yet more
the traveUer's spleen.
"Pleasant!" said he. " Cott ! I suppose you wiU ask me to go
outside next! But people who travel in a coach should know the
law of a coach. I don't mterfere with your window; yon have no
business to interfere with mine."
" Sh, I did not speak," said ilr. Digby, meekly.
"But iliss here did."
"Ah, sir!" said Helen, plaintively, "if you knew how papa
suffers !" And her hand again moved towards the obnoxious window.
" No, my dear; the gentleman is in Ms right," said Mr. Digby:
and, bowing with Ms wonted suavity, he added, " Excuse her, shr.
She thinks a great deal too much of me."
The passenger said nothing, and Helen nestled closer to her father,
and strove to screen him from the ah.
The passenger moved uneasdy. " WeU," said he, with a sort of
snort, " air is air, and right is right: but here goes "—and he hastdy
drew up the window.
Helen turned her face fnU towards the passenger with a grateful
expression, visible even in the dim Hght.
" You are very kind, sir," said poor Mr. Digby; " I am ashamed
to"—Ms cough choked the rest of the sentence.
The passenger, who was a plethoric, sanguineous man, felt as if he
were stifling. But he took off his wi-appers, and resigned the oxygen,
Hke a hero.
Presently he drew nearer to the sufferer, and laid hand on Ms
wrist.
" You are feverish, I fear. I am a medical man. St!—one—two.
Cott! you should not travel; you are not fit for it!"
Mr. Digby shook Ms head; he was too feeble to reply.
The passenger thrast his hand into Ms coat-pocket, and drew out
what seemed a cigar-case, but what, in fact, was a leathern repertory,
containing a variety of minute phials. From one of these phials he
extracted two tmy globules. " There," said he, " open your mouth—
put those on the tip of your tongue. They wiU lower the prdse—
check the fever. Be better presently—but should not travel—want
rest—you should be in bed. Acomte!—Henbane!—hum! Your
papa is of fair complexion—a timid character, I shordd say—a hoiTor
of work, perhaps. Eh, chdd ? "
" S h ! " faltered Helen, astonished and alamied.—Was the mau a
conjuror ?
"A case ior Phosphor!" cried the passenger: " that fool Browne
would have,said arsenic. Don't be persuaded to take arsemc!"
" Ai'semc, s h ! " echoed the mdd Digby. _ " No: however unfortunate a man may be, I think, sh, that suicide is—tempting, perhaps, but Mghly criminal."
" Suicide," said the passenger tranqudly—" srucide is my hobby I
You h3,ve no sjniptom of that kind, you saj- ?"
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" Good neavens! No, sir."
" If ever you feel violently impelled to drown yourself, takcpukaiilla. But rf you feel a preference towards blowing out your brains,
accompamed with weight in the Umbs, loss of appetite, dry cough^
and bad corns—sulphuret of antimony. Don't forget."
Though poor i l r . Digby confusedly thought that the gentleman
was out of Ms mind, yet he tried politely to say "that he was much
obUged, and would be sure to remember;" but his tongue faded Mm,
and his own ideas grew perplexed. His head feU back heavdy, and
he sank into a silence which seemed that of sleep!
The traveUer looked hard at Helen, as she gently drew her father's
head on her shoulder, and there piUowed it with a tenderness wMch
was more that of mother than chdd.
" iloral affectiorrs—soft—compassionate !—a good chdd, and would
go weU with—puhatilia"
Helen held up her finger, and glanced from her father to the traveUer, and then to her father again.
" CertwcXy—Pulsatilla !" muttered the homoeopathist; and, ensconcma^ himself in his own comer, he also sought to sleep. But after
vain efforts, accompanied by restless gestures and movements, he
sudderdy started up, and Again extracted his phial-book.
" AVhat the deuce are they to m e ! " he muttered, "ilorbid sen•^ibdity of character—coffee?
No !—accompamed by vivacity and
violence—Nux!" He brought his book to the window, contrived to
read the label on a pigmy bottle. Nux ! that's it, he said—and he
swaUowed a globrde I
"Now," quoth he, after a pause, " I don't care a straw for the
misfortunes of other ireonle—nay,—1 have half a mmd to let down
the window."
Helen looked up.
" B u t I'U not," he added, lesohrtely; and this time he feU fahly
asleep.

CHAPTER XIL
T H E coacii stopped at eleven o'clock, to allow the passengers to
sup. The homceopathist woke up, got out, gave himself a shake, and
inhaled the fresh air into his vigorous Irmgs with an evident sensation
of deUght. He then turned aud looked irrto the coach—
" Let your father get out, my dear," said he, with a tone more
gentle than usual. " I should Hke to see Mm in-doors—perhaps
I can do him good."
But what was Helen's terror when she found that her father did
not stir! He was in a deep swoon, and stiU qmte insensible when
vhey lifted him from the carriage. A\dien he recovered his senses,
his cough returned, and the effort brought up blood.
It was impossible for him to proceed farther. The homoeopathist
assisted to undress and put him into bed. And having admimstered
another of Ms mysterious globules, he inqrm-ed of the hediady
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how far it was to the nsarest doctor—for the irm stood by itself
m a smad hamlet. There was the parish apothecary three mdes
o£F. But on hearing that the gentlefoUis employed Dr. Dosewell,
and it was a good seven mdes to Ms house, the homceopatldst
fetched a deep breath. The coach only stopped a quarter of an
hour.
" Cott ! " said he, angrily, to hhnself—" the nux was a fadure.
My seiisibiUty is chronic. I must go through a long course to get
rid of it. HoUo, guard! get out my carpet-bag. I shan't go on
to-niffht."
And the good man, after a very sHght supper, went upstahs
again to the sufferer.
" ShaU I send for Dr. DoseweU, sir ? " asked the landlady,
stopping him at the door.
' Hum! At what hour to-morrow does the next coach to London
pass?"
^^ Not before eight, sh."
" WeU, send for the doctor to be here at seven. That leaves us
at least some hours free from allopathy and murder," grunted the
disciple of Hahnemann, as he entered the room.
Whether it was the globule that the homoeopathist had administered, or the effect of nature, aided by repose, that checked the
effusion of blood, and restored some temporary strength to the
poor sufferer, is more than it becomes one not of the faerdty to opme.
But certainly i l r . Digby seemed better, and he graduaUy feU into
a profound sleep, but not tdl the doctor had put Ms ear to Ms
chest, tapped it with Ms hand, and asked several questions; after
wMch the homoeopathist rethed into a corner of the room, and
leamng his face on his hand, seemed to meditate. From Ms
thoughts he was disturbed by a gentle touch. Helen was kneeling at Ms feet.
" I s he very i d - v e r y ? " said she; and her fond wistful eyes
were fixed on the physician's with aU the eamestness of despah.
" Your father is very Ul," repHed the doctor, after a short pause.
" He cannot move hence for some days at least. I am going to
London — shaU I caU on your relations, and teU some of them to
ioin yon ? "
'' No, thank you, sir," answered Helen, colouring. " But do not
fear; I can nurse papa. I think he has been worse before—that is, he
has complained more."
The homoeopatMst rose, and took two strides across the room,
then he paused by the bed, and Hstened to the breathing of the
sleeping man.
He stole back to the chUd, who was stiU kneeling, took her in his
arms and kissed her. " Tanm it," said he, angrily, and putting her
down, " go to bed now—you are not wanted any more."
" Please, sh," said Helen, " I cannot leave Mm so. If he wakes
he would miss me."
^^ The doctor's hand trembled; he had recourse to his globules.
Anxietv —grief suppressed," muttered he. " Don't yo-J wiint to
-ry, my dear ? Cry—do!"
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" I can't," murmured Helen.
"Pulsatilla!"
said the doctor, almost with triumph. " I s a i d a *
tiom the first. Open your mouth—here.' Good mght. My room is
:'D;iosite—No. 6; call me if he wakes."

CHAPTER X I I L
AT seven o'clock Dr. DoseweU arrived, and was shown into the
I '-om of the homoeopatMst, who, aheady up and dressed, had visited
lis patient.
'• i l y name is ilorgan," said the homoeopatMst—"I am a physician. 1 leave in your hands a patient whom, I fear, neither I nor yon
can restore. Come and look at him."
The two doctors went into the sick room. Mr. Digby was very
feeble, but he had recovered his consciousness, and incUned Ms head
courteously.
" I am sorry to cause so much trouble," said he. The homoeopathist drew away Helen; the aUopatMst seated Mmself by the
bedside and put his questioirs, felt the pulse, sounded the Irmgs,
and looked at the tongue of the patient. Helen's eye was fixed on
the strange doctor, and her colour rose, and her eye sparkled when he
got up cheerfuUv, and said in a pleasant voice, " "You may have a
Httle tea."
" T e a ! " growled the homffiopathist—" barbarian! "
" He is better, then, s h ? " said Helen, creeping to the aUopathist.
" Oh, yes, nry dear—certahdy; and we shaU do very weU, I hope."
The two doctors then withdrew.
" Last about a week!" said Dr. DoseweU, snrdmg pleasantly, and
showing a very wMte set of teeth.
" I shordd nave said a month; but our systems are different,''
replied Dr. ilorgan, drdy.
D R . DOSEWELL (corrrteously.) — We country doctors bow to our
metropolitan superrors ; what would you advise ? You wordd venture, perhaps, the experiment of bleeding.
D R . iloRGAN (spluttering and growing Welsh, wMch he never did
but in excitement).—Pleed! Cott in heaven! do you think I am ,•*
putcher—an executioner ? Pleed ! Never.
D R . DOSEWELL.—I don't find it ansvyer, myself, when both limgs
are gone ! But perhaps j'ou are for inhahng.
D R . MORGAN.—Fiddledee!

D R . DOSEWELL (with some displeasure).—What wordd you advise,
then, in order to prolong onr patient's Hfe for a month ?
D R . MORGAN.—Give hhn Rhus !
D R . DOSEWELL.—Rhus, s h ! Rhus ! I don't know that medicine.
Rhus!
D R . MORGAN.—Rhus Toxicodendron.
The length of the last word excited Dr. DoseweU's respect. A
word of five syUables—this was something hke! He bowed defe-
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renliaUy, but stiU looked puzzled. At last he said, smiUng frankly,
"You great London practitioners have so many new medicines; may
I ask what Rhus toxico—toxico
"
"Deudron."
"Is?"
" The jmce of the Upas—vulgarly caUed the Poison-Tr'ce."
Dr. DoseweU started.
"Upas—poison-tree—Httle birds that come under the shade fall
down dead! You give upas-juice in these desperate cases—what's
the dose?"
Dr. Morgan grirmed maUciously, and produced n globule the size of
a smaU pin's head.
Dr. DoseweU recoded in disgust.
" O h ! " said he very coldly, and assummg at onct ax. air of superb
srrperiority, " I see—a homoeopatMst, s h ! "
" A homoeopathist!"
"Um!"
"Um!"
" A strange system. Dr. Morgan," said Dr. DoseweU, recovering
Ms cheerful sndle, brrt with a curl of contempt in it, "and wordd
soon do for the druggists."
" Serve 'em right. The draggists soon do for the patients."
"Sh!"
"Sh!"
D R . DOSEWELL (with digmty). — You don't know, perhaps.
Dr. ilorgan, that I am an apothecary as weU as a sm-geon. In
fact, he added, -wi*'' a certain grand humUity, I have not yet taken
a cHploma, and am._ Doctor by courtesy.
D R . MORGAN.—Ah one, Sh ! Doctor signs the death-warrant—
'pothecary does the deed!
D R . DOSEWELL (with a withering sneer).—Certainly we don't
profess to keep a dying man ahve upon the juice of the deadly upastree.
D R . MORGAN (complacently).—Of course you don't. There are
no poisons with us. That's just the difference between you and me.
Dr. DoseweU.
D R . DOSEWELL (pohrting to the homoeopatMst's traveUing pharmacopoeia, and with affected candour).—Indeed, I have always said
that if you can do no good you can do no harm, with your infimtesimals.
Dr. Morgan, who had been obtuse to the insinuation of poisoning,
fires up violently at the charge of doing no harm.
" You know nothing about i t ! I could kdl quite as many people
as you, if I chose i t ; but I don't choose."
D R . DOSEWTELL (shrugging his shoulders).—Sh! 'tis no use arguing; the thing's against common sense. I n short, it is my fina
kieHef that it is—is a complete
DR. MORGAU.—A complete what ?
DR. DOSEWELL (provoked to the utmost).—^Ilumbu^!
DR. MORGAN.—Humpirg! Cott hi heaven! Yon old
DR. DOSEWELL.—Old what, sh ?
Y«i<^ I-

s

263

MY N.OVEL; OR,

D R . MORGAN (at home in a series of aUiteral vowels, wMch none
but a Cymbrian could have uttered without gasping).—Old allopathical anthropophagite!
D R . DOSEWELL (starting up, seizing by the back the chah on
wMch he had sate, and bringing it down violently on its four legs).—
Sh!
D R . MORGAN (imitating the action with Ms o-wn chah).—Sir!
D R . DOSE^WELL.—You're abusive.
D R . iloRGAv.—You're impertinent.
D R . DOSEWELL.—Sh.

D R . iloRGAN.—Sir.
The two rivals fronted each other.
Thev were bc;th atMetic men, and fiery men. Li:, .JoseweU was
the taller, but Dr. ilorgan was the stouter. Dr. DoseweU on the
mother's side w,is Irish • but Dr. ilorgan on both sides was Welsh.
All thmgs considered, I would have backed Dr. ilorgan if it had
come to blows. But, luckily for the honour of science, here the
chambermaid kaocked at the door, and said, " The coach is coming,
sh."
I>r. ilorgan recovered his temper and his manners at that announcement. " Dr. DoseweU," said he, " I have been too hot—1
apologise,"
" l)r. ilorgan," arrswcred the aUopatMst, " I forgot myself. Your
hand, sir."
D R . iloRGAN.—We are both devoted to humanity, though with
different opinions. AVe should respect each other.
D R . DOSEWELL.—A\^berc look for HbcraUty, if "-"en of science are
ilHberal to their brethren?
D R . iloRGAN (aside).—The old hypocrite! He would pound me
in a mortar if the law wordd let him.
D R . DOSEWELL (aside).—The wretched charlatan! I shoidd like
to pound Mm in a mortar.
D R . iloRGAN.—Good bye, my esteemed and worthy brother.
D R . DOSEWELL.—ily excellent friend, good bye.
D R . MORGA-J (returning m haste).—I forgot. I don't think our
oor patient is very rich. I confide him to your disinterested
enevolence.—(Hurries away.)
D R . DOSEWELL (in a rage).—Seven mdes at six o'clock in the
morning, and perhaps done out of my fee! Quack! ViUain!
Meanwhile, Dr. ilorgan had returned to the sick room.
" 1 must wish you fareweU," said he to poor i l r . Digby, who was
iimguidly sipping Ms tea. " But you are m the hands of a—of a—
gentleman in the profession."
""Yon have been too kind — I am shocked," said i l r . Digby.
" Helen, where's my purse ?"
Dr. Morgan paused.
He paused, first, because it must be owned that Ms practice w.;,s
restricted, and a fee gratified the vamty natural to unappreciated
talent, and had the charm of novelty, wMch is sweet to human nature
itself. Secondly, he was a man—
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Ho had resigned a coach-fare—stayed a mght—and thought he had
relieved Ms patient. He had a right to his fee.
On the other hand, he paused, because, though he had smaU practice, he was tolerably well off, and did not care for money in itself,
and he suspected Ms patient to be no Croesus.
Meanwhde the purse was m Helen's hand. He took it from her.
Slid saw but a few sovereigns within the weU-worn net-work. He
di-cw the chdd a Httle aside.
"Answer me, my dear, frankly—is your papa rich?" And he
glanced at the shabby clothes strewed on the chah, and Helen's faded
frock.
" Alas, n o ! " said Helen, hanging her head.
" I s that aU you have ?"
"AU."
" I am ashamed to offer yon two guineas," said Air. Digby's hoUow
voice from the bed.
" And I should be stdl more ashamed to take them. Good bye, sh.
Come here, my chdd. Keep your money, and don't waste it on the
other doctor more than you can help. His medicines can do your
father no good. But I suppose you must have some. He's no
physician, therefore there's no fee. He'U send a bUl—it can't be
much. "You understand. And now, God bless you."
Dr. ilorgan was off. But, as he paid the landlady Ms bdl, he said,
considerately, " The poor people up-stahs can pay you, but not that
doctor—and he's of no use. Be kind to the Httle ghl, and get the
doctor to teU his patient (quietly, of course) to write to Ms friends—
soon—you understand. Somebody must take charge of the poor chdd.
And stop—hold your hand; take care—these globrdes for the Httle
girl when her father dies—(here the Doctor muttered to himseU',
' !^ei;—aconite')—and if she cries too much afterwards—these—
(don't imstake). Tears;—caustic !"
" Come, sh," cried the coachman.
" Commg;—tears—caustic," repeated the homoeopatMst, puUing out
Lis handkercMef and his phial-book together as he got into the coach:
and he hastily swallowed Ms antdachrymal.

CHAPTER XIVRiCHARD AVENEL was in a state of great nervous excitemeiit.
He proposed to give an entertainment of a kind whoUy new to the
t;-vperience of Screwstown. i l r s . il'CatcMey had described with
much eloquence the Bejeihu's dansants of her fasMonable friends
residing in the elegarrt suburbs of Wimbledon and Frdham. Slie
declared that notldng was so agreeable. She h.ad even said
point-blank to i l r . Avenel, " AA'hy don't you give a iJejeiuUliansant?" And, therewith, a Bejeiine dansant Mr. Avenel resolved
to give.
The day was fixed, and i l r . Avenel entered hrto aU the rcquis-te
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preparations, with the energy of a man and the providence of r.
woman.
One morning as he stood musing on the lawn, hresolute as to the
best site for the tents, Leonard came up to Mm with an open letter m
Ms hand.
" i l y dear uncle," said he, softly.
" H a ! " exclaimed Mr. Avenel, with a start. " Ha—well—what
now?"
" I have just received a letter from i l r . Dale. He teUs me that
my poor mother is very restless and uneasy, because he camiot assure
her that he has heard from m e ; and his letter requires an answer.
Indeed I shall seem very ungrateful to hhn—to aU — if I do not
write."
Richard Avenel's brows met. He uttered an impatient "pish!"
and tumed awav. Then coming back, he fixed his cleai- hawk-Uke
eye on Leonard's ingenuous countenance, linked his arm in Ms
nephew's, and drew Mm into the shrubbery.
" W^eU, Leonard," said he, after a pause, " it is tune that I should
give you some idea of my plans with regard to you. You have seen
my manner of Hving—some difference from what you ever saw
before, I calcrdate ! Now 1 have given you, what no one gave me, a
lift in the world; and where I place you, there you must help
yourself."
" Such is my duty, aud my deshe," said Leonard, heartdy.
" Good. \o\i are a clever lad, and a genteel lad, and wdl do me
credit. I have had doubts of what is best for you. At one time I
thought of sending you to college. That, I know,is Mr. Dale's w-ish;
perhaps it is your own. But I have given up that idea; I have
soiueining better for you. Y'ou have a clear head for business, and
are a capital arithmcticiau. I think of bringing you up to superintend my business ; by-and-by I wiU admit you into partnership ; and
before you are tlrh-ty you wrU be a rich man. Come, does that suit
you P'
i l y dear uncle," said Leonard, frankly, but much touched by tMs
generosdy, " i t is rrot for nre to have a choice. 1 should have preferred going to coUcge, because there 1 might gain independence for
myscU', and cease to be a burden on you. iloreover, my neart moves
inc to studies more congeidal with the coUege than the counting-house.
But aU this is nothing compared with nry wish to be of use to you,
and to prove in any way, however feebly, my gratitude for aU youikhrdness."
" You're a good, gratefrd, sensible lad," exclauned Richard, heartdy ; " and believe me, though I'nr a rough diamond, I have your
true interest at heart. Yorr can be of use to nre, and hr being so you
-wdl best serve yourself. To teU you the tmth, I have some idea of
changing my condition. There's a lady of fasMon and quahty who,
I thick, may condescend to become ilrs. Avenel, and if so, I shall
probably reside a great part of the year in London. I don't want to
give up my busmess. No other investment wdl yield the same
mterest. But you can soon learn to superhrtend it for me, as some
day or other I may rethe, and then you can step in. Once a meml^ir
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of our great commercial class, and with your talents you n-.ay be
anjthing—member of parHament, aud after that, minister of state, for
what 1 know. And my wife—hern !—that is to be—has great connexions, and you shad marry well; and—oh, the Avenels wdl aold
theh heads with the Mghest, after aU! ^ Damn the aristocracy—
-i^e clever feUows wiU be the aristocrats—eh ?" Richard rubbed hij
hands.
Certairdy, as we have seen, Leonard, especiaUy in Ms earlier steps
to knowledge, had repined at his position in the many degrees of
Ide—certairdy he was stdl ambitious—certainly he cordd not now
have returned contentedly to the humble occupation be had left; and
woe to the young man who does not hear with a quickened prdse,
and brightening eye, words that promise independence, and flatter
with the hope of distinction. Still, it was with aU the reaction of chill
aud mournful disappointment that Leonard, a few hours after this
dialogrre with Ms uncle, found himself alorre in the fields, and
pondering over the prospects before him. He had set his heart upon
complethrg his intellectual education, upon developiug those powers
withm him wMch yearned for an arena of literature, and revolted
from the routine of trade. But to his credit be it said, that he
vigorously resisted this natural disappointment, and by degrees
schooled himself to look cheerfully on the path imposed on his
duty, and sanctioned by the nranly sense tlrat was at the core of his
character.
I believe that this self-conquest showed that the boy had _ trae
genius. The false gemus would have written sormets and despaired.
But still, Richard Avenel left Ms nephew sadly perplexed as to the
knotty question from wMch theh talk on the future nad diverged—
viz., should he write to the Parson, and assure the fears of his mother ?
How do so without Richard's consent, when Richard had on a former
occasion so imperiously declared that, if he did, it would lose his
mother aU that Richard intended to set tie on her ? AMide he was
debating this matter with his conscience, leaning against a stile that
interrapted a path to the town, Leonard Fairfield was startled by
an exclamation. He looked up, and beheld Mr. Sprott, the tinker.

CHAPTER XV.
THE tinker, blacker and grimmer than ever, siaiea hard at ti-e
altered person of his old acquamtance, and extended Ms sable fingers,
as if incUned to convince MmseU" by the sense of touch that it was
Leonard in the flesh that he beheld, under vestments so marveUously
elegant and pretematuraUy spruce.
Leonard shrunk mechamcaUy from the contact, wMle in great
surprise he faltered—
" You here, Mr. Sprott! AVhat could bring you so far from
home?"
" ' O m e ! " echoed the tinker, " I 'as no 'ome! or rather, d'ye see,
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iluster Fahfilt, I makes myself at 'ome verever I goes! Lor' love ye,
I ben't settled on no parridge. I vanders here and I vanders there,
and that's my 'ome verever I can mend my kettles and sed my
tracks!"
So saying, the thiker sHd his panniers on the ground, gave a grunt of
release and satisfaction, and seated himself with great composure ou
the stile, from which Leonard had retreated.
" But, dash my vig," resumed i l r . Sprott, as he once more surveyed Leonard, " vy, you bees a rale gentleman, now smely! Vot's
the dodge—eh ? "
" Dodge ! " repeated Leonard mechamcaUy—" I don't understand
you." Then, thirrking that it was neither necessary nor expedient to
keep up Ms acquaintance with i l r . Sprott, nor prudent to expose
Mmself to the battery of questions which he foresaw that fmther
parley vyould bring upon him, he extended a crown-piece to the thiker;
and sa.\ing with a half-sndle, " You must excuse me for leaving you—
I have business in the town; aud do me the favour to accept tMs
trifle," he walked briskly off.
The tinker looked long at the crown-piece, and then sUdhrg it into
Ms pocket, said to himself—
"Ho—'u--li-nioney ! No go, my swcU cove."
After veirthig that brief soldoquy, he sat sdent a little wMle, tdl
Leonard was nearly out of sight, then rose, resumed his fardel, and
creeping quick along the hedgerows, foUowed Leonard towards the
town. Just in the last field, as he looked over the hedge, he saw
Leonard accosted by a gentleman of comely mien and important
swagger. That gentleman soon left the young mau, and came, wMstling loud, up the path, and straight towards the tinker, i l r . Sprott
looked round, but the hedge was too neat to allow of a good Mdingplace, so he prrt a bold front on it, and stepped forth hke a man.
But. alas for Iriur! before he got into the public path, the proprietor
of the land, i l r . Richard Avenel, (for the gentleman was no less a
personage,) had spied out the trespasser, and caUed to Mm with a
HUlo, feUow " that bespoke aU the digmty of a man who owns
acres, and all the wrath of a man who beholds those acres impudently
invaded.
The Tinker stopped, and Mr. Avenel stalked up to him.
" Wlrat the devd are you doing on my property, lurking by my
hedge ? I suspect you are an incendiary ! "
" I be a tinker," quoth Mr. Sprott, not louting low, (for a sturdy
5:epublican was i l r . Sprott,) but, like a lord of human-kind,
" Pride in his port, defiance in his eye."

Mr. Avenel's fingers itched to knock the tinker's vdlanous hat off
his jacobhdcal head, but he repressed the undignified impulse by
thrusting both hands deep into Ms trousers pockets.
" A tinker!" he cried—"that's a vagrant; and I'm a nuagistrate,
and I've a great mind to send you to the tread-miU—that I have.
What do you do here, I say? You have not answered my
question?"
" What does I do 'ere ? " said i l r . Sprott. " A^y j'Ou had better
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ax my crakter of the young gent I saw you talking with just now; he
knows me!"
" What! my nephew know you?"
" W—hew," whrstled the tinker, " your nephew, is it, sh ? I have
a great respek for your family. I've known ilrs. FairfUt, thevashervoraan, tins many a year. I'umbly ax your pardon." And he took
off' his hat tMs thne.
Mr. Avenel turned red and white in a breath. He growled out
something mandible, trrrned on Ms heel, and strode off. The tinker
watched him as he had watched Leonard, and then dogged the uncle
as he had dogged the nephew. I don't presume to say that there
was cause and effect in what happened that mght, but it was what
is caUed a " curious coincidence" that that mght one of Richard
Avenel's ricks was set on fire; and that that day he had called
MJ. Sprott an incendiary, ilr. Sprott was a man of a very high
sphit, and did not forgive an insult easdy. His nature was inflammatory, and so was that of the lucifers wMch he always carried about
him, with Ms tracts and glue-pots.
The next moming there was an inquiry made for the tinker, but he
had disappeared from the neighbom-hood.

CHAPTER XVI.
IT was a fortunate thing that the dejeiine dansant so absorbed Mr.
Richard Avenel's thoughts, that even the conflagration of his rick
could not scare away the graceful and poetic images connected with
that pastoral festivity. He was even loose and careless m the questions he put to Leonard about the tinker; nor did he send justice in
pursuit of that itinerant trader; for, to say trath, Richard Avenel
was a man accustomed to make enemies amongst the lower orders;
and though he suspected Mr. Sprott of destroying Ms rick, yet, when
he once set about suspecting, he fomid he had qmte as good cause to
suspect fifty other persons. How on earth cordd a man puzzle Mmself about ricks a«id tinkers, when aU Ms cares and energies were
devoted to a dejeiine dansant ? It was a maxim of Richard Avenel's,
as it ought to be of every clever man, " to do one tMng at a time;"
and therefore he postponed aU other considerations tiU the dejeiine
dansant was fahly done with. Amongst these considerations was
the letter which Leonard wished to wnte to the Parson. " Wait a
bit, and we wdl both write !" said Richard, good-humouredly, " the
moment the dejeiine dansant is over!"
It mnst be owned that tMs fete was no ordinary provincial ceremomal. Richard Avenel was a man to do a thing weU when he set
about it—
" He soused the cabbage with a bounteous h e a r t . "

By Httle and Httle Ms first notions had expanded, tdl what had been
meant to be only neat and elegant now embraced the costly and mag
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nificent. Artificers accustomed to dejeiines dansants came aU the
way from London to assist, to dhect, to create. Hungarian singers,
and Tyrolese singers, and Swiss peasant-women who were to channt
the Ranz de*. Vaches, and milk cows or make syllabubs, were engaged.
The great marquee was decorated as a Gothic banquet-haU; "the
breakfast itself was to consist of " aU the delicacies of the season."
In short, as Richard Avenel said to himself, " It is a thing once in a
way ; a thing on which I don't object to spend money, provided that
the thin^ is—the thing!"
It hadf been a matter of grave meditation how to make the society
worthy of the revel; for Richard Avenel was not contented with a
mere aristocracy of the town—his ambition had growm with his
expenses. " Since it wiU cost so much," said he, " I may as weU
come it strong, and get in the county."
True, that he was personaUy acquainted with very few of what are
caUed county famdies. But stdl, when a man makes hhnself a
mark in a large town, and can return one of the members whom that
town sends to parUameut; and when, moreoverj that man projioses
to give some superb and origimvl eutertaininent, in which the old can
eat and the young can dance, there is no county in the island that
has not fanrilies errow who wdl be deUghted by an hivitation from
THAT MAN. And so Richard, fmding that, as the thing got talked of,
the Dean's lady, and ilrs. Pompley, and various other great personages, took the hberty to suggest that Squhe this, and Sir Somebody
that, would be so pleased if they were asked, fairly took the bull by
the noms, and sent out Ms cards to Park, HaU, and Rectory, within
a chcumfereace of twelve ndles. He met with but few refusals, and
he now counted upon five hrmdred guests.
" In for a permy in for a pound" said Mr. Richard Avenel. " I
wonder what Mrs. M'Catchley will say?" Indeed, if the whole
truth must be known, Mr. Richard Averrel not only gave that deieiine
dansant in honour of ilrs. M'CatcMey, but he had fixed hr his heart
of hearts upon that occasion (when surrounded by aU his splendour,
and assisted by the seductive arts of Terpsichore and Bacchus), to
whisper to Mrs. M'Catcldey those soft words which—but why not
here let Mr. Richard Avenel use his own idiomatic and unsophisticated expression ? " Please the pigs, then " said Mr. Avenel to himself, " I shaU pop the question!"

CHAPTER XVn.
THE Great Day arrived at last; and Mr. Richard Avenel, from his
dressing-room -window, looked on the scerre below as Hamribal or
Napoleon looked from the Alps on Italy. It was a scene to gratd'y
the thought of conquest, and reward the labours of ambitio„. Placed
on a Uttle eminence stood the smgers from the mountains of the
TVrol, theh Mgh-crovrned hats ana filigree buttons and gay sashes
i;jca«dTig in the sun. Just seen from his place of watch, f horlgh con-
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periled from the casual eye, the Hungarian musicians lay in ambusn
amidst a little belt of laurels and Americarr shrubs. Far to the right
lay what had once been caUcd {horresco rcferens) the duck-pond, where
—Didce sonant tenui gutture carmen ares. But the ruthless ingenuity
of the head artificer had converted the duck-pond into a Swiss hike,
despite grievous wrong and sorTow to the a-isuetum innocuumque
ipnus—the familiar and harmless mhabitants, wiio had been all expaIriated and bamshed from their native waves. Large poles twisted
with fir-branches, stuck thickly arormd the lake, gave to the waters
the becoirring Helvetian gloom. And here, beside three cows all
bedecked with ribbons, stood the Swiss maidens destined to startle
the shades with the Ranz des Vaches. To the left, fuU upou the
sward, which it almost entirely covered, stretched the great Gothic
marquee, divided into two grand sections—one for the dancing, one
for the dejeiine.
The day was propitious—not a cloud in the sky. The musicians
were aheady tuning their irrstrumerrts; figures of waiters hired of
Gurrter—trim and decorous, in black trousers and white waistcoats—passed to and fro the space between the house arrd marquee. Richard
looked and looked; and as he looked he drew mechanicaUy his razor
across the strop; and when he had looked his fiU, he tumed reluctantly to the glass and shaved! AU that blessed moming he had
been too busy, tiU then, to think of shaving.
There is a vast deal of character in the way that a man rierforms
that operation of sha-ving! You should have seen Richard Avenel
shave! You could have judged at once how he would shave Ms
neighbours, when you saw the celerity, the completeness with wirich
he shaved himseK—a forestroke and a backstroke, and tondenti barba;
cadebat! Cheek and chin were as srrrooth as glass. You would have
buttoned up your pockets instinctively if you had seen hinr _
But the rest of Mr. Avenel's todet was not completed with correspondent despatch. On his bed, and on his chairs, and on his sofa,
and on his draw^ers. lay trousers, and vests, and cravats enough to
distract the choice of a Stoic. And first one pair of trousers was tried
on, and then another,^and one waistcoat, and then a second, arrd
then a third. GraduaUy that chef-d'oeuvre of Civilization—a man
dressed—grew into development and form; and, flnaUy, i l r . Richard
Avenel emerged into the Hght of day. He had been lucky iu his
costume—he felt it. It might not suit every one in colour or cut,
but it suited Mm.
And this was his garb. On such occasions, what epic poet would
not, describe the robe and tumc of a hero ?
His surtout—in modem phrase, his frock-coat—was blue, a rich
blue,—a blue that the royal brothers of George the Fourth were wont
to favour. And the surtout, single-breasted, was thrown open gallantly ; and in the second button-hole thereof was a moss-rose. The
vest was wMte, and the trousers a pearl-grey, with what taUors style
" a handsom* fall over the boot." A blue and white sdk cravat, tied
lOose and debonnaire; an ample field of shirt-front, vyith plain gold
studs : a pair of lemon-coloured kid gloves, and a white hat, placed
sonrcwhat too knowingly on one side, complete the description, and
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" give the world assurance of the man." And, with his Hght, firm,
weU-sbaped figure, his clear complexion, Ms keen, bright eye, and
'•"atures that bespoke the courage, precision, and alertness of Ms
character — that is to say, featrrres bold, not large, weU-defined,
and regular,—you miglit waUc long through town or counti-y before
you would see a handsomer specimen of hurnaruty than our friend
Richard Avenel.
, Handsome, and feeling that he was handsome; rich, and feeling
that he was rich ; lord of the fete, and feelhig that he was lord of the
iele, Itichard Avenel stepped out upon Ms lawn.
And now the dust began to rise along the road, and carriages, and
gigs, and chaises, and flies might be seen at near intervals, and hi
quick procession. People came pretty much about the same time—
iv., thev do in the country,—Heaven reward them for it!
Richard Avenel was not quite at his ease at fhst in receiving
his guests, especiaUy those whom he did not know by sight. But
when the dancing began, and he had secured the fair hand of Mrs.
M'Catcldey for the hutiatory quadrdle, his courage and presence of
nund retumed to him; and, seeing that many people whom he had
not received at aU seemed to enjoy themselves very much, he gave
up the attempt to receive those who came after,—and that was a
great relief to all parties.
ilcauwliile Leonard looked on the ammated scene with a sdent
melancholy, which he in vain endeavoured to shake off,—a melancholy
niorc commorr amongst very young men in such scenes than we are
apt to suppose. Somehow or other, the pleasure was not congenial
to hinr; he had no i l r s . il'C^atchley to endear it,—he krrew very fe\y
people,—he was shy,—he felt, his position with his uncle was eqruvocal,—he had not the habit of society,—he heard incideutaUy many
au iU-nat ured remark upon his uncle and the entertaimnent,—he felt
hidignant and mortified. He had been a great deal happier eating
Ids radishes, and reading his book by the little fountam iu Riccabocca's gaiden. He retired to a quiet part of the grounds, seated
Mmself under a tree, leant his check on his hand, and mused. He
was soon far away:—happy age, when, whatever the present, the
future seems so fair and so rnfhute !
But now the dejeiine had succeeded the earlier dances; and, as
champagne flowed royaUy, it is astomshing how the entertahiment
brightened.
The srur was begirmhrg to slope towards the west, when, duringa
temporary cessation of the dance, aU the guests had assembled hi
such space as the tent left on the lawn, or thickly filled the walks
immediately adjoining it. The gay dresses of the ladies, the joyous
laughter heard everywhere, and the briUiant surrHght over all, conveyed even to Leonard the notion, not of mere hTOocritical pleasure,
but act'ial healtMul happiness. He was attracted from his reverie,
and timidly mingled with the groups. _ But Richard Avenel, with tha
fah Mrs. M'CatcMey — her complexion more vivid, and her eyes
more dazzling, and her step more elastic thau usual—had turned from
the gaiety just as Leonard had turned towards it, and was now on the
very spot "(remote, obscm-e, shaded by the few trees above five
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years old that i l r . Avenel's property boasted) which the young
dreamer had deserted.
And then! All, then!—moment so meet for the sweet question of
questions, place so appropriate for the delicate, bashful, niunnured
popping thereof !—srrdderrly from the sward before, from the groups
beyond, there floated to the ears of Richard Avenel an indescribable,
mingled, ominous sound—a sound as of a general filter,—a horrid,
;nahgnant, but low cachinnation. And i l r s . il'Catchle.N, stretching
I'orth her parasol, exclaimed, "Dear me, i l r . Avenel, what can they
iie aU crowding there for ? "
There are certam sounds and certain sights—the one indistinct,
the other vaguely conjeeturable—which, nevertheless, we know, by
an mstinct, bode some diaboHcal agency at work hi our affahs. And
it any man gives an entertainment, and hears afar a gcneiah iU-sup^ressed, derisive titter, and sees aU his guests hurryhig towards one
Gjrot, 1 defy him to remain unmoved and unhrquisitive. 1 defy hinr
Mdl more to take that precise occasion (however much he may have
before designed it) to drop gracefuUy on his right knee before the
handsomest i l r s . il'Catchley in the universe, and—pop the question ! Richard Avenel blurted out something very Hke an oath; and,
lialf guessing that something must have happened that it would not
be pleasing to bring immediately rmder the notice of i l r s . il'Catchiey, he said, hastily—" Excuse me. I'll just go and see what is the
matter ; pray, stay till I come back." With that he sprang forward ;
in a minute he was in the midst of the group, that parted aside with
the most obliging complacency to make way for Mm.
^ " B u t what's the m a t t e r ? " he asked, impatiently, yet fearfirUy.
Not a voice answered. He strode on, and beheld Ms nephew in the
arms of a woman!
God bless my s o u l ! " said Richard Avenel.

CHAPTER

XVin.

AND such a woman She had on a cotton gown—very neat, I dare say—for an under
housemaid; and such thick shoes ! She had on a Httle black straw
bomret; and a kerchief, that might have cost tenpence, pinned across
her waist instead of a shawl; and she looked altogether—respectable,
no doubt, but exceedmgly dusty! And she was hanging upon
"Leonard's neck, and scolding, and caressing, aud crymg very loud.
" God bless my sord ! " said Mr. Richard Avenel.
And as he uttered that iimocent seU'-benediction, the woman hastdy
tumed rormd, and, darting from Leonard, threw herself right upon
Richard Avenel—burring under her embrace blue coat, moss-rose,
wMte waistcoat and all—with a vehement sob and a loud exclamatron
" Oh! brother Dick !—dear, dear brother Dick! And I Hves to
Gce thee agin!" And then came two such kisses—you might have
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heard them a mde off! The situation of brother Dick was appaUrng;
and the crovyd, that had before only tittered poHtely, could not now
resist the efl'ect of this sudden embrace. There was a general explosion !—It was a roar! That roar would have killed a w-eak man; but
it sormded to the strong heart of Richard Avenel like the defiance of
a foe, and it plucked forth hr an instant from aU conventional let and
barrier the native spirit of the Anglo-Saxon.
He lifted abruptly his handsome masculine head, and looked round
the ring of his iU-bred visitors with a haughty stare of rebrdie aud
surprise.
" Ladies and gentlemen," then said he, very coolly, " I don't see
what there is to laugh a t ! A brother and sister meet after many
years' separation, and the sister ci-ies, poor tMng. For my part I
think it very natm-al that she should cry; but not that you shordd
laugh ! " In an insttmt the whole shame was removed from Richard
Avenel, and rested in full weight upon the bystanders. It is impossible to say how foolish and sheepish they aU looked, rror how
slinkingly each tried to creep olf.
Richard Avenel seized his advtintage with the promptitude of a man
who had got ou in .America, and was, therefore, accustomed to make
the best of things. He drew i l r s . Fairfield's arm in his, and led her into
'lie horrse; but when he had got her safe into his parlour—Leonard
following aU the time—and the door was closed upon those three,
then Richard Avenel's ire burst forth.
" You inipuderrt, ungrateful, audacious—drab ! "
Yes, drab was the word. 1 am shocked to say it, but the duties ct
a historian ;ire stem, and the word iras drab.
" Drab! " faultered poor Jane Fairfield; and she clutched hold of
Leonard, to save herself from 1-alUug.
" Sir!" cried Leonard fiercely.
You might as weU have cried " s i r " to amorrntaintorrent. Richard
huiried orr, for he was furious.
" You nasty dirty dusty dowdy! How dare you come licre to
disgrace me in my ow-rr house and premises, after my sendirrg you
fifty pounds! To take the very time too, wherr—wherr—"
Richard gasped for breath ; and the laugh of his guests rang in his
ears, and got into his chest, and choked Mm. Jane Fairfield dre.v
hers(df up, and her tears were dried.
•' 1 did not come to disgrace you; I came to see my boy, and
"
" H a ! " interrupted Jiichard, " to see him."
He turned to Leonard: " You have written to tMs woman, then F''
" No, sir, I have not."
" I beHeve you He."
" He does not lie; and he is as good as yourself, and better,
Richard Avenel," exclaimed ilrs. Fairfield; " and I won't stand here
and hear Mm insrdted—that's what I won't. And as for your fifty
pomids, there are forty-five of it; and I'll work my fingers to the
bone till I pay back the other five. And don't be aieard I shad disgrace you, for I'U never look on your face aghi; and you're a wicked
bad man—that's what you are."
The poor woman's voice was so raised, and so shriU, that any other
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tnd more reniorseful feehng which Richard might have conceived was
drowned in Ms apprehension that she wordd be overheard by his servants or his guests—a mascrdine apprehension, with which females
rarely sympathise; wMch, on the contrary, they are urcHrred to
consider a mean and cowardly terTor on the part of theh male
oppressors.
" Hush! hold your infernal squaU—do!" said ilr. Avenel in a tone
that he meant to be soothing. " There—sit dowm—and dorr't sth till
I come back again, and can talk to you calmly. Leonard, foUow iiic,
an>l help to explain tMngs to our guests."
Leonard stood stiU, but shook his head sHghtly.
" What do you mean, sh ?" said Richard Avenel, in a very portentous growl. " Shaking your head at me ? Do you intend to oisobcy
me? You had better take care!"
Leonard's front rose; he drew one arm round his mother, and thus
Le spoke:—
" Sh, you have been kind to me, and generous, and that tnouglit
alone sUenced my indignation, when I heard you address such language to my mother; for I felt that, if I spoke, I should say too
much. Now I speak, and it is to say, shortly, that—"
" Hush, boy," said poor Mrs. Fairfield, frightened: " don't miud
me. I did not come to make miscMef, and ruin vour prospex. I'd
(?o!"
"WiU you ask her pardon, Mr. Avenel?" said Leonard fhmly;
and he advanced towards his uncle.
Richard, naturaUy hot and mtolerant of contradiction, was thcii
excited, not only by the angry emotions wMch, it must be owned, a
man so mortified, and in the very flush of triumph, might wed experience, but by much more wine than he was in the habit of drinking ;
and when Leonard approached Mm, he misinterpreted the movement;
into one of menace and aggression. He Hfted Ms arm: " Come a
step nearer," said he, between his teeth, " and I'U knock you down."
Leonard advanced the forbidden step ; but as Richard caught Ms eye,
there was something in that eye—not defying, not threatening, but
bold and dauntless—which Richard recognised and respected, for that
something spoke the Freeman. The uncle's arm mechamcaUy feU to
his side.
" You cannot strike me, Mr. Avenel," said Leonard, " for you are
aware that I could not strike again my mother's brother. As her son,
1 once more say to yori.—ask her pardon."
" Ten thousand devils ! Are you mad?—or do you want to dilve
me mad ? you insolent beggar, fed and clothed by my charity. Ask
her pardon!—what for ? That she has made me the object of jeer and
ridicule -with that d—d cotton gown, and those double d—d tMck
shoes. I vow and protest they've got nads in them! Hark ye, sir,
i'ye been insulted by her, but I'm not to be brrUied by you. Come
with me instantly, or I discard you; not a sMlhng of mine shad you
have as long as I Hve. Take your choice—be a peasant, a labourer,
or—"
" A base renegade to natrrral affection, a degraded beggar indeed!"
cried Leonard, Ms breast heaving, aud his cheeks in a glow. " Mother,
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mother, come away. Never fear—I have strength and youth, and we
wiU work together as before."
But poor ilrs. Fairfield, overcome by her excitement, had sunk
down into Richard's own handsome morocco leather easy-chair, and
could neither speak nor sth.
" Confound you both!" muttered Richard. " You can't be seen
creeping out of my house now. Keep her here, you young viper,
you • keep her tdl I come back; and then, if you choose to go, go
and be
"
Not finishing his sentence, Mr. Avenel hurried out of the room,
and locked the door, puttmg the key into Ms pocket. He paused for
a moment in the Hall, in order to coUect Ms thoughts—drew three or
four deep breaths—gave himself a great shake—and, resolved to be
faithful to his principle of doing one tMng at a thne, shook off in
that shake aU disturbing recoUection of his mutinous captives. Stem
as Aehdles when he appeared to the Trojans, Richard Avenel stalked
back to his lawn.

CHAPTER XIX.
BRIEF as had been his absence, the host could see that, in the
interval, a great and notable change had come over the spint of his
company. Some of those who Hved in the town were evidently preparing to retum home on foot; those who Hved at a distance, and
whose caiTiages (having been sent away, and ordered to retum at a
fixed hour) had not yet arrived, were gathered together in smaU
knots and groups; aU looked sullen and displeased, and aU instinctivcly turned from their host as he passed them by. They felt they
bad been lectured, and they were more put out than Richard himseh.
They did not know if they rmght not be lectured again. This vulgar
man, of what might he not be capable?
Richard's shrewd sense comprehended in an instant all the difficulties of his position • but he walked on deUberately and dhectly
towards ilrs. M'Catchley, who was standing near the grand marquee
with the Pompleys and the Dean's lady. As these personages saw
!dm make thus boldly towards them, there was a flutter. " Hang
the feUow !" said the Colonel, intrenching Mmself in Ms stock, " he
is commg here. Low and shocking—what shaU we do ? Let us
stroU on."
But Richard threw himself in the way of the retreat.
" Mrs. il'CatcMey," said he, very gravely, and offering her bib
ana, " allow me three words with you." _
'The poor widow looked very much discomposed, ilrs. Pompley
pulled her by the sleeve. Ricnard stiU stood gazing into her lace.^
with his arm extended. She hesitated a minute, and then took the
arm.
" ilonstrous impudent!" cried the Colonel.
" lict ilrs. M'CatcMey alone, my dear," responded Mrs. Pompley j
" she will know how to give hhn a lesson."
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" Madam,'' ^aid Richard, as soon as he and his compamon were out
'A hearing, " I rely on you to do me a favour."
"On me?"
" On yois, and you alone. You have influence with aU those people,
and a word from you wiU effect wirat I deshe. i l r s . irCatcldey,"
added Richard, with a solemnity that was actuaUy imposing, " I
(latter myscU' that you have some friendship for me, -which is more
than I can say of any other sord in these grounds—wiH you do me
this favour, ay or n o ? "
" AVhat is it, ilr. Avenel?" asked i l r s . iPCatcMey, much disturbed, and somewhat softened—for she was by no means a womau
without feeling; indeed, she corrsidered herself nervous.
" Get aU your friends—all the company, in short—to come back
hrto the tent for refr-eshments—for anythihg. I want to say a few
words to them."
" Bless me ! i l r . Avenel—a few words !" cried the widow; " but
that's just what they're aU afraid of! You must pardon me, but you
reaUy can't ask people to a dejeiine dansant, aud then—scold 'em !"
" i'lL cot ^oing to scold them," said ifr. Avenel, very seriously—
" upon my honour, I'm not! I'm going to make aU right, and 1
even hope afterwards that the dancing may go on—and that you wdl
honour lae again with your hand. I leave you to your task; and
beHeve ii.e, I'm not an ungrateful man." He spoke, and bowed—
not with-.H^t some dignity—and vamshed within the breakfast division
of the marquee. There he busied himseh m re-coUecting the waiters,
and dhecthrg them to re-arrange the mangled remains of the table as
they best could, i l r s . il'Catchley, whose curiosity and interest were
aroused, executed her commission with all the abiHty and tact of ;i
woman of the world, and hi less than a quarter of an hour flic
marquee was fiUed—the. corks flew—the champagne bounced and
sparkled—people drank in sdence, munched fruits and cakes, kept
up theh courage with the conscious sense of numbers, and felt a
great deshe to know what was coming, i l r . Avenel, at the head of
the table, suddenly rose.
". Ladies and Gerrtlenien," said he, " I have taken the Hberty to
invite you once more into tlus tent, in order to ask you to sympathise
with me upon an occasion which took us aU a Httle by surprisL
to-day.
" Of course, you aU know I am a new man—the maker of my own
fortunes."
A great many heads bowed involuntardy. The words were saitl
marrfuUy, and there was a general feeling of respect.
" Probably, too," resumed Mr. Avenel, " you may know that 1 an)
the son of very honest tradespeople. 1 say honest, and they are not
ashained of me—I say tradespeople, and I'm not ashamed of them.
My sister married and settled at a distance. 1 took her son to educate and bring up. But I cHd not teU her where he was, nor eyei:
that I had returned from iVmerica—I wished to choose my own time
for that, when I cordd give her the surprise, not only of a rich brother,
but of a son wdrom I intended to make a gentleman, so far as raaunerb
3.rii.' education can ma.ke one. A'i'cll, the poor dear woman has foim-d
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me out sooner than I expected, and tumed the tables on me by giring
me a srrr-prise of her own invention. Pray, forgive the confusion this
Uttle family scene has created; and though I own it was very laughable at the nionieut, and I was wrong to say otherwise, yet I am sure
I don't judge dl of your good hearts when I ask you to think what
brother and sister must feel who parted from each other when they
were boy and girl. To me (and Richard gave a great gulp—for he
felt that a great gidp alone could swaUow the abominable he he was
about to utter)—lo me this has been a very happy occasion! I'm a
plam man: no one can take iU what I've said. And, -wis'aing that
you may be aU as happy in your famdy as I am in mine—humble
though it be—I beg to drink your very good healths!"
There was a universal applause when Richard sat down; and so
weU in his plam way had he looked the thing, and done the thuig,
that at least half of those present—who till then had certahdy disHked and haU'-despised him—suddeidy felt that they were proud of
his acqrrahrtance. For however aristocratic this cormtry of ours may
be, aud however especiaUy aristocratic be the genteeler classes in
provincial towns and coteries—there is nothing wddch EngHsh folks,
from the highest to the lowest, in their hearts so respect as a man
who has risen from nothing, and owns it frankly. Sir Compton Deiaval an old baronet, with a pedigree as long as a "Welshman's, who
liad been reluctantly decoyed to the feast by his tMee unmarried
daughters—not one of whom, however, had Mtherto condescended
even to bow to the host—now rose. It was his right—he was the
first person there in rank and station.
" Ladies and Gentlemen," quoth Sir Compton Delaval, " I am sme
that I express the feelings of aU present when I say that we have
licard with great deUght and admiration the words addressed to us
by our exceUent host. (Apjrlause.) And if any of us, in what Mr.
Avcncl describes justly as tne surprise of the moment, were betrayed
into au unseemly merriment at—at—(the Dean's lady wMspered
' uome of the')—sonre of the—some of the—" repeated Sir Compton,
puzzled, and coming to a dead lock—(' holiest sentiments,' whispered
Ibe Dean's lady)—"ay, some of the holiest sentinrents in our nature
- - 1 beg him to accept our sincerest apologies. I can only say, for
iiiy part, that I anr proud to rank i l r . Avenel amongst the gentlemen
cf the count y (here Sir Compton gave a sounding thump on the table),
and to thank him for one of the most brdUant entertamments it has
ever been my lot to witness. If he won Ms fortrme honestly, he knows
how to spend it nobly."
Whiz went a fresh bottle of champagne.
" I am not accustomed to pubhc speaking, but I could not represji
my sentimerrts. And I've now only to propose to you tire healkii of
our host, Richard Avenel, Esqrure ; and to couple with that the health
of his—very mteresting sister, and long life to them both."
The sentence was half-drowned in enthusiastic plaudits, and hi
three cheers for Richard Avenel, Esquhe, and Ms very mteresting
" I'm a cursed humbug," thought Richard Avenel, a-, he wiped
bis forehead ; " but the world is such a huiubrrg! "
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Then he ghanced towards Mrs. M'CatcMey, and, to his great,
satisfaction saw Mrs. M'CatcMey with her handkerchief before her
Trath must be told—although the fah widow might certaimy nave
contemplated the probabdity of aceep-fing Mr. Avenel as a husband,
she had never before felt the least bit irr love with him ; and now she
did. There is something in courage and candoirr—at a-word, in manliness—that all women, the most worldly, do admire in men; and
Richard Avenel, humbug though Ms conscience said he was, seemed
to MJS. il'Catchley Hke a hero.
The host saw his triumph. •' Now for another dance! " said he,
gady; and he was about to offer his hand to ilrs. il'Catchley, when
Sir Compton Delaval, seizing it, and giving it a hearty shake, cried,
" You have not yet danced with my eldest daughter: so, d' you'll not
ask her, why, I must offer her to you as your partner. Here—
Sarah."
Miss Sarah Delaval, who was five feet eight, and as stately as she
was taU, bowed her head graciously; and Mr. Avenel, before he knew
where he was, fomid her leaning on his arm. But as he passed into
the next division of the tent, he had to run the garmtlet of aU the
gentlemerr, who thronged rormd to shake hands with Mm. Their
warm English hearts could not be satisfied tdl they had so repahed
t he sin of their previous haughtmess arrd mockery. Richard Avenel
miglit then have safely introduced his sister—gown, kercMef, thick
shoes and aU—to the crowd; but he had no such thought. He
thanked Heaven devoutly that she was safely rmder lock and key.
It was not tdl the thhd dance that he could secure Mrs. M'Catchley's hand, and then it was twdight. The carriages were at the door,
but no one yet thought of going. People were ready enjoying themselves. Mr. Avenel had had time, in the interim, to mature aU his
plans for completing and consummatirrg that triumph which Ms tact
and pluck had drawm from his momentary disgrace. Excited as he
was with wine and suppressed passiorr, he had yet the sense to feel
that, when aU the halo that now surrounded him had evaporated, and
Mrs. M'Catchley was re-delivered up to the Pompleys, whom he felt
to be the last persons his interest could desire for her advisers—the
thought of his low relations could return with cahn reflection. Now
was the time. The iron was hot—now was the thne to strike it, and
forge the enduring chain.
As he led Mrs. M'CatcMey after the dance into the lawn, he therere said tenderly
" How shaU I thank you for the favour you have done me ? "
" Oh !" said Mrs. M'CatcMey -warmly, "it was no favour—and i
amso glad
" She stopped.
•' Xou're not ashamed of me, then, in spite of what has happerred?"
" Ashamed of you! "Why, I should be so proud cf you, if 1
were
"
" Fhush the sentence and say—' jour wife !'—there, it is out. My
dear madam, I am rich, as you know; I love you very heartily. With
your help, I think I can make a figure in a larger world than thifl:
VOL. I .
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and that, whatever my father, mv grandson at least wdl be—but it is
thne enough to speak of him. "VVhat say you ?—you turn away. I'll
not tease you—it is not my way. I said before, ay or no; and your
Idndness so emboldens me that I say it again—ay or no ? "
" But you take me so rmawares—so—so—Lord, my dear ilr.
Avenel; you are so hasty—I—I—." And tha widow actuaUy
blushed, and was genuinely bashful.
" Those horrid Pompleys! " thought Richard, as he saw the Colonel
bustUng up with ilrs. il'CatcMey's cloak on his arm.
" I press for your answer," conthmed the smtor, speakmg very
fast. ' I sliaU leave this place to-moiiv.,1., if you wdl not give it."
" Leave this place—leave me ? "
" Then you wdl be mine ! "
" All, ilr. Avenel!" said the widow, languidly, and leaving her
hand in his ; " who can resist you ? "
Up came Colonel Pompley ; Richard took the shawl: " No hurry
for that now. Colonel—Mrs. M'Catchley feels aheady at home here."
Ten minutes afterwards, Richard Avenel so contrived that it was
known bv the whole company that their host was accepted by the
Honourable ilrs. irCatcldey. And every one said, " He is a very
clever man, and a very good feUow," except the Pompleys—and the
Pompleys were frantic, i l r . Richard Avenel had forced his way into
the aristocracy of the country; the husband of an Honourable—connect ed with peers!
" He wdl stand for orrr city—Vulgarian ! " cried the Colonel.
" .And his wife wdl walk out before me," cried the Colonel's lady—
"nasty woman ! " And she burst into tears.
The guests were gone; and Richard had now leisure to consider
what course to pursue with regard to Ms sister and her son.
His victory over his guests bad in much softened his heart towards his relations; but he stdl felt bitterly aggrieved at ilrs.
Fairfield's unseasonable intrusion, and his pride was greatly chafed
by the boldness of Leonard. He had no idea of any nran whom he
had served, or meant to serve, having a wiU of his own — having
a siii,^-le thought in opposition to his pleasure. He began, too, to
feel that words had passed between Mm and Leonard which cordd
not be weU forgotten by either, and wordd render their close connection less pleasant than heretofore. He, the great Richard
Avenel, beg pardon of ilrs. Fairfield, the washerwoman ! No; she
and Leonai-d must beg Ms. " That must be the first step," said
Richard Avenel; " andf 1 suppose they have come to their senses."
"With that expectation he unlocked the door of his parlour, and
found hiuiseU' in complete soHtude. The moon, lately risen, shone
full hito the room and ht up every corner. He stared romid bewddered—the bhds had flown. "Did they go through the keyhole ? " said ilr. Avenel. " Ha ! 1 see!—the window is open!"
The window reached to the ground. Mr. Avenel, m Ms excitement, had forgotten that easy mode of egress.
" WeU," said he, throwing Mmself into his easy-chah, " I suppose I shaU soon hear from them : they'U be wanting my money fast
enough, I fancy." His eve caught sight of a letter, ruisealei
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lymg on the table. He opened it, and saw bank-notes lo the
amount of £50—the widow's forty-five country notes, aud a new
note. Bank of England, that he had lately given to Leonard. With
the money were these hnes, written in Leonard's bold, clear writing,
though a word or two here and there showed that the hand had
trembled—
" I thank you for aU you have done to one whom you regarded
as the object of charity. My mother and I forgive what has
passed. 1 depart with her. You bade ne make my choice, and
I have mads it.
" LEONARD FAIRFIELD."

The paper dropped from Richard's hand, and he remained mute
and remorseful for a moment. He soon felt, however, that he had
no help for it but working Mmself up into a rage. " Of all people
in the world,", cried Richard, stamping his foot on the floor, there
are none so disagreeable, insolent, and ungrateful as poor relations.
I wash my hands of them!"

BOOK VI.
INITIAL

CHAPTER.

W H E R E I N MR. CAXTON IS PROFOUNDLY METAPHYSICAL.

" LIFE," said my father, in Ms most dogmatical tone, " is a certain quantity in time, which may be regarded in two ways — Ist,
as Hfe Integral; 2nd, as Ufe Fractional. Life integral is that complete whole, expressive of a certahi value, large or smaU, wMch
each man possesses in himself. Life fractional is that same whole
seized upon and invaded by other people, and subdivided amongst
them. They who get a large sUce of it say, ' A very valuable Hfe
tMs!'—those who get but a smaU handfrd say, 'So, so; nothing
very great!'—those who get none of it in the scramble exclaim,
• Good for nothing!'"
" I don't understand a word you are saying," growled Captain
Roland.
ily father surveyed his brother -with compassion—"I wUl make
it all clear, even to your understanding. When I sit down by
myself in my study, having carefuUy locked the door on all of you,
alone with my books and thoughts, I am in fuU possession of my
integral life. I am totus, teres, atque rotundus—a whole human
bemg—equivalent in value, we wdl say, for the sake of dlustration,
to afixedround sum—£100 for example. But when I go forth inti
the common apartment, each of those to whom I am of any wort^
T 2
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whatsoever puts Ms finger into the bag that contams me, and takes
out of me what he wants. Kitty reqrdres me to pay a bUl; Pisistra
tus to save him the time and trouble of looking into a score or two ol
hooks; the chddren to teU them stories, or play at hide-and-seek;
and so on throughout the chcle to which I have incautiously given
mysehf up for plunder and subdivision. The £100 which I represented in my study is now parceUed out; I am worth £40 or £50 to
Kitty, £20 to Pisistratus, and perhaps 30s. to the cMldren. This is
Hfe fractional. And I cease to be an irrtegral tdl once more retummg to my study, and again closing the door on aU existence but my
own. Meanwhde, it is perfectly clear that, to those who, whether I
am in the study, or whether I am in the common sitting-room, get
nothing at aU out of me, I am not worth a farthing. It must be
whoUy indiffereirt to a native of Kamschatka whether Austin Caxton
be or be not raised out of the great account-book of human beings.
" Hence," contmued my father,—" hence it follows that the more
fractional a life is—id est, the greater the number of persons among
whom it can be subdirided—wiiy, the more there are to say, ' A very
valuable Hfe that!' Thus, the leader of a poHtical party, a conqueror,
a king, an author, who is amusing hundreds, or thousands, ormdlions,
has a greater number of persons whom his worth interests and affects
than a Saint Simon StvHtes could have when he perched liimself at
the top of a column; although, regarded each in himself, Sahrt Simon,
in his grand mortification ot flesh, in the idea that he thereby pleased
his Divine Benefactor, ndght represent a larger sum of moral value
oer se, than Buonaparte or Voltaire."
PISISTRATUS.—Perfectly clear, sh; but I don't see what it has to
do with My Novel.
iln. CAJCI-ON.—Everything. Your novel, if it is to be a full and
comprehensive survey of the " Quicquid agunt homines" (which it
ought to be, considering the length and breadth to widch 1 foresee,
from the slow development of your story, you meditate extendhrg and
expanding it), wdl embrace the two views of existence—the integral
and the fractional. You have shown us the former in Leonard, when
he is sitting in his mother's cottage, or resting from his work by the
Httle formt in Riccabocca's garden. And in harmony with that view
of his life, you have surrounded him -with comparative integrals, only
subdivided by the tender hands of theh immediate famihes and neighbours—your Squires and Parsons, your ItaHan exde and his Jemima.
With all these,life is, more or less, the Hfe Natural^ and this is always,
more or less, the Ufe Integral. Then comes the hfe Artificial, wMch
is always, more or less, the Hfe Fractional. In the life Natural,
wherein we are swayed but by our own native impulses and deshes,
subservient ordy to the great sdent law ofVirtae(wMch has pervaded
the umverse since it swung out of chaos), a man is of worth from what
he is m Mmself—Newton was as worthy before the apple fell from
the tree as when aU Europe applauded the discoverer orthe Principle
of Gravity. But in the life Artificial we are only of worth inasmuch as
we affect others. And, relative to that Ufe, Newton rose in valrre
more than a miUion per cent, when down feU the apple from which,
ulthnately, sprang up bis discovery. In order to keep civilization
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ffoftig, and spread over the world the Hght of human mteUect, we
nave certam desires within us, ever sweUing beyond the ease ana
independence which belong to us as integrals. Cold man as Newton
might be (he once took a lady's hand in his own, Kitty, and used her
forefinger for his tobacco-stopper;—great philosopher!)—cold as he
might be, he was yet moved mto giving his discoveries to the world,
and that from motives very little differing in their quality from the
motives that make Dr. Squdls conimurdcate articles to the Phrerroiogical Journal upon the skuUs of Bushmen and wombats. For it is
the property of light to travel. AA'hen a man has Hght in Mm, forth
it must go.. But the first passage of Gerrius from its integral state
(in which it has been reposing on its ovnr wealth) into the fractional,
is usuaUy through a hard and vulgar pathway. I t leaves behind it
the reveries of soHtude, that self-contemplating rest which may be
caUed the Visionary, and errtcrs sudderdy hrto the state that may be
caUed the Positive and Actual. There, it sees the operations of
money on the outer Id'c—sees aU the ruder and commoner springs of
action—sees airrbition without nobleness—love without romance—is
bustled about, and ordered, and trampled, and cowed—in short, it
passes an apprenticeship with some Richard Avenel, and does not yet
detect what good arrd what grandeur, what addition even to the true
poetry of the social mriverse, fractional existences like Richard
Averrel's bestow; for the piUars that support society are Hke those of
the Court of the Hebrew Tabernacle—they are of brass, it is true, but
they are filleted with sdver. From such intermediate state Genius is
expelled and driven ou in its way, and would ha\'e been so in this case
had ilrs. Fair-field (who is but the representative of the homely
natural affections, strorrgest ever in true gemus—for light is warm)
never crushed i l r . Avenel's moss-rose on her sisterly bosorrr. Now,
forth from this passage arrd defile of transitiorr into the larger world,
must Genius go on, working out its rratural destiny armdst things and
forms the most artificial. Passions that move and influence the world
are at work aromrd it. Often lost sight of itself, its very absence is
a sdent contrast to the agencies present, ilcrged and vanished for a
whde amidst the Practical AVorld, yet we ourselves feel aU the whde
that it is there; is at work amidst the workings arormd it. This
practical world that effaces it, rose out of some gemrrs that has gone
before; and so each man of genius, though we never come across
him, as his operations proceed, in places remote from our thoroughfares, is yet influencing the practical world that ignores him, for ever
and ever. That is GENIUS ! AVc can't describe it in books—we can
oidy hint aud suggest it, by the accessories which we artfuUy heap
about it.. The entrance of a true Probationer into t he terrible ordeal
of Practical Life is like that into the miraculous cavern, by which,
legend informs us, St. Patrick convert.ed Ireland.
BLANCHE.—What is that legend ? I never heard of it.
i l n . CAXTON.—ily dear, you wdl fiud it hi a thin foHo at the right
on enterurg my study, written by Thomas ilessingham, and caUed
"FlorUegiiim Insulae Sanctorum," &c. The accoimt therein is con
fir-med by the relation of an honest soldier, one Louis Enmus, wha
Isad actually errtered tlic cavern. In short, the truth of the leseud i>
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undemable, unless you mean to say, wMch I can't for a moment sup.
pose, that Lords Eiiidus was a Har. Thus it runs: St. Patrick, finding
that the Irish jiagans were incredulous as to his pathetic assuranoej
of the pains and toniients destmed to those who did not expiate their
sins in this world, prayed for a mhacle to convince them. His prayer
was heard ; and a certain cavern, so smaU that a man could not stand
up therein at his case, was suddenly converted into a Purgatory, comprehendins tortures srdficicnt to convince the most incredulous. One
unacquainted with human nature imght conjecture that tewwouldbe
disposed to venture voluntardy into such a place;—on the conhary,
pdgrims came in crowds. Now, all who entered from vain curiosity,
or with souls un))rcparcd, perished miserably; but those who entered
with deep and earnest faith, conscious of theh faults, and if bold, yet
hundilf, not only came out safe and soimd, but purified, as if from the
waters of a second baptism. See Savage and Johnson, at night in
Fleet Street;—and who shall doubt the truth of St. Patrick's Purgatory !—(Therewith my father siirhed—closed his Lucian, wliicliliad
lain open on the table, aud would read none but "good boob"
for the rest of the cvcidng.)

CHAPTER U .
ON their escape from the prison to which i l r . Avenel had con
demned them, Leonard and his mother found their way to a smal
public-bouse that lay at ,-i little distance from the town, and on the
outskirts of the bi-h-road. AVith Ms arm round bis mother's waist,
-Leonard supported her steps, and soothed her excitement. In fact,
the poor woman's nerves were greatly shaken, and she fcH an uneasy
remorse at the injury her intrusion h'ad inflicted on the young man's
worldly prospects. As the shrew d retidcr has guessed already, that
inlamous Tinker was the prime agent of evd in tMs critical turn in
the atlarrs of Ms quondam customer. For, on his retura to Ms haunts
aroimd Hazeldean and the Casino, the Tiulcer had hastened to apprise
wn«'„nfo
oHus interview with Leonard, and, on finding that she
was not aware that the boy was under the roof of Ms uncle, the pestdent vagabond (perhaps from sphe agamst i l r . Avenel, or perhaps
fchirlZ
n - T °^ ""^^'"^^ '?>' ^-^'^^ nretaphysical critics explt^
the character ot 1 ago and which certainly formed a mahr element m
the idiosyncrasy of Mr. Sprott) had so impreLed Z tire-Widow's
mmd the haughty demeanour of the uncle and the refined costume of
the nephew that Mrs. Fairfich^ had been sei^er^fth a b S ^ a - d
msupportable jealousy. Ihere was an mtention to rob her of her boy!
- h e was to be rrrade oo fine for her. Hrs silence was now accomrted
for. TMs sort of jealousy, a ways more or less a feminine ouaUtv is
often very strong amongst the poor; and it was the more strong m
Mrs. Fanfield, because, lone woman that she was, the bov was all h:
all to her. And though she was reconciled to the loss of h'is presence
nothmg could reconede her to the thought that his affectirns -^houi^
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be weaned from her. Moreover, there were in her mind certain
unpressions, of the justice of which the reader may better judge hereafter, as to the gratitude—more than ordinardy filial—which Leonard
owed to her. In short, she did not Hke, as she phrased it, " t o be
shaken off;" and after a sleepless mght she resolved to judge for herself, much moved thereto by the malicious suggestions to that effect
made by Mr. Sprott, who mightily enjoyed the idea of niortii'yiug the-,
gentleman by w lioni he had been so disrespectfidly tM-eatened witl.
the treadmUl. The widow felt angry with Parson Dale, and with the
Riccaboccas: she thought they were in the plot against her: she
communicated, therefore, her intentions to none—and ofl' she set,
performing the journey partly on the top of the coach, partly on foot.
No wonder that she was dusty, poor woman.
"And, 0 boy!" said she, IraU-sobbing, "when I got through the
lodge-gates, came on the lawn, and saw aU that power o' fine foiK—
I said to myseif, says I—(for 1 felt fritted)—I'U just have a look at
Mm and go back. But ah, Lenny, when I saw thee, lookmg so
handsome—and when thee tumed and cried 'mother,' my heart
was just ready to leap out o' my mouth—and so I could not help
huggmg thee, if I had died for it. And thou w-ert so kind, that 1 forgot aU i l r . Sprott had said about Dick's pride, or thought he had
just told a fib about that, as he had wanted me to beHeve a fib about
thee. Then Dick came up—and I had not seen hhn for so many years—
and we come o' the s.ame father and mother; and so—arrd so—" The
widow's sobs here fahiy choked her. "Ah," she said, after giving
vent to her passion, aud throwing her arms round Leonard's neck, as
they sat tn the Httle sanded parlour of the public-house—" Ah, and
I've brought thee to tlds. Go back; go back, boy, and never mind
me."
With some difficulty Leonard pacified poor i l r s . Fah-field, and got
her to rethe to bed; for she was, indeed, thoroughly exhausted. He
then stepped forth into the road, musingly. AU the stars w-ere out;
and Youth, in its troubles, instiuctively looks up to the stars. Folding his arms, Leonard gazed on the heavens, and Ms Hps murmured.
From tlds trance, for so it might be caUed, he was awakened by a
voice in a decidedly London accent; and, tumhrg hastdy round, saw
,Mr. Avenel's very gentleman-Uke butler. Leonard's first idea was
that his ui;cle had repented, and sent in search of Mm. But the
butler seemed as much surprised at the rencontre as MmseH': that personage, indeed, the fatigues of the day being over, was accompanyingone of i l r . Gunter's waiters to the pubhc-house (at which the latter
had secured his lodging), having discovered an old friend in the
waiter, and proposirrg to regale hirrrself with a cheerfrd glass, and—
{that, of course,)—abuse of his present sitiuation.
. " i l r . Fah-field ! " exclaimed the butler, whde the waiter walked
discreetly ou.
Leonard looked, and said nothing. The butler began to think that
some apology was due for leaving his plate and Ms pantry, and that
he might as wed secm-e Leonard's propitiatory influence with Ms
master.
''Please, sh," said he, touching Ms hat, " I was just a-showing
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M'-. Gdes the way to the Blue BeUs, where he puts UP for tlic niu-nt,
I hope my master wiU not be offended. If you are a-gomg back, sir,
would you kindly mention it ? "
" I am net going back, Jarvis," answered Leonard, after a pause •
" I am leaving Mr. Avenel's house to accompany my mother: rather
suddeMy. I should be very much obliged to you if you wordd bring
some tMngs of mine to me at the Blue BeUs. I wdl give you the
Ust, if you wdl step with me to the inn."
AA^ithout -n-aiting for a reply, Leonard then tumed towards the inn,
and made Ms hunrble inventory;—item, the clothes he had brought
with him from the Casino; item, the knapsack that had corrtained
them; item, a few books, ditto; item. Dr. Riccabocca's watch •
item, sundry ilSS., on which the young student now budt aU his
hopes of fame and fortune. TMs Hst he put hrto Mr. Jarvis's hand.
" Sir, said the butler, twirling the paper between Ms finger and
thumb, " you're not a-going for long, I hope ?" and he looked on tho
face of the yormg man, who had always been "civil-spoken to hhn,"
-with as much curiosity and as much compassion as so apathetic and
princely a personage could experience in matters affecting a famdy
less aristocratic than he had hrtherto condescended to serve.
" Yes," said Leonard, simply and briefly; " and your master wdl
no doubt excuse you for rendering me tMs service."
Mr. Jarvis postponed for the present his glass arrd chat with the
waiter, and went back at once to Mr. Avenel. That gentleman, stiU
seated in his hbrary, had not been aware of the butler's absence; and
when Mr. Jarvis entered and told him that he had met Mr. Fairiield,
and, commirmcating the commission with which he was intrusted,
asked leave to execute it, Mr. Avenel felt the maris hrquisitive eye
was on Mm, and conceived new wrath agamst Leonard for a new
humdiation to his pride. It was awkward to give no explanation of
Ms nephew's departure, stUl more awkward to explain.
After a short pause, Mr. Avenel said, suUerdy, " i l y nephew is
going away on business for some time—do what he tells you;" and
then turned Ms back, and Hghted Ms cigar.
"That beast of a boy," said he, soHloquising, "either means this
as an affront, or an overture: if an affront, he is, indeed, weU got rid
of; if air overture, he wiU soon make a more respectful and proper
one. After aU, I can't have too Httle of relations tdl I have farrly
secured Mrs. M'CatcMey. An Honourable ! I wonder if that makes
nre an Honourable too? Tlds cursed Debrett contains no practical
information on those points."
The next morrring, the clothes and the watch with wMch Mi-,
Avenel presented Leonard -were returned, with a note meant to
express gratitude, but certainly written with very little knowled?'of the world, and so fuU of that somewhat over-resentful pride which
had in earlier Hfe made Leonard fly from Hazeldean, and refuse all
apology to Randal, that it is not to be wondered at that i l r . Avenel's
last remorseful feelmgs evaporated in he. " I hope he wdU starve ! "
said the uncle, vindictively.

CHAPTER

m.

" LISTEN to me, my dear mother," said Leonard, the next mor-niriz,
f.s with knapsack on Ms shoulder and Mrs. Fairfield on his arm, he
walked along the high-road; " I do assure you, from my heart, that
I do not regret the loss of favours which I see plainly would har e
crushed out of me the very sense of independence. But do not fear
for me; I have education and energy—I shaU do well for mysell',
trust me. No, I cannot, it is true, go back to our cottiigc—I cannot
be a gardener again. Don't ask me—I should be discontented,
miserable. But I wdl go up to London! That's the place to make
a fortune and a name: 1 will make both. 0 yes, trust me, I wdl.
You shall soon be proud of yorrr Leonard; and then wc wdl always
live together—always! Don't cry."
" But what can you do in Lrrrmon—such a big place, Lenny ? "
" W h a t ! Every year does not some lad leave orrr vdlage, and go
and seek his fortune, taking with Mm but health and strong hands ':
I have these, and I have nrore: I have brains, and thoughts, and
hopes, that—again I say. No, no—never fear for m e ! "
The boy threw back his head proudly; there was something
sublime in his young trust in the future.
" WeU. But you wUl write to Mr. Dale, or to me ? I wdl get
i l r . Dale or the good Mounseer (now I know they were not agin me)
to read vour letters."
" I wdl, mdeed!"
" And, boy, you have nothing in your pockets. We have paid
Dick; these, at least, are my own, after pajing the coach-fare."
And she would thrust a sovereign and some shdUngs into Leonard's
waistcoat pocket.
Alter some resistance, he was forced to consent.
"Aud there's a sixpence with a hole in it. Don't part with that,
Lenny; it wdl bring thee good luck."
Thus talkmg, they gained the inn where the three roads met, and
from which a coach went direct to the Casino. And here, without
entering the inn, they sat orr the greensward by the hedgerow, waiting the arrival of the coach. Mrs. Fahfield was much subdued in
sphits, and there was eviderrtly on her mmd something uneasy—
som.e straggle with her conscience. She not only rrpbraided herse!f
for her rash visit, but she kept talking of her dead ilark. And what
would he say of her, if he could see her in heaven ?
" It was so selfish m me, Lermy."
" Pooh, pooh ! Has not a mother a right to her chdd ? "
" Ay, ay, a y ! " cried Mrs. Fahfield. " I do love you as a chdd—my
own clrUd, But if I was not your mother, after all, Lenny, and cost
you all tMs—oh, what worrld you say of me then ? "
" Not my own mother!" said Leonard, laugMng, as he kissed her.
• WeU, I don't know wliat I should say then dift'erently from what
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I say now—that you, who brought me up, and nursed aud cherished
me, had a right to my home and my heart, wherever I was."
" Bless t h e e ! " cried i l r s . Fairfield, as she pressed hhn to her
heart. " But it weighs here—it weighs," she said, starting up.
At that instant the coach appeared, and Leonard ran forward tc
inqrdre if there was an outside place. Then there was a short bustle
while the horses were bemg changed • and Mrs. Fairfield was hfted
up to the roof of the vcMcle. So all farther private conversation
between her and Leonard ceased. But as the coach whhled away,
and she waved her hand to the boy, who stood on the road-side
gazing after her, she stdl murmured—" I t weighs here—it weighs!"

CHAPTER I V .
LEONARD walked sturdily on in the high-road to the Great City
The day was cahn and sunlit, but with a gentle breeze from grey hilb
at the distance; and with each mde that he passed, his step seemed
to grow more firm, and Ms front more elate. Oh! it is such joy in
youth to be alone with one's day-dreams. And youth feels so glorious a vigom- in the sense of its owm strength, though the world be
before and—agauist it! Removed from that chdHng corinting-house
—from the impi-rious wdl of a patron and master—aU friendless, but
aU mdepcndcirt—the young adventurer felt a new behig—felt his
grand nature as ilan. And on the ilan rushed the gemus long interdicted aud thrust aside—rus-hing back, with the first breath of adversity, to console—no ! the i l a n needed not consolation,—to kindle, to
anrmatc, to rejoice! If there is a bemg hr the world wor'thy of our
envy, after we have grown w-ise pldlosophcrs of the fireside, it is not
the paUcd voluptuary, nor the care-worn stiitesman, nor even the
great prince of arts and letters, already crowned with the laurel,
whose leaves are as fit for poison as for garlands • it is the young
child of adventure and hope. Ay, and the emptier his pm-se, ten to
one but the richer his heart, and the wider the domams which Ms
fancy enjoys as he goes on w-ith kingly step to the Future.
Not tiU towards the everung did our adveuturer slacken Ms pace, and
think of rest and refreshment. There, then, lay before him on either side
the road, those wide patches of unenclosed land, which in England
often denote the entrance to a viUage. Presently one or two neat
cottages came in sight—then a sniaU farm-house, with its yard
and barns. And some way farther yet, he saw the sign swhrging
before an irm of some pretensions—the sort of inn often found on a
long stage betweeu tw9 great towns, commonly caUcd " The Halfway Hoiise." But the mn stood back from the road, havhig its own
separate sward m front, whereon was a great beech-tree (from wMch
the sign extended) and a rustic arbour—so that to gain the mn, tiie
coaches that stopped there took a sweep from the main thoroughfare.
Between our pedestrian and the inn there stood, naked and alone, on
the common land, a chm-ch; our ancestors never would li.ivc chvm^
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that site for it; therefore it was a modern church—modem Gothic—
handsome to an eye not versed in the attributes of ecclesiastical
architecture—very barbarous to an eye that -was. Somehow or other
the church looked cold and raw and uninviting. It looked a church
for show—much too big for the scattered hamlet—and void of all the
venerable associations wMch give theh peeuhar and unspeakable
atmosphere of piety to the churches hr wMch succeeding generations
have knelt and worsMpped. Leonard paused and surveyed the edifice
vrith an unlearrred but poetical gaze—it dissatisfied hhn. And he was
yet pondermg why, wherr a yomig girl passed slowly before Mm, her
eyes fixed on the ground, opened the Httle gate that led into the
churchyard and vaidshed. He did not see the chdd's face; but there
was Something in her movements so utterly Ustless, forlorn, and sad,
that his heart was touched. What did she there ? He approached
the low waU with a noiseless step, and looked over it wistfully.
There, by a grave evidently qmte recent, with no wooden tomb nor
tombstone Hke the rest, the Httle ghi had thrown herself, and she
was sobbing loud and passionately. Leonard opened the gate, and
approached her with a soft step. Mingled with her sobs, he heard
broken sentences, wdd and vain, as aU human sorrowings over graven
must be.
" Father!—oh, father! do you not ready hear me ? I am so lone—
so lone! Take me to you—take me ! " And she bmied her face in
the deep grass.
" Poor chdd !" said Leonard, in a half-wMsper—" he is not there.
Look above!"
The ghl did not heed him—he put his arm round her waist gently
—she made a gestm-e cf impatience and anger, but she would not
turn her face—and she clung to the grave with her hands.
After clear surmy days the dews faU more heavdy; and now, as the
sun set, the herbage was bathed in a vapororrs haze—a dim mist rose
around. The yomrg man seated MmseH Ireside her, and tried to draw
the chdd to hrs breast. Then she turned eagerly, indignantly, and
pushed Mm aside with jealous arms. He profa^sd the grave. He
mrderstood her with Ms deep poet-heart, and rose. There was a pause.
Leonard was the first to break it.
" Come to your home with me, my cMld, and we wiU talk of Mm l:;;
the way."
" Him! Vvdio are you ? You did not know him !"—said the ghl,
stdl with anger. " Go away—why do you distm-b me ? I do no one
harm. Go—go !"
" You do yourself harm, and that wdl grieve Mm if he sees yor;
yonder! Come ! "
.
The chdd looked at him through her bUnding tears, and Ms face
softened and soothed her.
." Go I" she said, very plaintively, and in subdued accents. " I
wdl but stay a mhiute more. I—I have so much to say yet."
. ijcouard left the churchyard, and waited without: and in a short;
time the chdd came forth, waved lum aside as he approached her, and
hruTied aw-ay. He foUowed her at a distance, and saw her disappear
witMn tie inn.
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CHAPT'ER V.
" H I P - - H I P — H U R R A H ! " Such was the sound that greeted om
young traveUer as he reached the inn door—a sound joyous in itself,
out sadly out of harmony with the feelings wMch the child sobbing on
the tombless grave had left at his heart. The sound came from
withm, and was foUowed by thumps and stamps, and the jingle of
glasses. A strong odour of tobacco w-as wafted to Ms olfactory sense.
He hesitated a moment at the threshold. Before him, on benches
rmder the beech-tree and withiir the arbour, were grouped sundry
athletic forms w-ith " pipes hr the Hberal air."
The landlady, as she passed across the passage to the tap-room,
caught sight of his form at the doorway, and came forward. Leonard
stdl stood irresolute. He vvould have gone on his way, but for the
chdd : she had interested him strongly.
" You seem full, ma'am," said he. " Can I have accommodation for
vhe night ? "
" AVhy, indeed, sir," said the landlady, civdly, " I can give you a
bed-room, but I don't know where to put you meanwhile. The two
parlours and the tap-room and the kitchen are all choke full. There
has been a great cattle-fair in the rrcighbourhood, and I suppose we
have as many as fifty farmers and drovers stopping here."
" As to that, ma'am, 1 can sit in the bed-room you are kind enough
to give me; aud if it does not cause >ou much trouble to let me have
some tea there. I shordd be glad; but 1 can wait your leisure. Do
not put yourself out of the way for me."
The landlady was touched by a consideration she was not much
habituated to receive from her bluff customers.
" You speak very handsome, sir, and we will do orrr best to serve
you, if you wiU excuse all faults. This wa.Vj sir." Leorrard lowered
Jiis knapsack, stepped into the passage, with some difficrdty forced
ids way through a knot of stm-dy giants in top-boots or leathern
gaiters, who were swarming in and out the tap-room, and foUowed his
hostess upstairs to a httle bed-room at the top of the house.
" It is small, sir, aud high," said the hostess, apologetically,
" B u t there be four gentlemen farmers that have come a great
distance, and aU the first floor is engaged; you will be more out of
the noise here."
"Nothmg can suit me better. But, stay—pardon m e ; " and
Leorrard, glancing at the garb of the hostess, observed she was not
in inqurning. ' ' A Uttle girl whom I saw in the chrrrchyard yondei,
weeping very bitterly—is she a relation of yours? Poor child, she
seems to have deeper feelings than are common at her age."
"Ah, sh," said the landlady, putting the corner of her apron to her
eyes, "it is a very sad s t o r y - 1 don't know what to do. Her father
-rvas taken ill on Ms way to Lunnon, and stopped here, and has been
buried four days. And the poor little girl seems to have no relatrons
—and where is she to go ? Larycr Jones says we must pass her tn
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Marybone parish, where her lather Hved last; aud what's to become
of her then? M.y heart bleeds to tMnk on it." Here there rose
such an uproar from below, that it was evident some quarrel had
broken out; and the hostess, recaUed to her duties, hastened to carry
thither her propitiatory influences.
Leonard seated Mmself pensively by the HttJe lattice. Here was
some one more alone in the world than he. And she, poor orphan,
had no stout man's heart to grapple with fate, and no golden
mimnscripts that were to be as the " Open-Sesame " to the treasures
of Aladdin. Ey-and-by, the hostess brought him up a tray with tea
and other refreshments, and Leonard resumed his inquiries. "No
relatives?" said he; "surely the child must have some kinsfolk in
London? Did her father leave no directions, or was he in possession of Ms faculties ?"
" Yes, sh; he was quite reasonable like to the last. And I asked
Mm d' he had not anytlring on Ms mind, and he said, ' I have.' And
I said, 'Your Uttle ghl, sir?' And he answered me, 'Yes, ma'am;'
and laying Ms head on his pdlow, he wept very quietly. I could not
say more myself, for it set me oft' to see him cry so meekly; but
my husband is harder nor I, and he said, ' Cheer up, ilr. Digby; bad
not you better write to your friends ?'
" ' Friends !' said the gentleman, iu such a voice ! 'Friends! I have
but one, and I am going to Him! I camrot take her there!' Then
he seemed suddeidy to recollect hisself, and caUed for his clothes,
and rummaged in the pockets as if looking for some address,
and cordd not fiud it. He seemed a forgetful kind of gentleman,
and his hands were what I caU helpless hands, sh! And then he
gasped out, ' Stop—stop ! I never had the address. AA'rite to Lord
Les
,' somethmg Hke Lord Lester; but we could not make out
the name. Indeed he did not finish it, for there was a rush of blood
to Ms Hps; and though he seemed sensible when he recovered, (arrd
knew us and his Httle ghl too, tdl he went off smding), he uever
spoke word more."
"Poor man!" said Leonard, wiping his eyes. "But Ms Httle girl
surely remembers the name that he did notfinish? "
" No. She says he must have meant a gentleman whom they bad
nret in the Park not long ago, who was very kind to her father, and
was Lord something; but she don't remember the name, for shenever saw hhn before or since, and her father talked very little about
any one lately, but thought he should fmd some kind friends at
Screwstown, and traveUed down there wdth her from Lunnon. But
she supposes he was disappointed, for he went out, came back, and
merely told her to put up the things, as they must go back to
Lunnon. And on Ms way there he—died. Hush, what's that ?
I hope she did not overhear rrs. No, we were talking low. She
has the next room to your'n, sh. I thought I heard her sobbhrg.
Hush!"
"In the next room? I hear notMng. WcU, with your leave,
I •wdl speak to her before I quit vou. Aoid had her father no money
with hhn?"
" Yes a few sovereigns, sk; they paid foj Ms fimeral, and thore i»
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a Uttle left stdl—enough to take her to town; for my husband said,
says he, ' Hannah, the widow gave her mite, and we must not take
the orphan's;' and my husband is a hard man, too, sir—bless him!"
" Let me take your hand, ma'am. God reward you both."
" La, sh !—why, even Dr. DoseweU said, rather grumpily though,
' Never mind my bdl; but don't caU me up at six o'clock in the
moming again, without knowing a Uttle more about people.' And I
never afore knew Dr. Dosewell go without his bdl being paid. He
said it was a trick o' the other Doctor to spite him."
"What other Doctor?"
" Oh, a very good gentleman, who got out with Mr. Digby when
he was taken id, and stayed tdl the next morrring; and our I)octor
says his name is Morgan, and he Hves in—Lunnon, and is a homy—
something."
" Homrcide," suggested Leonard, ignorantly.
" Ah—homicide; somethmg hke tlrat, only a deal longer and worse.
But he left some of the thuest little baUs you ever see, sir, to give
the chdd; but, bless you, they did her no good—how should they ?"
"Tiny baUs, oh—homceopathist--I understand. And the Doctor
was kmd to her; perhaps he may help her. Have you written to
Mm?"
" But we don't know his address, and Lurmon is a vast place, sh."
" I am going to London, and wdl find it out."
" Ah, sh, you seerrr very kiud; aud sirr' she must go to Lunnon
(for what can we do with her here ?—she's too genteel for service), I
wish she was going with you."
"AA'ithmc!" sard Leorrard, startled—"with me! AA^eU, whynot?"
" I am sure she comes of good blood, sir. You wordd have known
her father was quite the gentleman, only to see him die, sir. He
went off so kind and civd Hke, as if he was ashamed to give so much
trouble—quite a gentleman, if ever there was one. And so are you,
sir, I'm sure," said the landlady, curtseying; " I know what gentlefolk be. I've been a housekeeper in the first of farrdUes in this very
sMre, sir, though I can't say I've served in Lrmnon; aud so, as
gentlefoUis know each other, I've no doubt you could find out her
relations. Dear—dear! Coming, coming!"
Here there were loud cries for the hostess, and she hurried away.
Tire fanners and drovers were beginmng to depart and theh bdls
were to be made out and paid. Leonard saw Ms hostess no more
that night. The last hip—hip—hiurrah, was heard; some toast,
perhaps to.the health of the county members ;—and the chamber
of woe, beside Leonard's, rattled with the shout. By-arrd-by, sdence
graduaUy succeeded the various dissonant sounds below. The carts
and gigs roUed away: the clatter of hoofs on the road ceased: there
was then a dunrb duU somrd as of locking-up, and low hummhrg
voices below, and footsteps mounting the stahs to bed, wdh now and
then a drunken hiccup or maudlin laugh, as some conquered votary
of Bacchus was fahly carried up to Ms domicUe.
AU. then, at last was sdent, just as the clock from the church
•sounded the stroke of eleven.
Leonard, meanwhde, had been looking over his ilSS. There was
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first a project for an improvement on the steam-engine,—a project
that had 'long lain m his mind, begun with the first knowledge of
mechamcs that he had gleaned from his purchases of the Tinker. He
put that aside now—it required too great an effort of the reasoning
faculty to re-examine.
He glanced less hastily over a coUection of essays on various subjects—some that he thought indifferent, some that he thought good.
He then lingered over a coUection of verses, written in Ms best hand,
-with loving care — verses fhst insphed by Ms perusal of Nora's
melancholy memorials. These verses were as a diary of Ms heart
and his fancy—those deep unvritnessed struggles wMch the boyhood
of aU more thoughtful natures has passed in its bright yet murky
storm of the cloud and the Ughtning-flash,—though brrt few boys
pause to record the crisis from which slowly emerges ilan. Arrd
these first desultory grapplhrgs with the fugitive airy images that fht
through the dim chambers of the brain, had become with each eft'or't
more sustained and vigorous, tdl the phantoms Were speUed, the
flying ones arrested, the Immaterial seized, and clothed m t h Form.
Gazing ou his last effort, Leonard felt that there, at length, spoke
forth the Poet. It was a work which, though as yet but half completed, came from a strong hand; not that shadow trembUng on
unsteady waters, which is but the pale reflex and hnitation of some
bright mind, sphered out of reach and afar, but an original substance
—a Hfe—a thing of the Creative Faerdty,—breatMng back aheady the
breath it had received. This work had parrsed drrring Leonard's
residence with Mr. Avenel, or had only now and then, in stealth, and
at mght, received a rare touch. Now, as with a fresh eye, he reperused it, and with that strange, innocent admhation, not of seH—•
for a man's work is not, alas! Mmself,—it is the beautified and ideal•sed essence (extracted, he knows not how, from his own human elements of clay), admiration known but to poets—theh purest deUght,
often their sole reward. And then, with a warmer and more earthly
beat of his fuU heart, he rushed in fancy to the Great City, -where ad
rivers of Fame meet, but not to be merged and lost,—saUying forth
again, individuaUsed and separate, to flow through that one vast
Thought of God which we call THE AA^ORLD.
He put up his papers, and opened Ms -window, as was Ms 9rdinary
tustom, before he retired to rest—for he had many odd habits; and
ae loved to look out mto the mght when he prayed. His soul seemed
to escape from the body,—to mount on the ah,—to gain more rapid
access to the far Throne iu the Infimte,—when his breath went forth
among the winds, and his eyes rested fixed on the stars of heaven.
So the boy prayed sdently ; and after his prayer, he was aborrt, Hngeringly, to close the lattice, when he heard distinctly sobs close at
hand. He paused, and held his breath ; then looked gently out: the
casement next Ms own was also open. Some one was also at -watch by
that casement—perhaps also prayhrg. He Hstened yet more intently,
and caught, soft and low, the words, "Father,—father,—do you heal
cue now ? "
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CHAPTER

Vi.

LEONARD opened his door, and stole towards that of the room
adjoining; for his first natm-al impulse had been to enter and corrsole.,
Ibrt when his touch was on the hanrUe, he drew back. CMld though
the mourner was, her sorrows were rendered yet more sacred frora
inirasion by her sex. Something, he knew not wlrat, hi Ms young
ignorance, withheld Mm from the threshold. To have crossed it then
would have seemed to him profanation; so he returned, and for hours
yet he occasionaUy heard the sobs, tUl they died away, and clrddhood
wept itself to sleep.
But the next moming, when he heard his neighbour astir, he
knocked gently at her door ; there was no answer. He entered softly,
and saw her seated very Hstlessly in tlie centre of the room—as if it
had no famdiar nook or corner, as the rooms of home have,—her hands
drooping on her lap, and her eyes gazing desolately on the floor.
Then he approached and spoke to her.
Helen was very subdued, and very silent. Her tears seemed dried
up ; and it was long before she gave sign or token that she heeded
him. At length, however, he graduaUy succeeded in rousing her
interest; and the first symptom of his success was in the qmver of
her Hp, and the overflow of lier downcast eyes.
By little and little he wormed himself into her confldence; and she
told him, in broken whispers, her simple story. But, what moved
Mm the most was, that, beyond her sense of loneUuess, she did not
seem to feel her own unprotected state. She mourned the object she
had nursed, and heeded, and cherished; for she had been rather the
protectress than the protected to the helpless dead. He could not
gain from her any more satisfactory information than the landlady
nad already imparted, as to her friends and prospects • but she permitted hinr passively to look among the efi'ects her father had leftsave only that, if his hand touched somethmg tlmt seemed to her
associations especiaUy holy, she waved him back, or drew it quickly
away. There were many bdls receipted in the name of Captain
Digby—old yeUow faded music-scores for the flute,—extracts of Parts
from Prompt Books,—gay parts of lively comedies, in which heroes
have so noble a corrtempt for money—fit heroes firr a Sheridan aud a
Farquhar: close by tliese were several pawnbroker's tickets; and,
not arrayed smoothly, but crumpled up, as if with an indignant, nervous clutch of the.helpless hands, some two or three letters.' He
asked Helen's permissiou to glance at these, for they might afford a
clue to friends. Helen gave the permission by a silent bend of the
head. The letters, however, were but short and freezing answers
from what appeared to be distant cormections, or former friends, or
persons to whom the deceased had apphed for some situation. Thev
were all very disheartenhig in theh tone. Leonard next endeavoured
to refresh Helen's memory as to the name of the nobleman which
had been last on her father's Hps: but there be faded wholly. For
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it may be remembered that Lord D'Estrange, when he iiresseil hi,!
.oan on i l r . Digby, and subsequently told that gerrtleman to addresD
to him at i l r . Egcrtorr's, had, from a natural deUcacy, sent tire chdd on,
that she might not witness the charity bestowed on the father ; and
Helen said tndy, that i l r . Digby had srrnk latterly irrto an habitua-.
silence on all his affahs. She might have heard her father mention th(t
name, but she had not treasured it up- aU she could say was, that,
she should know the stranger agam if she met him, and his dog too.
Seeing that the chdd had grown calm, Leonard was then going t(t
leave the room, in order to corrfer with the hostess; when she.roso
suddeMy, though noiselessly, and put her Httle hand in his, as if to
detain Mm. She did not say a word—the action said all—said, " Donot desert me." Arrd Leonard's heart rushed to his Hps, and he
answered to the action, as he bent do-wn and kissed her cheek,
" Orphan, wdl you go with nre ? AVe have one Father yet to botlr of
us, and He wdl guide us on earth. I am fatherless, Hke you." She
raised her eyes to his—looked at Mm long—and then learrt her head
confidingly on his strong young shoidder.

CHAPTER V I I .
AT noon that same day, the young man and the chdd were on their
road to London. The host had at first a Httle demurred at trusting
Helen to so young a companion; but Leonard, in his happy ignorance, had talked so sanguhiely of finding out this lord, or some
adequate protectors for the child; and in so grand a strain, thouga
with aU sincerity—had spoken of his own great prospects irr the
metropolis (he did rrot say what they were!)—that had he been the
craftiest impostor he could not more have taken in the rustic host.
And while the landlady stdl cherished the illusive farrcy, that all
gentlefolks must know each other in London, as they did hi a courrty,
the lancUord beheved, at least, that a young nran so respectably
dressed, althorrgh but a foot-traveUer—who talked in so confident a
tone, and who was so wiUing to undertake what, might be rather a
burthensome charge, unless he saw how to rid Mmself of it—would
be sure to have friends, older and wiser than Mmself, who woiud
judge what couid best be dorre for the orphan.
And what was the host to do with her ? Better tMs volunteered
escort, at least, than vaguely passing her on from parish to parish,
and leaving her friendless at last in the streets of London. Helen,
too, smded for the first thne on being asked her wishes, and again
put her hand in Leonard's. In short, so it was settled.
The Httle ghl made up a bundle of the things she most piized or
needed. Leorrard did not feel the additional load, as he slung it to
Ms knapsack: the rest of the luggage was to be sent to London as
soon as Leonard wrote (wMch he promised to do soon), and gave an
-address.
Helen paid her last visit to the churchyard; and she ioinei kss
YOl
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compa'-ion as Tre stood on the road, without the solemn precmcts.
And now they had gone on some hours - a n d when he asked rf she
were thed, she stdl answered " No." But Leonard was merciful,
and made theh day's journey short; and it took them some days to
reach London. By the long lorrely way they grew so intunate, at the
end of the second day, they caUed each other brother and sister; and
Leonard, to Ms dehght, found that as her grief, with the boddy
movement and the change of scene, subsided from its first tntenseness
and its insensibiUty to other impressions, she developed a quickness
of comprehension far beyond her years. Poor cldld! that had been
forced upon her. by Necessity. And she understood Mm in Ids
sphitual consolatiorrs—half poetical, half religious; and she hstened
to his o-wn tale, aud the story of Ms seH-education and soUtary
straggles—those, too, she miderstood. But when he burst out -with
Ms enthusiasm, his glorious hopes, his confidence in the fate before
them, then she would shake her head very quietly and very sadly.
Did she comprehend them ? iAlas! perhaps t90 weU. She knew
more as to real life than he did. Leonard was at first their joint
treasurer; but before the second day was over, Helen seemed to discover that he was too lavish; and she told him so, with a prudent
grave look, putting her hand on his arnr as he was about to enter an
mn to dine; and the.gravity would have been comic, but that the
eyes through their moisture were so meek and grateful. She felt he
was about to incur that rrrirrous extravagance cr her account. Somehow or other, the purse found its way into her ,ioepmg, and then she
looked proud ;uid rn her natural element.
Air! what happy meals under her care were provided; so much
more enjoyable than in duU, sanded inn parlours, swarming with flies,
and reeking with stale tobacco. She would leave him at the entrance
of a vdlage, bound forward, and cater, aud return with a Uttle basket
and a pretty blue jug—widch she had bought on the road—the last
fiUed with new milk; the first with new bread, and some special
dainty in radishes or water-cresses. And she had such a talent for
finding out the prettiest spot wiiereon to halt and dme: sometimes
in the heart of a wood—so stiU, it was like a forest in fairy tales, the
hare stealmg through the aUeys, or the sqrdrTel peephrg at them from
the boughs; sometunes by a Uttle braw-ling stream, with the fishes
seen under the clear wave, and shooting round the crumbs thrown to
them. They made an Arcadia of the duU road up to theh dread
Thermopylae—the war agamst the mihiou that waited them on the
other side of theh pass through Tcmpe.
" ShaU we be as happy when we are great ?" said Leonard, m hia
grand simpUcity.
Helen sighed, and the wise little head was shaken.
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AT last they came within easy reach of London; brrt Leonard had
regolved not to enter the metropoHs fatigued and exhausted as a
wanderer needing refuge, but fresh and elate, as a conqueror coming
in triumph to take possession of the capital. Therefore they baited
early in the evening of the day preceding this imperial entry, about
six mdes from the metropoHs, irr the neighbourhood of EaHng (for by
that route lay their way). They were not tired on arriving at their
hm. The weather was singrdarly lovely, with that combination of
softness and brdUancy whiclr is ordy known to the rare true sirmmer
days of England; all below so greerr, above so blue—days of which
we have about six in the year, and recafl vaguely when we read of Robin
Hood and Maid Marian, of damsel and kmglit m Spenser's gtdden
Summer Song—or of Jacques, dropped under the oak-tree, watching t be
deer amidst the dells of Ardennes. So, after a Httle pause at theh
inn, they stroUed forth, not for travel but pleasure, towards the cool of
sunset, passing by the grounds that once belonged to the Duke of
Kent, and ctitching a ghmpse >,f the -tuorbs and lawns of that beautiful domain through the lodge gate?; then they crossed into some
fields, and came to a httle rivulet culled the. Brent. Helen had been
more sad that day than on any during theh journey. Perhaps because, on approaching London, the memory of her father became
more -vivid; perhaps from her precocious knowledge of life, and her
foreboding of what was to befall them, chddren that they both were.
But Leonard was selfish that day; he cordd not be influenced by his
compamon's sorrow; he was so full of Ms owm sense of bemg, and he
had already caught from the atmosphere the fever that belongs to
anxious capitals.
" Sit here, sister," said he imperiously, throwing Mmself under the
shade of a poUard tree that overhiarg the winding brook, " sit here
and talk."
He flung off his hat, tossed back Ms rich curls, and sprirdiled his
brow from the stream that eddied round the roots of the tree that
bulged out, bald and gnarled, from the bank, and delved hrto the
waves below. Helen quietly obeyed Mm, and nestled close to Ms
side.
" And so tMs London is ready very vast ?—-VERY ?" he repeated
inqidsitively.
" Very," answered Helen, as, abstractedly, she plucked the cowslips near her, and let them fad mto the runmng waters. " See how
the flowers are carried down the stream ! They are lost now. Lon aon is to us what the river is to the flowers—very vast—very strong;''
and she added, after a pause—" very cruel! "
" Cruel! Ah, it has been so to you; but now !—now I wiU take
care of you!" He smUed triumphantly; and Ms smde was beautifrd
both in its pride and its kindness. It rs astordshing how Leonard had
altered since he had left his uncle's: he w-'s both younger and oiaer ; 3
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for the sense of gemus, wdren it snaps its shackles, makes ns both older
and wiser as to the w-orid it soars to—younger and blinder as to the
world it springs from.
" And it is not a very handsome city either, you say?"
" Very ugly, indeed," said Helen, with some fervour; " at least all
I have seen of it."
" But there must be parts that are prettier than others ? You say
there are parks: why shordd not we lodge near them, and look upon
the green trees?"
" That would be ruce," said Helen, almost joyously: " but—" and
here the head was shaken—" there are rro lodgings for us except in
courts .and aUeys."
"Why?"
" AA'hy ?" echoed Helen, with a smile, and she held up the pm'se.
" Pooh! always that horrid pm-se; as if, too, we were not gomg to
fill it. Did uot I teU yorr the story of Forturuo ? AVeU, at aU events,
we wiU go fhst to the neighbourhood where you last hved, and learn
there all we can; and then the day after to-morrow^ I wdl see this
Dr. ilorgan, and find out the Lord."
The tears started to Helen's soft eyes : " You want to get rid of
me soorr, brother."
" I ! Ah, I feel so happy to have yo-: with nre, it seems to me as if
I had phied for you all my life, and you had come at last; for I never
had brother, nor sister, nor any one to love, that was not older than
myself, except
"
" Except the yomrg lady you told me of," said Helen, turrrhrgaway
her lace ; for children are very jealous.
" Yes, I loved her, love her stiU. But that w-as different," saia
Leonaril. " I could uever have talked to her as to you: to you I
open my whole heart; you are my Httle iluse, Helen : I corrfess to
you my wUd whims and fancies as frankly as if I were writing poetry."
As he said this, a step was heard, and a shadow feU over the stream.
A belated angler appeared on the margin, drawing his Hne hnpatiently
ticross the water, as if to worry some dozing fish into a bite before it
finally set tied itseU' for the mght. Absorbed in Ms occupation, the
rmgler did not observe the young persons on the sward under the tree,
aud he halted there, close ripon them.
" Curse that perch!" said he aloud.
" Take care, sir!" cried Leonard; for thernan, in steppmg back,
nearly trod upon Helen.
The angler tm-ned. " W h a t ' s the matter? Hist! you have
frightened my perch. Keep stdl, can't you ? "
Helen drew herself orrt of the way, and Leonard remained motionless : he remembered Jackeymo, aud felt a sympathy for the angler.
" It is the most extraordmary perch, t h a t ! " muttered the stranger,
soldoquismg. " I t has the devd's own luck. It must have been bom
with a sdver spoon in its mouth, that damned perch ! 1 shall never
catch it—never! Ha !—no—only a weed. I give it up." AVith tMs,
he indignantiy jerked hrs rod from the water and began to disjoint h.
Whde leism-ely engaged in this occupatiorr, he turned to Leonard.
" Humph! are you intimateh' acauainted with this stream sn'''"
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" No," answered Leonard; " I never saw it before."
ANGLER (solemnly).—Then young marr, take my advice, afid do
not give way to its fascinations. Sir, I am a martjT to tlds stream ;
it has been the DeUlah of my existence.
LEONARD (interested: the last sentence seemed to Mm poetical).—
The Deldah, sir! the DeUlah !
ANGLER.—The DeUlah. Young marr, Hsten, and be warned by
example. When I was about your age, I fhst canre to this stream
to fish. . Sir, on that fatal day, about 3 P.M., I hooked up a fish—
such a big one, it must have weighed a pound and a half. Sir, it -ivas
that length [and the angler put finger to wrist]. And just when
I had got it irearly ashore by the very place where ,vou are sitting, on
that shelving barrk, young man, the Ihre broke, arrd the perch twisted
himself among those roots arrd—cacodsemorr that he was—ran off,
hook arrd all. AA'ell, that fish haurrted me; rrever before had 1 seen
such a fish, ilirrnow-s I had caught in the Thames and elsewhere,
;dso gudgeons, and occasionally a dace. But a fish like that—a
PERCH—aU his fins up, Hke the sails of a man-of-war—a monster
perch—a wiiale of a perch !—No, never tdl then had I krrowir what
leviathans He hid within the deeps. I could not sleep tdl I liac
returned; and again, sir,—I caught that perch. And this time I
puUed Mm fairly out of the water. He escaped; and how did he
escape ? Sir, he left his eye behind Irim on the hook. Years, long
years, have passed since then; but never shaU I forget the agony of
that moment.
LEONARD.—To the perch, sh ?

ANGLER.—Perch ! agony to him ! He enjoyed it:—agony to me.
I gazed on that eye, arrd the eye looked as slv and as wicked as if it
was laughing hi nry face. AV'eU, sir, I had heard that there is no
better bait for a perch than a perch's eye. I adjusted that eye ou the
hook, and dropped in the line gently. The water was unusuaUy clear;
in two minutes 1 saw that perch return. He approached the hook;
he recognised his eye—frisked his tail^made a plunge—and, as .1
Hve, carried off' the eye, safe arrd sound; aud I saw Mm digesthig it
by the side of that water-Hly. The mocking-fiend! Seven thrres
since that day. in the course of a varied and eveirtfrd Hfe, have I
caught that perch, and seven times has that perch escaped.
LEONARD (astomshed).—It can't be the same perch: perches are
very tender fish—a hook inside of it, and an eye hooked out of it—no
perch could withstarrd such havoc in its constitution.
ANGLER (with an appearance of awe).—It does seerrr supernatural.
But it is that perch ; for, harkye, sir, there is ONLY ONE perch hr the
whole brook ! All the years I have fished here, I have never caught
another perch; and this solitary mmate of the watery element I know
by sight better than I knew my own lost father. For each time that
I have raised it out of the water, its profUe has been turned to me,
and I have seerr, with a shudder, that it has had only—One Eye ! It
is a most mysterious and a most diabolical phenomenon, "that perch!
It has beeu the ruin of my prospects irr life. I was oft'ered a situation in Jamaica: I could not go with that perch left here iu triumph,
i might afterwards have had an appointment in India, but I cordd not
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put the ocean between myscK and that perch: thus htve I frittered
away my existence in the fatal metropolis of my native land. And
once a week from February to December, I come hither.—Good
Heavens ! if I should catch the perch at last, the occupation of my
existence wdl be gone.
Leonard gazed curiously at the angler, as the last thus mournfully concluded. The oraate tum of Ms periods did not suit with his
costume: he looked woefuUy threadbare and shabby—a genteel sort
of shabbiness too—shabbiness in black. There was humour in the
corners of his Hp; and his hands, though they did not seem very
clean—irrdecd Ms occupation was not friendly to such mceties—were
those of a man ^vho had not known manual labour. His face was
pale and pull'cd, but the tip of the nose was red: he did not seem as
if the watery element w as as famdiar to Mmself as to Ms DeMah—
the perch.
" Such is Life!" recommenced the angler, in a moralising tone, as
he sUd Ms rod mto its canvas case. " If a man knew what it was to
fish aU one's Ufe in a stream that has only one perch:—to catch that
one perch mue times in aU, and nme times to see it faU back into the
water, plump;—if a man knew what it was—why, then"—Here the
angler looked over his shoulder full at Leonard—" why then, young
sh, he would know- what human life is to vain ambition. Good
evemng."
Away he went, treading over the daisies and king-cups. Helen's
eyes foUowed him wistfuUy.
" AAHiat a strange person!" said Leonard, laughing.
" 1 tMnk he is a very wise one/' murmured Helen; and she came
close u]) to Leonard, and took Ms hand in both hers, as if she felt
already that be was hi need of the Comforter—the Hne broken, and
perch lost!

CHAPTER IX.
AT noon the next day, London stole upon them through a gloomy,
/Mck, oppressive atmosphere; for where is it that we can say London
bursts on t.he sight ? It stole on them through one of its fairest and
most gracious avenues of approach—by the stately gardens of Kensington—along the side of Hyde Park, and so on towards Cumberland Gate.
Leonard was not the least struck. And yet with a very Httle
money, and a very Httle taste, it vvould be easy to render this entrance
to London as grand and as imposmg as that to Paris from the Champs
Elysees. As they came near the Edgeware Road, Helen took her new,
brother by the hand and guided luni; for she knew aU that neighbourhood, and she was acquamted vrith a lodgmg near that occupied
by her father (to that lodgmg itself she could not have gone for the
world), where they might be housed cheaply.
But just then the sky, so drdl and overcast since moming, seemed
wie mass of black cloud. TTiere suddenly came on a violent storm of
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ram. The boy and ghl took refuge in a covered mews, in a street
runmng out of the Edgeware Road. This shelter soon became
crowded ; the two young pdgrims crept close to the waU, apart
from the rest—Leonard's arm round Helen's waist, sheltering her
from the rain that the strong wind contending with it beat in through
the passage. Presently a young gentleman, of better mien and dress
than the other refugees, entered, not hastily, brrt rather with a slow
aud proud step, as d', though he deigned to take shelter, he seemed
to run to it. He glanced somewhat haughtdy at the assembled
group—passed on through the midst of it—came near Leonard^
took offhis hat, and shook the rain from its brim. His head thus
rmcovered, left ad his features exposed; and the viUage youth
recogmsed, at the first glance, Ms old victorious assaUant on the
green at Hazeldean.
Yet Randal Leslie was altered. His dark cheek was as thin as in
boyhood, and even yet more wasted by intense study and mght vigds;
but the expression of Ms face was a-f once more refined and manly,
and there was a steady concentrated Hght in Ms eye, Hke that of one
who has been in the habit of bringhig all Ms thoughts to one point.
He looked older than he was. He was dressed simply in black,
a colour which became him ; and altogether his aspect and figure were
not showy indeed, but distinguished. He looked to the common eye
a gentleman; and to the more observant, a scholar.
Helter-skelter !—pell-meU ! the group in the passage—now pressed
each on each—now scattered on aU sides—making way—ruslring
down the mews—against the waUs, as a fiery horse darted under
shelter. The rider, a yormg man, with a very handsome face, and
dressed vrith that peculiar care which we commonly caU dandyism,
cried out, good-humouredly, "Don't be afraid; the horse shan't
hurt any of you—a thousand pardons — so ho ! so ho!" He
patted the horse, and it stood as stdl as a statue filling up the
centre of the passage. The gToups resettled—Randal approached
the rider.
"Frank Hazeldean!"
"Ah.—is it indeed Randal LesHe!"
Frarrk was off his horse in a moment, and the bridle was consigned
to the care of a shm 'prentice-boy holding a brmdle.
" ily dear feUow, how glad I am to see you. How lucky it waa
that I shordd turn hr here. Not Uke me either, for I don't much care
for a ducking. Staying in town, Randal ?"
" Yes; at your uncle's, ilr. Egerton. I have left Oxford.
"For good?"
"For good."
" But you have not taken your degree, I tMnk ? We Etomans all
considered you booked for a double-fu-st. Oh! we have been so proud
of your fame—you carried off aU the prizes."
" Not aU; but some, certainly. Mr. Egerton offered me my choice
—^to stay for my degree, or to erter at once into the Foreign Office.
I preferred the end to the means: ior, after aU, what good are academical honours but as the entrance to Hfe ? To enter now, is to save a
step in a long way, Frank,"
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" All! you were aiwtiys ambitious, aud you wdl make a great figure,
! am sure."
" Perhaps so—U I woik for it. Knowledge is power!"
Leonard started.
" And y o u ! " resumed Randal, looking with sonre curious attention
at. Ms old school-feHow—" You rrever cairre to Oxford. I did hear
vou were gomg in the army."
" I am in the Guards," said Frank, tryirrg hard not to look too
conceited as he made that acknowledgment. " The Governor pished a
little, and would rather I had come to Hve with hhn in the old HaL,
and take to farming. Time enough for that—eh ? By Jove, Randal,
how pleasarrt a thhig is Hfe iu London ! Do -\ ou go to Almack's tomght?"
" No ; AA'ediiesday is a hoUday in the House! There is a great
ParUamentary dimrer at i l r . Egerton's. l i e is in the cabirret now,
you know; but you don't see much of your uncle, 1 think."
"Orrr sets are dift'erent," said the yourrg gentlemarr, in a tone of
voice worthy of BrmumeH. "AH tliose Parliamentary fellows are
devUish dull. The rain's over. I dorr't krrow whether the Governor
would Hke nre to caU ;it Grosvenor Square; but pray come and see me.
.Here's my card to remind you; you must dine at our mess. Sucn
capital feUows ! A\drat day will you fix ?"
" I wiU call and let you knew. Don't you find it rather expensive
in the Guards ? I remember that >ou thought the Governor, as you
cad Irinr, rrsed to chafe a Httle when you wrote for more pocketmoney ; and the ordy tune I ever saw you with tears in yom' eyes,
was when i l r . Hazeldean, in sending you five porruds, remmded you
that his estates were not eutaded—were at his owai disposal, arrd they
shordd never go to an extravagant speudtM-ift. It was rrot a pleasant
threat that, Frank."
" O h ! " cried the yorirrg man, colourirrg deeply; " I t was rrot the
threat that pained me ; it was that rrry father could tMnk so meanly
of me as to fancy that—AVeU—w-cU, but those were schoolboy days:
and my fatlier was always more .generous than I deserved. AVe must
see a great deal of each other, Randal. How good-natured you were at
Eton, making my longs aud shorts for m e ; I shaU never forget it.
Do caU soon."
Frank swrmg himself irrto his saddle, and rewarded the sUm youth
with half a crown—a largess four times more ample than his father
would have deemed sufficient. A jerk of the reins and a touch of th(!
heel—off bounded the fiery horse and the gay yomrg rider. Randai
muE-ed; and as the rain luid now ceased, the pas'sengers under shelter
"dispersed and went theh way. Only Randal, Leonard, aud Helen,
remained behind. Then, as Randal, stdl musing, Hfted his eyes, they
fell upon Leonard's face. He started, passed Ms hand quickly over
his brow—looked again, hard and piercmgly; and the change in his
pale cheek to a shade stdl paler—a qruek compression and nervous
gnawing of Ms Up—showed that he too recognised an old foe. Then
his glance ran over Leonard's dress, which was somewha dust-stahrcd.
but far above the class amongst which the peasarrt was born. Randal
raised Ms brows hr surprise, and with a sndle sHghfly superciUous—
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,the smde stung Leonard; and with a slow step Randal left the
passage, and took his way towards Grosveuor Square. The Eutrance of
Anbitiorr was clear to him.
Then the Httle ghi once more took Leorrard by the hand, and Icri
hinr through rows of humble, obscure, dreary.streets. I t seemed
almost Uke an allegory persomfied, as the sad, sdent chdd led on the
penrdless and iovv-born adventurer of genius by the squaUd shops, and
through the windmg lanes, wMch grew rrreaner and meaner till both
their forms vamshed from view.

CHAPTER X.
" BUT do come; change yorrr dress, return and dine with ine; you
wdl have just time, Harley. You wdl meet the most errrineut nierr of
our party;. surely they are worth j^our study, phdosopher that you
affect to be."
Thus said Airdley Egerton to Lord L'Esf range, with whorrr he had
been riding (after the toils of his oflice). The two gerrtlcmen were in
Audley's library, i l r . Egerton, as usual, buttoned up, seated in his
chair, in the erect postm-e of a man who scorns "inglorious ease."
Harley, as usual, thrown at lerrgth on the sofa, his long hair in
careless curls, his neckcloth loose, his habdiments flowing — siiriplex munditiis, indeed—his grace tdl Ms own; seemingly negligent,
uever sloverdy; at ease everj^vhere and with every orre, even w-itn
ifr. Audley Egertorr, who chiUed or awed the ease out of most
people.
" Nay, my dear AucUey, forgive me. But your eminent men are
aU men of one idea, and tlrat rrot a diverting one—poUtics ! poUtics!
politics ! The storm in the saucer."
" But what is your Hfe, Harley ?—the saucer without the storm ? "
" Do you know, that's very w-eU said, AucUe.^' ? I cHd not think
you had so much Hvclirress of repartee. Life^life ! it is insipid, it
is shallow. No launching Argosies in the saucer. Audley, 1 have
the oddest fanc.v
"
" That of course," said Audley, drUy; " you never have any other.
AA'bait is the rrew one ? "
HARLEY (with great gravity).—Do you beHeve in ilesmerism?
AUDLEY.—Certainly not.
HARLEY.—If it were in the power of an arrhnal magnetiser to get
me out of my own skm into soirrebody else's! That's my fancy! 1.
am so tired of myself—so thed! I have run through aU my ideas—
know every one of them by heart. AVhen some pretentious impostor
of an idea perks itself up and says. Look at me—I'm a new acquaintance, I just give it a nod, and say. Not at aU—.vou have ordy
got a new coat on; you are the same old wretch that has bored me
these last twenty years; get aw^ay. But if one couid be in a, new
skin ! if I could be for half an hour your taU porter, or orre of your
eminent matter-of-fact men, I shoidd then really travel into a new
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world.* Everyman's brain must be a worid m itself, eh ? If I could
but make a parochial settlement even in yours, Audley—run over aU
vour thoughts and sensations. Upon my life, I'U go and taUc to that
French mesnieriser about it.
AUDLEY (who does not seem to Uke the notion of having Ma
thoughts and sensations rummaged, even by Ms friend, and even iu
fanc.v).—Pooh, pooh, pooh ! Do talk Hke a man of sense.
HARLEY.—ilan of sense! Where shaU I find a model ? I don't
know a man of sense !—never nret such a creature. Don't beHeve it
ever existed. At one time I thought Socrates must have been a mau
of sense;—a delusion; he would stand gazing into the ah, and talking to his Gemus from sunrise to sunset. Is that like a man of sense ?
Poor Audley ; how puzzled he looks! WeU, I'U trv and talk sense
to oblige you. And first [here Harley raised himself on Ms elbow]—
first, is it trae, as I have heard vaguely, that you are pajing court to
the sister of that infamous ItaHan traitor ?
" i l a d a m e di Negra? N o : I am not paj-ing court to her," answered Audley, with a cold smile. " But she is very handsome; she
is very clever; she is useful to me—I need not say how or why; that
belongs to my metier as a politician. But I tMnk, if you wdl take
my advice, or get your friend to take, it, I could obtain from her
brother, thronslr my influence with her, some liberal concessions to
your exile. She is verv anxious to know where he is."
" You have not told her."
" N o ; I promised you I would keep that secret."
" Be sure you do: it is only for some mischief, some snare, that
she could desire such information. Concessions! pooh! TMs is nc
quest ion of concessions, but of rights."
" 1 t hink you should leave your friend to judge of that." _
" A\'eU, I wiU wTite to Mm. ileanwhde, beware of tMs woman,
I have heard much of her abroad, and she has the character of her
brother for dupUcity and
"
"Beauty," interrupted Audley, turning the conversation -with
practised adroitness. " I am told that the Count is one of the handsomest men in Europe, much handsomer than Ms sister, stdl, though
nearly twice her age. Tut—tut—Harley; fear not for nre. I am
proof against aU fcnrinine attractions. TMs heart is dead."
" Nay, nay; it is not for you to speak thus—leave that to me. But
even 1 w-iU not say it. The heart never dies. And vou; what have
you lost ?—a wife; true: an exceUent noble-hearted woman. But
was it love that you felt for her? Enviable man, have you ever
loved?"
" Perhaps not, Harley," said Audley, -with a sombre aspect, and in
dejected accents; "very few men ever have loved,—at least as you
mean by the word. But there are other passions than love thatldll
the heart, and reduce us to mechamsm,"
* If, at the date in which Lord L'Estrange held this conversation with Mr. Egetton, Alfred de Musset had written his comedies, we should suspect that his lordship
had plagriarised from one of them the whimsical idea that he here veuts upom
Audley. In repeating it, the aucrior at least cannot escape from the charge ai
ebhgation to a writer whose humour is sufficiently opulent to justify the loan.
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Whde Egerton spoke, Harley turned aside, and Ms breast heaved.
There was a short suence; Audley was the first to break it.
" Speakmg of my lost wife, I am son-y that you do not approve of
what I have done for her young kinsman, Randal LesHe."
HARLEY (recovering Mmself with an effort).—Is it trae kindness
to bid him exchange maMy independence for the protection of an
official patron ?
AUDLEY.—I did not bid Mm. I gave him his choice. At Ms age,
I should have chosen as he has done.
HARLEY.—I trast not; I tMnk better of you. But answer me
one question frankly, and then I wiU ask another. Do you mean to
make tlds young man yom- heir ?
AUDLEY (with a sUght emban-assmeirt). — Heh, pooh! I am
young stdl. I may Hve as long as he—time enough to thirdc of
tirat.
HARLEY.—Then now to my second question. Have you told this
youth plahdy that he may look to you for influence, but not for
wealth ?
AUDLEY (firmly).—I think I have; but I shaU repeat it more
emphaticaUy.
HARLEY.—Then I am satisfied as to your conduct, but not as to
Ms. For he has too acute an inteUect not to know what it is to
forfeit iudependence; and, depend on it, he has made Ms calculations, arrd would throw you into the bargain in any. balance that, he
cordd strike in Ms favour. You go by yorrr experience hr judgiiig
men; I by my mstincts. Nature warns us as it does the inferior
animals—only we are too conceited, we bipeds, to heed her. My
instincts of soldier and gentleman recod from that old young man.
He has the soul of the Jesuit. I see it m Ms eye—^I hear it in the
tiead of Ms foot; volto sciolto he has not; i pensieri stretti he has.
Hist! I hear now Ms step in the had. I should know it from a
thousand. That's Ms very touch on the handle of the door.
Piandal LesUe entered. Harley—who, despite Ms disregard for
forms, and Ms disUke to Randal, was too Mgh-bred not to be pohte
to his j umor in age or inferior in rank—rose and bowed. But his
bright piercmg eyes did not soften as they caught and bore down the
deeper and more latent fire in Randal's. Harley did not resume Ms
seat, but moved to the matelpiece, and leant agairrst it.
RANDAI..—I have fulfiUed your commissions, Mr. Egerton. I went
fii'st to Maida Hdl, and saw Mr. Barley. I gave him the cheque, but
he said " it was too much, and he shordd return half to the banker;"
he wdl write the article as you suggested. I then
AUDLEY.—Enough, Randal! we wiU not fatigue Lord L'Estrange
with these Httle details of a Hfe that displeases him—the life poHtical.
HARLEY.—But these detads do not displease me; they reconede
me to my own life. Go on, pray, i L . LesHe.
Randal had too much tact to need the cautiomng glance of
Mr. Egerton. He did not contmue, but said, with a soft voice, " D o
you think. Lord L'Estrange, that the contemplation of the mode of
life pm-sued by others can reconcile a nran to Ms o^vn, if he had before
thought it needed a recoucder?" Harley looked pleased, for the
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question was honical; and if there was a thmg m the world he
abhorred, it was flattery.
" RecoUect yonr Lucretius, i l r . LesHe, the Suave mare, &c., "pleasarrt from the cliff to see the mariners tossed on the ocean.' Faith, f
think that sight reconcUes one to the cHff—though, before, one might
have been teased by the splash from the spray, and deafened by the
scream of the sea-guUs. But I leave you, Audley. Strange that I
have heard no more of my soldier. Remember I have your prorruse
wiieu I come to claim it. Good bye, M J . LesHe, I hope that Bm-ley's
article wiU be worth the—cheque."
Lord L'Estrarrge mounted Ms horse, which was stdl at the door,
and rode through the Park. But he was no longer now unknown by
sight; bows and rrods saluted him on every side.
"Alas, I anr found out, then," said he to MmseH. " That terrible
Duchess of Knaresborough, too—I must fly my country." He pushed
his horse into a cairtcr, and was soon orrt of the Park. As Ire dismounted at his father's sequestered house, you wordd have hardly
supposed binr the sarrre wddmsictd, furtastic, but deep and subtle
humom'ist that deUghted in perplexirrg the materitrl Arrdley—forhis
expressive face was unutterably serious; but the moment he came
into the presence of his parents, the countenance was again Hghted
and cheerfrd- it brightened the whole room like smishine.

CHAPTER XI.
" ill!. LESLIE," said Egerton, wiien Harley had left the Hbrary,
" you did not act with your usiud disci-ction in touchhrg upou matters
coimccted with poHtics in the presence of a third party."
" I feel that already, sh ; my excuse is, that I held Lord L'Estrange
10 be your most intimate friend."
" \ public mau, i l r . Leslie, woidd iU seive Ms corrrrtry if he were
not especiaUy reser\-cd towtinls his private friends—when they do not
belong to his party."
" But, pardon nie my ignorance. Lord Lansmere is so weU known
to be one of r our supporters, that I fancied his son must share his
seiitimeuts, and be in your confidence."
Egertorr's brows sHghtly contracted, and gave a ster-n expression
to a countenance always firm and decided. He however answered hi
a nrdd tone:
" At the entrance mto political Hfe, i l r . LesHe, there is nothhig in
wMch a young man of your talents should be nrore on Ms guard tnaa
thinkmg for Idmself; he wdl nearly always think wrong. And 1
beUeve that is one reason why young men of talent disappoint their
friends, and remahi so loug out of office."
A haughty flush passed over Randal's brow, and faded away
•quickly; he bowed in silence.
Egerton resumed, as if in explanation, and even in khidly apology—
" Look at Lord L'Estra.nge nimseif. What young mau could come
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mto life with brighter auspices ? Rank, wealth, high ammal spirits
(a great advantage those same spirits, ilr. LesHe), courage, selfpossession, scholarship as brilHant perhaps as your own; and now see
how his life is wasted! Why ? He always thought tit to flunk for
himself. He could never be broken in to harness, and never wiU be.
The State coach, ilr. LesHe, reriuires that aU the horses shoidd pidi
•together."
" With submission, sir," answered Randal, " I should think that
'.here were other reasons why Lord L'Estrange, whatever be his
talents—and of these you must be indeed an adecjuate judge—would
never do arrjihing in pubUc Hfe."
"Ay, and what ?" said Egerton, quickly.
" First," said Randal, shrewdly, " private Hfe h;is done too much
for Mm. AVlrat could public life give to one who needs rrothing ? Born
at the top of the social ladder, why should he put himself voluntardy
at the last step, for the sake of climbing up again?. And secondly,
Lord L'Estrange seems to nre a man in whose orgamsation se,-itii,ient
usurps too large a share for practical existence."
" "You have a keen eye," said Audley, with some admhation; ''keen
for one so young. Poor Harley!"
.
ilr. Egerton's last words were said to MmseH. He resumed,
ciuickly—
" There is somethmg on my mmd, my young friend. Let us be frank
with each other. I placed before you ftihly the advantages and disadvantages of the choice I gave you. To take your degree with such
honours as no doubt you would have won, to obtain your feUowship,
to go to the bar, vrith those credentials in favour of your talents:—
this was one career. To come at once into public life, to profit b.v^
my experience, avad yourself of my interest, to take the chances of
of rise or faU with a party:—this was another. You chose the last.
But, in so domg, there was a consideration wMch might weigh whir
you; and on which, in stating your reasons for your option, you were
sdent."
" AVhat is that, sh ? "
" You might have counted on my fortune,^ should the chances of
party fad you:—speak—and without shame, if so; it would be natura.
in a young marr, who comes from the elder branch of the house whose
heiress was my wife."
" You wound me, Mr. Egerton," said Randal, turnmg away.
ilr. Egerton's cold glance foUowed Randal's movement; the face
was hid from the glance, and the statesman's eye rested on the figure,
which is often as seU'-betrajing as the countenance itself. Randal
baffled ilr. Egerton's penetration—the young man's emotion roight
be honest pride, and pained and generous feehng; or it ndght be
sometldng else. Egerton continued, slowly—
" Once for aU, then, distinctly and emphaticaUy, I say—never count
upon that; count upon aU else that I can do for you, and forgive me,
wnen I advise harsldy or censure coldly; ascribe tlds to my mterest.
3r your career, iloreover, before decision becomes irrevocable, I
wish you to know practicaUy aU that is disagreeable or even humidating in the first subordinate steps of hhn who, without wealth or
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station, would rise hi pubhc Hfe. I wdl not consider your choic«
sett led tdl the end of a year at least—your name wiU be kept on the
coUege books tUl then; if, on experience, you should prefer to retum
to Oxford, and pursue the slower but surer path to mdependence and
distinction, you can. And now give me your hand, i l r . LesHe, in
sign that you forgive my blrmtness;—it is time to chess."
Randal, with Ms face stdl averted, extended Ms hand. i l r . Egerton
held it a moment, then dropping it, left the room. Randal turned as
the door closed. And there was in Ms dark face a power of shdste^
passion, that justified aU Harley's warnings. His Hps moved, but
not audibly; then, as if struck by a sudden thought, he foUowed
Egerton into the HaU.
" Sir," said he, " I forgot to say, that on retm-mng from ilaida
Hill, I took shelter from the ram under a covered passage, and there
I met, uuexpectedly, with your nephew, Frank Hazeldean."
" A h ! " said Egerton, indiffererrtly, " a fine young man; in the
Guards. It is a pity that my brother has such antiquated poUtical
notions; he should put Ms son into ParUamerrt, arrd under my
guidance; I could push hhn. AA^eU, and what said Frardc ? "
" He invited mc to caU on him. 1 remember that you ouce rather
cautioned me agaiust too intimate an acquamtance with those who
have not got their fortune to make."
" Because I hey are idle, aud idleness is contagious. Right—better
not to be iiitima{c with a young Guardsman."
" Then you would not have me caU on him, sh ? AA'e were rather
friends at Eton; and if I whoUy reject Ms overtures, might he not
thirrk that you
"
" I ! " interrupted Egerton: "Ah. true ; my brother might thhd£
I bore him a grudge; absrnd. Call then, and ask the young man
here, "i'ct stdl, 1 do not advise intimacy."
Eirerton turned into Ms dressiirg-room. " Sir," said Ms valet, wire
w-as in waiting, " Mr. Levy is here—he says, by appohitment; and
i l r . Grinders is also just come from the country."
" TeU Mr. Cirhiders to come in first," said Egerton, seating Mnrself.
" Y'ou need not wait; I can dress without you. TeU i l r . Levy I wid
see Irim in five miuutes."
i l r . Gruiders was steward to Audley Egerton.
i l r . Levy was a handsome man, who wore a cameHa in Ms buttonhole—drove, in Ms cabriolet, a high-stepping horse that.had cost
£200; was wed known to young men of tasMon, and corrsidered by
their fathers a very dangerous acquaintance.

CHAPTER

XU.

As the company assembled in the drawmg-rooms, i l r . Egerton introduced Randal Leslie to Ms eminent friends in a way that greatly
contrasted the distant and admonitory manner which he had exMbited to him in private. The presentation was made with that cor-
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diaUty, and that gracious respect by which those who are in station
command notice for those who have theh station yet to wm.
" i l y dear Lord, let me mtroduce to you a kinsman of my late
wife's [m a wMsper]—the heh to the elder branch of her family.
Stanmore, this is i l r . LesHe, of whom I spoke to you. You, who
were so distmguished at Oxford, wdl not Hke him the worse for the
prizes he gained there. Duke, let me present to you i l r . LesHe.
The duchess is angry vrith me for deserting her balls; I shaU hope to
make my peace, by providing niyseH with -a. younger and UveUer substitute. Ah, i l r . Howard, here is a young gentleman just fresh from
Oxford, who wdl teU us all about the new sect springmg up there.
He has not wasted his time on bdUards and horses."
LesHe was received with aU that charmmg courtesy wMch is the
To Kalon of an aristocracy.
After dinner, conversation settled on poHtics. Randal Hstened
vrith attention, and in sUence, tdl Egerton drew Mm gently out; just
enough, and no more—just enough to make his inteUigence evident,
-vrithortt subjectmg Mm to the charge of laying down the law. Egerton
knew how to draw out young men—a difficult art. It was one reason
why he was so peeuHarly popular with the more rismg members of
hisparty.
The party broke up early.
" AA^e are in time for Almack's," said Egerton, glancing at the
clock, " and I have a voucher for you; come."
Randal foUowed Ms patron into the carriage. By the way, Egerton
thus addressed Mm:—" I shaU introduce you to the principal leaders of society; know
them and study them : I do not adrise you to attempt to do more—
that is, to attempt to become the fashion. It is a very expensive
ambition: some men it helps, most men it ruins. On the whole, you
have better cards in your hands. Dance or not as it pleases you—
don't flirt. If you fln-t, people wdl inquhe into your fortune—an inquhy that w-iU do you Uttle good; and flh-ting entangles a young
man into marrying: that would never do. Here we are."
In two minutes more they were m the great baU-room, and Randal's
eyes were dazzled with the Hghts, the diamonds, the blaze of beauty.
Audley presented him in quick succession to some dozen ladies, and
then disappeared amidst the crowd. Randal was not at a loss: he
was without shyness; or if he had that disabling infirmity, he concealed it. He answered the langrdd questions put to Mm with a
certain spirit that kept up talk, and left a favourable impression of
Ms agreeable qualities. But the lady with whom he got on the best,
was one who had no daughters out, a handsome and witty woman of
the world—Lady Frederick Comers.
" It is your first baU at Almack's then, i l r . LesHe ? "

^1 My first."

" And you have not secured a partner ? ShaU I fmd ran one P
•What do you thmk of that pretty ghl m pink ? "
" 1 see her—but I cannot think of her."
" You are rather, perhaps, hke a diplomatist in a new court, ond
your fii-st object is to know who is who."
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_ ' ' 1 confess that on beginmng to study the history of my own da,v.
J. should Hke to distingmsh the portraits that Ulustrate the meirroh.'''
" Give me yonr ami, therr, aud we w^dl conre into the next room.
We shaU see the different notabilitis enter one by one, and observe
•svithout being observed. TMs is the least I can do for a friend of MJT.
Egerton's."
" Mr. Egerton, then," said Randal (as they threaded their way
through the space without the rope that protected the d a n c e r s ) - " Mr.
Egerton has had the good fortune to win your esteem, even for his
friends, however obscure ? "
" AVhy, to say the truth, I tMnk no one whom i l r . Egerton caUs
Lis fiiend need long remain obscure, if he has the ambition to be
otherwise; for i l r . Egerton holds it a maxim never to forget a
fiiend, nor a service."
" All, indeed! " said Randal, sm-prised.
" And, 1 herefore," continued Lady Frederick, "as he passes through
Hfe, friends gather round him. He wdl rise even higher yet. Gratitude, i l r . Leslie, is a very good poUcy."
'• Hem ! " muttered i l r . LesHe.
They had now gained the room where tea and bread-and-butter
were the homely refreshments to the habitues of what at that day was
the most exclusive assembly in Londorr. They ensconced themselves
in a comer by a window, and Lady Frederick pcrforrrred her task of
cicerone with Hvely ease, accompanying each notice of the various
persons who passed panorainically before them with sketch and.
anecdote, sometimes good-rratured, generaUy satirical, always grapMc
aird amusing.
pi.\ -aiid-by, Frank Hazeldean, having on his arm a young lady of
naughty air mid with high though delicate featm-es, came to the teatable.
" T h e Lost ircw Guardsman," said Lady Frederick; "very handsome, and not yet qidtc spoded. But he has got into a dangerous
set."
RANDAL.—The young lady with him is handsome enough to be
dangerous.
L.vDY FREDERICK (laughing).—No danger for him there,—as yet
at least. Lady ilary (the Duke of Knaresborough's daughter) is
ordy in her second year. The first year, nothmg under an earl; the
second rrothing mrder a barorr. It wdl be frdl forrr years before she
comes dowrr to a commoner, i l r . Hazeldearr's danger is of another
xind. He lives much with men who are not exactly maiivais ton, but
certahdy not of the best taste. Yet he is very yourrg; he may extricate himself—leaving half his fortime behind him. AVhat, he nods to
you ! You know him ?
" "Very weU; he is nephew to Mr. Egerton."
" Indeed! I did not know that. Hazeldean is a new name in
London. I heard his father was a plain country gentleman, of good
fortune, but not that he was related to Mr. Egerton."
"Half-brother."
" AA'ill i l r . Egerton pay the young gentleman's debts ? He has no
Kins ninrsed."
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RANDAL.—Mr. Egerton's fortrme comes from his wife, from my
famdy—from a LesHe, not from a Hazeldean.
Lady Frederick tumed sharply, looked at Randal's countenance
with more attention than she had yet vouchsafed to it, aud tried to talk
of the LesHes. Randal was very short there.
An hour afterwards, Randal, who had not danced, was stiU in the
refresMuent-room, but Lady Frederick had long quitted Mm. He waa
talking with some old Etonians who had recogmsed him, when there
entered a lady of very remarkable appearance, and a mumiur passe(*
through the room as she appeared.
She might be three or four and twenty. She was dressed in blacfe
velvet, which contrasted vrith the alabaster wMteness of her throat
and the clear paleness of her complexion, while it set off the diamonds
with which she was profusely covered. Her hair was of the deepest
"et, and worn shnply braided. Her eyes, too, were dark and brdliant,
lier featm-es regrrlar aud striking; but theh expression, when m
repose, was not prepossessing to such as love modesty and softness hi
the looks of woman. Brrt when she spoke and smded, there was so
much spirit arrd vivacity in the countenance, so much fascination in
the smde, that aU w-hich ndght before have marred the effect of her
beauty strangely and suddenly disappeared.
" AVho is that very handsome woman ? " asked Randal.
" An ItaHan—a Marchesa sonrething," said one of the Etonians.
." Di Negra," suggested another, who had been abroad: " she is a
w-idow; her husband was of the great Genoese famdy of Negra—a
younger branch of it."
Several men now gathered tMckly around the fah ItaHan. A few
ladies of the highest rank spoke to her, but with a more distant
courtesy than ladies of Mgh rank usuaUy show to foreigners of such
quahty as iladame di Negra. Ladies of a rank less elevated seemed
rather shy of her;—that might be from jealousy. As Randal gazed at
the Marchesa with more admhation than any woman, perhaps, had
before excited in Mm, he heard a voice near him say—
" Oh, iladame di Negra is resolved to settle amongst us, and
marry an EngHshman."
" If she can find one suffciently courageous," retumed a female
voice.
" WeU, she's trying hard for Egerton; and he has courage enough
for anythmg."
The female voice replied, -with a laugh, " i l r . Egerton knows the
world too weU, and has resisted too many temptations, to be
"
"Hush!—there he is."
Egerton came into the room -with Ms usualfirmstep and erect mien.
Randal observed that a quick glance was exchangedbetween him and
the Marchesa; but the mhuster passed her by with a bow.
Stdl Randal watched, and, ten minutes afterwards, Egerton and
the Marchesa were seated apart in the very same convement nook that
Randal and Lady Frederick had occupied .an hour or so before.
"Is this the reason why ilr. Egerton so insultingly warns mo
against counting on his fortune?" muttered Randal. '"Does he
mean to marry again ? "
VOL. I .
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L'r.just suspicion!—for, at that moment, these were the words tiiat
Audley Egerton was droppmg forth from his Hps of bronze—
" Nay, dear Madam, do not ascribe to my frank admhation more
.aUantry than it merits. Your conversation charms me, your beauty
deUght s me; your society is as a hoHday that I look for-ward to in the
fatigues of my Hfe. But I have done -with love, and I shaU never
marry again."
"You almost pique mc into trvin" to vrin, in order to reject you,"
said the ItaUan, with a flash jiu;ii ner bi-it;lit cv"';
" I defy even you," answered Audley, with Ids cold hard smde.
" But to return to the point: You have more infiuence, at least, over
this subtle ambassador; and the secret we speak of I rely on you to
obtain me. Ah, Madam, let us rest friends. You see I have conquered the unjust prejudices against you; you are received axAfetee
everywhere, as becomes your birth and your attractions.. Rely on me
cvcrj as I on you. But I shaU excite too much envy if I stay here
longer, and am vam enough to think that I may injure you if 1 provoke the gossip of the iU-uatured. As the avowed friend, I can serve
you—as the supposed lover. No—" Audley rose as he said tMs, and,
standing by the chair, added carelessly, " Apropos, the sum you do
mc the honour to borrow wiU be paid to your bankers to-morrow."
" A thousand thanks !—my brother wiU hasten to repay you."
Audley bowed. " Your brother, I hope, wiU repay me m person,
not before. AVhen does he come ? "
" Oh, he has again postponed his visit to London; he is so much
needed in A'ienna. But while we are talkmg of Irim, allow me to ask
d" your friend. Lord L'Estrange, is mdeed stdl so bitter agamst that
poor brot her of mine ?"
" Stdl the same."
" It is shamcfid! " crii-d the ItaHan, with warmth; "what has iny
brother ever done to him that he should actuaUy mtngue agamst the
Count in his ov/n court ?"
" Intrigue ! 1 thiidt you wrrong Lord L'Estrange; he but represented wh,at he believed to be the truth, in defence of a rumed exde.
" And you wiU not tcU me where that exde is, or if Ms daughter
stdl Hves ? "
" ily dear ilarehcsa, I have called you friend, ther^'ore I wiU not
aid L'Estrange to injure you or yours. But I caU .L'Estrange a
friend also ; and I camiot violate the trast that—" Audley stopped
short, and bit his Hp. "You understand me," he resimed, with a
more genial smde than usual; and he took his leave.
The Itahan's brows met as her eye foUowed Mm; theii, as she too
rose, that eye encountered Randal's.
" TTrat yormg man has the eye of an ItaUan," said the Marchesa to
herself, as she passed by him into the ball-room.
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CHAPTER XFH.
LEONARD and Helen settled themselves in two Httle chambers in a
smaU lane. The neighbourhood was drdl enough—the accommodation
hu*"ble: but theh landlady had a smUe. That was the reason, perhaps, wny Helen chose the lodgings : a smde is not always found on
the face of a landlady when the lodger is poor. And out of theh
windows they caught sight of a green tree, an elm, that grew up fair
and taU hr a carpenter's yard at the rear. That tree was Hke another
smile to the jilace. They saw the bhds come and go to its shelter;
and they even lieard, when a breeze arose, the pleasant murmur of its
boughs.
Leonard went the same evening to Captain Digby's old lodgings;
but he could learn there no inteUigence of friends or protectors for
Helen. The people were rude aud surly, and said that the Captain
stdl owed them £1.17s. The claim, however, seemed very disputable,
and was stoutly demed by Helen. The next morrung Leonard set off
in search of Dr. Morgan. He thought his best plan was to inquire
the address of the Doctor at the nearest chemist's, and the chemist
civiUy looked hrto the Court Guide, and referred hinr to a house in
Bulstrode-street, ilanchester-square. To tlds street Leonard contrived to find Ms way, much marveUiug at the mearmess of London:
Screwstown seemed to hhn the handsomer town of the two.
A shabby man-servant opened the door, and Leonard remarked tha!,
the narrow passage was choked vrith boxes, trunks, and various articles of furmtm-e. He was shown into a smaU room containing a very
large round table, whereon weie sundry works on homoeopathy.
Parry's Cymbrian Plutarch, Daries' Celtic Researches, and a Sunday
newspaper. An engraved portiait of the iUustrious Hahnemann
occupied the place of honour over the chimney-piece, in a few
minutes the door to an inner room opened, and Dr. ilorgan appeared,
and said, poHtely, " Come in, sh."
The Doctor seated MmseH at a desk, looked hastdy at Leonard,
and then at a great clironometer lymg on the table. " My time's
short, sh—going abroad: and now that I am going, patients dock to
me. Too late. London wdl repent its apathy. Let it! "
The Doctor paused majestically, and not remarkmg on Leonard's
face the consternation he had anticipated, he repeated, peevisldy—" I
am going abroad, sir, but I wdl make a synopsis of your case, and
leave it to my successor. Hum! Hah chestnut; eyes—what colour?
Look tMs way—blue, dark blue. Hem! Constitution nervous.
VVliat are the symptoms ? "
" Sh," began Leonard, " a Httle ghl
"
DR. MORGAN (impatiently).—Little ghl! Never mind the history
of your sufferings; stick to the symptoms—stick to the symptoms.
LEONARD.—You mistake me. Doctor; I have notldng the matter
with me. A httle girl
DR. MORGAN.—Girl again! I understand! it is she who is SO.
T 9
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ShaU I go to her? She must describe her o-wn symptoms—i caa'l
judge from your talk. You'U be telUng me she has consumption, or
dyspepsia, or some such disease that don't exist: mere allopathic
inventions—symptoms, sir, symptoms.
LEONARD (forcing his way).—Yorr attended her poor father. Captain
Digby, when he was taken dl in the coach with you. He is dead,
and his chdd is an orphan.
Dr. iloRGAN (fumbUng in his inedicai pocket-bcok).—Orphan!
notMng for orphans, especiaUy if ineorrsolable, Hke aconite and chavwmilla*
With some difficulty Leonard succeeded hi bringing Helen to the
recoUection of the homcepathist, statmg how he came in charge of
her, and why he sought Dr. ilorgan.
'The Doctor was much moved.
"But, really," said he, after a p.ause, " I don't see how I can help
the poor child. I know nothing of her relations. This Lord Les—
whatever his name is—I know of uo lords in London. I knew lords,
and physicked them too, wheu I was a blunderiug aUopatMst. There
was the Earl of Lansmere—has had many a blue pdl from me, sumer
that I was. His sou was wiser; never would take physic. Very
clever boy was Lord L'l'ist range
"
" Lord L' l-'strange!—that name begins with Les
"
" Stuff! 1 le's alwa,\-s abroad—shows his sense. I'm going abroad
too. No development for science in this horrid city—frdl of prejudices, sir, and given up to the most barbarous aUopathical and pmebotomicM propensities. I'm going to the land of Hahnemann, sh,
—sold my good-will, lease, and I'ui-mturc, and have bought in on the
Rhine. Natural life, there, sir—homoeopathy needs nature: dine at
one o'clock, get up at four—tea little known, and science appreciated.
But I forget. Colt,! what cau I do for the orphan ? "
" A\'ell, sir," said Leorrard, rising, "Heaven wdl give me strength
to siijjport her."
The Doctor looked at the young man attentively. " And yet," said
be, in a gentler voice, " jou, yormg man, are, by your account, a
perfect stranger to 'aer, or w ere so when you undertook to bring her
to London. You have a good heart—always keep it. Very healthy
thing, sir, a good heart—that is, w-hen not earned to excess. But
you have friends of your owrr irr town ? "
LEONARD.—Not yet, s h ; I hope to make them.
DOCTOR.—Pless me, you do ?—How ?—I can't make any.
Leonard coloured and hung his head. He longed to say "Authors
hud friends in their readers—I am going to be an author." But he
f(dt that the reply vyould savour of presumption, and held his tongue.
The Doctor contmued tc examine him, and with friendly interest.
"You say you waU:ed up to Loudon—was that from choice or
economy?"
LEONAI;D.—Both, sir.

DOCTOR.—Sit down again, aud let us talk.

I can give you a

* It may be necessary to observe, that homoeopathy professes to deal with our
moral aft'ections as weU as with our physical maladies, aud hais a globule for every
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^nart.er ot an horrr, ana I'li see it 1 can help either of you, provided
jrou teU me all the symptoms—1 mean aU the particulars.
Then, with that peculiar adroitness wMcli belongs to experience in
the medical profession, Dr. ilorgan, who was reaUyan acute and able
man, proceeded to put his questions, and soon extracted from Leonard
the boy's Mstorj' and hopes. But wiien the Doctor, in admiration at
a simplicity which contrasted so evident an hiteUigence, fmaUy asked
Mm his name and comiections, and Leonard told them, the homoeopathist actuaUy started. "Leonard F?.-'-<.^.eld, grandson of my old
friend, John Avenel, of Lansmere! I ni v^ shake you by the hand.
Brought up by i l r s . Fairfield !—Ah, now 1 look, strong famdy Hkeness—very strong!"
The tears stood in the Doctor's eyes. "Poor Nora ! " said he.
" Nora! Did you know my aunt ? "
" Yorrr aunt! Air!—ah!—ah; yes—yes! Poor Nora!—she died
almost in these arms—so young, so beautiful. I remember it as if
yesterday."
The Doctor brushed Ms hand across his eyes, and swaUowed a
globrde; aud, before the boy knew what he was about, had m Ms
benevolence thrast another between Leonard's quivermg Hps.
A knock was heard at the door.
" H a ! thii, s my great patient," cried the Doctor, recovermg.his
self-possession—" must see him. A chrome case—exceUent patient
—tic, sh, tic. Puzzling and interesthrg. If I cordd take that tic
with me, I should ask nothing more from Heaven. CaU again on
Monday; I may have something to teU you then as to yourseU'.. The
little ghi can't stay with you—wrong and nonsensical. I will see
after her. Leave me yom' address—write it here. I think I krrow
a lady who wdl take charge of her. Good bye. ilondav next, ten
o'clock."
AAdth this, the Doctor thrust out Leonard, aud ushered in Ms
grand patient, whom he was very anxious to take with lum to the
oanks of the Rhine.
Leonard had now ordy to discover the nobleman whose name had
been so vagrrely uttered by poor Captain Digby. He had again
recourse to the Court Guide, and finding the address of two or thr-ee
lords, the first syllable of whose titles seemed simdar to that repeated
to Mm, and all living pretty near to each other, m the regions of ilayFah, he ascertained his way to that quarter, and, exercising Ins
mother-wit, inquhed at the neighbouring shops as to the personal
appearance of these noblemen. Out of consideration for his rusticity
he got very civd arrd clear answers; but none of the lords iu question
corresponded with the description given by Helen. . One w-as old,
another was exceedingly corpiileirt, a thhd was bed-ridden—none of
them was known to keep a great dog. It is needless to say that the
name of L'Estrange (no habitant of London), was not in the Court
Guide; and Dr. Morgan's assertion that that person was always
abroad, unluckily dismissed from Leorrard's mind the name the homoeopathist had so casutdly mentioned. But Helen was not disappointed
when her yourrg protector retunred, late in the day, and told her of
Ms iU-success. Poor chdd ! she was so pleased in her heart not to'oe
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leparated from her new brother; and Leonard was touched to see
JOW she had contrived in Ms absence to give a certain comfort and
rh""rful grace to the bare room devoted to Idmself. She had
anged his few books aud papers so neatly, near the window in
:_ht of the one green elm. She had coaxed the smiUng landlady out
-,)f one or two extra articles of furniture, especiaUy a walnut-tree
bureau, and some odds and ends of ribbon—with wMch last she had
looped up the curtains. Eveu the old rush-bottom chairs had a
strange ah of elegance, from the mode in which they were placed
The fahies had given sweet Helen the art that adorns a home, and
brings out a smde from the dingiest corner of hut and attic.
Leonard wondered and praised. He kissed his blusluug rrrirustrant
gratefuUy, and they sate down in joy to their abstemious meal; when
sudderdy Ms face was overclouded—there shot through Mm the
remembrance of Dr. Morgan's words—" The Httle girl can't stay
•with you—wrong and norrsensical. I thhik I know a lady who wiU
take charge of her."
" Ah," cried Leonard, sorrowfrrUy, "how could I forget ?" And he
told Helen what grieved hinr. Helen at first exclaimed, " that she
woidd not go." Leonard, rejoiced, then began to talk as usual of Ms
great prospects ; and, hastdy fmishing Ms meal, as if there were no
time to lose, sate down at once to his pam-rs. Then Helen contemplated him sadly, as he bent over his deUghted work. And when,
Idting his radiant eyes from his manuscripts, he exclaimed, " No, no,
you sli.oU not go. This must succeed—and we shad Uve together
in some pretty cottage, where we can see more than 9ne t r e e : "
lien lltden sighed, and did not answ^er this thrre, " N o , I wdl
not go."
Shortly aftiT, she stole from the room, and hito her own: and there,
kneehui; down, she prayed, and her prayer was somewhat this:—
"Guard me against my own seUish heart: may I never be a burden to
Mm who has shielded me."
Perhaps, as the Creator looks dowm on this world, whose wondrous
beauty beams ou us more and more in proportion as our science
would take it from poetry into law,—perhaps He beholds notMng 80
beautiful as the pure heart of a simple, loving chdd.

CHAPTER XIV.
LEONARD went out the next day with Ms precious manuscripts.
He had read sufficient of modem Hterature to know the names of the
principal London pubUshers ; and to these he took his way with a bold
step, though a beathig heart.
'That day he was out longer than the last; and when he returned,
and came into the Httle room, Helen uttered a cry, for she scarcely
recognised 1dm; there was on his face so deep, so sdent, and so concentrated a despondency. He sate down Hstlessly, and did not kiss
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her tMs time, as she stole towards Mm. He felt so humbled. He
was a king deposed. He take charge of another Ufe! He!
She coaxed hhn, at last, into commumeating Ms day's chronicle
The reader beforehand knows too weU what it must be, to need
detailed repetition, ilost of the pubHshers had absolutely refused
to look at his manuscripts; one or two had good-naturedlj glanced
over and returned them at once, with a civil word or two of fiat
rejection. One pubUsher alone—himself a man of letters, and who hr
youth had gone through the same bitter process of disdlusion that
now awaited the viUage gemus—volrmteered some kindly though stem
explanation and comisel to the unhappy boy. This gentleman read a
portion of Leonard's principal poem with attention, and even with
trank admhation. He cordd appreciate the rare promise that it
manifested. He sympathised vrith the boy's history, and even with
Ms hopes ; and then he said, m biddhig him fareweU,—
" H I pubUsh this poem for you, speaking as a trader, I shall be a
considerable loser. Did I publish all I adnrhe, out of sympathy with
the author, I should be a ruined ni«>u. But suppose that, impressed
as I reaUy am with the evidence of no common poetic gifts in tMs
manuscript, I pubHsh it, not as a trader, but a lover of literature, I
shaU hr reaUty, I fear, render you a great dis-serrice, and perhaps
unfit your- whole Hfe for the exertions on w Mch you must rely for
independence."
" How, sir ? " cried Leonard—" Not that I would ask you to injure
yourseH for me," he added, with proud tears in his eyes.
" How, my young friend ? I wdl explam. There is enough talent
in these verses to induce very fiattering reviews in some of the Hterary journals. You wdd read these, find yourseU' proclaimed a poet,
wdl err, ' I am on the road to fame.' Y'^ou wdl come to me, ' And my
poem, how does it seU ?' I shaU point to some groaning shelf, and
say, 'Not twenty copies!' The journals may praise, but the pubUc
-wdl not buy it.. 'But you wdl have got a name,' you say. Yes, a
name as a poet just suineiently known to make every man hi practical
business dishicUned to give fair trial to j'our talents m a smgle department of positive Hfe: none like to employ poets,—a name that wUl
not put a penny in your purse; worse stdl, that wdl operate as a barrier against every escape into the ways whereby men get to fortune.
But, having once tasted praise, you wdl contmue to sigh for it: you
-vriU perhaps never agam get a pubHsher to bring forth a poem, but
you wUl hanker round the purlieus of the Muses, scribble for periodicals—faU at last mto a bookseUer's drudge. Profits wdl be so
precarious and uncertain, that to avoid debt may be impossible; then,
you vvho now seem so ingenuous and so proud, wdl sink deeper stdl into
the hterar-y mendicant—begging, borrowing
"
" Never—never—never! " cried Leonard, veding Ms face vrith Ms
hands.
"Such would have been my career," continued the pubHsher;
"but I, luckdy, had a rich relative, a trader, whose calHng 1 despised
as a boy, who kindly forgave my foUy, bound me as an apprentice, and
here I am ; and now I can afford to write books, as wcU as seU thena.
Young man, you must have respectable relations — go by theii
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»dvi and counsel; cling f:.-; to some positive calling. Be anything
in tlis c;t\ rather than poet bv profession,"
" A n d !,jw, sh, have there ever been poets? Had ilunj other
calHnzs?"
,
'-I'll :.d their bioirrajhy, and then—envy them!
Lfniiard was silent a monant ; but, Ufting Ms head, answered loud
ivA quic^l... " 1 have read theh biography. J r u e , then lot vras
poverty-perhaps himger. Sir, 1—envy thenr!" , , , , „
'•i'.ivertv and hunscr are smaU cvrls," answered the bookseller,
with a grave, kind smde; " there are worse,—debt, and degradation,
a n d ' despair ' "
^ .1 i i J u
" N n sir, n o - \ o ' i cxa'-'-eratc; these last are not the lot ot ah
1' '•^^"

'
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" Iri-ht; for n;-.-! of nur :rrc:itcst poets had some pnyate means 01
tlicir own. And for oti;,is- wliv, aU who have put mto a lottery
b,-ac not drrwii blanks, I'.ut who could advise another man to set
his wlioli- hope (.f foriuue (ni the chance of a prize in a lottery.' Ana
such aloitei-v!"' -roaned the publisher, glaircing towards sheets and
real..-- of ih ad aufhois. U in- like lead upon his shelves.
.
I.rouai-d clut(-he.rhis manuscnpfs fo his heart, and hurriea
''•'vrs," he muti, red, as Helen clung to him, and tried .to console
— "vcs, Aou were ri-lit : London is very va.st, very strong, am
v r v y ' c r u c l ; " :;i.d his head sank lower and lower yet upon ms
rios-ini.
,
n J
I'he door w.i.r flung widely open, and in, unannounced, waixea
Dr, ilni-ijan.
"
,
'ilic child turned to Mm, and at the sight of Ms face she remembi red her father; and the tears that, for Leonard's sake, she had
been tr\ iii'_r to suiijircss, found wav.
The ,1^01 H1 Doctor sncm -iiincd all the confidence of these two yormg
iiearts. ,\iid after Ustcniii- to Leonard's story of his paradise lost ur
.'1 day, lie patted him .)U (be .shoulder aird said, " AVcll, you wrUcaUon
iiic ou .Monday, and wc wiU sec ilcanwhUc, borrow these of me;
- ,-iiui hi- tried to slip three soverciirns into the boy's hand. Leonartt
w,-is indi-uaut. The bookseUer's warninG: flashed on him. ilenoioaiie.\ ! Oh no, he bad not ^^•t come to that! lie was almost rude
.•Old savage rn Ms rejection ; and the Doctor did not lUce hhn the less
lor it.
" You are an obstinate mule," said the homoeopatMst, reluctantly
putting up his sovereigns. ""AVdl you work at somethmg practical
and prosy, and let the poetry yest awhile ?"
" Yes," said Leonard, doggedly " I wiu work."
"^ Very weU, then. I know an honest bookseUer, and he shaU give
you some employment; and meanwhde, at all events you wdl be
among books, and that wdl be some comfort."
'
Leonard's eyes brightened—" A great comfort, sh." He pressed
the hand he had before put aside to Ms grateful heart.
" B i ' ^ " resumed the Doctor, seriously, "you reaUy feel a strong
predisposition to make verses ?"

" I did, sir."
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"Very bad symptom indeed, and must be stopped before a relap.se .
Here, I have cured three prophets and ten poets with this nove.
specific."
AA'hile thus speaking, he had got out his book and a globule.
" Aaaricus muscarius dissolved m a tumbler of distiUcd water—teaspoonfid whenever the fit comes on. Sir, it would have cured ildtoii
himseh. And now for you, my chUd," turmng to Helen—" I have
found a lady who wdl be very kind to you,—not a memal situation: she
wants some one to read to her, and tend on her—she is old, and has
no children. She wants a comparuon, and prefers a ghl of your age to
one older. Wdl tMs suit you ?"
Leonard walked away.
Helen got close to the Doctor's ear, and wMspered, " No, I cannot
leave Mm now—he is so sad."
"Cott !" grunted the Doctor, "you two must have been readhig
Paul and Virginia. If I could but stay in England, I would try
what ignatia wordd do in this case—interesting experiment! Listen
to me—little ghl; and go out of the room, you, sir."
Leonard, averting his face, obeyed. Helen made an mvolmrtary
step after hun—the Doctor detained aud drew her on Ms knee.
"What's your Christian name?—I forget."
"Helen.".
" Helen. Hsten. In a year or two you wUl be a young w-onran, and,
it would Ire very wrong then to Hve along with that young man.
Meanwhde, you have rro right to cripple all Ms energies. He must
not have you leardng on his right arm—you would v/eigh it down. I
am going away, and when I am gone there wdl be no one to help you,
if you reject the frierrd I off'er you. Do as I tell you, for a little girl.
so pecrrliarly susceptible (a thorough Pulsatilla constitution) carmot
be obstinate and egotistical."
" Let me see him cared for and happy, sir," said shs firml.v, " arrd I
wUl go wirere you wish."
" He shaU be so; and to-morrow, whde he is out, I will come and:
fetch you. Nothing so painful as leave-taking—shakes the nen'ous
system, and is a mere waste of the animal economy."
Helen sobbed aloud; then, writhing from the Doctor, she exclaimed.
" B u t he may know where I am? We may see each other sometinres ? Ah, sir, it was at my father's grave that we first met, and Ii
think Heaven sent him to me. Do not part us for ever!"
" I should have a heart of stone if I did," cried the Doctor,,
vehemently; "and iliss Starke shaU let Mm come and risit you once
a week—I'U give her something to make her. She is naturally
iudift'erent to others: I wiU alter her whole constitution, and melther into sympathy—with rhododendron and arsenic!"
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CHAPTER XV
BEFORE he went, the Doctor wrote a Hne to " i l r . Prickett,
BookseUer, Holbom," and told Leonard to take it, the next monring,
as addressed. _''I wiU caU on Prickett myeelf to-night, and prepare
him for your visit; but I hope and trust you wdl only have to stay
tnere a few days."
He then.tumed the eorrversation, to commimicate his plans for
Helen. Miss Starke Uved at Highgate—a worthy woman, stiff and
prim, as old maids sometimes are • but just the pla,.^^ for a Uttle
ghl Hke Helen, and Leonard shoidd certamly be allowed to caU and
see her.
Leonard Hstened and made uo opposition;—now that Ms daydream was dispeUed, he had no right to pretend to be Helen's
protector. He cordd have prayed her to share his wealth and Ms
lame ; his penury aud his drudgery—no.
It was a very sorrowful everung—tlrat between the adventurer and
the chdd. They sate up late, tUl their candle had burned do-wn
to the socket; neither did they talk much ; but his hand clasped hers
all the time, aud her head pillowed itself ou Ms shoulder. I fear,
when they parted it was not for sleep.
And when Leonard went forth the next moming, Helen stood at
the street-door watching hinr depart—slowly, slowiy. No doubt, in
that humble lane there wcr(,' many sad hearts; but no heart so heavy
as that of the stiU qrdet child, wheu the form she had watched was to
be seen no more, and, still standing on the desolate threshold, she
gazed into space—aud aU was vacant.

CHAPTER XVI.
M.n. PRICKETT was a beUever in homoeopathj', and declared, to the
indignation of aU the apothecaries round Holbom, that he had been
cured of a chrordc rheumatism by Dr. ilorgan. The good Doctor
had, as he promised, seeu ilr. Prickett when he left Leonard, and
asked Mm as a favour to fmd some light occupation for the boy, that
would serve as an excuse for a modest weekly salary. " It wiH not
be for long," said the Doctor; "his relations are respectable and
weU off. I wiU write to his grandparents, aud in a few days I hope
to reUeve you of the charge. Of com'se, ii you don't want him, I wdl
repay what he costs meanwMle."
ilr. Prickett, thus^ prepared for Leonard, received Mm very graciously, and, after a fe-w questions, said Leonard was just the person
he wanted to assist Mm in cataloguing Ms books, and offered Mm
most handsomely £1 a week for the task.
Piunged at once into a world of books vaster than he had ever
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before won admission to, that old divine dream of knowledge, out of
which poetry had sprung, retumed to the viUage student at the very
sight of the venerable volumes. The coUection of i l r . Prickett was
however, iu reality, by no means large; but it comprised not only the
ordinary standard works, but several curious and rare ones. And
Leonard paused iu makmg the catalogue, and took many a liastj
snatch of the contents of each tome, as it passed tMough Ms hands
The bookseUer, who was an enthusiast for old books, was pleased tc
see a kbdred feehng (which his shop-boy had never exhibited) ia
Ms new assistant; and he talked about rare ecUtions and scarce
copies, and imtiated Leonard into many of the mysteries of the bibHograpliist.
Notldng could be more dark and dingy than the shop. There was
a booth outside, containing cheap books and old volumes, round
wMch there was always an attentive group; within, a gas-lamp
burned mght and day.
But time passed quickly to Leonard. He missed uot the green
fields, he forgot Ms disappomtments, he ceased to remember even
Helen. 0 strange passion of knowledge! nothing Hke thee for
strength and devotion.
i l r . Prickett was a bachelor, and asked Leonard to dine with hhn
on a cold shoulder of mutton. During dhmer, the shop-boy kept the
shop, and Mr. Prickett was ready pleasant, as wed as loipiacious.
He took a liking to Leonard—and Leorrard told lorn his adventures
-with the pubHshers, at wirich i l r . Prickett rubbed his hands and
laughed, as at a capital joke. " Oh, give up poetry, and stick to a
shop," cried he ; " and, to cure you for ever of the mad whim to be
author, I'U just lend you the Life and Works of Chatterton. You may
take it home with you aud read before you go to bed. You'U come
back quite a new man to-morrow."
Not tdl mght, when the shop was closed, did Leorrard retura to his
lodging. And when he entered the room, he was struck to the soul
by the sdence, by the void: Helen was gone !
There was a rose-tree in its pot on the table at wMch he wrote,
and by it a scrap of paper, on which was written—
" Dear, dear Brother Leonard, God bless you. I wdl let you know
when we can meet again. Take care of tMs rose. Brother, and don't
forget poor
" HEIJSN."

Over the word " forget" there was a big round bUstered spot that
nearly effaced the word.
Leonard lent his face on Ms hands, and for the fhst time in Ms Ufe
he felt what soHtude ready is. He cordd not stay long m the room.
He walked out again, and wandered objectless to and fro the streets.
He passed that stdler and humbler neighbourhood, he niiicd with the
throng that swarmed in the more poptdous thoroughfares : hundreds
and thousands passed him by, and still—stdl such soHtude.
He came back, Hghted his candle, and resolutely drew forth the
" chatterton" wMch the bookseUer had lent Mm. It was an old
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edition, in one thick volume. It had evidently belonged to sf)me
contemporary of the poet's—apparently an inhabitant of Biist.ol—
some one.w-ho had gathered up many anecdotes respecting Chatterton's habits, and who appeared even to have seen Mm, nay, been in
uis company; for the book was interleaved, and the leaves covered
with notes and remarlcs, irr a stiff clear hand—all evincirrg personal
knowiedge of the mournl'ul immortal dead. At first, Leonard read
\nth an effort; then the strange and fierce sped of that dread Hfe
seized uporr hun—seized with pairr, arrd gloom, and terror—this boy
dying by Ms ow-rr hand, about the age Leonard had attained Irhnself.
This w-ondrous boy, of a gemus beyond all comparison—the greatest
tlrat ever yet w-as developed—arrd extinguished at the age of eighteen!
—self-taught—seU'-struggling—seH'-immolated. Nothing in literature
Hke that Hfe and that death !
AVith irrtense interest Leonard perrrsed the tale of the briUiarrt
impostru'c, which had becir so harshly aud so absurdly construed irrto
the crinre of a forgery, and w-hich was (if not w-hoUy .innocent) so
akin to the literary devices always iu other cases viewed w-dh indulgence, and exhibiting, in this, intellectual quaUties hi themselves
so amazing—such ptdience, such forethought, such labour, such
courage, such ingerrrrify—the cjualifies that, well directed, make men
great, not only in books, but action. And, tur-rdng from the history
of the impost'm-e to *lre poems themselves, the young reader bent
before their beauty, HteraUy awed and breathless. How this strange
Bristol boy tamed and mastered his rude and motley materials into a
music that conrprebended e\-ery tune and key, from the simplest to
t be sublimest! He turned back to the biography—he read orr—he
saw the proud, daring, mourrdul spirit, alone iu the.Great City like
liiins(ir. He foUowed its dismal career, he saw it falUng with bruised
and soded wmgs into the mire. He turned ag.ain to the later works,
wrung forth as tasks for bread,—the satires without moral grandeur,
the politics without honest faith. He shuddered and sickened as he
read. True, even here his poet mhid appreciated (w-liat perhaps onl>poets can) the divine fire that burned fitfully through that meaner
and more sordid fuel—he stdl traced iu those crude,, hasty, bitter
offerings to dire Necessity, the hand of the yoimg giant who had
brrdt up the stately verse of Rowley. Brrt, alas ! how dift'ererrt fronr
that " mighty line." How aU sereuit,\- and joy had fled frorrr these
later exercises of art degraded into journey-work. Then rapidly
canre on the catastrophe—the closed doors—the poisorr—the smcidc
^ t h e manuscripts torn by the hands of despairing wrath, and strewed
round the corpse upon "the frrneral floors. It was terrible! The
spectre of the Titan boy (as described in the. notes written on the
marghr), wdth Ms haughty brow, bis cyme smde, Ms lustrous eyes,
haunted aU the night the baffled and sohtary chdd of song.
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CHAPTER XVTT,
IT wiU often happen that wlrat ought to turn the human mind from
Bome pccrdiar tendency prodrrces the opposite effect. One would
Ihink tirat the perusal iu the newspapers of some crime and capital
punishment w'ould warn away aU who had ever meditated the crrme,
or dr-eaded the chance of detection; yet it is weU known to us that
many a.criminal is made, by jrondenng over the fate of some predecessor in guilt. There is a fascmation in the Dark and Forbidden,
which, strange to say, is ordy lost hi fiction. No man is more incHned
to murder his nephews, or stifle Ms wife, after readmg Richard the
Third, or Othello. It is the reality that is necessary to constitute
the danger of contagion. Now, it w-as tMs reaUty in the fate, and
life, and crowmng suicide of Chatterton, that forced itscH upon
Leorrard's thoughts, and sate there Hke a visible evd thhrg, gathering
evil like clorrd arormd it. There was much in the dead poet's
chai-acter, his trials and his doom, that'stood out to Leonard Hke a
bold and colossal shadow of himself and Ms fate. Alas! the bookseUer, in one respect, had said truly: Leonard came back to hhn the
next day a new man ; arrd it seemed even to Mmself as if he had lost a
good angel in losing Helen. " Oh that she had been by my side,"
thought he; " Oh that I could have felt the touch of her confiding
harrd—that, looking up from the scathed and dreary ruhi of this Hfe,
that had subUmely Hfted itself from the plain, and sought to tower
aloft from a deluge, her mdd look had spoken to me of innocent,
humble, unaspiring childlrood! Air! if indeed 1 w-ere still necessary
to her—stdl the sole guardian and protector—then could I say to
myself, ' Thou must not despair and die ! thou hast her to Hve and
to strive for.' But no, no ! Ordy this vast and terrible London—the
soHtude of the dreary garret, and those lustrous eyes glaring alike
through the tM'ong and through the soHtude."

CHAPTER XVIIL
ON the foUowmg ilonday. Dr. Morgan's _ shabby man-servant
opened the door to a young man in whom he did not at first remember a former visitor. A few days before, embrowned with healthful
travel—serene Hght in Ms eye, simple trust in his careless Hp—
Leonard Fahfield had stood at that threshold. Now agahi he stood
there, pale and haggard, with a cheek aheady hoUowed mto those
deep anxious lines thai; speak of working thoughts and sleepless
mghts: and a settled suUen gloom restmg heavdy on Ms whole aspect""[ call by appointment," said the boy, testdy, as the servant stood
irresolute. The man gave way. " ilaster is just gone out to a patient:
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please to wait, sh;" and he showed him hito the Httle parlour. In a
few moments, two other patients were admitted. These were womem
and they began taUdng very loud. They disturbed Leonard's rmsocial
thoughts. He saw that the door into the Doctor's recei-ving-room
was haH-open, and ignorant of the etiquette which holds such penetralia as sacred, he walked in to escape from the gossips. He tlirew
MmseU' into the Doctor's own weU-wora chah, and muttered to himseU, "AA'hy did he teU me to come ? AATiat new can he think of for
ne ? And if a favour, should I take it ? He has given me the means
of bread by work: that is aU I have a right to ask from him, from airy
man—aU 1 shordd accept."
AATHle thus soHloquising, Ms eye feU on a letter lying open on the
table. He started. He recogrdsed the baud-writing—the same as
that of the letter which had enclosed £50 to Ms mother—the letter of
Ms grandparents. He saw his own name: he saw something more—
words that made his heart stand stdl, and his blood seem like ice in
Ms vems. As he thus stood aghast, a hand w-as laid on the letter,
and a voice, in an angry growl, muttered, " How dare you come into
my room, and pe reading my letters ? Er—r—r!"
Leonard placed his owrr hand on the Doctor's firndy, and said, in
a fierce tone, " This letter relates to me—belongs to me—crushes me.
I have seen enough to know that. I demand to read aU—learn aU."
The Doctor looked round, and seeing the door into the waitmg.
room still open, kicked it to with his toot, and then said, under Ms
breath, " AVnat have you read? TeU me the truth."
" Two Hues only: and I am caUed—1 am caUed
" Leonard's
frame shook from head to foot, and the veins on Ms forehead sweUed
Hke cords. He could not complete the sentence. It seemed as if an
ocean w-as rolling up througli his brain, and roaring iu his ears. The
Doctor saw at a glance that there was physical danger in this state,
and hastily and soothingly answered,—" Sit down, sit dowm—calm
youself—you shaU know aU—read aU—drink tMs water;" and he
poured into a trmrbler of the pure Hqrud a drop or tw-o from a tiny
phial.
Leonard obeyed mechamcaUy, for he was no longer able to stand.
He closed his eyes, and for a miuute or two life seemed to pass from
Mm; then he recovered, and saw the good Doctor's gaze fixed on
Mm with great compassion. He sdently stretched forth Ms hand
towards the letter. "AVait a few moments," said the physician,
judiciously, "aud hear me, meanwhde. It is very mifortunate you
shordd have seen a letter never meant for your eye, and contaimng
aUusions to a secret yori were never to have known. But, if I tell
you more, -wdl you promise me, on your word of honour, that you wiU
noid the confidence sacred from Mrs. Fahfield, the Avenels—from
aU ? I myself am pledged to conceal a secret, which I can only share
vrith yon on the same condition."
" There is nothing," announced Leonard, indistmctly, and vrith a
bitter smde on Ms Hp—" nothing, it seems, that I should be proud to
boast of. Yes, I promise—the letter, the letter!"
The l3octor jplaced it in Leonard's right hand, and quietly sHpped
to the wrist oi the left his forefinger and thumb, as physicians are
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said to do when a rictim is stretched on the rack. " Pulse decreasing,"
he muttered: " wonderful thhig. Aconite !" ileanwhde Leonard read
as foUows, faults in speUing and all:—
" D R . ilORGAN,

" Sh,—I received your favur drdy, and am glad to hear that the
pore boy is safe and AA^eU. But he has been behaving dl, and ungrateful to my good son Richard, who is a credit to the whole Famuly,
and has made himseH a Gentleman, and AVas very kind and good to
the boy, not knowing who and AA''hat he is—God forbid! I don't want
never to see him agam—the boy. Pore John was dl and Restless for
days afterwards. John is a pore cretur now, and has had paralyticks.
And he Talked of nothing but Nora—the boy's eyes were so Hke Ms
Mother's. I cannot, cannot see the ChUd of Shame. He can't cum
here—for our Lord's sake, sh, don't ask it—he can't, so Respectable
as we've always been!—and such disgrace! Base bom—base bom.
Keep him where he is, bind Mm prentis, I'll pay anything for That,
You says, sir, he's clever, and quick at learning; so did Parson Dale,
and wanted him to go to Collidge and make a Figur—then aU would
cum out. It wordd be my death, sir; I cordd not sleep in my grave,
sh. Nora, that we were aU so proud of. Smful creturs that we are !
Nora's good name that we've saved now, gone, gone. And Richard,
who is so grand, and who was so fond of pore, pore Nora! He would
not hold up his Head again. Don't let hhn make a Figur in the
world—let him be a tradesman, as we were afore him—any trade he
takes to—and not cross us no more whde he Hves. Then I shall
pray for Mm, and vrish hhn happy. And have not we had enuff of
brmging up chddren to be above their birth ? Nora, that I used to
say was Uke the first lady o' the land—oh, but we were rightly
pumshed! So now, sh, I leave aU to you, aud wUl Pay all you want
for the boy. And be sure that the secret's kept. For we have never
heard from the father, and, at leest, no one knows that Nora has a
bring son but I and my daughter Jane, and Parson Dale and you—
and you Two are good Gentlemen—and Jane wiU keep her word, and
I am old, and shaU be in my grave Soon, but I hope it wont be
whde poor John needs me. What could he do without me ? And if
that got vrind, it wordd kdl me straght, sh. Pore John is a helpless
cretur, God bless hhn. So no more from your servant in aU dooty,
"M. AVENEL."

Leonard laid down this letter very cahnly, and, except by a slight
heaving at his breast, and a deathlike wMteness of Ms Hps, the
emotions he felt were undetected. And it is a proof how much exquisite goodness there was in Ms heart, that the first words he spoke
were, " Thank Heaven !"
The Doctor did not expect that thanksgiving, and he was so
startled that he exclaimed, " For what ?"
" I have nothing to pity or excuse in the woman I knew and hotoured as a mother. I am not her son—her
"
He stopped short.
"No; but don't be bard on your true mother—poor Nora!"
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Lconsird staggered and then bm-st into a sudderr pa^uxysm of
tears.
" Oh, my own mother!—my dead mother! Thou for whom I felt
so mystet-ious a rove — thou from whom I took tMs poet sord—
pardon me, pardon me! Hard on thee! Wordd that thou wert
living vet, that I nright comfort thee! AA'hat thou must har-e
suft'ered!"
These words were sobbed foi'th in broken gasps from the depth of
his heart. Then he caught up the letter again, and his thoughts
were changed as Ms eyes feU upon the writer's shame aud fear, as it
w-ere, of his very existence. All his rrative haughtiness returned to
him. His crest rose, Ms tears dried. " Tell her," he sa:'-i, with a
stern, unfaltermg voice—"teU Mrs. Avenel that she is obeyed—that I
wdl never seek her roof, never cross her path, never disgrace her
wealthy son. But teU her, also, that I w-dl choose my own way in
life—that I wdl not take from her a bribe for concealment. TeU her
that I am nairrelcss, arrd wUl yet make a rrame."
A name ! AVas this but an idle boast, or was it one of those flashes
of conviction which are never belied, lighting up our future for one
lurid mstant, and then fading mto darkness ?
" I do not doubt it, my pravc poy," said Dr. ilorgarr, growing
exceedingly AA'elsh in his excitemerrt; "and perhaps you may fmd a
father, who
"
" Ftdlrcr—who is he—what is be ? He lives, then! But he has
deserted nre—he must have betrayed her! I need him not. The law
gives nre rro father."
The last wc rds w-ere said w-ith a retunr of bitter anguish; then, in a
calmer torre, he resumed, " But I shordd krrow who he is—as another
one whose p.ath 1 may rrot cross."
Dr. ilorgan looked embarrassed, and paused in deliberation. " Nay,"
said he, at length, "as you know so much, it is surely best that you
shoidd know all."
The Doctor then proceeded to detad w-ith some circumlocution
what we wdl here repeat from Ms account more succhictly. .
Nora Avenel, while yet very young, left her native viUage, or
rather the house of Lady Larrsniere, by whom she had been educated
and brought up, in order to accept the place of companion to a lady in
London. One evemng she sudderdy presented herself at her father's
house, and at the sight of her mother's face she fell do-wn insensible.
She was carried to bed. Dr. ilorgan (then the chief medical practitioner of the town) was sent for: that mght Leorrard came irrto
the world, and his mother died. . She rrever recovered her senses,
never spoke inteUigibly from the time she entered the house. "Aird
never, therefore, named your father," said Dr. ilorgan. " AVe knew
not who he was."
" And how," cried Leonard, fiercely—" how have they dared to
slander this dead mother ? How knew they tlrat I—was—was—was
not the chdd of wedlock ?"
" There was no wedding-ring on Nora's finger—never any rumour
(if her marriage : her strange and sudden appearance at her father's
torjise—her emotions on entrance, so urdike those natural to a wifa
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returning to a parent's home; these are aU the evitlence against
her. But Mrs. Avenel deemed them strong, and so did I. You
have a right to tMnk we judged too harsldy—perhaps we did."
" And no inquhies were ever made ? " said Leonard, moumfuUy,
and after long sUence—" no iuquiries to learn who was the father of
the motherless chdd ? "
" Inquhies l^-Mrs. Ave-nel would have died fhst. Your grandmother's nature is very rigid. Had she come from princes, from CadwaUader hhnseh," said the vVetshman, "she could rrot more have
shrunk from the thought of dishonour. Even over her dead chdd,
the cMld she had loved the best, she thought but how to save that
chdd's name arrd merrrory frorrr suspicion. There was luckdy no servant in the house, ordy Mark Fairfield and Ms wife (Nora's sister):
they had arTived the same day on a visit.
" Mrs. Fairfield was nursing her own infant, two or three months
old; she took charge of you; Nora was buried, and the secret kept.
None out of the f'andly larew of it but myself and the curate of tire
town—Mr. Dale. The day after your bhth, Mrs. Fairfield, to prevent discovery, moved to a viUage at some distance. There her chdd
died; and when she retumed to Hazeldean, where her husband was
settled, you passed as the son she had lost, ilark, I know, was
as a father to you, for he had loved Nora: they had been children
together."
"And she came to London—London is strong and cruel," muttered
Leonard. " She was friendless and deceived. I see aU—I desire to
know no more. This father, he must indeed have been like those
whom I have read of hi books. To love, to wrong her—that I can
conceive; but then to leave, to abandon ; no visit to her grave—no
remorse—no search for his o-wn chdd. AVeU, weU; ilrs. Avenel was
right. Let us think of Mm no more."
The rrr.an-servant knocked at the door, and then put in Ms head.
" Sir, the ladies are getting very impatient, and say they'H go."
" Sir," said Leonard, with a strange cahn retura to the thmgs
about hhn, " I ask your pardon for taking up your time so lorrg. 1 go
uow. I wdl never mention to my fiioth—I mean to Mrs. Fairfield—
what I have learned, nor to any one. I wiU work my way somehow. H ilr. Prickett wdl keep me, I wdl stay with bim at present
but I repeat, I carmot take Mrs. Avenel's money and be borrrrrdj
apprentice. Sh, you have been good and patient vvith mc—Heaven
reward you."
The Doctor was too moved to answer. He w-rung Leonard's hand,
and in another mmute the door closed upon the nameless boy. He
stood alone in the streets of London; arrd the sun flashed on liim, red
aii/1 menacing, Hke the eye of a foe !
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CHAPTER XIX.
LEONJRD did not appear at the shop of ilr. Prickett that day.
Needless it is to say where he wandered—what he suft'ered-what
thought—what felt. All within was. storm. Late at night he
returaed to his sohtary lodging. On his table, neglected since the
inoraing, was Helen's rose-tree. It looked parched and fading. His
heart smote him : he watered the poor plant—perhaps with Ms tears,
ileanwldie Dr. ilorgan, after some debate with himseU', whether
or not to apprise ilrs. Avenel of Leonard's discovery and message,
resolved to spare her an uneasmess and alarm that might be dangerous to her health, ;md unnecessary in itscH. He repHed shortly, that
she need not fear Leonard's commg to her house—that he was disinclined to bind MmseH" an apprentice, but that he was prorided for
at present; and m a few weeks, when Dr. ilorgan heard more of Mm
through the tradesman by whom he was employed, the Doctor would
write to her from Gemiany. He tiien went to ilr. Prickett's—told
the wdUng bookseUer to keep the young man for the present—to be
kind to him, w-atcli over his habits and conduct, and to report to the
Doctor in his new home, on the Rhine, what avocation he thought
Leonard would be best siuted for, and most inclined to adopt. The
charitable AVclshman divided with the bookseUer the stilary given to
Leonard, and left a quarter of his moiety in advance. It is trae that
he knew he should be repaid on applying to ilrs. Avenel; but being
a man of indepeudent spirit hhnself, he so sympathised with Leonard's
present feeHngs, that he felt as if he should degrade the boy did he
maintain him, even secretly, out of ilrs. Avenel's money—money
intended not to raise, but keep Irim down m life. At the worst, it
was a sum the Doctor cordd afford, and he had brought the boy into
the world.
ILiving thus, as he thought, safely provided for Ms two young
charges, lleleir and Leonard, the Doctor then gave himseH up to Ms
final prcpartdions for departure. He left a short note for Leonard
with ilr. Prickett, containing some brief advice, sonre kind cheering;
a postscript to the efl'ect that he had uot conrniumcated to Mrs.
Avenel the infonnation Leonard had acquh-ed, and that it were best
to leave her in that ignorance; and six smaU powders to be cUssolved
in water, and a tea-spoorrfrd every fourth hour — " Sovereign against
rage and sombre thoughts," wrote the Doctor.
'By the everung of the next day Dr. ilorgan, accompamed by Ms
pet patient with the chronic tic, whom he had talked mto exile, was
on the steamboat on his way to Ostend.
Leonard resumed his life at ilr. Prickett's : but the change in Mm
did uot escape the bookseUer. AU Ms ingenuous simpUcity had
deserted Mm. He was very distarrt and very taciturn ; he seemed to
have grown much older. 1 shad not attempt to analyse metaphysicaUy this change. By the help of such words as Leonard may hhnlelf occasionaUy let fall, the reader w-iU dive into the boy's heart, and
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see how there the change had worked, and is workhrg stdl. The
happy iheamy peasant-gemus, gazing on Glory with inebriate, rmdazzled eves, is no more. It is a man, sudderdy cut off fronr the old
household holy ties—conscious of great powers, and confronted on ail
sides by barriers of iron—alone vrith hard Reaflty, and scornful London ; and if he catches a glimpse of the lost Helicon, he sees, where
he saw the iluse, a pale melancholy spirit veding its face m shame—
the ghost of the morrrnfrd mother, whose chdd has no name, not even
the humblest, among the famdy of men.
On the second evening after Dr. Morgan's departure, as Leonard
was just about to leave the shop, a customer .stepped in with a book
in Ms hand, which he had snatched from the shop-boy, who was removing the volumes for the mght from the booth without.
" Air. Prickett, i l r . Prickett!" said the customer, " I am ashamed
of you. You presume to put upon this work, in tw-o volumes, the
sum of eight slrdHngs."
i l r . Prickett stepped forth from the Cimmerian gloom of some
recess, and cried, " W h a t ! i l r . Burley, is that you ? But for your
voice, I should not have known you."
" i l a n is Hke a book, i l r . Prrckett; the corxrmonalty only look to
Ms binding. I am better bound, it is very true."
Leonard glanced towards the speaker, who now stood under the
gas-lamp, and thought he recogmsed his face. He looked again.
"Yes ; it was the perch-fisher whom he had met on the banks of the
Brent, and who had warned him of the lost fish and the broken Hne.
M R . BURLEY (confinrdng).—But the "Art of Thinking!"—you
charge eight shUhngs for the " Art of Thinking."
ilR. PRICKETT.—Cheap enough, i l r . Burley. A very clean copy.
ilR. BURLEY.—Usurer! I sold it to you for three shilUngs. It is
more than 150 per cent, you propose to gain fronr my "Ar-t of
Thinking "
ilR. PRICKETT (stutterhrg, and taken aback).—Fou sold it to ms !
Ah, now I remember. But it was more than three shdUngs I gave.
You forget—two glasses of braudy-and-water.
ilR. BURLEY.—HospitaUty, sh, is not to be priced. If you seU
your hospitaUty, you are not worthy to possess my " Art of Thinking."
I resume it. There are three shrUings, and a shilling more for interest. N o ; on second thoughts, instead of that shilling, I -wdl retum
your hospitality ; and the first time you come nry w-ay you shad have
two glasses of brandy-and-water.
Mr. Prickett did not look pleased, but he made no objection; and
i l r . Burley put the book into Ms pocket, and tumed to examine the
shelves. He bought an old jest-book, a stray volume of the " Comedies
of Destouches"—paid for them—put them also mto his pocket, and
was sauntering out—when he perceived Leonard, who was now
standing at the doorway.
" Hem! who is that ? " he asked, wMspermg Mr. Prickett.
" A young assistant of mine, and very clever."
Mr. Burley scanned Leonard from top to toe.
" We have met before, sh. But you look as if you had retumed
k) the Brent, and been fishmg for my perch."
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" Possibly, sh," answered Leonard. " B u t my inic is tough, aud
is not yet broken, though the fish drags it amongst the weeds, and
buries itself in the mud."
He lifted Ms hat, bowed sUghtly, aud walked on.
" He is clever," said Mr. Burley to the bookseUer: " he understands aUegory."
M R . PRICKETT.—Poor youth! He. came to town with the idea of
tmning author : you know what that is, Mr. Burley.
M R . BURLEY (with an ah of superb dignity).—BibUopole, ves! An
author is a being between gods and men, who ought to be lodged in a
palace, and entertained at the pubhc charge upon Ortolans and Tokay.
He should be kept lapped in dowm, and eurtamed with silken ai.vnings
from the cares of life—have nothirrg to do but to write books rrpon tables
of cedar, and fish for perch from ;i gilded galley. And that's what
wdl come to pass when the ages lose their barbarism, and know their
benefactors, ilearrwdrile, sir, I invite you to my rooms, and wdl
regale you upon brandy-and-water as long as I can pay for i t ; and
when I cannot—you shaU regale me."
i l r . Prickett muttered, " A very bad bargain, indeed," as Mr.
Burley, with his chin in the air, stepped into the street.

CHAPTER XX.
AT first, Leonard had alw-ays returned home ilirough the crowded
thorougM'ares—the contact of numbers had animated his spirits. But
the last two days, since his discovery of his birth, he had taken Ms
way down the comparatively unpeopled path of the New Road.
He had just gained that part of this outskirt in which the statuaries
and tomb-makers exhibit theh gloomy wares—furniture aHke for
gardens and for graves—and, pausing, corrtemplated a column, on
which was placed an um, half covered with a funeral mantle, when
his shoulder was lightly tapped, and, tunnng quickly, he saw i l r .
Burley standirrg behirrd Mm.
" Excuse nre, sir, but you understand perch-fishing; and since we
find o-jrsclves on the sarrre road, I should like to be better acquainted
vrith you. I hear you once wished to be an author. I am one."
Leonard had never before, to his knowledge, seen au author, and a
mournful smde passed his Hps as he surveyed the perch-fisher.
Mr. Bm-ley was indeed very differently attired since the first interview by the brooklet. He looked much less Hke an author—-but more
perhaps Hke a perch-fisher. He had a new wMte hat, strrck on one
side of Ms head—a new green overcoat—new grey trousers, and new
boots. In his hand was a whalebone stick, with a sdver handle.
Nothing could be more vagrant, devd-me-carish, and, to use a slang
word, tigrish, than Ms whole ah. Yet, vidgar as was his costume, he
did not himself seem vulgar, but rather eccentric—lawless—somethmg
out of the pale of convention. His face looked nrore pale and more
prrfi'ed than before, the tip of Ms nose redder • but the spark in hia
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eye was of Hvelier Hght, and there was self-enjoj-meirt m tne corners
of his sensual humorous Hp.
" You are an author, sir," repeated Leonard. " Wed. And what
is your report of the caUing ? Yonder colurrm props an um. The
column is taU, and the urn is graceful. But it looks out of place by
the roadside; what say you ? "
M R . BURLEY.—It would look better in the chm-chyard.
LEONARD.—So I was thinking. And you are an author !
M R . BURLEY.—Ah, I said you had a quick sense of aUegory. And
so you think an author looks better in a churchyard, when you see
him but as a muffled urn under the moonshhie, than standing beneath
the gas-lamp in a white hat, and with a red tip to his nose. Abstractedlj', you are right. But, with your leave, the author would rather
be where he is. Let us walk on.
The two men felt an mterest in each other, and they w-alked someyards in sdence.
" To retrrrri to the urn," said Mr. Burley—" you think of fame and.
churchyards. Natural enough, before dlusion dies; but I flunk of
the moment, of existerrce—and I laugh at fame. Fame, sh—^ot
worth a glass of cold without! And as for a glass of warm, with
sugar—and five shiUings in one's pocket to spend as one pleases—
what is there hi AVestminster Abbey to compare with it ?"
" Talk orr, sir—I should Hke to hear you talk. Let me Hsten and
hold my tongue." Leonard puUed Ms hat over Ms brows and gave
up Ms moody, questioning, turbulent mind to Ms new acquaintance.
And John Burley talked on. A dangerous aud fascinating talk it
was—the talk of a great hiteUect faUen. A serpent trading its length
on the ground, and show^mg bright, shd'tin,g, glorious hues as it
groveUed. A serpent, yet without the serpent's gude. If John Burley deceived and tempted, he meant it not—he crawled and gUttered
alike honestly. No dove could be more simple.
Laughing at Fame, he yet dwelt with an eloquent enthusiasm on
the joy of composition. " AVhat do I care wiiat rnen without are to
say and think of the words that gush forth on my page ?" cried he.
" If you think of the public, of urns, aud 1 lur-cls, whde you write, you
are no gemus; you are rrot fit to be an nuthor. I write because it
rejoices me—because it is my nature. Written, I care no more what
becomes of it than the lark for the effect that the song has ou tho
peasant it wakes.to the plough. The poet, Uke the lark, sings ' from
Ms watch-tower in the skies.' Is tMs tine ?"
" Yes, very true ! "
" 'What can rob us of this joy ! The bookseUer wiH not buy. the
pubHc -wUl not read. Let them sleep at the foot of the ladder of the
angels—we cUmb it aU the same. And then one settles do-wn mto
such good-tempered Luciamc contempt for men. One wants so Uttk
from them, when one knows what one's-self is worth, and what they
are. They are just worth the coin one can extract from them, in
order to Hve. Our Hfe—that is worth so much to us. And then tEteir
joys, so vulgar to them, we can make them golden and kingly. Do
y9u suppose Bums drinking at the alehouse, with Ms boors arormd
him was drinking, Uke them, only beer and wMskey ? No, he waa
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drinking nectar—he was imbibing Ms own ambrosial thoughts—snaking vrith the laughter of the gods. The coarse human liquid was just
needed to unlock his sphit from the clay—take it from jerkin and
corduroys, and wrap it in the ' singing robes' that floated vridein the
skies: the beer or the wMskey needed but for that and theu it changed
at once into the drink of Hebe. But come, you have not known -this
Ufe—you have not seen it. Come, give me this mght. I have moneys
about me—I wdl fling them abroad as HberaUy as Alexander Mmself,
when he left to Ms share but hope. Come!"
"AVhither?"
" To my throne. On that throne last sat Edmund Kean—mighty
mime. I am Ms successor. We wdl see whether in truth these wild
sons of genius, who are cited b u t ' to point a moral and adorn a tale,'
were objects of compassion. Sober-suited cits to lament over a Savage
and a ilorland—a Porson and a Bums!—"
" Or a Chatterton," said Leonard, gloomUy.
" Chatterton was an impostor in aU things; he feigned excesses
that be never knew. He a bacchanalian—a royster ! H E !—No. AA'e
wiU talk of Mm. Come!"
Leonard went.
CHAPTER XXI.
T H E ROOJI ! And the snroke-reck, and the gas-glare of it!—The
•vlutewash of the w-aUs, and the prhrts thereon of the actors m theh
mime-robes, and stage postures ; actors as far back as their own lost
Augustan era, when the stage was a real living influence on the manners .and the age! There was Betterton in wig and gow n-a s Cato,
moralismE: on the soul's eternity, and halting between Plato and the
dagger. There was AA^oodward as " The Fine Gentleman," wdh the
hdnritable rakc-hcU air in which the heroes of AA^-chcrly aud Congreve
and Farquhar live aa-ain. There was jovial Quin as Falstaff, w-ith
round buckler and "'fah round beUy." There was CoUy Gibber m
brocade—takmg snuff as with " Ms Lord," the thumb and forefiirOT
raised in air—and looking at you for applause. There was ilacklin
as Shylock, with knife in hand; and Kernble in the solemn weeds of
the Dane; and Kean hr the place of honour over the chimneypiece.
AATren we are sudderdy taken from practical life, with its real workday men, arrd presented to the portraits of those sole heroes of a
world Phantastic and Phantasmal, in the garments wherehr they did
" strut and fret their bom- upon the stage," verdy there is sometldng
in the sight that moves an mner sense within ourselves—for aU of us
have an rrmer sense of some existerrce, apart from the one that wears
away our days: an existence, that afar from St. James's and St.
Giles's, the Law Comts and Exchange, goes its way in teiTor or mhth,
in smdes or in tears, through a vague magic land of the poets. There,
see those actors—they are the men who Uved it—to whom our world
was the false one, to 'whom the Imaginary w-as the Actual! And did
Shakspeare hinrself, in Ms life, ever hearken to such applause as
tbrmdered round the personators of Ms ahy images ? Vague chddren
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of the most transient of the arts, fleet shadows on running waters,
though thrown down from the steadfast stars, were ye not happier
than we who Hve in the Real ? How strange you must feel in the
great chcuit that ye now take through etermty! No promjrt-books,
no lamps, no acting Congreve and Shakspeare there! For wnat parts
in the skies have your studies on the earth fitted you ? Your ultimate
desthdes are very prrzzUng. HaU to your effigies, and pass we on!
There, too, on the whitewashed walls, were admitted the portraits of
rader rivals in the arena of fame—yet they, too, had know-n an applause
warmer than Ms age gave to Shakspeare; the Champions of the Ring
—Cribb and Moljneux, and Dutch Sam. Interspersed vrith these
was an old print of Newmarket in the early part of the last century,
and sundry engravings from Hogarth. But poets, oh! they were
there too: poets who might be supposed to have been sufficiently
good feUows to be at home vrith such compamons. Shakspeare, of
course, with bis placid forehead; Ben Jonson, with Ms heavy scowl;
Bums and Byron cheek by jowl. But the strarrgest of aU these
heterogeneous specimens of grapMc art was a frdl-length print of
W^UHam Pitt!—AVdUam Pitt, the austere and imperious. AVhat the
douce did he do there amongst prize-fighters, and actors, and poets ?
I t seemed an insult to Ms grand memory. Nevertheless there he
was, very erect, and vrith a look of ineffable disgust in Ms upturned
nostrils. The portraits on the sordid wads were very Hke the crambo
in the minds of ordinary men—very Hke the motley pictures of the
FAMOUS hung up in your parlour, 0 my Public! Actors and prizefighters, poets and statesmen, aU without congnuty and fitness, aU
whom you have been to see or to hear for a moment, and whose
names have stared out in your newspapers, 0 my Pubhc !
And the company ? Indescribable! Comedians, from smaU
theaties, out of employ; pale, haggard-looking boys, probably the
sons of worthy traders, trjing theh best to break theh father's
hearts; here and there the marked features of a Jew. Now and
then you might see the curious puzzled face of sonre gr-eenhom about
town, or perhaps a Cantab ; and men of grave age, and grey-haired,
were there, arrd amongst them a wondr-ous proportion of carbuncled
faces and bottle noses. And when John Burley entered, there was a
shout that, made AAdUiam Pitt shake in his frame. Such stamping
and haUoohig, and such hurrahs for " Burly John." And the gentleman who had filled the great Mgh leathern chad- in his absence gave
it up to Jolm Burley ; and Leonard, with his grave, obseiwant eye,
and lip haU' sad and hah scomfrd, placed himseH by the side of Ids
introducer. There was a nameless expectant stir through the assenrbly, as there is in the pit of the opera when some great shiger
advances to the lamps, and begins, "Bi tanti palpiti"
Time flies.
Look at the Dutch clock over the door. HaH-an-hour. John Burley
begins to warm. A yet quicker light begins to break from his eye;
his voice has a mellow luscious roU in it.
" He wdl be grand to-idght," whispered a thin man, who looked
Uke a tador, seated on the other side of Leonard.
Time flies—an hour! Look . again at the Dutch clock. John
Burley is grand, he is in Ms zemth, at Ms culminating point. "What
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Lragidficent droUcry !—what luxuriant limnour! How the Rabclaia
shakes hi his easy chair ! "Under the rush aud the roar of this fun,
(what word else sliaU describe it ?) the maris inteUect is as clear as
gold sand rmder a river. Such wit and such truth, and, at times,
such a flood of quick eloquence. AH uow are Usteners—sdent, save hi
applause. And Leonard listened too. Not, as he would some mghts
ago, hi hmocerrt lurquestiordug dehght. N o ; his mind has passed
through great sorrow, great passion, and it comes out misettled,
inquiring, eager, brooding over joy itself as over a problem. And
the d r h i circulates, and faces change; and there are gabbUng and
babbUng; aud Bui-]c>-'s head sinks in his bosom, and he is sdent.
And up starts a wdd, dissolrrte, bacchanaliarr glee for seven voices.
And the smoke-reek grow-s denser and thicker, and the gas-light
looks dizzy througli the haze. And John B'urley's eyes reel.
Look again at the Dutch clock. Two hours have gone. John
Burley has broken orrt again from Ms silence, his voice thick and
husky, and his laugh cracked; and he talks, 0 ye Gods ! such rubbish
and ribaldry; and the Usteners roar aloud, and think it finer than
before. And Leonard, who had hitherto been measm-ing Mmself in
Ms rrrind, agamst the giant, and saying irrly, " He soars out of my
reach," finds the giant shrink srrraUer turd smaller, arrd saith to MmseH,
" He is but of uiaL's common standard after aU!"
Look again at the Dutch clock. Three hours have passed. Is
John Burley now of mar's common standard ? i l a n himself seems
to have vanished from the icene : his soul stolen from him, his form
gone awtiy with the fumes of t;ie smoke, and the nauseous steam
from tlrat fiery bowl. And Leonard looked round, and saw but the
sw-ine of Circe—some on the floor, some staggering against the waUs,
some hugging each other on the tables, some fighting, some bawHng,
some w-ceping. The diviue spark had fled from the hrrman face ; the
Beast is everywhere growing more and more out of the thing that
had been ilan. And John Burley, still unconquered, but clean
lost to his senses, fancies himseH a preacher, and drawls forth the
most Irrgubrious sermon upon the brevity of life that mortal ever
heard, accompanied with unctuous sobs; and now and then, in the
midst of balderdtish, gleams out a gorgeous sentence, that Jeremy
Taylor might have envied; driveUing aw-ay again irrto cadence below
the rhetorre of a iluggletoniair. Arrd the wraiters choked up the
doorway, hstenhrg and laughing, and prepared to caU cabs and
coaches; and suddenly soirre one turrred oft' tire gas-light, and aU was
dark as pitch—howls and laughter, as of the darrrned, ringing through
the Pandemomum. Out from the black atmosphere stepped the boypoet ; and the stiU stars rushed on his sight, as they looked over the
grimy roof-tops.
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CHAPTER XXIL
WELL, Leonard, this is the first time thou hast shown that thou
bast in thee the hon out of wMeh true manliood is forged and shaped.
Thou hast the poicer to resist. Forth, unebriate, unpolluted, he came
from the orgy, as yon star above him came from the cloud.
He had a latch-key to his lodgings. He let himself in, and walked
noiselessly up the creaking, wooden stair. It was dawn. He passed
on to his window and threw it open. The green ehn-tree from the
carpenter's yard looked as fresh and fah as if rooted in soHtudes,
leagues away from the smoke of Babylon.
"Nature, Nature !" murmured Leonard, " I hear thy voice now.
This stiUs—this strengthens. But the struggle is very dread. Here,
despair of Hfe—there, faith m Hfe. Nature thinks of neither, and
Hves serenely on."
By-and-by a bird sHd softly from the heart of the tree, and dropped
on the ground below out of sight. But Leonard heard its carol. It
awoke its compamons—wings began to glance in the air, and the
clouds grew red towards the east.
Leonard sighed and left the window. Ou the table, near Helen's
rose-tree, which he bent over wistfuUy, lay a letter. He had not
observed it before. It was in Helen's hand. He took it to the
light, and read it by the pure, healthful gleams of morn:—

" Oh, my dear brother Leonard, wdl this find yorr w-ell, and (more
happy I dare not say, but) less sad than when we parted ? I write
kneeUng, so that it seems to me as if I wrote arrd prayed at the same
time. You may come and see me to-morrow evermrg, Leonard. Do
come, do—we shaUwalk together m this pretty garden • and there is
an arbour aU covered w-ith jessamine and honeysrrckle, from which we
can look do-wn on London. I have looked from it so many times—so
marry—tryirrg if I can guess the roofs in our poor little street, and
fancying that I do see the dear ehn-tree.
" iliss Starke is vei-y kind to me; and I tldirk after I have seen
you, that 1 shaH be happy here—that is if you are happy.
" Yorrr own grateful sister,
" Ivy Lodge."

" HELEN.

" P.S.—Any one wiH direct you to our house; it Ues to the left
near the top of the Mil, a Httle way down a lane that is overhrmg on
one side with chestnut trees and Hlacs. I shaU be watching for you
at the gate."
Leonard's brow softened, he looked agam like his forrner self. Up
from the dark sea at his heart smded the meek face of a cMld, and
the waves lay stiU as at the charm of a spirit.
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CHAPTER XXIIL
" AND what is ilr. Burley, and what has he written ?" asked
Ijeonard of Mr. Prickett, when he retumed to the shop.
Let us reply to that question in our own words, for we know more
about ilr. Burley than ilr. Prickett does.
John Burley was the oMy son of a poor clergyman, hr a vdlage near
EaHng, who had scraped, and saved, and pinched, to send his son to
an exceUent prorincial school in a northern county, aud thence to
coUege. At the latter, durhig Ms fhst year, young Burley was
remarked by the under-graduates for Ms tMck shoes and coarse
Hnen, and remarkable to the authorities forhis assiduity and learmng.
The highest hopes were entertained of Mm by the tutors and examiners. At the beginning of the second year Ids high ammal sphits,
before kept do-wn by study, broke out. Reading had become easy to
tum. He knocked off' his tasks vrith a facde stroke, as it were. , He
gave up Ms leisure hours to symposia by no means Socratical. He
leU into an idle, hard drinking set. He got into aU kinds of scrapes.
The authorities were at first Idnd and forbearing in their admorutions,
for they respected Ms rdriUties, and stdl hoped he might become an
honour to the university. But at last he went drunk into a formal
cxanimation, and sent in papers, after the maimer of Aristophanes,
containing cajiital jokes upon the Dons aud Big-wigs themselves.
The offence was the greater, and secured the more prenreditated, for
being clothed m Greek. John Brrrley was expcUed. He went home
to his father's a miserable man, for, with all his foUies, he had a good
heart. Removed from dl example, his life for ;i year was blameless.
He got admitted as usher into the school hi wdiich he had received
instmction as a pupd. The school w-as hr a large to-wn. John Bmley
became member of a club formed among the tradesmen, and spent
three cvcmngs a-week there. His astonishing conrivial and conversational powers began to declare themselves. He grew the oracle.of
the club ; and, from being the most sober, peaceful assembly in wMch
grave fathers of a fanidy ever smoked a pipe or sipped a glass, it
grew, under ilr. Bmlcy's auspices, the parent of revels as froHcking
and frantic as those out of which the old Greek Goat Song ever tipsdy
rose. This would not do. There was a great riot in the streets one
mght, and the next morning the usher was disnussed. Fortunately
for John Bmlcy's conscience, Ms father had died before this happened
—died beUeving in the reform of his son. During Ms ushersMp Mr.
Burley had scraped acquaintance -with the editor of the county newspaper, and given Mm some capital political articles; for Burley was,
Hke Parr and Porson, a notable poHtician. The editor furmshed bin,
•with letters to the journalists in London, and Jolm came to the
metropolis and got employed on a very respectable newspaper. At
coUege he had knovni Audley Egertorr, though but sHghtly: that
gentleman was then just rising into repute in ParHament. Burley
sympathised with some question on wMch Audley had distinguished
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himself, and -wrote a very good article thereon—an article so good
that Egerton inquired into the authorsMp, found out Burley, and
resolved hr Ms own mind to proride for him whenever he himself
came into office. But Burley was a rnan whom it was impossible to
roride for. He soon lost Ms connection vrith the newspaper. Fhst,
e was so hregular that he could never be depended upon. Secondly,
he had strange honest eccentric twists of thinking, that could coalesce
with the thoughts of no party in the long run. An article of Ms,
inadvertently admitted, had horrified aU the proprietors, staff, and
readers of the paper. I t was diametricaUy opposite to the principles
the paper advocated, and compared its pet poUtician to Catiline.
Then John Burley shut Mmself up and wrote books. He wr-ote two
©r three books, very clever, but not at aU to the popular taste—
abstract and leamed, fuU of whims that were caviare to the multitude,
and larded vrith Greek. Nevertheless they obtained for Mm a Httle
money, and among Hterary men some reputation. Now Audley
Egerton came into power, and got him, though with great difficulty
—for there were many prejudices against this scampish, haruniscarum son of the Muses—a place in.a pubhc office. He kept it
about a month, and then voluntardy resigned it. " i l y crust of bread
and Hberty!" quoth John Burley, and he vamshed into a garret.
From that time to the present he lived—Heaven knows how ! Literature is a business, like everything else : John Burley grew more and
more incapable of business. ." He could not do task-work," he said;
he wrote when the wMm seized hirrr, or when the last penny was
in Ms pouch, or when he was actuaUy in the spunging-house or
the Fleet—migrations wMch occmred to him, on an average, twice
a-year. He could generaUy sell what he had actuaUy written, but
no one would engage Mm beforehand. Editors of ilagaziues and
other periodicals were very glad to have Ms articles, on the condition that they were anonv'mous • and his style was not necessarUy
detected, for he could vary it with the facdity of a practised pen.
Audley Egerton continued his best supporter, for there were certain
questions on wMch no one wTote with such force as John Burley—
questions connected vrith the metaphysics of politics, such as law
reform and economical science. And Audley 1 gerton was the only
man John Burley put himself out of the way to serwe, and for whom
he wordd give rrp a drirrkirrg bout and do task-icork ; for John Burley
was grateful by nature, and be felt that Egerton had really tried to
befriend him. Indeed, it was true, as he had stated to Leonard by
the Brent, that, even after he had resigned Ms desk in the London
office, he had had the offer of an appointment in Jamaica, and a place
in India, from the ilimster. But probably there weie other charms
then than those exercised by the one-eyed perch that kept hun to the
neighbourhood of London. With aU Ms grave faults of character
and conduct, John Burley was not without the fine qrralities of a
large nature. He was most resolutely his own enemy, it is true, but
he could hardly be said to be any one else's. Even wlien he criticised
some more for"tunate writer, be was good-humoured in his very sathe :
he had no bile, no envy. And as for freedom from malignant personalities, he might have been a model to aU critics. 1 mrrst except
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poUtics, howerer, for in these he could be rabid and savage. He had
a passion for independence, wmch, though pushed to excess, was not
without grandeur. No Uck-platter, no parasite, no toad-eater, no
literary beggar, no hunter after pati'onage and subscriptions; even in
his deaUngs with Audley Egerton, he insisted on naming -the price
for his labours. He took a price, beoause, as the papers required by
Audley demanded much reading and detad, wMch was not at all to
Ms taste, he considered himself entitled fairly to something more than
the editor of the journal wherein the papers appeared was in the
habit of givdng. But he assessed this extra price himself, and as he
would have done to a bookseUer. And when in debt and in prison,
though he knew a line to Egerton would have extricated him, he
never wrote that Hne. He would depend alone ou Ms pen—dipped
it hastdy in the ink, and scrawled himself free. The most debased
point about Mm was certaiidy the incorrigible rice of drinking, and
with it the usual concomitant of that vice—the love of low company.
To be King of the Bohemians—to dazzle by Ms wild Irumom-, and sometimes to exalt by Ms farrciful eloquence, the rude,, gross natures that
gathered romid Mm—this was a royalty that repaid him for aU sacrifice of soHd digmty; a foolscap crow-ii that he would not have changed
for an emperor's diadem. Indeed, to appreciate rightly the talents
of John Biuicy, it was necessary to hear him talk on such occasions.
As a WTiter, tii'ter aU. he was now ordy capable of imequal desultory
eff'orts. But as a talker, in his own wdd way, he was origmal and
matcldess. Aud the gift of taUc is one of the most dangeroris gifts a
nran can possess for his own sake—the applause is so immediate, and
gained with so Httle labour. Lower, aud lower, and lower had srmk
John Btirlc.v, rrot ordy irr the opinion of all w-ho knew his name, brrt in
the htibitual exercise of his talents. And this seemed wdfully—from
choice. He would write for sonre urrstamped journal of the populace, out of the pale of the la^v, for pence, when he cordd have got
pomids fronr journals of high repute. He was very fond of scribbling
oft' penny baUads, and then standing hi the street to hear them sung.
He actuaUy once made himseH the poet of an advertising tador, and
enjoyed it excessively. But that did rrot last long, for John Burley
was a Pittite—not a Tory, he used to say, but a Pittite. And if you
had heard him talk of Pitt, you would never have known what to
make of that great statesman. He treated Mm as the German commentators do Shakspeare, aud invested him with aU imaghiary meanings and objects, that would have tumed the grand practical man
into a sybd. AVeU, he was a Pittite; the tador a fanatic for Thelwall
and Cobbett. Mr. Bmiey wrote a poem, wherein Britanma appeared
to the tador, compHmented Mm MgMy on the art he exhibited hi
adorning the persons of her sons; and, bestowing upon him a gigantic
mantle, said that he, and he alone, ndght be enabled to fit it to the
shoulders of Hving men. The rest of the poem was occupied in Mr.
Snip's unavading attempts to adjust tMs mantle to the eminent
poHticians of the day, when just as he had sunk down in despah,
Britannia re-appeared to Mm, and consoled Mm with the information
that he had done aU mortal man could do, and that she had only
desired to convince pigmies that no human art .could adjust to theif
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proportious the mantle of WdUam Pitt. Sic itur ad astra—she went
bacK to the stars, mantle and aU! ilr. Snip was exceedingly indis"nant at tMs aUegorical effusion, and vrith wrathful shears cut the tie
between himself and Ms poet.
Thus, then, the reader has, we trust, a pretty good idea of John
Bm-ley—a specimen of Ms genus, not very common m any age, and
now happdy almost extinct, since authors of aU degrees share in the
general improvement in order, economy, and sober deconim, wMch
has obtained in the national manners, ilr. Prickett, though entering
into less Mstorical detad than we have done, conveyed to Leonard a
tolerably accm'ate notion of the man, representing Mm as a person
of great powers and learning, who had thorougMy tM-own himseH
away.
Leonard did not, however, see how much ilr. Burley himseH was
to be blamed for Ms waste of Ufe : he could not conceive a man of
genius voluntarUy seatmg MmseH at the lowest step in the social
ladder. He rather supposed he had been thrast down there by
Necessity.
And when ilr. Prickett, concluding, said, " WeU, I should think
Burley wordd cm-e you of the deshe to be an author even more than
Chatterton," the young man answered, gloomdy. "Perhaps," and
tumed to the book-shelves.
"With ilr. Prickett's consent, Leonard was released earUer than
usual from his task, and a Httle before sunset he took his way to
Highgate. He was fortunately directed to take the new road by the
Regent's Park, and so on through a very green and sndling country.
The walk, the freshness of the ah, the songs of the bhds, and, above
aU, when he had got haH-way, the solitude of the road, served to
rouse him from Ms stem and sombre meditations. And when he
came into the lane overhung with chestnut trees, and suddenly
caught sight of Helen's watchful and then brightening face, as she
stood by the wicket, and under the shadow of cool mm-mnrous
Doughs, the blood r-ushed gady through Ms vems, and his heari beat
ioud and gratefuUy.

CHAPTER XXrV
SHE drew hhn mto the garden vrith such true childUke joy.
Now behold them seated in the arbour—a perfect bower of sweeti
and blossoms; the wilderness of roof-tops and sphes steetching below,
broad and far; London seen dim and sdent, as m a dream.
She took Ms hat from his brows gently, and looked him in the face
vrith tearful, penetrating eyes.
She did not say, "You are changed." She said, "AVhy, w-hy did I
leave you?" and then turned away.
" Never mind me, Helen. I am man, and rudely bom—speak of
yourseH. This lady is kind to you, then ? "
" Does she not let me see you ? Oh! very kind—and look here."
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Helen pointed to fruits and cakes set out on the table. " A ftast,
brother "
And she began to press her hospitaUty with pretty, w-innmg ways,
more playful than was usual to her, and talking very fast, and vrith
forced, but sdvery, laughter.
By degrees she stole him from Ms gloom and reserve; and though
he could not reveal to her the cause of his bitterest son-ow, he owmed
that he had suffered much. He would not have owned that to
another hving behrg. And then, quickly tm-uing from tMs brief confession, with assurances that the worst was over, he sought to amuse
her by speaking of his new acquamtance with the perch-fisher. But
when he spoke of tMs man with a kind of reluctant admiration, mixed
-with compassionate yet gloomy interest, and drew a grotesque, though
subdued, sketch of the wdd scene in wMch he had been spectator,
Helen grew alamied and grave.
' Oh, brother, do not go there again—do not see more of tMs bad
man."
" Bad !—no ! H jp&less and rmhappy, he has stooped to stuntdants
and obUvion;—but you cannot understand these things, my pretty
preacher."
' Yes I do, Leonxrd. A\'hat is the difference between bemg good
and bad r The good do not yield to temptations, and the bad do."
The defimtion was so simple and so wise that Leonard was more
struck w-ith it thau he might have been bv the most elaborate sermon
by Parson Dale.
" I have often murmured to myself, since I lost you, ' Helen was
nry good angel;'—say ou. For my heart is dark to myscH, and whde
you spctik Hght seems to dawn on it."
TMs praise so confused Helen that she was long before she could
obey the command aimexed to it. But, by Uttle and Httle, words
came to both more frankly. .iVnd then he told her the sad tale of
Chatterton, and wtuted, anxious to hear her comments.
" AV'eU," he said, seeiirg that she remained sdent, " how can /hope,
when tMs >niglity gemus laboured and despaired ? AVhat did he
warrt, save bhth arrd fortune, and friends, aud hrrman justice ?"
"Did he pray to God?" asked Helen, di-ying her tears.
Again Leonard was startled. In readmg the Hfe of Chatterton, he
had not much noted the scepticism, assumed or real, of the dl-fated
aspher to cartMy immortahty. At Helen's ciuestion, that scepticism
struck Mrn forcibly.
"AVhy do you ask that, Helen? "
" Because, when we pray often, we grow so very, very patient,"
answered the chUd. "Perhaps, had he been patient a few months
mere, aU wordd have been won hy Mm, as it -will be by you, brother:
for you pray, and you wiU be patrent."
Leonard bowed Ms head in deep thought, and tlds time the thought
was not gloomy. Then out from that awful Ufe there glowed another
passage, wMch before he had not heeded duly, but regarded rathei as
one of the darkest mysteries in the fate of Chatterton.
At the very thne.the despahing poet had locked hhnseH up hr his
garret, to dismiss Ms soul from its cartMy orde.al, Ms genius had just
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found its way mto the Hght of renown. Good and lear-uerl, aud powerful men were preparing to serve and save Mm. Arrother year—nay,
perchance arrother mouth—and he ndght have stood acknowledged
and subUme in the foremost rank of Ms age.
" Oh, Helen !" cried Leonard, raising Ms brows from wMch the
cloud had passed, " why, mdeed, did you leave me ?"
Helen started in her turn as he repeated tMs regret, and in her
turn grew thoughtful. At length she asked him if he had written for
the box wMch had belonged to her father, and been left at the inn.
And Leonard, though a Httle chafed at what he thouglit a cMidish
interruption to themes of greater interest, owned, with seU'-reproach,
t hat he had forgotten to do so. Should he not write now to order
the box to be sent to her at itiss Starke's ?
" No; let it be sent to you. Take care of it. I should Uke to
know that something of mme is with you; and perhaps I may not
stay here long."
" Not stay here ? That you must, my dear Helen—at least as lon^
iliss Starke wiU keep you, and is kind. By-and-by" (added Leonard,
with something of his former sanguine tone) " I may yet make my way,
and we shad have our cottage to ourselves. Bu"t—Oh Helen!—I
forgot—you wounded me; you left vom' money with me. I oMy
found it in my drawers the other day. Fie!—I have brought it
back."
"It was not mine—it is yours. AVe w-ere to share together—you
paid aU; and how can 1 want it here, too ?"
But Leonard was obstinate; and as Helen mourrrfully received
back all that of fortrme her father had bequeathed to her, a tall female
figure stood at the entrance of the arbour, and said, m a voice that
scattered aU sentiinent to the winds—" Young man, it is time to go."

CHAPTER XXV.
" ALRE.ADY ? " said Helen, with faltering accents, as she crept to
iliss Starke's side, wldle Leonara rose and bowed. " I am very
gratefrd to you, madam," said he, vrith the grace that comes from aU
refinement of idea, " for aUowing me to see iliss Helen. Do not let
me abuse your kindrress."
iliss Starke seemed struck vrith Ms look and marmer, and made a
stiff haH-curtsey.
A form more rigid than iliss Starke's it was hard to conceive.
She was like the Grim AA^lite AVoman in the nursery baUads. Yet,
appsrently, there was a good-nature in aUowing the stranger to enter
her trim garden, and proricUng for him and her Httle charge those
fruits and cakes, which beUed her aspect. " May I go vrith him to
the gate ? " whispered Helen, as Leonard had aheady passed up the
path.
"'You may, chUd; but do not loiter. And then come back, and
lock up the cakes and cherries, or Patty wiU get at them."
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Helen n n .after L'.ciLarJ.
•• Wntc to nil, brother-write to me; and do not, do not befrien
•--. th this ir..air, who : k you to that vricked. wicked pkce,"
"Oh, Ile.vn, 1 L-'o :, .:;i .'.nu stroucr enough to brave worse dange
than ;ha!^" sju.i I,i-or,:iril. idamst gady.
They kissi'd each otb.-r at the little wicked gate, and parted.
i. i.'nard walki'd iiomc under the summer moouhght, and on entering
^:^ chamber hKjkcd first a' his rose-tree. The leaves of yesterday's
liowiTs k v >• rewu ,-.r^ -uhd it ; but the tree had put forth neirkds.
"N.iiurc (V. r- rc-torcs," s,-ud the young man. He paused a
i,,(iiiir::;, ;.ii(l .added, " Is it that Nature is verj- patient?"
ilis sleep t,i:d i,:uht was ii..t broken by the iearfid dreamsheliad
l-ilc;> known. He rose rr;i-c.-lied, .and went his way to.his days
work—not -;,-:-.!iu- alons the less-ct-ow-dcd paths, but, with a fmn
step. th.n>u-h i!.c throng <'I DK-U, lie bold, advcutiirer-thoir hast
II.'.re I., suii, r! AVdt thou sink ? i h".k hito thy heart andlcanuot :uiswer.

Nori-: ( j \ iin.Mu Ol'Aiiiv.
A ;rrMt:,,„,-i„ who practises Il-iiui-..|,,-iiliv, ,-in,l who rcjoices in the name of
I.uthcr, lia- ,|,.,„ n.,- the honour to is-uc a'pam|.lik-t in prave viiiilication ol tne
w t c,r llaliiu-m.-inn tnmi wh,-ii hr ,,„„> .v,-s lo be Ilu- asMiult tliereon, ijcrpetrdtea
iu •• .My Nuv.-l." LmiM r tin- r.rst, ih .nu-h as n.naKUivc as Luther ^ e SeM'ia,
did iii,t«-a.stc Ins polciLicalvig-nur npo,, (-Linisof liis own making. Itistrueinm,
thougrtiin ".My N o v e l " Dr. Morgim is i, pr,-.M-ntcd as ,in able and warm-ti«ir™
man, there is a joke M hib I
, -u hat tlun ' D.i 1 turn the art itself into
ridicule? As wrU iiii;,-l,t sonu- a;-n.i,-„v ,,i Ilu- Church accuse me ot satirmngUS
.sacred rr,,f,...i,,,,. W1K.„,.V,-I- tlic reader is invik-,1 In a ,snnlc.-itUicexpenseof PMSon
D a l i - . - o r a o . u n i i - y r„t:, ,„-,i, o a , - ui, his pen K . r k a r t h c territorial class from
• ••"•'"-•ipatmn m liu- i,r..;;„li,-rs a^„.,-u,,l in the S,|un-.- of llazcldean. Nay, as weU
mu-ht some 1,1, , . , V ,-Ul,,,,athi.t ,-tM,l,.-.s (,, me a hnmily ou profaning the dignityot
- , • ; , ' ' , ' ' - ' • , ' " l'-'.'^"-'.uis, hy tlic i.-,-,-v,-R-iit piirti-aiturL- of Dr, Dosewell. My
,,,1
' ; " ' ' " " ' " l ^"^ a M.,-vcy,.r vai-uiK-s i„ Kut;hsli life, chiefly through the
, u?,. " ! ,
" '"•^'^••"l"iir liumoiu-s in varuuis nuMiiirations of character, r-ine
J u u - ' . - . T ' ' ' ^ ' ^ - '^'••^'"'••Kan pushes lus lavountc idea into humorous extravaaiiM,-,.tiH.'' " ' i T '
•"' "'" l"ni'liy of a Kood-natm-ed banter. If I were opposea
au.fii,- M , . - , ' ' , ' " " " . ' ' ' • " ' ' - ' ••*''""''' '^""^ a ^'^'7 difTcrent mode of deaUng with it i
allon,-ithv c m v ^ . - t i , ' . ' , ' ' ','""'=' rei'i-osented as an experienced practitioner in
redoeniii,;- liis r, i , „ i
, "" ''"ma=opatliical theory by honest convictions, inA
be drawn as ,a, iL' or-^,?^ K ' ^ T ' I observation and disinterested benevolence, would
But the la?t is^lh.[i if <;'','i'''=^''''n. fnd a preedy impostor,
ascribed to it by some of i t , ° " ? ' * ' " " ' ' "omffiopathy capable of aU the -wonders
human infirmities, T s i n c e r l l v h S ' " " ' ' ; . " ' ' '!"= °"^y scientific mode of dealing with
heneflt-nay, 1 mysell have f r ^ . ^ ' ^ t ? * ' ' ' ' ' , " ''^ ° " e " resorted to with very great
advantage. And If it had done " S ^ " , ' ' ' ° ? , ' = ' ' ' ^ " ' l ' = ™ n advised it, 1 opin
in aUopathical practice,!? w o u ^ b f e n t l t f e d ' t n ' t i ' " " ^ / u c e many notable refonn*
stomachs no longer oyer irrigated by the L o t h . P™f°™<i gratitude of all, with
drained by the phlebotomist.
apothecary, and veins no longer underBut Dr. Luther assumes that I have no anthorit., < - , . , D r . M o r g a n - t h a t it is monstrous Si me to i s e r t n^f^'^u''^ crotchets ascribed to
have globules
E-lobules for
m d as
WPU as
=.= the
t>,„ body
^ 5 : . t. . yw^ - H
o m c e o p a t h v professes
to
have
for the
the m
mind
as -weU
T^°"'*°Pa**'y
P''"''^^^^''S
some shaUow catchpenny treatises on the subiect &c o,'^a^?^e-"<iently only read
Does he profess to be a Homoeopathist, and yet forB-pV'hil i '"'^'^"cky Dr. Luther!
that J A H R is not the great original manual o f ^ f s r i e n r - t ' ' " t , i W m h e t e U m e
Homoeopathy? And what says this master text-book > i n,,Xr J,.® Blackstone of
quote
not for
Hie purpose only of justifying Dr. Moraran and myself from
the therefrom,
clSr*
es so incoa-
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srately brought against us by Dr. Luther, but also for the purjiose of provit.g to
general reader, that Dr. Morgan has full authority for prescribing CAUSTIC for
rs, and AGARICUS MUSCARIUS for the propensity t o indulge in verse-mak.n?-.
y, I will add that there is not a single prescription for mental disturbance sugited by Dr. Morgan for which, strange as it may seem to the uninitiated, he is
t warranted hterally by that work by J A H R , which is the ground-work of aU
moeopathical literature. Imprimis, O too oblivious Luther, does not J A H R
iign a large section of his manual t o Moral Affections ? Open vol, iii. of the
ris Edition, in 4 vols., 1850—go on t o page 236. Does not J A H R prescribe
iSE^ic for la JlWancolie noire, H E L L E B O R E for la M4lancolie douce; and, with
D nice distinction only known to homoeopathical philosophy. GOLD for la Mclan!ie religieuse? If it be the patient's inclination to rest silent, must he not
Ke loNATiA—if he have a desire to drown himself, should not the globule be
JLSATILLA?

For ill humour (p. 246) is there no suggestion of ACONITE ? If that humour is
the contemptuous character, like Dr. Luther's, is there no injmiction to try
ECACUANHA ? If it be '* disposition d/aire des reprochfs, a critiquer " (to quarrel
id criticise), does not J A U R give you—O frowning Luther—a wide ciioice from
ELLA Do.vxA to "VKRATRIUM ? Nay, if it be in a close apartment rather than the
pen air that the attack seizes you, should you not ingurgitate a pin's head of
atinum ? J A H R , J A H R I O Dr. Luther, would you have fallen into such a scrape,
you had consulted your J A H R ?
Turn to the same volume, p . 30, on Moral Emotions, is there not a globule for
n Amour jnatUeureux—for a lover disappointed are there not H Y O S : I G N - :
'Hos-AC? Nay, to sum up and clench the whole by the very proposition -which
undertook to prove, does not J A H R , vol. iii. p . 255, recommend AGARICUS for
he disposition & faire des vers {to make versesj, and more tlian once or twice
hroughout the same volume, is not CAUSTIC the remedy, by preference, for
I tendency to shed tears, provided, of course, other symptoms invite its
ipplication >
And O Dr. Luther, do you mean to teU us that the enthusiast of an art, to which
:his hook, by J A H R , is an acknowledged text-book, may not, whatever the skill of
:he man or the excellence of the art, or the value of the text-book, incur every one
Df the extravagances imputed to Dr. Morgan, or not freely lay himself open to the
gall-less pleasantries of a writer in search of the Humorous ?
Dr. Morgan is represented as one of the earliest disciples of Hahnemann in this
country, and therefore likely, in the zeal of a tyro, and the passion of a convert,
nprum consumere totum—wiiich Horatian elegancy our vernacular has debased
into the familiar vulgarism, " Go the whole h o g . " But even in the present day, I
assure Dr. Luther, and my readers generally, that I have met, abroad, Homceopathic physicians of considerable eminence, who have seriously contended for the
application of globules to the varieties of mental affliction and human vicissitude;
who have solemnly declared, that, whde the rest of the family have been plunged
into despair at the death of its head, one of the bereaved children resorting to
Homoeopathy has been preserved fi:om the depressing consequence of grief, and
been as cheerful as usual; t h a t a lover who meditated suicide at the perfidy of his
beloved, has in ten days been homoeopathically reduced into felicitous indifference,
and that there are secrets in tbe science professed by Dr. Luther, that cauinot he
too eamestly urged on his own attention, by which an irritable man may be taught
to control his temper, and a dull man to comprehend a joke.

Tta. I.

3SS

MY NOV£L; OB,

BOOK V I L
ANITIAL

CHAPTEE.

MR. CAXTON UPON COUKAGE AUD PATIENCE.

" WHA'T is courage ?" said my Uncle Roland, rousing himself from
a reverie into which he had faden, after the sixth book in this history
had been read to our fanidy circle.
" W h a t is courage?" he repeated more eamestly. " I s it insensibdity to fear ? That may be the mere accident of constitution;
aud, if so, there is no more merit in being courageous than in being
. this table."
" I am very glad to hear you speak thus," observed Mr. Caxton,
•' for I should not like to consider myself a coward; yet I am very
sensible to fear in aU dangers,.boddy and moral."
" L a , Austin, how can you say s o ? " cried my mother, firing u p ;
" was it not orily last week that you faced the great bull that was
rushing after Blanche and the children?"
Blanche at that recoUection stole to my father's chair, and, hanging
over his shordder, kissed his forehead.
M R . CAXTON (sublimely unmoved by these flatteries).—I don't deny
that I faced the bud, but I assert that I was horribly frightened.
ROLAND.—The sense of honour which conquers fear is the true
corrrage of chivalry: you could not run away when others were
looking on—no gentleman cordd.
M R . CAXTON.—Fiddledee! I t was not on my gentility that I
stood. Captain. I should have mn fast enough, if it had done any
^ood. I stood upon my understanding. As the bull could run
laster than I could, the only chance of escape was to make the brute
as frightened as myseif.
BLANCHE.—Ai, you did not think of that; your ordy thought was
to save me and the cluldren.
M B . CAXTON.—Possibly, my dear—very possibly I might have
Deen afraid for you too;—but I was very much afraid for myself.
However, luckdy, I had the umbrella, and I sprang it up and spread
it iforth in the ardmal's stupid eyes, hurling at him simrdtaneousfy tthe
biggest Unes I could think of in the First Chorus of the " Seven
agairrst Thebes." I began with EuEDEiorAS PEDIOPLOKTUPOS ; and
when I came to the grand hovvl of 'Iw, i(i, iw, I'oi, the beast stood
appalled as at the roar of a don. I shaU never forget his amazed
snort at the Greek. Then he kicked up his hind legs, nnd went bolt
through the gap in the hedge. Thus armed with ^schylns and the
umbreUa, I remained master of the field; but (continued Mr. Caxton,
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mgenuously), I should not like to go through that half minute
again.
" N o man would," said the Captain, kindly. " I should be very
sorry to face a brdl myself, even with a bigger umbreUa than yours,
and even though I had ./Eschylus, and Homer to boot, at my fingers'
ends."
M R . CAXTON.—You would not have minded if it had been a
frenchman with a sword in his hand ?
CAPTAIN.—Of course not. Rather Uked it than otherwise, ]g
added, grimly.
M R . CAXTON.—Yet many a Spaidsh matador, who doesn't caaj
a button for a bull, would take to his heels at the first lunge
en quart from a Erenchman. Therefore, in fact, if courage be a
matter of constitution, it is also a matter of custom. We face cahnly
the dangers we are habituated to, and recod from those of which we
have no famdiar experience. I doubt d' Marshal Turenne himselt
would have been quite at his ease on the tight-rope; and a ropedancer, who seems disposed to scale the heavens with Titanic
temerity, might possibly object to charge on a cannon.
CAPTAIN ROLAND.—Stdl either this is not the courage I mean, or
it is another kind of it. I mean by courage that which is the especial
force and dignity of the hunran character, without which there is no
reUance on principle, no constancy in vii-tue—a something, continued
my uncle gaUantly, and with a half-bow towards my mother, which
your sex shares with our own. AVhen the lover, for instance, clasps
the hand of his betrotherl, and says, " W d t thou be true to me,
in spite of absence and time, ni spite of hazard and fortune,
though my foes maUgn nre, though thy friends may dissuade thee,
and our lot iir Ufe may be rough and rude ?" aud when the betrothed
arrswers, " I wdl be true," does not the lover trust to her courage as
weU as her love ?
" Adndrably put, Roland," said my father. " But apropos of what
do you puzzle us with these queries on coui-age ?"
CAPTAIN ROLAND (with a sUght blush).—I was led to the inquiry

(though, perhaps, it may be frivolous to take so much thought of
what, no doubt, costs Pisistratus so Uttle) by the last chapters m my
nephew's story. I see tlus poor boy Leonard alone with his faUen
hopes (though very irrational they were), and bis sense of shame.
And I read his heart, I dare say, better than Pisistratus does, for I
could feel like that boy if I had been in the same position; and
conjecturing what he and thousands Uke him must go through,
I asked myself, " "What can save hiin and them ?" I answered, as a
soldier wordd answer, " Courage I " Very weU. But pray, Austin,
what is corn-age ?
]\IR. CAXTON (prudently backing out of a reply).—Papa ! Brother,
since you have just compUmented the ladies on that quaUty, you had
better address your question to them.
Blanche here leant both hands on my father's chair, and said,
looking down at fu-st bashfuUy, but afterwards wanrdug with the
subiect, " D o you not think, sir, that Uttle Helen has already sugKested, if not what is courage, what at least is the real essence of all
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courage tlrat endures and conquers, that ennobles and haUows, and
redeems? Is it not PATIENCE, father?—arrd that is why we women
have a courage of our own. Patience does not affect to be superior
to fear, but at least it never admits despair."
PisisTBATirs.—Kiss me, my Blanche, for you have come near to
the truth which perplexed the soldier aud puzzled the sage.
M R . CAXTON (tartly).—If you mean me by the sage, I was not
puzzled at aU. Heaven knows you do right to inculcate patience—it
IS a virtue ver-y much required in your readers. Nevertheless (added
my father, softening vrdth the enjoj-nrcrrt of his joke)—nevertheless
Blanche and Helen are quite right. Patience is the corrrage of the
conqueror; it is the virtue, par excellence, of Man against Destiny—
of the One agaiust the "World, and of the Soul agairrst Matter.
Therefore this is the courage of the Gospel; and its importance, m a
social view—its importance to races arid institutions—camrot be too
eamestly urculcatcd. "W'hat is it that distinguishes the Anglo-Saxon
from aU other branches of the huinair family, peo'plcs deserts with his
cbdilren, arrd consigns to them the heritage of rising worlds ? What
l)ut his niculty to brave, to suffer, to endure—the patience that resists
rirnil.\-, and imiovtitc-s slowly. Compare hinr wrth the Ereuchnran.
The l-'rciichinau has plenty of vtilour—tlrat there is no denying ; but
as for fortitude, he litis not enough to cover the point of a pin. He
is ready to rush out ot the world if he is bitten by a flea.
CAPTAIN POLAND,—There was a case in the papers the other day,
Austin, of a Prcnchinau who actually did destroy himself because he
was so tctiscd by the little creatures you speak of. He left a paper
on his table, sa\ ing that " Ufe w;is not worth having at the price of
such torments." *
]\IR. CAXTON (solemnly).—Sir, tlicir whole political history, since
the great meeting of the Tiers Eltit, has been tne history.of men who
-would rather go to the devd than be bitten by a flea. It is the record
of human im])atieiicc, that seeks to force time, and expects to grow
forests from the spawn of a mushroom. Wherefore, running through
idl extremes of constitutional cxpcrinrcnf, when they are nearest to
democracy they are next door to a despot; and all they have ready
done is to destroy whatever constitutes the foundation of every tolerable government. A constitutiorral monarchy cannot exist AvithouS
aristocrac.v, nor a healthful republic endure with corruption of manners. The cry of Equality is mcompatible with CiviUzation, which,
of necessity, contrasts poverty with wealth—and, in short, whether
it be an emperor or a rrrob ^ that is to rrde, Eorce is the sole hope of
order, and the goverrrment is but an army.
" Impress, 0 Pisistratus I impress the value of patience as regards
* Fact. In a work by M. G I B E R T , a celebrated French physician, on diseases
of the skin, he states tliat that minute troublesome kind of rash, known by the
name of prurigo, though not dangerous in itself, has often driven the individoa]
afflicted by it to—suicide. I believe that our more varying climate, and our more
heating drinks and aliments, render this skin complaint more common in England
than in France, yet I doubt if any English physician could state that it had ever
driven one of his English patients to suicide.
t Publishi^d more than a year before the date of the French empire under Lcuui
Napoleon,

V.UUEIIES IN ENGLISH LIFE,

341

man and men. You touch there on the kernel of the social system—
the secret that fortifies the individual and discipUnes the million. I
care not, for my part, if you are tedious so long as you are earnest.
Be minrrte and detaded. Let the real Human Ld'e, in its war ivith
Circrrmstanee, stand out. Never mind if one can read yori but
slowly—better chance of being less quickly forgotten. Patience,
patience! By the sord of Epicrtetus, your readers shaU set you an
•^-x ample!"

CHAPTER U .
LEONARD had written twice to ^Irs. Fairfield, twice to Riccaboccu,
and once to Mr. Dale; and the poor proud boy could not bear to
betray bis humdiation. He wrote as with cheerful spirits—as if perfectly satisfied with his prospects. He said that he was weU ernployed,
in the midst of books, and that he had found kind friends. Then he
turned from himself to write about those whom he addressed, and the
afl'airs and interests of the quiet world wherein they Uved. He did
not give his own address, nor that of iMr. Prickett. He dated his
letters from a smaU coffee-house near the bookseUer's, to which he
occasionaUy went for his simple meals. He had a motive in this. He
did not desire to be found out. Mr. Dale repUed for hinrself and for
Mrs. Fairfield, to the epistles addressed to these two. Riccabocca
wrote also. Nothing could be more kind thau the repUes of both.
They came to Leonard in a very dark period in his Ufe, and they
strengthened him in the noiseless battle with- despair.
If there be a good in the world that we do without knowing it, without corrjecturing the effect it may have upon a human soul, it is when
we show kirrdness to the young in the first barren footpath up the
-uourrtain of Ufe.
Leonard's face resumed its serenity in Ids intercom-se with his
employer; but he did not recover his boyish ingenuous frankness. The
under-cun-ents flowed again pure from the turbid sod and the spUntered fragmerts uptorn from the deep; but they were stdl too strong
aud too rapid "^o aUow transparency to the surface. And now he
stood in the sublime world of books, stdl and earnest as a seer who
invokes the dead. And thus, face to face vrith knowledge, hourly he
discovered how little he knew. Mr. Prickett lent him such works as
he selected and asked to take home with him. He spent whole nights
in readhig; and no longer dcsultordy. He read no more poetry, no
more Lives of Poets, l i e read what poets must read if they dcsbe
to be great—Sapere priucipium et fons—strict reasonings on the
human mind : the relations Irct ween motive and conduct, thought aud
action; the grave and solemn truths of the past world ; antiquities,
history, philosophy. He was taken out of himself. He was carried
along tlic ocr-aii of the univci-se. In that ocean, O seeker, study the
law of the tides ; and scein.rc Chance nowhere—Thought presidiu,!^
over all,—Fate, that dread phantom, shall vanish fronr creation, and
i'rovidence alorre be visible in heaverr and on earth !
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CHAPTER I I I .
THERE was to be a considerable book-sale at a count'y house one
day's journey fronr Londorr. Mr. Prickett meant to have attended d
on his own behaU, and that of several gentlemen who had given him
commissions for purchase; but, on the morning fixed for his depariure,
he was seized with a severe return of his old foe, the rheumatism.
He requested Leonard to attend instead of himself. Leonard went,
and was absent for the three days during which the sale lasted.
He retumed late in the evening, and went at once to Mr. Prickett's
bouse. The shop was closed; he knocked at the private entrance; a
strange person opened the door to him, and, in reply to his c^uestioii
if Mr. Prickett was at home, said with a long and funeral face—
" Yormg man, Mr. Prickett, senior, is gone to his long home, but Mr.
Richard Prickett wiU see you."
At this moment a very gravedooking man, with lank hair, looked
forth from the side-door, commrmic.ating between the shop and the
passtige, and then stcjiiied forward—" Come in, sir; you are my late
imcle's assistant, Mr. Eairfield, 1 suppose?"
" Your late uncle I Heavens, sir, do I understand aright—can Mr.
Prickett be dead sirrce I left Loudon ?"
" Died, sir, suddenly, last night. It was an affection of the heart.
The doctor tldnks the rheumatism attacked that organ. He had
small time to provide for his departure, and his account-books seein
in sad disorder : I am his nephew aud executor."
Leonard had now foUowed the nephew into the shop. There still
burned the gas-lamp. The place seemed nrore dingy arrd cavcrnoris
than before. Death always makes its presence felt in the house it
visits.
Leonard was greatly affected—and yet more, perhaps, by the utter
want of feeUng which the nephew exhibited. In fact, the deceased
had not been on friendly terms with this person, his nearest rchitive
and heir-at-law, who was also a bookseUer.
"You were engaged but by the week, 1 find, yormg man, on
reference to my late uncle's papers. He gave you £1 a week—a monstrous sum ! I shad uot require your services any further. I shaU
move these books to my own house. You v^dll be good enough t
send me a list of those you bought at the sale, and your account
traveUing expenses, &c. "VVhat may be due to you shad be sent
your addi'css. Good evening."
Leonard went home, shocked and saddened at the sudden death of his
kind employer. He did uot think much of himseU' that night! but,
when he rose the next day, he sudderdy felt that the world of London
lay before him, without a friend, without a calling, without an occupation for bread.
This time it was no fancied sorrow, no poetic dream disappointed.
Before him, gamrt and palpable, stood Famine.
Escape!—yes. Back to the vdlage: his mother's cottage; tha
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exde's garden; the radishes and the fount. "Why could he not
escape ? Ask why civdisation cannot escape its dls, and fly back to
the wild and the wigwam.
Leonard could not have returned to the cottage, even if the Famine
that faced had already seized him with her skeleton hand. Lond®n
releases not so readily her fated step-sons.

CHAPTER IV
ONE day three persons were standing before an old book-staU m a
passage leading from Oxford Street into Totterdram Court Road. Two
were gentlemen • the third, of the class and appearance of those who
more habituady halt at old book-staUs.
" Look," said one of the gentlemen to the other, " I have discovered
here what I have searched for in vain the last ten years—the Horace
of 1580, the Horace of the Forty Commentators—a perfect treasury
of learning, and marked only fourteen shdUngs !"
"Hush, Norreys," said the other, "and observe what is yet
more worth your study;" and he pointed to the third bystander,
whose face, sharp and attenuated, was bent with an absorbed,
and, as it were, with a hungering attention over an old worm-eaten
volume.
"What is the book, my lord?" whispered Mr. Norreys.
His companion smiled, and repUed by another question, " "What is
the man who reads the book ? "
Mr. Norreys moved a few paces, and looked over the student's
shoulder. " Preston's translation of BOETHILS, The Consolations oj
PMlosjphy," he said, coming back to his friend.
" He looks as if he wanted aU the consolations Philosophy can give
him, poor boy."
At this moment a fourth passenger paused at the book-stall, and,
recognising the pale student, placed his hand on Ids shoulder, and
said, " Aha, young sir, we meet again. So poor Prickett is dead. But
you are stiU haunted by associations. Books—books—magnets to
which aU iron minds move insensibly. What is this ? BOETHIUS !
Ah, a book written in prison, but a little time before the advent of
the only phdosopher who solves to the simplest understanding every
mystery of life
"
"And that phdosopher?"
"Is Death!" said Mr. Brurley. "How can you be drdl enorrgh tc
ask ? Poor Boetldus, rich, nobly bom, a consul, his sons consuls—
the world one smde to the Last PhUosopher of Rome. Then sudderdy,
against this type of the old world's departing WISDOM, stands fro-wning the new world's grim genius, FORCE—Theodoric the Ostrogcth
condemning Boethius the Schoolman; and Boetldus, in his Paviaii
dungeon, holding a dialogue with the shade of Athenian Phdosophy.
It is the flnest picture upon which lingers the gUmmering of the
Western golden day, before rdgbt rashes over time."

344

MY NOVEL; OR,

"And," said Mr. NorTcys, abraptly, "Boethius conies back to us
wrth the faint gleam of returning Ught, translated by Alfred the Great.
And, agam, as the suji of knowledge bursts forth in aU its splendoui,
by Queen EUzabeth. Boetldus influences us as we stand in this
passage ; and that is the best of aU the Consolations of Phdosophy—
eh, Mr.Burley?"
JSIr. Burley tumed and bowed.
The two men looked at each other; you cordd not see a greater
contrast. Mr. Biurley, his gay green dress already shabby and soded,
with a rent in the skirts, and his face speaking of habitual nightcups. Mr. Norreys, neat and somewhat precise in dress, with firm
lean figure, and quiet, coUected, vigorous energy in his eye and
aspect.
" If," repUed Mr. Burley, " a poor devd like me may argue with a
gentleman who may command Ids own price with the bookseUers, I
should say it is no consolation at aU, Mr. Norreys. And I should
Idee to see any man of sense accept the concHtion of Boethius in his
prisorr, r-sith some strangler or headsman waiting behind the door,
upon the promised proviso that he shordd be translated, centuries
afterw-ards, by Kinirs and .Queens, and help indirectly to influence the
murds of Northern barbariarrs, babbUng about him in arr alley, jostled
by pas,sers-by who never heard the name of Boethius, and who don't
care a fig for phdosophy. Your servant, sir—young man, come and
talk."
Burley hooked his arm witliur Leonard's, and led the boy passively
away.
" That is a clever nran," said Harley L'Estrange. " But I am
sorry to sec >-on yormg student, with his bright earnest eyes, and his
Up that has the qui\('r of passion and enthusiasm, leardng on the arm
ot a guide who seems disenchanted of all that gives purpose to learning, aud ludcs pliilosophy \rith use to the world. "\Vho, and what is
thrs clever man whom you caU Burley?"
" A nran who might have been famous, if he had condescended to
be respectable! The boy Ustening to us both so attentively interested
me too—I shordd Uke to have the making of him. But I rrrust buy
this Horace."
The shopman, Irrrking within his hole like a spider for fUcs, was
now caUed out. And when Mr. Norreys had bouglit the Horace, and
given an addi-css where to send it, Harley asked the shopman if he
knew the vourrg mau who had been reading Boethius.
" Only by. sight. He has come here every day the last week, and
spends hours at the staU. When once he fastens on a book, he reads
it through."
" And never buys ? " said Mr. Norreys.
" Sn," said the shopman, with a good-natured smde, " they who
buy seldom read. The poor boy pays me twopence a day to read as
long as he pleases. I would not take it, but he is proud."
" I have known men amass great learning in that way," said
Mr. Norreys, " Yes, I should like to have that boy in my hands.
And now, my lord, I anr at your service, and we wdl go to tHe studio
of your artist."
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The two gentlemen walked on towards one of the streets out or
Fitzroy Square.
In a few minutes more Harley L'Estrange was in his element,
seated carelessly on a deal table, smoking his cigar, and discussing
art with the gusto of a man who honestly loved, and the taste of a
man who thorougldy understood it. The young artist, in his dressing-robe, adding slow touch upon touch, paused often to Usten the
better. And Henry Norreys, enjoying the brief respite from a Ufe of
great labour, was gladly reminded of idle hours under rosy skies; for
these three men had formed their friendship in Italy, where the bands
of friendship are woven by the hands of the Graces.

CHAPTER V.
LEONARD and Mr. Burley walked on into the suburbs rormd the
north road from London, and Mr. Burley offered to find Uterary
employment for Leorrard—arr offer eagerly accepted.
Then they went into a public-house by the way-side. Burley
demanded a private room, called for pen, ink, and paper ; and placing
these implements before Leonard, said, " Write what jou please iu
prose, five sheets of letter-paper, twenty-two dues to a page—neither
more nor less."
" I cannot write so."
" Tut, 'tis for bread."
The boy's face crimsoned.
" I must forget that," said he.
" There is an arbour in the garden, under a weeping ash," returned
Brrrley. " Go there, and fancy yourself in Arcadia."
Leonard was too pleased to obey. He fourrd out the little arbour
at one end of a deserted bowUng-greerr. AU was stiU—the hedgerow shut out the sight of the irm. The sun lay warm on the grass,
and glinted pleasantly through the leaves of the ash. And Leonard
there wrote the fUst essay from his hand as Author by profession.
What was it that he wrote? His dreamy impressions of London?
an anathema on its streets, and its hearts of stone ? murmui-s against
poverty ? dark elegies on fate ?
. Oh no ! little knowest thou true geruus, if thou askest such questions, or thinkest that there, under the weeping ash, the taskwork for
bread was remembered; or that the sunbeam glinted but over the
practical world, which, vulgar and sordid, lay around. Leonard -wrote
a fairy tale—one of the loveUest you can conceive, with a deUcate
touch of playful hirmour—ui a style all flowered over with happy
fancies. He smded as he wrote the last word—he was happy. In
rather more than an hour Mr. Burley came to 1dm, and found him
with that smde on his lips.
Mr. Burley had a glass of braudy-and-watcr in his hand; it was his
third. He too smiled—he too looked htippy. He read the paper
SLJO'dd, and weU. He was very compLmeutary. "You wiU d o ! "
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said he, clapping Leonard on the back. " Perhaps some day you
wdl catch my one-eyed perch." Then he folded up the MS., scnbbled
off a note, put the whole in one envelope—and they retumed to
Lcmdon.
Air. Bnrley disappeared witldn a duigy office near Fleet Street, on
which was inscribed—" Oflice of the Beehive" and soon came forth
-with a golden sovereign in Ids hand—Leonard's fu'st-fruits. Leonard
thought Peru lay before him- He accompaided Mr. Bnrley to that
gentleman's lodging in Maida Hdl. The walk had been very long;
Leonard was not fatigued. He listened with a UveUer attention than
before to Barley's talk. And when they reached the apartments.of
the latter, and Mr. Burley sent to the eookshop, and their joint
supper was taken out of the golden sovereign Leonard felt proud,
and for the first time for weeks he laughed the heart's lajigh. The
two -^Titers grew more and more intimate and cordial. Aud there
was a vast deal in Burley by which any young man might be made
the wiser. There was no apparent evidence or pciverty m the apartments—clean, new, well-furrushed; but all things in the most horrible
Utter—aU speaking of the huge literary sloven.
For severtd da.\-s Leonard alnrost Uved iir tliose rooms. He wrote
continuously—stive wheu Barley's conversation fascinated him into
idlerress. Nay, it was not idleness—his knowlcd.^'-c grew larger as
be listened; but the cynicism of the talker began slowly to work its
w;iy. That c.vnicism in which there was no faith, no hope, no vivdyiug breath from Glory—fronr ReUgion. The cyrricism of the Epicurean, more degraded in his sty than ever ^'^-as Diogenes iu Ids tub; and
yet presented with such ease and such eloquence,—with such art and
such mirth,—so adorned with dlustration and anecdote,—so rmconscious of debasement!
Strange aud dread phdosophy—that made it a maxim to squander
the gifts of mind on tire mere care for matter, and fit the sord to Uve
but as fronr day to day, with its scornful cry, " A fig for irnraortaUty
and laurels!"" An author for bread! Ob, miserable caUing! was
there something grand and holy, after all, eveu iu Chatterton'a
despair ?

CHAPTER VI.
T H E vdlanous Beehive ! Bread was worked out of it, certainly; but
fame, but hope for the future—certainly not, Jldton's Paradise
Lost would have perished without a sound, had it appe;u-cd iu the
Beehive.
Fine things were there in a fragmentary crrrde state, composed by
Burley himself. At the end of a week they were dead and forgotten
—never read by one man of education and taste; ttikeu simultaneously and indifferently with shaUow poUtics and wretched essays, yet
selling, perhaps, twenty or tliirty thousand copies—an immense sale,
—and nothing got out of them but bread and brandy!
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"What more wordd you h a v e ? " cried Joiin Burley. "Did not
stem old Sam Johnson say he could uever -write but from want ? "
" He might say it," answered Leonard;" but he never meant posterity to believe him. And he would have died of want, I suspect,
rather than have vratten Ritsselas for the Beehive ! Waut is a grand
thing," continued the boy, thoughtfully,—"a parent of grand things.
Necessity is strong, and shoidd give us its own strength; but Want
should shatter asmrdcr, with its very -wTithiirgs, the waUs of onr
prison-ho'dse, and not sit contented with the aUowarrce the jad gives
us iu exchange for our work."
" There is rro prison-house to a man who caUs upon Bacchrrs—stay
—I wiU translate to you Schiller's Dithyramb. ' Then see I Bacchus
—then up come Cupid and Phoebus, and aU the Celestials are filling
my dweUing.'"
Breaking into impromptu careless rhynres, Burley threw off a rude
but sph'itcd translation of that divine 1\ ric.
" 0 materialist!" cried the boy, with Ids bright eyes suffused.
" Schdler caUs on the gods to take bim to theu- heaven with him; and
you would debase the gods to a gin-palace."
" H o , h o ! " cried Burley, with his giant laugh. "Drink, and you
wdl rmderstand the Dithyramb."

CHAPTER

Yll.

SUDDENLY one morrung, as Leonard sat with Burley, a fashionable
cabriolet, with a very handsome horse, stopped at the door—a loud
knock—a quick step ou the stairs, and Randal Leslie entered.
Leonard recognised liim and started. Randal glanced at him in
surprise, arrd then, with a tact that showed he had already learned to
profit by London Ide, after shakiug hands with .Burley, approached,
and said, -n-ith some successful attempt at ease, " Urdess I am no'mistaken, sir, wc have met before. If you remember nre, I hope all
boyish quarrels are forgotten ? "
Leonard bowed, and his heart was stdl good enough to be softened.
" Where cordd you two ever have met? " asked Burley.
" In a vUlage green, and ui single combat," answered Randal,
smding; and he told the story of the Battle of the Stocks, with.a
weU-bred jest ou himself. Brrrley laughed at the story. "But," said
he, when this laugh was over, "my young friend had better have
remained guardian of the vidage stocks, than come to London in
search of such fortune as lies at the bottom of an ink-hom."
" Ah," said Randal, -with the secret contenrpt which men elaborately
cultivated are apt to feel for those who seek to educate themselves—
" ah, you make litertiture your caUing, sir ? At what school did you
concerve a taste for letters—not very common at our great pubUc
fiehools."
'' I am at school now for the first time," answered Leonard, di-dy.
" Experience is the best schoolmistress," said Burley; " aad that
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was tbe maxin of Goethe, who bad book-learning enough, in all
corrscience."
Randal sUghtly shrugged bis shordders, and, without wasting
another thought on Leonard, peasant-bom and self-taught, took his
seat, and began to talk to Burley upon a poUtical question, which
made then the war-cry between the two great ParUamentary parties.
It was a subject in which Bnrley showed much general knowledge;
and Randal, seeming to differ from him, drew forth alike his information and his argumentative powers. The conversation lasted more
than an hour.
" I can't quite agree -with you,'| said Randal, taking Ids leave;
" but you must aUow me to call again—wdl the same hour to-morrow
suit you ? "
" "Yes," said Burley.
Away went the yormg man in his cabriolet. Leonard watched him
from the window.
For five days, consecutively, did Randal caU and discuss the question in ad its bearings; and Burlej', after the second day, got interested in the matter, looked up his authorities — refreshed his
memory—and even spent an hour or two in the Library of the British
Museum.
By the fifth day, Burley had ready exhausted aU that cordd well be
said on his side of the question.
Leonard, during these coUoquies, had sat apart seemingly absorbed
in reading, and secretly stung by Randal's disregard of his presence.
For mdeed that young man, iu his superb seU'-esteem, and iu the
absorption of his ambitious projects, scarce felt even cuiiosity as to
Leonard's rise above Ids earber station, and looked on him as a mere
journeyman of Burley's. But the self-taught are keen and quick
observers. And Leonard had remarked that Randal seemed more as
one playing a part for some private purpose, than arguing in earnest;
and that, when he rose and saidj 'Mr. Burley you have convurced
me," it was not with the modesty of a sincere reasouer, but the trirrmph
of one who has gained his end. But so strack, meanwhde, -was our
unlreeded aud sdent Usterrer, with Burley's power of generalisation,
and the wide surface over which his irdormation extended, that
when Randal left the room the boy looked at the sloverdy purposeless
man, .and said aloud—" True ; knowledge is not power."
" Certainly not," said Burley drdy—" the weakest tldng in the
world."
" Knowledge is power," muttered Randal LesUe, as, with a smile
on his Up, he drove from the door.
Not many days after this last interview there appeared a short
pampidet; anonymous, but one which made a great impression on the
town. It was on the subject discussed between Randal and Burley.
It was quoted at great length in the newspapers. And Burley started
to his feet one morning, and exclaimed, "My OAVU thoughts!—my
venr words! Wlio the de-vd is this pamphleteer ? "
Leonard took the newspaper from Bru'ley's hand. The most flattering encomiums preceded the extracts, and the extracts were as stereotypes of Burlej-'s talk.
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" Can you doubt the author r" cried Leonard, in deep disgust and
ingenuous scorn. " The young man who came to steal your brains,
and turn yonr knowledge
"
" Into power," interrupted Burley, with a laugh, but it was a
laugh of pain. " WeU thrs was very mean; I shaU teU lum so when
he comes."
" He wdl come no more," said Leonard. Nor did Randal come
again. But he sent Mr. Burley a copy of the pamphlet with a poUte
note, saying, with candid but careless acknowledgment, that " he had
profited much by Mr. Burley's hints and remarks."
And now it was.in aU the papers, that the pamphlet which had
made so great a rroise was by a very young man, Mr. Audley Egerton's
relation. And high hopes were expressed of the future career of Mr.
Randal Leslie.
Burley still attempted to laugh, and stdl his pain was visible.
Leonard most cordially despised and hated Randal LesUe, and his
heart moved to Burley with noble but perdous compassion. In his
desire to soothe and comfort the man whom he deemed cheated out of
fame, he forgot the caution he had hitherto imposed on himself, and
yielded more and more to the charm of that wasted intellect. He
accompanied Burley now to the haunts to whiclr his friend went to
spend Iris everdugs; and rrrore and more—though gradually and •with
many a recod and self-rebuke—there crept over lum the cynic's
contempt for glory, and miserable pldlosopny of debased content.
Randal had risen irrto grave repute upon the strength of Burley's
knowledge. But, had Bmdey -m-itten the pamphlet, would the same
repute have attended Mm ? Certairdy not. Randal Leshe brought
to that knowledge quaUties aU his own—a style, simple, strong, and
logical; a certaui tone of good society, and aUusions to men and to
parties that showed his connection with a cabinet minister, and proved
that he had profited no less by Egerton's talk than Burley's.
Had Burley wi-itten the pamphlet, it would have showed more
genius, it would have had humour and wit, but have been so frdl of
whims and qrups, sirrs against taste, and defects in eamestness, that
it would have failed to create any serious sensation. Here, then,
there was something else besides knowledge, by whiclr knowledge
became power. Knowledge must not smell.of the brarrdy-bottle.
Randal Leslie rrright be mean in his plagiarism, but he tumed the
useless into use. Ajrd so far he was original.
But one's admiratioir, after aU, rests where Leonard's rested—with
the poor, riotous, lawless, big, faUen man.
Burley took himself off to the Brent, and fished again for the oneeyed perch. Leonard accompanied him. His feeUngs were indeed
different from what they had been when he had reclrrred under the
old tree, and talked with Helen of tbe future. But it was almost
pathetic to see how Burley's nature seemed to alter, as he strayed
along the banks of the rivulet, and discoursed of his own boyhood.
The nran then seemed restored to something of the innocence of the
chdd. He cared, in truth, little for the perch, wluch continued
intractable, but he enjoyed the air and the sky, the rustUng grass
sed the murmuring waters. These excui-sions to the haunts of youth
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seemed to rebaptise lum, and then his eloquence took a pastoral
character,>and Isaac Walton himself would have loved to hear him.
But as he got back into the smoke of the metropolis, and the gaslamps made him. forget the ruddy sunset and the soft everung star,
the gross habits reassumed their sway, and on he went with his
swaggering reckless step to the orgies in which his abused inteUect
flamed forth, and then sank into tbe socket quenched and rayless.

CHAPTER VIII.
HELEN was seized with profound and auxious sadness. Leonard
had been three or four times to see her, and each time she saw a
change in him that excited aU her fears. He seemed, it is true, more
shrewd, more worldly-wise, more fitted, it might be, for coarse dady
Ufe; but, on the other hand, the freshness and glory of his youth
were waning slowly. His aspirurgs drooped earthward. He had not
mastered the Practical, and moulded its uses with the strong hand of
the Spiritual Arcldtect, of the Ideal Brdlder; the Practical was
overpowering himself. She grew pale when he talked of Burley, and
shuddered, poor Uttle Helen! wlien she found he was dady and
almost nightly in a compaidonship wluch, with her native honest
prudence, she saw so rmsuited to strengthen him in his struggles,
and aid hinr agairrst temptation. She almost groaned when, pressing
lum as to his pecuniary means, she found his old terror of debt
seemed fading ;iwa.\', aud tbe soUd healthful principles he had taken
from his viUage were loosening fast. Under ad, it is true, there was
what a wiser aud older jierson than Helen would have haded as
the redeeming promise. Birt that sonrething was grief—a sublime
grief in his own sense of falUng—in his own impotence against the
Fate he had provoked and coveted. The subUmity of that grief
Helen cordd not detect; she saw only that it was grief, and she
grieved with it, letting it excuse every fardt —making her more
anxious to comfort, in order that she might save. Even from the
first, when Leonard had exclaimed, "Ah, Helen, why did you ever
leave me?" she had revolved the idea of retum to him; and when
in the boy's last visit he told her that Burley, persecuted by duns,
was about to fly from his present lodgings, and take his abode with
Leonard iu the room she had left vacant, aU doubt was over. She
resolved to sacrifice the safety and shelter of the home assured her.
She resolved to come back and share Leonard's penm-y and struggles,
and save the old room, wherein she had prayed for him, from the
tempter's dangerous presence. Should she burden him? No; she
had assisted her father by many Uttle female .arts in needle and fancy
work. She had improved herself in these during her sojorrm with
Miss Starke. She could bring her share to the common stock.
Possessed wdth this idea, she determined to reaUse it before the day
on which Leonard had told her Brrrley was to move his quarters.
Accordingly she rose very early one morning; she wrote a pretty and
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gratefrd note to Miss Starke, who was fast asleep, left it on the tabic,
and, before any one was astir, stole from the house, her Uttle bundle
on her arm. She lingered an instant at the garden-gate, with a
remorsefrd sentiment—a feeUng that she had Ul-fepaid the cold and
prim protection that Miss Starke had shown her. But sisterly love
carried aU before it. She closed the gate with a sigh, and went on.
She arrived at the lodging-house before Leonard was up, took
possession of ner old chamber^ and presentino- herself to Leonard,
as he was about to go forth, said (story-teUer that she was),—" I am
sent away, brother, and I have come to you to take care of me. Do
not let us part again. But yon must be very cheerfrd and very
happy, or I shad think that I am sadly in your way."
Leonard at first did look cheerful, and even happy; but then he
thought of Burley, and then of bis own means of supporting Helen,
and was embarrassed, and began questioning her as to the possibditj
of reconciUation with Miss Starke. And Helen said, gravely, " Impossible—do not ask it, and do not go near her."
Then Leonard thought she had been humbled and insulted, and
remembered that she was a gentleman's chdd, and felt for her wounded
pride—he was so proud himself. Yet stdl he was embarrassed.
" ShaU I keep the purse again, Leonard ? " siid Helen, coaxingly.
" Alas ! " replied Leonard, " the purse is empty."
" That is very naughty tn the purse," said Helerr, "since you put
so much into it."
"I?"
" Did not you say that you made, at least, a grrinea a week ? "
" Yes; but Burley takes the money; and then, poor feUow I as 1
owe all to him, I have not the heart to prevent him spending it as he
Ukes."
" Please, I wish you could settle the month's rent," said the
landlady, suddenly showing herself. She said it civdly, but with
firmness.
Leonard coloured. " It shall be paid to-day."
Then he pressed his hat on his head, and putting Helen gently aside,
werrt forth.
" Speak to me in future, kind Mrs. Smedley," said Helen, with
the air of a housewife. "He is always in study, and must not be
distrubcd."
The landlady — a good woman, though she Uked her rent —
smded benignly. She was fond of Helen, whom she had known
of old.
" l a m so glad you are come back; and perhaps novv the young
man wid not keep such late hours. I meant to give him warrriig,
but
"
" But he wdl be a great man one of these days, and you must bear
with him now." •: And Helen kissed Mrs. Smedley, and sent her away
half incUned to cry.
Then Helen busied herself in the rooms. She found her father's
box, which had been duly forwarded. She re-exandned its contents,
and wept, as she touched each humble and pious reUc. . But her
father's memory itself thus seemed to give th's home a sanction which
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tne former had not; and she rose qruetly, and began mechanicallv to
put things in order, sighmg, as she saw aU so neglected, till she came
to the rose-tree, and that alone showed heed and care. "DearLeo?.ard!" she murmured, and the smde resettled on her Ups.

CHAPTER IX.
NOTHING, perhaps, could have severed Leonard from Burley but
Helen's return to Ids care. I t was impossible for hinr, even had
there been another room in the house vacant (which there was not), to
instaU this noisy, riotous son of tbe Muse by Bacchus, talking at
random, and smelling of spirits, in the same dwcUing with arr iimocent, deUcate, timid, female chdd. And Leonard could not leave her
alone all the tweuty-forrr horrrs. She restored a home to lum, and
imposed its duties. He therefore told ]\tr. Burley that in future he
should write and study ui Ids own room, and luiited, with many a
blush, and as delicately as he could, that it seemed to him that whatr-ver he obtained from his pen ought to be halved with Burley, to
whose interest he owed the employment, and from whose books or
whose knowledge he took what helped to maintain it; but that the
other half, if his, he could no longer afford to spend upon feasts or
Ubations. He had another Ufe to provide for.
Brrrley pooh-poohed the notion ot taking half his coadjutor's earning
-with mucli grandeur, but spoke very fretfully of Leorrard's sober
ajiproin-iatiou of the other half; and, though a good-natured, warmhearted man, felt extremely indimaiit at the sudden interposition of
poor Helen. However, Leonard was firm; and therr Burley grew
suUcn, and so they parted. But the rent was stiU to be paid. How ?
Leonard for the tirst time thought of 1 he pawnbroker. He had clothes
t i spare, and Bieeabocca's watch. No ; that last he shrank from
applying to such base uses.
lie went home at noon, and met Helen at the street-door. She,
too, luid been out, and her soft cheek w;is rosy-red with unwonted
exercise and the serrse of ioy. She had stiU preserved thefew gold pieces
which Leonard had taken back to her on his first visit to iMiss
Starke's. She had now gont out and bought wools and implements
for work ; and meanwhde she had paid the rent.
Leonard did not object to the -n-ork, but he blushed deeply when he
knew about the rent, and was very angry. He paid back to her that
night what she had advanced; and Helen wept sdently at his pride,
an^ wept more when she saw the next day a woeful hiatus m his
wardrobe.
But Leonard now worked at home, and worked resolutely; and
Helen sat by bis side, workuig too; so that next day, and the next,
sUpped peacefuUy away, and in the evening of the second he asked her
to waUi out in the fields. She sprang up jo.vonsly at the invitation,
whea bang went the door, and m reeled John Burley—drunk:—and to
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CHAPTER X.
AND with Biuley there reeled in another man—a friend of his—a
•nan who had been a wealthy trader and once weU to do,—but wh»,
.luluckily, had Uterary tastes, and was fond of hearing Burley talk.
^0, since" he had known the wit, his busmess had faUen from him, and
he had passed through the Bankrupt Court. A very shabby-looking
• log he was, indeed, and his nose was redder than Burley's.
John made a drrmken dash at poor Helen. " So you are tbe PenI heus in petticoats who defies Bacchus," cried he; and therewith he
roared out a verse from Euripides. Helen ran away, and Leonard
uiterposed.
" For shame, Burley! "
" He's drunk," said Mr. Douce, tbe bankrupt trader—" very drunk
—don't mind—him. I say, sir, I hope we don't intrude. Sit stdl,
Burley, sit stdl, and talk, do—that's a good man. You should bear
1dm—ta—ta—talk, sir."
Leonard meanwhUe had got Helen out of the room, into her own,
and begged her not to be alarmed, and keep the door locked. He
then retumed to Burley, who had seated himself on the bed, trjirrg
wondrous hard to keep himself upright; whde Mr. Douce was
striving to light a shor-t pipe that he carried in his button-hole—
N^rithont having fiUed it—and, naturaUy failing in that attempt, was
now beginning to weep.
Leonard was deeply shocked and revolted for Helen's sake; but it
was hopeless to make Burley Usten to reason. And how could the
boy turn out of his room the man to whom he was under obUgations ?
Meanwhde there smote upon Helen's shrinking ears loud jarring
talk and maudUn laughter, and cracked attempts at jovial songs.
Then she heard Mrs. Smedley in Leonard's room, remonstrating;
and Burley's laugh was louder tharr before, and Mrs. Smedley, who
was a meek woman, evidently got frightened, and was heard in precipitate retreat. Long and loud talk recornmenced, Burley's great
voice predominant. Mr. Douce chiming in with hiccupy broken treble.
Hour after hour this lasted, for want of the drink that would have
brought it to a premature close. And Burley graduaUy began to talk
himself somewhat sober. Then Mr-. Douce was heard descending the
stairs, and sdence foUowed. At dawn, Leonard knocked at Helen's
door. She opened it at once, for she had not gone to bed.
"Helen," said he, very sadly, "you cannot continue here. I must
find ont some proper home for you. This man has served me when
aU London was friendless, and he tells me that he has nowhere else
to go—that the badiffs are after him. He has now faden asleep. I
v.-ill go and find you some lodging close at hand—for I carmot expel
iiim who has protected me ; and yet you carmot be under the same
toof with him. My own good angel, I must lose you."
He did not wait for her answer, but hurried down the stairs.
The morrung looked through the shutterlcss panes ia Leonard'*
vol.. I. '
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garret, and the birds began to chirp from the elm-tree, wheu Bnrley
rose and shook himself, and stared rormd. He could not quite make
out where he was. He got hold of the water-jug, which he emptied
at three draughts, and felt greatly refreshed. He then began to reconnoitre the chamber—looked at Leonard's MSS.—peeped into the
drawers—wondered where the devd Leonard himself had gone to—
and finally amused himself by throwing down the fire-irons, ringing
tbe bell, and makiirg aU the noise he could, in the hopes of attracting
the attention of somebody or other, and procuring hunself his morning dram.
I n the nudst of tins charivari the door opened softly, but as if with
a resolute hand, and the smaU quiet form of Helen stood before the
threshold. Burley tumed rormd, and the two looked at each other
for some moments with silent scrutiny.
BURLEY (composing his features into their most friendly expression).—Conre hither, my dear. So you are the Uttle girl whom 1 saw
with Leonard on the banks of the Brent, and you have come back to
live with him—and I have come to Uve with him too. You shall
be our Uttle housekeeper, and I wdl teU you the story of Prince
Prettyman, and a great many others not to be found in Mother Goose.
Meanwhile, my dear Uttle girl, here's sixpence—just run out and
change this for its worth in rum.
HELEN (coming slowly up to Mr. Burley, and stdl gazing eamestly
into his face).—Air, sir, Leonard says you nave a kind heart, and that
ou have served bim—he cannot ask you to leave the house; and so
, who have never served him, am to go hence and Uve alone.
BuuLEY (moved).—You go, my Uttle lady?—and why? Can we
not all hve to^ct her ?
H E L E N . — ^ o , sir. I left everything to come to Leonard, for we
had met first at my father's grave. But yon rob me of him, and
1 have no other friend on earth.
BURLEY (discomposed).—Explain yourself. Why must you leave
nim because 1 come ?
i h i c n looks at Mr. Burley again, long and wistfrdly, but makes no
answer.
BURLEY (with a gulp).—Is it because he thinks I am not fit company for you ?
Helen bowed her head.
Burley winced, and after a moment's pause said—"He is right."
HELEN (obeying the imptdse at her heart, springs forward and
takes Burley's hand).—"Ah, sir," she cried, " before he knew you he
was so difl'erent: then he was cheerfrd—then, even when his first disappointment came, T grieved and wept; but I felt he would conquer
8bid—for his heart vi as so good and pure Oh, sir, don't think I
reproach you ; but what is to become ot him rf—rf—No, it is not for
myseU I speak. 1 know that ii I was here, that if he had me to care
for, he would come home early—and work patierrtly—and—and—that
1 might save hinr. But now when I am gone, and you live with him
—you to whom he is grateful, you whom he would foUow against his
own conscience (you must see that, sir), what is to become of him f"
Helen's voice died in sobs.
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Burley took three or four long strides through the room;—he was
CTeatly agitated. " I am a demon," he murmured. " I never saw it
before—but it is trae—I should be this boy's ruin." Tears stood in
his eyes, he paused abruptly, made a clutch at his hat, and turned to
the door.
Helen stopped the way, and taking him gently by the arm, said—
"Oh, sir, forgive me—I have pained you;" and looked up at him
with a compassionate expression, that indeed made the cldld's sweet
face as that of an angel.
Burley bent down as if to kiss her, and then drew back—perhaps
with a sentiment that his Ups were not worthy to touch that innocent
brow.
" If I had had a sister—a child like you, Uttle one," he muttered,
"perhaps I too might have been saved in time. Now
"
" Ah, now you may stay, sir; I don't fear you any more."
" No, no; you would fear me again ere night-time, and I might
not be always in the right mood to listen to a voice Uke yourSj child.
Your Leonard has a noble heart and rare gifts. He should rise yet,
and he shaU. I wdl not drag him into the mire. Good-bye—you
wdl see me no more." He broke from Helen, cleared the stairs -with
a bound, and was out of the house.
When Leonard retumed, he was surprised to bear his unwelcome
guest was gone—but Helen did not venture to teU him of her interposition. She knew instinctively how such ofl&ciousness would mortify
and offend the pride of man—but she never again spoke harshly of
poor Burley. Leonard supposed that he should either see or hear
of the humorist in the course of the day. Finding he did not, be
went in search of him at his old harmts ; but no trace. He inquired
at the Beehive if they knew there of his new address, but no tidings
of Burley could be obtained.
As he came home disappointed and anxious, for he felt uneasy as
to the disappearance of his wUd friend, Mrs. Smedley met him at
the door.
"Please, sir, suit yourself with another lodging," said she, " I
can have no such singings and shoutings going on at night m my
house. And that poor Uttle girl, too!—you should be ashamed of
yourself."
Leonard frowned, and passed by.

CHAPTER XI.
JVLEAN-WHILE, on leaving Helen, Burley strode on; and, as if by
some better instinct, for ne was unconscious of his own steps, he
took the way towards the stdl green harmts of his youth. When he
paused at length, he was alreaay before the door of a rural cottage,
standing alone in the midst of fields, -with a Uttle farmyard at tbe
back; and far through the trees in front was caught a gUmp.-ie of the
^ d i n g Brent.
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\\'ith this cottage Burley was fanriUar; it was uihabited by a good
old couple who had known bim from a boy. There he habituaUv
left his rods and fishing-tackle; there, for mtervals in his turbid,
rio-^ous Ufe, he had sojourned for two or three days together—fancying the first day that the country was a heaven, and convinced before
the third that it was a purgatory.
An old woman, of neat and tidy exterior, came forth to greet him.
"Ah, blaster dolm," said she, clasping Ids nerveless hand—"weU,
the fields be pleasant now—I hope you are come to stay a bit ? Do;
it -wiU freshen you: you lose all the fine colour you had ouce, in
Lunnon town."
" I wdl stay vrith you, my kind friend," said Burley, with unusual
meekness—" I can have the old roorn, then ? "
" Oh, yes, come and look at it. I never let it now to any one brrt
you—never have let it siuce the dear beautiful lady -with the angel's
face went away. Poor tldng, what could have become of her ? "
Thus speaking, whde Burley Ustened not, the old woman drew him
within tbe cottage, and led him up the stairs into a room that might
have weU become a better house, for it was furnished with taste, and
even elegance. A small cabinet phano-forte stood opposite the fireplace, and the window looked upon pleasant meads and tangled hedgerows, and the narrow windings of the blue rivulet. Burley sank
down exhausted, and gazed wistfuUy from the casement.
"You have not breakfasted?" said the hostess, anxiously.
" No."
" W'eU, the eggs are fresh laid, and you would Uke a rasher of
bacon. Master John ? And if you will have brand>- in your tea, I
have some that yorr left long ago irr your own bottle."
Brrrley shook his head. "No brandy, ]\lrs. Goodyer; only fresh
iidlk. 1 will see vrhcther I can yet coax Nature."
Mrs. Good.\er did not know what was meant by coaxing Nature,
but she said, " Pray do. Master John," and vanished.
That day Bmiey went out with his rod, and hefishedhard for the
one-eyed perch : but in vain. Then he roved along tbe stream -with
his hands in his pockets, whistUng. He retru-ned to the cottage at
sunset, partook ol the fare provided for lum, abstained from the
brandy, aud felt drcadfuUy low. He caUed for pen, ink, and paper,
and sought to wTite, but could not aclueve two hues. He summoned
Mrs. Goodyer. "TeU your husbarrd to come aud sit and talk."
Up came old Jacob Goodyer, and the great wit bade him teU him
aU the news of the vrUage. Jacob obeyed wiUingly, and Bmiey at
last feU asleep. The next day it was much the same, only at dumer
be had up the brandy-bottle, andfinishedit: aud he did not have up
Jacob, but he contrived to write.
The third day it raured incessantly. " Have you no books, Mrs.
Goodyer?" asked poor John Burley.
"Oh, yes, some tnat the dear lady left behind her; and perhaps you
would like to look at some papers in her own wTituig ?"
" No, not the papers—all women scribble, and aU scribble the same
things. Get me the books."
The books wei'« brought up—poetry and essays—John knew thcs

VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFfc.

357

by ireart. He looked out on the rain, and at evening the raur had
ceased. He rushed to his hat and fled.
" Natrrre, Nature!" he exclaimed, when he was out in the air and
hurrying by the dripping hedgerows, " you are not to be coaxed by
me ! I have jdted you shaineftdly, 1 own it; you are a female, aud
unforgiving. I don't complain. You may be very pretty, but you are
the stupidest and most tiresome companion that ever I met with.
Thank heaven, I am not married to you!"
Thus John Burley made bis way into town, and paused at the first
pubUc-house. Out of that house he came with a jovial air, and on he
strode towards the heart of London. Now he is in Liecester Square,
and he gazes on the foreigners who staUc that region, and hums a tune;
and now from yonder alley two forms emerge, and dog his careless
footsteps J now through the maze of passages towairds St. Martin's he
threads hrs path, and, anticipating an orgy as he nears his favourite
haunts, jingles the sdver in nis pockets; and now the two forms arc at
his heels.
" Hail to thee, 0 Freedom!" muttered John Burley, " thy dweUing
is irr cities, and thy palace is the tavern."
" In the king's name," quoth a grufi' voice : and John Burley feels
the horrid and famdiar tap on the shoulder.
The two badiffs who dogged have seised their prey.
" At whose suit ?" asked John Burley, falteringly.
" Mr. Cox, the wine-merchant."
" Cox I A man to whom 1 gave a cheque on my banker's not thren
mouths ago!"
" But it warn't cashed."
" What does that signify ?—the intention was the same. A good
heart takes the wdl for the deed. Cox is a monster of ingratitude,
and I withdraw my custom."
" Sarve him right. Would your honour like a jarvey ?"
" I would rather spend the money on something else," said John
Burley. " Give me your arm, I am not proud. Mtef aU, thank
heaven, I shaU not sleep in the country."
And John Burley made a night of it in the Fleet.

CIL^TER x n .
MISS STARKE was one of those ladies who pass their Uves in the
direst of aU civd strife—war with their servants. She looked upon
the members of that class as the unrelenting and sleepless enemies of
the unfortunate householders condemned to employ them. She thought
they ate and drank to their viUanous utmost, in order to ruin their
benefactors—that they Uved in one constant conspiracy with one
another and the tradesmen, the object of which was to cheat and
pilfer. Miss Starke was a miserable woman. As she had no relations
or friends who cared enough for her to share her soUtary struggle
against her domestic foes; and her income, though easy, was aa
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anniuty that died with herself, thereby reducing variorrs nephews,
nieces, or cousins, to the strict bounds of a natural affection—that did
not exist; and as she felt the want of some friendly face amidst this
world of distrust and hate, so she haa tried the resource of venal
companions. But the venal companions had never stajed long—
either they disUked iMiss Starke, or JMiss Starke disUked them.
Therefore the poor woman had resolved upon bringing up some Uttle
girl whose heart, as she said to herself, would be fresh and uncorrupted, and from whom she might expect gratitude. She had been
contented, on the whole, with Helen, and had meant to keep that
chdd in her horrse as long as she (iUss Starke), remained upon the
earth—perhaps some thirty years longer; and then, having carefuUy
secluded her from marriage, and other friendship, to leave her nothing
but the regret of having lost so kind a benefactress. Conformably
with this notion, and in order to secure the affections of the chdd.
Miss Starke had relaxed the frigid austerity natural to her manner
and mode of thought, and been kind to Helen in au iron way. She had
neither slapped nor pinched her, neither had she starved. She had
aUowed her to see Leonard, according to the agreement made with
Dr. Morgan, and had laid out tenpence on cakes, besides contributing
fruit from her garden for the first interview—a hospitality she did
not think it fit to renew on subsequent occasions. In return for this,
she conceived she had purchased the right to Helen boddy and spUituaUy, aud nothing could exceed her indignation when she rose one
morning and found the chdd had gone. As it never had occurred to
her to ask Leonard's address, though she suspected Helen had gone
to him, she was at a loss what to do, and remained for tweuty-forrr
hours m a state of inane depression. But then she began to miss
the chdd so much that her energies woke, and she persuaded herself
that she was actuated by the purest benevolence in trying to reclaim
this poor creatm-e from the world into \vhich Helen had thus rashly
plrmged.
Accordingly, she put an advertisement into the Times, to the following efl'ect, liberally imitated from one by which, in former years,
she had recovered a favom'ite Blenheim :—
TWO G U I N E A S REWARD.
g T R A Y E D , from Ivy Cottage, Highgate, a Little Girl—answers to tlie name of
Helen; with blue eyes and brown hair; wliite muslin frock, and straw hat
with blue ribbons. V\ hoever wiU bring the same to Ivy Cottage, sluU receive the
above Reward.
K.B.—Nothing more will be offered.

Now, it SO happened that IMrs. Smedley had put an advertisement
in the Times on her own account, relating to a niece of hers who was
coming from the country, and for whom she desired to find a situation.
So, contrary to her usual habit, she seirt for the newspaper, aud, close
')y her owir advertisement, she saw j\liss Starke's.
It was impossible that she cordd mistake the description of Helen;
and, as this advertisement caught her eye the very day after the whole
house had been disturbed and scandalised by Mr. Brrrley's noisy visit,
»nd on which she bad res-olved to get rid of a lodger who received such
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visHors, the good-hearted woman was delighted to think that she
cordd restore Helen to some safe home. Whde thus thinking, Helen
herself entered the kitchen where Mrs. Smedley sat, and the landlady
had the imprudence to point out the advertisement, and talk, .rs she
caUed it, " seriously " to the little girl.
Helen in vain and with tears entreated her to take no step in
reply to the advertisement. Mrs. Smedley felt it was an affair of
duty, and was obdurate, and shortly afterwards put ou her bonnet
and left the house. Helen conjectured that she was on her way to
Miss Starke's, and her whole soul was bent on flight. Leonard had
gone to the oflice of the Beehive with his MSS.; but she packed up
aU their joint effects, and just as she had done so, he retumed. She
commrmicated the news oi"^ the advertisement, and said she should be
so miserable if compeUed to go back to Miss Starke's, and implored
him so patheticaUy to save her from such sorrow that he at once
assented to her proposal of flight. Luckily, little was o-wing to the
landlady—that little was left with the maid-ser-vant; and, profiting by
Mrs.. Smedley's absence, they escaped without scene or conflict.
Their effects were taken by Leonard to a stand of hackney-vehicles,
and then left at a coach-ofiice, whde they went in search of' lodgings.
It was wise to choose an entirely new and remote district; and before
night they were settled in an attic in Lambeth.

CHAPTER X n i .
As the reader wiU expect, no trace of Burley cordd Leonard find;
the humorist had ceased to communicate with the Beehive. But
Leonard grieved for Burley's sake; and, indeed, he missed the intercourse of tbe large wrong rrdnd. But he settled dorvn by degrees to
the simple loving society of his chdd-companion, and in that presence
grew more tranquil. The hours in the daytime that he did not pass
at work, he spent as before, picking up knowledge at book-staUs;
and at dusk he and Helen would stroU out—sometimes stri-ving to
escape from the long suburb into fresh rural air, more often wandering to and fro the bridge that led to glorious Westminster—Londou's
classic land—and watching the vague lamps reflected on the river.
This haunt suited the musing melancholy boy. He wordd st.and
long and with wistfrd sdence by the balustrade—seating Helen
thereon, that she too might look along the dark morrrnfrd waters
which, dark though they be, stiU have their charm of mysterious
repose.
As the river flowed between the world of roofs, and the roar of
human passions on either side, so in those two heartsflowedThought
—and all they knew of London was its shadow.
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CHAPTER XIV
THERE appeared in the Beehive certain very truculent poUtical papci i
—papers very like the tracts in the Tirdicr's bag. Leonard did not
heed them much, but they made far more sensation in the pubUc that
read the Beehive than Leonard's papers, frdl of rare promise though
the last were. They greatly increased tbe sale of the periodical m
the manufacturing towns, and began to awake the drowsy vigdance of
the Home Office. Suddenly a descent was made rrpon tbe Beehicr.
and aU its papers and plant. The editor saw himself threatened witii
a criminal prosecution, and tbe certainty of two years' imprisonment:
he did not Uke the prospect, and disappeared. One evening, when
Leonard, unconscious of these mischances, arrived at the door of the
office, he found it closed. An agitated mob was before it, and a voice
that was not new to his car w;is haranguing the bystanders, with many
imprecations against " tyrants." He looked, and to his amaze, recognized in the orator i\Ir. Spnitt the Tinker.
The poUce came in numbers to disperse the crowd, and Mr. Sprott
prudently vanished. Leonard learned, then, what had befallen, and
again saw hunself without employment and the means of bread.
Slowly he walked back. " 0 knowledge, knowledge !—powerless,
indeed! " be murmured.
As he thrrs spoke, a handbdl in Large capitals met his eyes on a dead
waU—" Wanted, a few smart young men for India."
A crimp accosted him—" You would make a fnre soldier, my man.
You lurve stout Umbs of yoru- own."
Leonard moved on.
It has come back, then, to this. Brute physical force after ad !
0 Mmd, despair! O Petisant, be a machine again!"
He entered his attic noiselessly, and gazed upon Helen as she sale
at work, strairruig her eyes by the open window—with tender arrd
deep compassion. She had not heard him enter, rror was she aware of
his presence. Patient and stdl she sat, and the smaU fingers pUed
busily. He gazed, aud saw that her cheek was pale and hollow, and
the hands looked so tlun! His heart was deeply touched, and at that
moment he had not one memory of the baffled Poet, one thought that
proclaimed the Egotist.
He approached her gently, laid his hand on her shoulder—" Heler,
put on your shawl and bonnet, and walk out—I have much 4o say."
In a few moments she was ready, and they took their way to their
favom'ite haunt rrpon the bridge. Pausing iu one of the recesses, or
nooks, Leonard then began,—" Helen, we must part."
" P a r t ? - 0 b , "brother!"
" Listen. AU work that depends on mmd is over for me—nothmg
remains but the labour of thews and sinews. I cannot go back to ILJvillage and say to aU,' My hopes, were self-conceit, and my intellect
a delrision !' I carmot. Neither in this sordid city can I tm-n nreiual
or porter. I might be born to that drudgery, brrt my mit;,l has. it
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may be unhappily, raised me above my birth. What, then, shall I do ?
I know not yet—serve as a soldier, or push my wtiy to some wUderQcss afar, as an emigrant, perhaps. But whatever my choice, I must
henceforth be alone; I nave a nome no more. But there is a home
for you, Helen, a very humble one (for j-ou, too, so weU born), but
very safe—the roof of—of—my peasant mother. She wdl love you for
my sake, aud—and—"
Helen clung to him trembUng, and sobbed out, " Anything, anything you wdl. But I can work; I can make mone.v, Leonard. I do,
indeed, make money—you do not know how much—but enough for
us both tdl better times come to you. Do not let us part."
'' And I—a man, and bom to labour, to be maintained by the work
of an infant! No, Helen, do not so degrade me."
She drew back as she looked on his flushed brow, bowed her head
submissively, and murmured, " Pardon."
" A h ! " said Helen, after a pause, " if now we co-old but find my
poor father's friend! I never so much cared for it before."
" Yes, he would surely provide for you."
" For me ! " repeated Helen, in a tone of soft deep reproach, and
she tumed away her bead to conceal her tears.
" You are sure you would remember him, if we met him by
chance?"
" Oh yes. He was so different from aU we see ur this terrible cit.v,
and his eyes were Uke yonder stars, so clear and so bright; yet the
Ught seemed to come from afar off, as the light does in yours, when
your thoughts are away from all thmgs round you. And then, too,
his dog, whom he caded Nero—I could not forget that."
" But his dog may not be always with him."
But the bright clear eyes a,re! Ah, now you look up to heaven,
and yours seem to dream like his."
Leonard did not answer, for Ids thoughts were indeed less on earth
than struggling, to pierce into that remote and mysterious heaven.
Both were sdent long; the crowd passed them by unheedingiy.
Night deepened over the river, but the reflection of the lampUghts on
its waves was more visible than that of the stars. The beams showed
the darkness of the strong current, and the craft that lay eastward on
the tide, with saddess spectral masts and black dismal hrrlks, looked
deathlike in their stillness.
Leonard looked down, and the thought of Chatterton's grun srucide
came back to his soul; and a pale scornful face, with luminous haririt ing eyes, seemed to look up from the stream, and murmur fronr Uyid
t i p s - " Straggle no more against the tides on the surface—all is cal.,i
and rest withm the deep."
Startmg in terror from tbe gloom of his reverie, the boy began to
talk fast to Helen, and tried to soothe her with descriptions cf the
lowly home which he had offered.
.
- , i•
He spoke of tbe Ught cares which she would participate with his
mother (for by that name be stdl caUed the widow), and dwelt, willi
an eloquence that the contrast round him made suicere and strong, on
the happy rural Ufe, the shadowy woodlands, the rippling com-fields,
the sciemu loan church-spire soaring from the tranqud larrdscape.

363

MV NOVEL; OS,

Flatteringly he painted the flowery terraces of the ItaUan exiie,
and the plajiul fountam that, even as he spoke, was flinging up its
spray to the stars, through serene an untroubled by the smoke oi
cities, and untauited by the suiful sighs of men. He promised her
the love and protection of natures akin to the happy scene: the
simnle affectionate mother—the gentle pastor—the exde wise and
kuid—Violante, with dark eyes frdl of the mystic thoughts that soUtude caUs from chddhood,—Violante should be her companion.
" And, oh !" cried Helen, " ii Ufe be thus happy there, retum with
me, retrrm—retum ! "
" Alas!" murmured the boy, "if the hammer once strike the spark
from the anyd, the spark must fiy upwards; it cannot fall back to
earth untd Ught has left it. Upward stid. Helen—let me go upward
stdl!"

CHAPTER

XT.

THE next morrung Helen was very iU—so iU that, shortly after
risiug, she was forced to creep back to bed. Her frame shivered—
her eyes were heavy—her hand burned Uke fire. Fever had set in.
Perlraps she might have caught cold on the bridge—perhaps her
emotions had proved too tiruch for her frame. Leonard, in great
alarm, ctdlcd m the nearest apothecary. The apothecary looked
grave, aud said there was danger. And danger soon declared itself—
Helen became deUrious. For several davs she lay in this state,
between life and death. Leonard then felt that ad the sorrov^'s of
earth are light, compared with the fear of losing what we love. How
valueless the envied laurel seemed beside the dying rose.
Thanks, perhaps, more to Ids heed and tending thau to medical
skill, she recovered sense at last—immediate perd was over. But she
was very wctik and reduced—her ultimate recovery doubtful—convalescence, at best, likely to be very slow.
But when she learned how long she had been thus Ul, she looked
anxiously at Leonard's face as he bent over her, and faltered forth,^
" Give me uiy work; I am strong enough for that now—it would
amrrse me."
Leonard burst into tears.
Alas ! he had no work himself; all their joint nroney had melted away.
The apothecary was not Uke good Dr. Morgan • the medicines were
to be paid for—and the rent. Two days before, Leonard had pawned
Riccabocca's watch; and when the last slrdUn^ thus raised was gone,
how shordd ae support Helen ? Nevertheless ne conquered his tears,
and assirred her that he had employment; and that so eamestly that
she beUeved him, and sank into soft sleep. He Ustened to her breathing, kissed her forehead, and left the room. He tumed into his o-wn
neighbouring garret, and, learring his face on his hands, collected aU
his thoughts.
*Ie Djust bi a beggar at last. He must write +0 },:l!. D:Jc for
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•oney—Mr. Dale, too, who knew the secret of his burth. He would
rather have begged of a stranger-;-it seemed to add a new dishonour
to his mother's memory for the chdd to beg of one who was acquainted
with her shame. Had he himself been the only one to want and to
starve, he would have sunk inch by inch into the grave of famine,
before be would have so subdued his pride. But Helen, there ou
that bed—Helen needing, for weeks perhaps, aU support, and illness
making luxuries themselves Uke necessaries! Beg be must. And
when he so resolved, had you but seen the proud bitter soul he conquered, you would have said—" This, which he thinks is degradation
—this is heroism.'' Oh strange human heart! no epic ever written
achieves the Sublime and the Beautiful which are graven, unread by
human eye, in thy secret leaves. Of whom else should he beg ? His
mother had nothing, Riccabocca was poor, and the stately Violante,
who had exclaimed, " Would that I were a man !"—he could not
endure the thought that she should pity him, and despise. The
Avenels! No—thrice no. He drew towards bin hastily ink and
paper, and wrote rapid lines, that were wrung from him as from the
bleeding strings of Ufe.
But the hour for the post had passed—the letter mnst wait tdl the
next day; and three days at least would elapse before he cordd receive
an answer. He left the letter on the table, and, stifling as for air,
went forth. He crossed the bridge—he passed on mechanicaUy—and
was home along by a crowd pressing towards the doors of Parliament. A debate that excited popular interest was fised for that
evening, and many bystanders coUected in the street to see the
members pass to and fro, or hear what speakers bad yet risen to take
part in the debate, or try to get orders for the gaUery.
He baited amidst these loiterers, with no interest, indeed, in
common with them, but looking over their heads abstractedly towards
the tall Funeral Abbey—imperial Golgotha of Poets, and Chiefs, and
Kings.
Suddeidy his attention was diverted to those around by the sound
of a name—displeasingly known to him. "How are yoir, Randal
LesUe ?—coming to hear the debate ?" said a member, who was
passing through the street.
" Yes; Mr. Egerton promised to get me under the gaUery. He is
to speak himself to-night, and I nave never heard him. As you
are going into the House, wdl you remind bim of his promise to
me?"
" I can't now, for he is speaking already—and weU too. I h-urried
from the Atheneeum, where I was dining, on purpose to be in time,
as I heard that his speech was making a great effect."
"This is very unlucky," said Randal. " I had no idea he would
speak so early."
"C
brought him up by a direct personal attack. Biit foUow
me; perhaps I can get you into the House; and a man like you,
LesUe, from whom we expect great things some day, I can teU you,
should not miss any such opportunity of knowing what tlds House of
ours is on a field mght. Come on!"
Tbe member hurried towards the door; and as Rand.al followe»l
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dim, a bystander cried—"That is the yormg man who wrote the
famous panrphlet—Egerton's relation."
"Oh, indeed!" said another. "Clever man, Egerton—lam waiting
for him."
" So am I."
" Why, you are not a constituent as I am."
" No; but he has been very kind to my nephew, and ] inust thank
faim. lOu are a constituent—he is an honour to your town."
" So he is: enUghtened man!"
" And so generous!"
" Brings forward ready good measures," quoth the poUtician.
" And clever yomrg men," said the uncle.
Therewith one or two others joined in the praise of Audley Edgerton, and many anecdotes of his UberaUty were told.
Leonard listened at first listlessly, at last with thoughtful attention.
He had heard Brrrley, too, speak highly of this generous statesman,
v.-ho, wdthout pretending to geruus himself, appreciated it in others.
He suddenly remembered, too, that Egerton was haU-brotber to the
Squire. Vague notions of some appeal to this eminent person^ not
for charity, but employment to his nrind, gleamed across nim—mexperienced boy that he yet was! And, while thus meditating, the
ioor of the House opened, and out came Audley Egerton hunself. A
partial cheering, foUowed by a gcrreral murmur, apprised Leonard of
tbe presence of the popular statesman. Egerton vvas caught hold of
by some five or six persons in succession: a shake of the hand, a nod,
a brief whispered word or two, sufficed the practised member fo,gracefrd escape; and soon, free from the crowd, his tall, erect figure
passed on, and turned towards the bridge. He paused at the angle
and took out his watch, looking at it by the lamp-light.
"Harley will be here soon," he muttered—"he is always prmctual; and now that I have spoken, I can give him an hour or so. That
is wed."
As he replaced his w-.atch in his pocket, and re-buttoned his coat
over his firm, broad chest, he lifted Ids eyes, and saw a youug man
standing before him.
" Do you want me?" asked the statesman, with the direct brevity
of his practical character.
" Mr. Egerton," said tbe young man, vnth a voice that sUghtly
trembled, and yet was mardy amrdst emotion, "you have a great
name, and great power—I stand here in these streets of London
without a friend, and without employment. I beUeve that I have it
in me to do some nobler work than that of boddy labour, had I but
one friend—one operung for my thoughts. And now I have said
this, 1 scarcely know how, or why, but from despair, and the sudden
impulse which that despair took from the praise that foUows yoursuccess—1 have nothing more to add."
Audley Egerton was sdent for a moment, strack by the tone and
address of the stranger; but the consummate and wary man of iue
world, accustomed to all manner: of strange appUcatrons, and aU
varieties of imposture, quickly recsvered from a passing and sUght
ofj-ect.
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•• .\i-e you a native of
?" (naming the town which the statesfiiair represented).
" N o , SU-."

"Well, young man, I am very sorry for you; but the good sense
\ on must possess (for I judge of that by the education you have evidently received) miust teU you that a pubUc man, whatever be his
patronage, has it too frrUy absorbed by claimants who have a right t'
demand it, to be able to Ust«>'j to strangers."
He paused a moment, and, as Leonard stood sdent, added, with
•uore kindness than most pubUc men so accosted would have
showed—
" You say you are friendless;—poor feUow. In early life that
happens to many of us, who find friends enough before the close. Be
honest, and weU-condueted: lean on yourself, not on strangers; work
vith the body if you can't with the mind; and, beUevc me, that
iidvice is all I can give you, unless this trifle,"—and the minister held
out a crown piece.
Leonard bowed, shook his head sadly, and walked away. Egerton
looked after him with a sUght pang.
"Pooh!", said he to himself, "there must be thousands in the
same state in these streets of London. I cannot redress the necessities of civilisation. "Well educated! It is not from ignorance
henceforth that society wiU sufi'er—it is from over-educating the
hrmgry thousands who, thus unfitted for manual tod, and with no
career for mental, will some day or other stand Uke that boy in omstreets, and puzzle wiser ministers than I am."
As Egerton thus mused, and passed on to the bridge, a bugle-hom
rang merrdy from the box of a gay four-in-hand. A drag-coach with
superb blood-horses rattled over the causeway, and iu the driver
Egerton recognised his nephew—Frank Hazeldean.
The young Guardsman was returning, with a Uvely party of men,
from dining at Greerrwich; and the careless laughter of tiicsc chddren
of pleasure floated far over the stdl river; it vexed the car of the
careworn statesmarr — sad, perhaps, with aU his greatness, lonely
amidst all his crowd of friends. It reminded him, perhaps, of his
own youth, when such parties and companiorrships were faindiar to
him, though through them aU he had bome an ambitious, aspiring
soul—" Le jeu, vaut-il la chandelle?" said he, shragging his
shoulders.
The coach roUed rapidly past Leonard, as he stood leaning against
the corner of the bridge, and the mu-e of the kennel splashed over
him from the hoofs of the fiery horses. The laughter smote on his
ear more discordantly than on the minister's, but it begot no envy.
" Life is a dark riddle," said he smiting his breast.
And he walked slowly on, gained the recess where he had stood
several nights before with Helen, and, dizzy with want of food, and
worn out ior want of sleep, he sank down into the dark corner; while
the river that roUed under the arch of stone muttered du-ge-Ulce in
his ear—as under the social key-stone wads and roUs orr for ever the
mystery of Human Discontent. Take comfort, 0 Thinker by the
stream! 'Tis the river that founded and gave porjr" to tbe city;
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and without the discontent, where were progress—what were ilauT
Take comfort, 0 THINKER! wherever the stream over which thou
bendcst, or beside which thou sinkest, weary aud desolate, frets the
arch that supports thee;—never dream that, by destroying tbe bridge,
Ihou canst sdence the moan of the wave!

CHAPTER XVI.
BEfORF. a table, in. the apartments appropriated to him in bis
father's house at Krughtsbridge, sat Lord L'Estrange, sortmg or
destroj'ing letters and papers—an ordinary symptom of change of
residence. There are certain trifies by which a shrewd observer may
judge of a man's disposition. Thus, ranged on the table, with some
elegance, but with soldierlike precision, were srmdry Uttle reUcs of
former days, hallowed by some sentiment of memory, or perhaps endeared solely by custom; which, whether he was in .Egjqrt, Italy, or
England, always made part of the furniture of Harley's room. Even
the small, old-fashioned, and somewhat inconveident inkstand intf
-^\'ldch he dipped the pen as he labeUed the letters he put aside belonging to the wTitiug-desk which had been his pride as a schoolboy,
liven the books that lay scattered round were not new works, not
those to wluch we tum to satisfy the curiosity of an hour, or to distract our graver thoughts: they were chiefiy either Latin or ItaUan
poets, w-ith many a pencil mark on the margin; or books which,
making severe demand on thought, require slow and frequent perusal,
•and become comp<aruons. Somehow or other, iir remarking that even
in dmnb, inarrimate things the man was averse to change, and had
tbe habit of attaching hrmseLf to whatever was connected with old
associations, you might guess that he clung with pertinacity to affections more important, and you could better comprehend the freshness
of his friendship for one so dissimdar in pursuits and character as
Audley Egerton. An affection once adiidtted into the heart of Harley L'Estrange, seemed never to be questioned or reasoned with; it
became tacitly fixed, as it were, into his orvn nature; and Uttle less
than a revolution of Ids whole system could dislodge or disturb it.
Lord L'Estrange's hand rested now upon a letter in a stiff, legible
ItaUan character; and instead of disposing of it at once as he had
done w-ith the rest, he spread it before hinr, and re-read the contents.
It was a letter from Riccabocca, received a few weeks since, and
van thus:—
Letter from Signor Riccahocciz to Lord L'Estrange.
" I thank you, my noble friend, for judging of me with faith In my
honour, and respect for my reverses.
"No, and thrice no, to aU concessions, all overtures, all treaty
with GiuUo Franziru. I write the name, and my emotions choke me.
I must, pause, aud cool back into disdain. It is over. Pass from tiiai
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subject. But you have alarmed me. This sister! I have not seen
her since her chddhood; but she was brought up under his influence
—she can but work as his agent. She wish to leam my residence !
I t can be but for some hostde and maUgnant purpose. I may trust
in you-;-I know that. You say I may trust equaUy m the discretion of
your friend. Pardon me—my confidence is not so elastic. A word may
give the clue to my retreat. But, if discovered, what harm can ensue?
An EngUsh roof protects me from Austrian despotism: trae; but not
the brazen tower of Danae could protect me from ItaUan craft. And,
were there nothing worse, it wordd be intolerable to me to Uve rmder the
eyes of a relentless spy. Trrdy saith our proverb, ' He sleeps dl for
whom the enemy wakes.' Look you, my friend, I have done with my old
Ufe—I wish to cast it from me as a snake its skin. I have derded
myself all that exdes deem consolation. No pity for misfortune, no
messages from syrnpathising friendship, no news from a lost and
bereaved country follow me to my hearth rmder the skies of the
stranger. From aU these I have voluntardy cut myself off. I am aa
dead to the Ufe I once Uved as if the Stj-x roded between it and me.
With that sterrmess which is admissible only to the afflicted, I have
denied myseU even the consolation of your visits. I have told you
fairly and simply that yoirr presence wordd rmsettle aU my enforced
and infirm philosophy, and remind me only of the past, which I seek
to blot fronr remembrance. You have compUed on the one condition,
that whenever I reaUy want your aid I wiU ask i t ; and, meanwhde,
you have generously sought to obtain me justice from the cabinets of
ministers and in the courts of kings. I did not refuse your heart this
luxury; for I have a chdd—(Ah! I have taught that cldld already to
revere your name, and in her prayers it is not forgotten). But now
that you are convinced that even your zeal is unavaiUng, I ask you to
discontinue attempts wluch may but bring the spy tipon nay track, and
involve me in new misfortunes. Believe me, 0 briUiant EngUshman,
that I am satisfied and contented with my lot. I am sure it would
not be for my happiness to change it, ' Chi non ha provato d male
non conosce il bene.' (One does rrot krrow when one is weU off tdl
one has known misfortune.) You ask me how I live—I answer
alia giornata (to the day),—not for the morTOW, as I did once. I
have accustomed myseU to the calm existence of a viUage. I take
interest m its detads. There is my wd'e, good creature, sitting
opposite to me, never asking wdiat I write, or to whom, but ready to
throw aside her work and talk the moment the pen is out of my hand.
Talk—and what about ? Heaven knows! But I wordd rather hear
that talk, though on the affairs of a hatrdet, than babble again with
recreant nobles and blundering professors about commonwealths and
Tonstitutions. "When I waut to see how Uttle those last influence
the happiness of wise men, have I not MachiaveUi and Thucydides ?
Then, by and by, the Parson wdl drop in, and we argue. He never
knows when be is beaten, so the argument is everlasting. On fine
days I ramble out by a winding rdl with my Violante, or stroU to my
friend the Squire's, and see how healthfid a thmg is true pleasure;
and on wet days I shut myself up and mope, peihaps, tiU, hark! a
gentle tap at the door, and iu comes Violante, with her dark eyes, that
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shine out through reproachful tears—reproachful that I should mouni
alone, whde she is mider my roof—so she puts her arms round me,
tiiid in five minutes aU is surrshine within. AVhat care we for your
IjUgUsh grey clouds without ?
' Leave me, my dear Lord—leave me to this quiet happy passage
1 owards old age, serener than the youth that I wasted so wildly; arrd
guard wed the secret on which my happiness depends.
, Now to yourself, before I close. Of that same yourself you speak
•oo Uttle, as of me too much. But I so weU comprehend the profound melancholy that Ues beneath the wdd and fanciful humour
with which yon but suggest, as in sport, what you feel so in earnest.
The laborious solitude of cities weighs on you.' You are flying back
t-o the dolce far niente—to friends few, but intimate; to life monotonous, but unrestrained; and even there the sense of loneliness wdl
again seize upon you; and you do not seek, as I do, the amdhdation
of memory; your dead passions are turned to ghosts that haunt you,
and unfit you for the Uvarg world. I see it all—I see it stiU, in your
hurried, fantastic hues, as I saw it when we two sat amidst the pines
and beheld the blue lake stretched below;—I troubled by the shadow
of the Future, jou distrrrbed by that of the Past.
"Well, but yo-.i say, half seriously, half ur jest, ' I will escape from
ibis prison-hou: t of memory; I wdl form new ties, Uke other men,
and before it be too late ; I will marry—Ay, but I must love—there
is the difficulty'—cUfficrdty—yes and Heaven be thanked for it!
RecaU aU the urdrappy rrrarriages that have crnre to your knowledge^
pray have not eighteen out of twenty been marriages for love ? It
tiKvavs has been so, and it always will. Because, whenever we love
deeply, we exact so much and forgive so little. Be content to find
some one with whom your hearth and your honour are safe. You
w ill grow to love what never wounds your heart—you wdl soon grow
out of love with what must always disappoint your imagination.
Cospetto ! I wish my Jemima had a younger sister for you. Yet it
was w ith a deep groan that I settled myself to a—Jemim.a.
" Now, I have written you a long letter, to prove how Uttle I need
of your compassion or your zeal. Once more let there be long sdence
be'-\rcen us. It is rrot easy for me to correspond with a man of your
rank, .and not incur the currous gossip of my stdl Uttle pool of a world
w hich the splash of a pebble can break mto circles. I must take this
over to a post-towir some tcu miles off, and drop it into the box by
steaUh.
•' Adieu, dear arrd rroblc fricud, gentlest heart and subtlest fai}r >
(hat I have met in my walk through Ide. Adieu. Write me won;
when you have abandoned a day-dream and formd a Jemima.
" ALPHONSO.

"P.S.—For heaven's sake, caution and recaution your friend the
minister not to drop a word to this woman that may betray my hidingplace."
" Is he really happy ? " murmured Haricy, as be closed the letter;
tird ne sank for a few moments into a reverie.
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" This life in a viUage—this -wife in a lady who puts down her work
to talk about vdlagers—what a contrast to Audley's frdl existence.
And I carmot envy nor comprehend either—yet my own existence-—
what is it ?"
He rose, and moved towards the window, frora wluch a rustic stair
descended to a green lawn—studded with larger trees than are often
found in the grounds of a suburban residence. There were calm and
coolness in the sight, and one could scarcely have supposed that
London lay so near.
The door opened softly, arid a lady past middle age entered; and,
approaching Harley, as be stdl stood musing by the window, laid her
hand on his shordder. "What character there is in a hand! Hers
was a hand that Titian would have painted with elaborate care !
Thin, white, and deUcate—with the blue veins raised from the surface.
Yet there was something more than mere patrician elegance in the
form and texture. A true physiologist would have said at once,
" There are inteUect and pride in that hand, which seems to fix a hold
where it rests; and lying so Ughtly, yet wdl not be as Ughtly shaker
off"
" Harley," said the lady—and Harley turned—" you do not deceive
me by that smde," she continued, sadly; "you were not smding
when I entered."
" It is rarely that we smde to ourselves, my dear mother; and I
have done nothing lately so fooUsh as to cause me to smde at myself."
"My son," said Lady Lansmere, somewhat abniptly, but with
great eamestness, " you come from a Une of iUustrious ancestors;
and methinks they ask from their tombs why the last of their race
has no aim and no object—no interest—no home in the land which
they served, and which rewarded them with its honours."
Mother," said the soldier, simply, " when the land was in danger
1 served it as my forefathers served—and my answer would be the
scars on my breast."
" Is it only in danger that a cormtry is served;—ordy in war that
duty is fulfilled ? Do you think that your father, in his plain manly
Ufe of cormtry gentleman, does not fulfU, though perhaps too
obscurely, the objects for which aristocracy is created, and wealth
is bestowed?"
"Doubtless he does, ma'am—and better than his vagrant son ever
can."
"Yet his vagrant son has received such gifts from nature—his
youth was so rich in promise—his boyhood so glowed at the dream of
glory!
"
"Ay," said Harley, very softly, "it is possible—and aU to be
buried in a single grave !"
The Countess started, and withdrew her hand from Harley's
shoulder.
Lady Lansmere's countenance was not one that much varied in
expression. She had in this as in her cast of feature, Uttle resemblance
to ner son.
Her features were sUghtly aqueline—the eyebrows of that arch
which gives a certain majesty to the aspect: the lines round the
VOL. I .
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mouth were habituady rigid and compressed. Her face was that of
one who had gone througn great emotion and subdued it. There was
something formal, and even ascetic, in the character of her beauty,
which was stdl considerable—in her air and in her dress. She might
have suggested to you the idea of some Gothic baroness of old, half
chatelaine, half abbess; you would see at a glance that she did not
Uve in the Ught world arormd her, and disdained its fashion and its
mode of thought; yet with aU this rigidit.v it was stdl the face of the
woman who has known human ties and human affections. And now,
as she gazed long on Harley's quiet, saddened brow, it was the face
of a mother.
"A single grave" she said, after a long pause. "And you were
then but a boj', Harley! Can such a memory influence you even
to this day ! it is scarcely possible: it does uot seem to me within
the reaUties of man's ld'e—though it might be of woman's.
" I beUeve," said Harley, half soUloquising, " that I have a great
deal of the woman in me. Perhaps men who Uve much alone, and care
not for men's objects, do grow tenacious of impressiorrs, as your sex
does. But oh," he cried, aloud, and with a sudden cutinge of
countenance, " Oh, the hardest and the coldest man wordd have felt
as I do, had he known her—had he loved her. She was Uke no other
woman I htivc ever met. Bright and glorious creature of another
sphere ! She descended on this earth and darkened it when she
passed away. It is no use striving. Mother, I have as much courage
as our steel-clad fathers ever had. I have dared in battle and m
deserts—against man and the wdd beast—against the storm and the
ocean—agaiust tbe rude powers of Nature—dangers as dread as ever
pdgrim or Crusader rejoiced to brave. But courage against that one
memory! no, I have none!"
" Harley, Harley, you break my heart!" cried the Countess,
clasping her hands.
" I t IS astonishing," continued he^- son, so wrapped in his own
thoughts that he did not, perhaps, hear her outcry. " Yea, verdy, it
13 astonishing, that considering the thousands of women I have seen
and spoken with, I never see a face Uke hers—never hear a voice so
sweet. And aU this universe of Ufe cannot afford me one look and
one tone that can restore me to man's privilege—love. WeU, well,
weU, life has other things yet—Poetry and Art Uve stdl—stdl smdes
the heaven, and stid wave the trees. Leave me to happiness in my
own way."
The Countess was about to reply, when the door was thrown
hastdy open, and Lord Larrsmere walked in.
The Earl was some years older than the Countess, but his placid
face showed less wear and tear—a benevolent, kindly face, without
any evidence of commanding inteUect, but with no lack of sense in its
pleasant fines. His form not taU, but upright, and with an air of
consequence — a Uttle pompous, but good humouredly so. The
pomposity of the Grand Seigneur, who has lived much m provinces
—whose wiU has been rarely disputed, and whose importance has
been so felt and acknowledged as to react insensibly on himself;—
an exceUent man; but when you glanced towards the lugh brow aad
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dark eye of the Countess, you marveUed a Uttle how the two haa
come together, and, according to common report, Uved so happdy in
the union.
" H o , h o ! my dear Harley," cried Lord Lansmere, rabbing his
hands with an appearance of much satisfaction, " I have just been
paying a visit to the Duchess."
" W h a t duchess, my dear father ?"
""Why, your mother's flrst cousin, to be sure—the Duchess of
Knaresborough, whom, to obUge me, you condescended to call upon ;
and delighted I am to hear that you admfre Lady ]\Iary
"
" She is very high-bred, and rather—high-nosed," answered Harley.
—Then, observing that his mother looked pained, and his father
disconcerted, he added seriously, " But handsome, certainly."
"WeU, Harley," said the Earl, recovering hmiseU', " t h e Duchess,
taking advantage of our coimection to speak freely, has intimated to
me that Lady Mary has been no less struck with yorrrself; and,
to come to the point, since you aUow that it is time you shoidd think
of marrj'ing, I do no-t know a more desirable aUiance.—A\"lrat do you
say, Katherine?"
" The Duke is of a famdy that ranks in history before the Wars of
the Roses," said Lady Larrsmere, with an air of deference to her
husband ; " and there has never been one scandal in its annals, nor
one blot in its scutcheon. But I am sure my dear Lord must think
that the Duchess should not have made the first overture—even to a
friend and a kinsman ?"
" "Why, we are old-fashioned people," said the Earl rather embarrassed, " and tbe Duchess is a woman of the world."
" L e t ns hope," said the Countess, mddly, "that her daughter is
not."
" I would not marry Lady Mary, if all the rest of the female sex
were turned into apes," said Lord L'Estrange, with dcUberate fervour.
" Good heavens ! " cried the Earl, " what extraordinary language is
this ? And pray why, su' ?"
HARLEY.—I can't say—there is no why in these cases. But, my
dear father, you are not keeping faith with me.
LORD LANSMERE.—How?

HARLEY.—You aud my Lady here entreat me to marry; I promise
to do my best to obey you: but on one condition—that I choose for
myself, and take my tirrre aoout it. Agreed ou both sides, AATrereon,
off goes your Lordship—actuaUy before noon, at an hour when no lady,
v/ithout a shudder, could think of cold blonde and damp orange-flowers
—off goes your Lordship, I say, and commits poor Lady Mary and
your unworthy son to a mutual admiration—which neither of us ever
felt. Par-don me, my father, but this is grave. Again let me claim
your promise—full choice for myself, and no reference to the Wars of
Ihe Roses. What war of the roses Uke that between Modesty anti
Love upon the cheek of the virgin ?
LADY LANSMERE.—Full choice for yourself, Harley:—so be it.

But we, too, named a condition—did we not, Lansmere ?
I'he EARL (puzzled).—Eh—did we ?
HARLEY.—VVhat was it ?
2 rr 9

Certainly w-e did.
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LADY L.VNSMERB.—The son of Lord Lansmere can omy marrj' tht
daughter of a gentleman.
The EARL.—Of course—of course.
The blood rushed over Harley's fair face, and then as suddenly h;ft
it pale.
He walked away to the window; his mother foUowed hizi, and again
laid her band on his shoulder.
" Yorr were cruel," said he, gently, and in a whisper, as lie winced
under the touch of the hand. Then turning to the Earl, who was
gazing at him in blank surprise—(it never occurred to Lord Lansmere
that there could be a doubt of his sou's manyui^ beneath the rank
modestly stated by the Cormtess)—Harley stretched forth his hand,
and said, in Ids soft winning tone, "You have ever beeu most gracious
to me, and most forbearing j it is but just that I shordd sacrifice the
habits of an egotist, to gratify a wish which you so warmly entertain.
I agree with you, too, that our race should not close in me—A'oblesse
oblige. But you know I was ever romantic; and I must love where 1
marry—or, if not love, I must feel that my wife is worthy of aU the
love I could once have bestowed. Now, as to the vague word ' gentleman,' that my mother employs—a word that means so differently on
different Ups,—I confess that 1 have a prejudice against young ladies
brought up in the ' exceUent foppery of the world,' as the daughters
of gentlemen of our rank mostly are: I crave, therefore, the most Uberal
interpretation of this word ' gerrtleman.' And so long as there be
nothmg mean or sordid in the birth, habits, and education of the
father of this bride to be, I trust you wiU both agree to demand
nothing more—ireither titles rror pedigree."
"Titles-no, assuredly," said Lady Lansmere; "they do not make
gentlemen."
" Certaudy not," said the Earl, " many of our best famdies are
rmtitled."
" Titles—no," repeated Lady Lansmere; " but ancestors—yes."
" Ahj my mother," said Harley, with his most sad and quiet sndle,
" it is fated that wc shaU never agree. The first of our race is ever
the one we arc most proud of; and, pray, what ancestors had her
Beauty, virtue, modesty, inteUect—if tnese are not nobiUty enough
for a man, he is a slave -to the dead."
"With these words, Harley took up his hat, and made towards tho
door.
" You said yom-self, ' Noblesse oblige^ " said the Countess, foUowmg
him to the threshold; " we have notldng more to add."
Harley sUghtly shrugged his shordders, kissed his mother's hand,
wldstled to Nero, who started up from a doze by the window, aria
went his way.
" Does he ready go abroad next week ? " said the Earl.
" So he says."
" I am afraid there is no chance for Lady ilary," resumed Lord
Lansmere, with a slight but melancholy smde.
" She has not mteUect enough to charm him. She is not worthy of
ILarlcy," said the proud mother.
" l-otween you aud me," rejoined the Earl, rather timidly "I doa't
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,ee what good his inteUect does bim. He could not be more rmsettled
and useless if he were the merest drmce in the three kingdoms. And
so ambitious as he was when a boy I Katherine, I sometunes fancy
that you know what changed him."
" I! Nay, my dear Lord, it is a common change enough with the
yormg, when of such fortunes ; who find, when they enter life, that
there is reaUy Uttle left for them to strive for. Had Harley becu a
poor man's son, it might have been different."
" I was born to the same fortunes as Harley," said the Ear'
shrewdly ; " and yet I flatter myself I am of some use to Old
England."
The Countess seized upon the occasion, compUmented her Lord,
and tmT.ed the subject.

CHAPTER XVH.
HARLEY.spent his day in his usual desultory, lounging mannerdined in his quiet comer at his favourite club—Nero, not admitted
into the club, patiently waited for him outside the door. The dinner
over, dog and man, equaUy indifferent to the crowd, sauntered do-wn
that thoroughfare which, to the few who can comprehend the Poetry
t)f London, has associatiorrs of glory and of woe sublime as any that
the ruins of the dead elder world can furrdsh—thoroughfare that
traverses what was once the com-tyard of "WhitehaU, having to its
left the site of the palace that lodged the royalty of Scotland—gains,
throrr^h a narrow strait, that old isle of Thorney, in which Edward
the Confessor received the ominous visit of the Conqueror—and,
w idening once more by the Abbey and the HaU of Westminster, then
loses itself, like aU memories of earthly grandeur, anudst humble
passages and mean deflles.
Thus thought Harley L'Estrange—ever less amidst the actual
world around him, than the images urvoked by his own soUtary soul
—as he gained the bridge, and saw the duU, Uf'eless craft sleeping on
the " Silent Way," once loud and gUttering with the gdded barks of
ih.e antique Seignorie of England.
It was on that bridge that Audley Egerton had appointed to meet
L'Estrange, at an hour when he calculated he cordd best steal a
respite from debate. For Harley, with his fastidious disUke to aU
the resorts of his equals, had decUned to seek his friend in the
crowded regions of BeUamy's.
Harley's eye, as he passed along the bridge, was attracted hy a
itdl form, seated on the stones in one of the nooks, with its face
fovered by its hands. " If I were a sculptor," said he to himself.
" I should remember that image whenever I wished to convey the
idea of Bespondency!" He lifted his looks and saw, a little before
liim in the nddst of the causeway, the firm erect figure of Audley
I'lgerton. The moonlight was full on the bronzed cormtenance of
tbe strong pubUc man—with its lures of thought and care, and its
vigorous, but cold expression of intense self-control.
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" And looking yonder," continued Harley's soldoquy, " I shoi;id
remember that form, when I wished to hew out from the granite the
idea of Endurance''
" So you are come, and punctuaUy," said Egerton, Unking his arm
in Harley's.
HARLEY.—PunctuaUy, of course, for I respect your time, and 'i
•wil I not detain you long. I presume you wdl speak to-night ?
EGERTON.—I have spoken.
HARLEY (with interest).—And well, I hope?
EGERTON.—"With effect, I suppose, for I nave been loudly cheered,
wirich does not always happen to me.
HARLEY.—And that gave you pleasure ?
EGERTON (after a moment's thought).—No, not the least.
HARLEY.—AVhat, then, attaches you so much to this Ufe—constant
drudgery, constant warfare—the more pleasm-able faculties dormant,
all the harsher ones aroused, if even its rewards (and I take the best
of those to be applause) do not please you ?
EGERTON.—A'\'lrat ? Custom.
HARLEY.—Mart.ijT!

EGERTON.—You say it. But tum to yourself: you have decided,
then, to leave England next week ?
HARLEY (mooddy).—Yes. This life in a capital, where aU are so
active, myself so objectless, preys on me Uke a low fever. Nothing
here amuses nre, nothing interests, nothing comforts and consoles.
But I am resolved, before it be too late, to make one great struggle
out of the Past, and into the natural worid of men. In a wortl, I
have resolved to marry.
EGERTON.—AVhom ?

HARr.EY (seriously).—Upon my life, my dear feUow, you are a
great phdosopher. You have hit the exact qrrestion. "You see I
cannot marry a dream; aud where, out of dreams, shall I find this
"whom?"
EGERTON.—You do not searcn for her.
HARLEY.—Do we ever search for love ? Does it not flash upon us
when we least expect it ? Is it not Uke the inspiration to the muse ?
What poet sits down and says, " I wdl write a poem ?" . AVhat man
looks out and says, " I wiU fall in love ?" No ! Happiness, as the
great German teUs us, " faUs suddenly from the bosom of the g o d s ; "
so does love.
EGERTON.—Yon remember the old line in Horace: " T h e tide
flows away whde the boor sits on the margin and waits for the
ford."
HARLEY.—An idea which incidentally dropped from you some
weeks ago, and which I had before half-meditated, has since haunted
me. If 1 could but find sonre chdd with sweet dispositions and fair
inteUect not yet formed, and train her up, according to my ideal. I
am stdl young enough to wait a few years. . And meanwhile 1 shaU
ijave gained what I so sadly warrt-;-an object in life.
EGERTON.—You are ever the cldld of romance. But what
Here the minister was interrupted by a messenger from the House
of Commons, whom Audley had mstructed to seek him on the bridjg-e
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should his presence be required—" Sir, the Opposition are taxrug aavantage of the thinness of the House to caU for a division. Mr
is put up to speak for time, but they won't hear hinL"
Egerton turned hastdy to Lord L'Estrange—" You see, you must
excuse me now. To-morrow I must go to Windsor for two days
but we shaU meet on my return."
" It does not matter,", answered Harley; " I stand out of the pale
of your advice, 0 practical man of sense. And if," added Haney,
vritli affectionate and mournful sweetness—" if I weary you with
complamts which you cannot understand, it is only because of old
schoolboy habits. I can have no trouble that I do not confide to
you."
Egerton's hand trembled as it pressed his friend's ; and, -without a
word, be hurried away abruptly. Harley remained motionless for
some seconds, in deep and qrdet reverie; then he called to his dog,
and tumed back towards Westminster.
He passed the nook in which had sate the stdl figure of Despondency. But the figure bad now risen, and was leaning against the
balustrade. The dog, who preceded nis master, passed by the solitary form, and sniffed it suspiciously.
" Nero, sir, come here," said Harley.
"Nero," that was the name by which Helen had said that her
father's friend bad called his dog. And the sound startled Leonard
as he leant, sick at heart, against the stone. He lifted his bead and
looked wistfrrUy, eagerly into Harley's face. Those eyes, bright,
clear, yet so strangely deep and absent, which Helen had described,
met hii own, and chained them. For L'Estrange halted also; the
boy's countenance was not unfamdiar to him. He retumed the
inquiring look fixed on his own, and recognised the student by the
book-stall.
" The dog is quite harmless, sir," said L'Estrange, with a smde.
"And you caU him, ' N e i o ? ' " said Leonard, stdl gazing on the
stranger.
Harley mistook tbe drift of tbe question.
" Nero, sir; but he is free from the sanguinary propensities of his
Roman namesake." Harley was about to pass on, when Leonard
said, falteringly,—
" Pardon me, but can it be possible that yon are one whom I have
sought in vain, on behalf of tbe chdd of Captaui Digby ?"
Harley stopped short. "Digby!" he exclaimed, 'where is beP
He shordd have found me easily. I gave him an address."
' Ah, Heaven be thanked!" cried Leonard. " Helen is saved—she
wdl not die," and he burst into tears.
A very few moments, and a very few words sufficed to explain to
Harley the state of bis old fellow-soldier's orphan. Aiid Harley himself soon stood in the yormg sufferer's room, supporting her bundng
temples on nis breast, and whispering into ears that heard him as in
a happy dream, " Comfort, comfort; your father yet Uves in me."
And then Helen, raising her eyes, said, "But Leonard is my
brother—more than brother—and he needs a father's care more tk-aj.
I do."
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" Hush, hush, Helen. I need no one—nothing now!" cried
Leonard, and his tears gushed over the Uttle hand that clasped his
own.

CHAPTER XVIIL
HARLEY L'ESTRANGE was a man whom aU things that belong to
the romantic and poetic side of our human Ufe deeply impressed.
"When he came to leam the ties between these two Children of Nature,
standing side by side, alone amidst the storms of fate, his heart was
more deeply moved than it had been for many years. In those dreary
attics, overshadowed by the smoke and reek of the humble suburb—
the workday world in its harshest and tritest forms below and
around them—he recognised that divine poem which comes out from
all union between the mind and the heart. Here, on the rough deal
table (the ink scarcely dry), lay the writings of the young wrestler
for fame and bread; there, on the other side the partition, on that
mean pallet, lay the boy's sole comforter—the aU that warmed his
heart with living mortal affection. On one side the wall, the world
of imagination; on the other, this world of grief and of love. And
in both, a spirit equaUy sublime—rmselfish Devotion—" the something afar from the sphere of our sorrow."
He looked round the room into which he had foUowed Leonard, on
quitting Helen's bedside. He noted the MSS. on the table, and,
pointing to them, said gently, " And these are the labours by which
yon supported the soldier's orphan ?—soldier yourself in a hard
battle!"
" The battle was lost—I could not support her," repUed Leonard,
moumfuUy.
' But yon did not desert her. 'When Pandora's box was opened,
they
y fsay Hope Ungered last
"
False, false," said Leonard; " a heathen's notion. There are
deities that; linger behind Hope—Gratitude, Love, and Duty."
" Yours is no common nature," exclaimed Harley, adrrdringly, " but
I must sotmd it more deeply hereafter: at present I hasten for the
physicia,n: I shaU return with him. We must move that poor chdd
from this low close air as soon as possible. Meanwhde, let me quaUfy
vour rejection of the old fable. Wherever Gratitude, Love, and
Duty remain to man, beUeve me that Hope is there too, though she
may be often invisible, hidden behind the sheltering wings of the
nobler deities."
Harley said this with that wondrous smde of bis, which cast a
brightness over the whole room—and went away.
Leonard stole softly toward the grimy window; and looking up
towards the stars that shone pale over the roof-tops, he murmured,
" 0 thou, the AU-seeing and AU-merciful!—how it comforts me now
to thirrk that, though my dreams of knowledge may have sometimes
obscured the Heavens, I never doubted that Thou wert there!—aa
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Itmiiuous and everlasting, though behind the cloud!" So, for a few
minutes, he prayed sden-tly—then passed into Helen's room, and sat
beside her motionless, for she slept. She woke just as Harley
retumed with a physician; and then Leonard, returning to his owrr
room, saw amongst his papers tbe letter he had -written to iSlr. Dale,
and mntter-ing, ' I need not disgrace my caUurg—I need not be the
mencUcant now "—held the letter to the flame of the candle. And
whde he said this, and as the bm-ning tinder dropped on the fioor,
the sharp hrmger, unfelt during his late anxious emotions, gnawed at
his entrails. Stdl, even hunger could rrot reach that noble pride
which had yielded to a sentiment nobler than itself—and he smded,
as he repeated, " No mendicant!—the life that I was sworn to
guard is saved. I can raise against Fate the front of Man ouce
more."

CHAPTER XIX.
A FEW days afterwards, and Helen, removed to a pure air, aiuf
under the advice of the first physicians, was out of aU danger.
It was a pretty detached cottage, w-ith its windovys looking over
the wdd heaths of Norwood, to which Harley rode daily to watch the
convalescence of his young charge; au object in Ufe was akeady
found. As she grew better and stronger, he coaxed her easily into
taUdng, and Ustened to her with pleased surprise. The heart so infantine, and the sense so womanly, struck him much by its rare contrast
aud combination. Leonard, whom he had insisted on placing also ui
the cottage, had stayed there wdUngly tiU Helen's recovery was beyond question. Then he came to Lord L'Estrange, as tbe latter wasabout one day to leave the cottage, and said, quietly, "Now, my Lord,
that Helen is safe, and now that she wdl need me no more, I can no
longer be a pensioner on your bormty. I retum to London."
" You are my visitor, not my pensioner, fooUsh bpy," said Harley,
who had already noticed the pride which spoke in that farewell;
" come into the garden and let us talk."
Harley seated himself on a bench on the Uttle lawn; Neroaouched
at his feet; Leonard stood beside him.
"So," said Lord L'Estrange, "yon would retum to London?
What to do?"
" Fulfil my late."
"And that?"
" I cannot guess. Fate is the Isis whose ved no mortal can ever
r.aifc."
" Yon should be bom for great thmgs," said Harley, abraptly. " I
am sure that you write weU. I have seen that you study with passion. Better than writiiig and better than study, you have a noble
heart, and the proud desire of uidependence. Let me see your MSS.,
or any copies of what you have already printed. Do not hesitate—I
ask but to be a reader I don't nretend to be a patron = it is a w-jrd
I hate."
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Leonard's eyes s]mrkled tlmragh their sodden moisture. Ue
bron^t ont his portfolio, placed it on the bench beade Harley, and
then went softly to the further part of the gardem Nero looked after
him, and then rose and followed him slowly. The boy seated himself
on the tnrf and Nero rested his dull head on tibe bod heart of tbe
poet.
Harley took up the various papers before him, and read them
through leisurely. Certaiidy he was no critic. He was not aeenstomed to analyse what pleased or displeased him; but his perceptions
were quick, and his taste exquisite. As he read, his countenance,
always so genuinely expfressive, exhibited now doubt aasi. now adndiration. He was soon struck by the contrast, in the bey's writings,
between the pieces that sported tnth fancy, and tliose that grappled
•with thought. In the fir^ the young poet seemed so unconscious of
his own individuahty. His imagination, afar and aloft &om the
scenes of his suffering, ran riot amidst a paradise of happy golden
creations. But in the last, the THISKEB, stood out alone and moumfal, questioning, in troubled sorrow, the hard world on which he
gazed. All in the thought was unsettled, tumultuous; all in the
fancy serene and peacefoL The genius seemed diiddea into twain
shapes; the one bathing its wings amidst the starry dews of heaven;
the other wandmng " melancholy, slow," amidst desolate and boundless sands. Harley gently laid down the paper and nmsed a little
while. Then he rose and walked to Leonard, gazing on his conntenance as he neared the boy, with a new and a deeper interest.
"1 have read your papers," he said, "and reoc^nize in them two
men, belonging to two worlds, essentially distinct.
Leonard sts^te^ and murmured, "True, true!"
" I apprehend, resumed Harley, " thi^ one of these men must
either destroy the other, or that the two must become fused and harmonised into a single existence. Get your hiA, mount my groom's
horse, and come with me to London; we will converse by tne w ^ .
Look you, I believe you and I agree in this, that the first object of
every nobler spirit is uidependence. It is towards this independence
that I alone presume to assist you; and this is a service vbich the
proudest man can receive without a blush."
Leonard lifted his eyes towards Harley's, and those eyes swam
with grateful tears; but his heart was too full to answer.
" I am not one of those," said Harley, when they were on the road,
"who think that because a young man writes poetry he is fit for
nothmg else, and that he mnst be x poet or a pauper. I have said
that ia you there seem to me to be two men, the man of the Actdal
world, the man of the Ideal To each of these men I can c^eraseparate career. The first is perhaps the more tempting. It is the iinerest of the state to draw mto its service all the talraodt and industry it
can obtain; and under Us native state every dtizen of a free country
should be proud to take service. I have a friend who is a minister,
and who is known to encourage talent—^Audley !E^;erton. I have but
to say to him, 'There is a young man who will well repay to the
govemment whatever the govemment bestows on Mm;' and you wiB
nse to^uorrow independent in means, aad with &ir occasions to

VARIETIES I N ENGLISU LIFE.

379

attain to fortune and distinction. This is one offer—what say you
tcit?"
Leonard thought bitterly of his mterview with Audley Egerton,
and the minister's proffered crown-piece. He shook his head, ami
replied—
" Oh, my Lord, how have I deserved such kindness ? Do with me
what yoii wdl; but if I have the option, I -s-ould rather foUow my
own calling. This is not the ambition that infiames me."
"Hear, then, the other offer. I have a friend with whom I am less
intimate than Egerton, and who has nothing in his gift to bestow. I
speak of a man of letters—Henry Norreys—of whom you have doubtless heard, who, I should say, conceived an interest in you when he
observed you reading at the book-staU. I have often heard him sa.\,
'that Uterature as a professian is misunderstood, and that rightly
foUowed, -with the same pains and the same prudence which are
brought to bear on other professions, a competence at least can be
always ultimately obtairicd.' But the -way may be long and tedious—
and it leads to no power but over thought; it rarely attains to
wealth; and, though reputation may be certain. Fame, such as poets
dr'cam of, is the lot of few. AVhat say you to tins course ?"
"My Lord, I decide," said Leonard, firmly; and then, his young
face fighting up with enthusiasm, he exclaimed, " Yes, if, as you say,
there be two men within me, I feel that were I condemned whoUy to
the mechanical and practical world, one wordd indeed destroy tbe
other. And the conqueror would be the ruder and the coarser. Ijct
me pursue those ideas that, though they have but fUtted across me,
vague and formless—have ever soared towards the sunUght. No
matter whether or not they lead to fortune or t o fame, at least they wid
lead me upward! Knowledge for itself I desii'e—what care I if it be
not power!"
_" Enough," said Harley, with a pleased smde at his young companion's outburst. "As you decide so shaU it be settled. And now
permit me, if not impertinent, to ask you a few questions. Yorrr name
IS Leonard Fairfield ? "
The boy blushed deeply, and bowed his head as if in assent.
"Helen says you are self-taught; for the rest she refers me to you;
thinking, perhaps, that I shordd esteem you less—rather than yet
more hio:hly—if sire said you were, as I presume to conjecture, of
humble oirth."
" My birth," said Leonard, slowly, " is very—very—humble."
"The name of Fairfield is not unknown to me. There was one ^f
that name who married into a famdy in Lansmere—married an
Avenel," contmued Harley, aud his voice quivered. " You change
countenance. Oh, could your mother's name have been Avenel ? "
" Yes," said Leonard, between his set teeth. Harley laid bis hand
on the boy's shoulder. " Then, mdeed, I have a claurr on you—theu,
indeed, we are friends. I have a right to serve any of that famdy."
Leonard looked at him in surprise.
•
" For," continued Harley, recovering himseU, " they alvvays
served my famdy; and my recoU'ections of Lansmere, though boyish,
are indeUCile." He spurred on his horse as the words closed—and
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again there was a loug pause; but from that time Harley always
spoke to Leonard in a soft voice, aud often gazed ou him with earnest
and kindly eyes.
They reached a house in a central, though not fashionable street.
A man-servant of a singularly grave and awful aspect opened the
door—a man who had Uved all his Ufe wdth authors. Poor fellow, he
w.as indeed prematurely old! The care on his Up and the pomp on
his brow—no mortal's pen can describe !
" Is Mr. Norreys at home ? " asked Harley.
'I He is at home—to his friends, my Lord," answered tlie man,
majesticaUy; and he stalked across the haU with the step of a Dangeau ushering some Morrtmorenci into the presence of Louis le Grand.
" Stay—show this gentleman irrto another room. I wiU go first
into the Ubrary ; wait for me, Leonard." The man nodded, and conducted Leonard into the dining-room. Then pausing before the door
of the library, and listening an instarrt, as if fearful to disturb some
mood of inspiration, opened it very softly. To his ineffable disgust,
Harley pushed before, aud entered abruptly. It was a large room,
lined with books from the floor to the ceiling. Books were on aU the
tables—books were on all the chairs. Harley seated himself on a
foUo of Raleigh's History of the AA^orld, and cried—
" I have brought you a treasure !"
" AVhat is it ? " said Norreys, goodhumorrredly, looking -rp from
his desk.
" A mind ! "
" A mirrd !" echoed Norreys, vaguely. " Your own ? "
" Pooh—I have none—I have only a heart and a fancy. Listen.
You remember the boy we saw reading at the book-stall. 1 havo
caught him for you, and you sliaU train him into a nran. I have the
warmest mterest in his future—for I know some of his family—and
one of that family vvas very dear to me. As for morrey, he has not a
shiUing, and not a shiUing wordd he accept gratis from you or me
either. But he comes with bold heart to work—aud work you must
liud him." Harley then rapidly told his friend of the two ofl'ers he
bad made to Leonard—and Leonard's choice.
" This promises very weU; for letters a man must have a strong
vocation as he should have for law—I wiU do aU that you wish."
Harley rose with alertness—shook Norreys cordiaUy by the hand—
huriied out of the room, and retm-ned wdth Leonard.
Mr. Norreys eyed the voung man with attention. He was naturaUy
rather severe than cordial in hrs maimer to strangers—contrasting in
this, as in most things, the poor vagabond Bm-ley. But he was a good
judge of the human countenance, and he liked Leonard's. After a
pause he held out his hand.
" Sir," said he, " Lord L'Estrange teUs me that you wish to enter
literattrre as a caUing, and no doubt to study it as an art. I may
help you in this, and you meanwhde can help me. I want an amanuensis—I offer you that place. The salary wdl be proportioned to the
services you wdl render me. I have a room in my house at your
disposal. When I first came up lo London, I made the same choice
f.hh.1 I hear you have done. I liave no cause, even in a worldly point
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of view, to repent my choice. It gave me an income larger tharr my
wants. I trace my success to these maxims, which are appUcable to
aU professions—^Ist, Never to trast to genius for what can be obtained
by labour; 2dly, Never to profess to teach what we have not studied
to miderstaud; Brdly, Never to engage om' word to what we do nrd,
our best to execute.
"AVith these rales, Uterature—provided a man does not ndstake
his vocation for if, and wdl, under good advice, go througli tne preliminary discipline of natm-al powers, which all vocations require—is
as good a calluig as any other. "\Adthout them, a shoeblack's is
infinitely better."
" Possibly enough," muttered Harley; " but there have been great
writers who observed none of your maxims."
" Great writers, probably, but very unenviable men. My Lord, my
Lord, don't corrupt the pupil you bring to me." Harley smded and
took his departure, and left Genius at school with Common Sense aud
Experience.

CHAPTER XX.
WHILE Leonard Fau-field had been obscurely wrestUng agaiust
poverty, neglect, hunger, and dread temptation, bright had been
the opening day, and smooth the upward path, of Randal LesUe.
Certairdy no young man, able and ambitious, could enter Ufe under
fairer auspices; the coimection and avowed favoririte of a poprdar and
energetic statesman, the brdUant writer of a poUtical work, that had
Ufted him at once into a station of his own—received and courted iu
those highest circles, to wluch neither rank nor fortune alone suffices
for a famiUar passport—the circles above fashion itself—the circles of
POWER—^with every facdity of augmenting Uiformation, and learning
the world betunes through the talk of its acknowledged masters,—
Randal had but to move straight onward, and success was sure. But
his tortuous spirit deUghted in scheme and intrigue for their own
sake. In scheme and urtrigue he saw shorter paths to fortune, if not
to fame. His besetting sin was also his besetting weakness. He did
not aspire—he coveted. Though in a far higher social position tharr
Frarrk Hazeldean, despite the worldly prospects of his old schoolfellow, he coveted the very thirrgs that kept Frank Hazeldean below
him—coveted his idle gaietieSj his careless pleasures, his very waste
of youth. Thus, also, Randal less aspired to Audley Egerton's repute
thau be coveted Audley Egerton's wealth and pomp, his princely
expenditure, aud his Castle Rackrent in Grosvenor Square. It was
the misfortune of his birth to be so near to both these fortrmes—near
to that of LesUe, as the future head of that fallen house,—near eveir,
to that of Hazeldean, since, as we have seen before, if the Squire had
no son, Randal's descent from tbe Hazeldean's suggested himself as
the one on whom these broad lands shordd devolve. Most young
Bien, brought into intimate wntact with Audley Egerton, wordd
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have felt for that personage a certain loyal and admiring, ff not very
affectionate respect. For there was something grand in Egerton—
something that commands and fascinates the young. His determined
courage, his energetic wiU, bis almost regal UberaUty, contrasting a
simpUcity in personal tastes and habits that was almost austere--ms
rare and seemingly unconscious power of charming even the women
most wearied of homage, and persuading even the men most obdurate
to counsel—aU served to invest the practical man with those spells
which are usrraUy confined to the ideal one. But, indeed, Audley
Egerton was an Ideal—the ideal of tbe Practical. Not the mere
vtdgar, plodding, red-tape machine of petty business, but the man of
strong sense, inspired by indexible energy, and guided to definite
earthly objects. In a dissolute and corrupt form of govemment,
rmder a decrepit monarchy, or a vitiated repubUc, Audley Egerton
might have been a most dangerous citizen; for his ambition was
so resolute, and his sight to its ends was so clear. But there is
something in pubUc Ufe in England which compels the really ambitious man to honour, unless his eyes are iauudiced and obUque,
Uke Randal LesUe's. It is so necessary in England to be a gentleman. And thus Egerton was emphaticaUy considered a gentleman.
AVithout the least pride iu other matters, with Uttle apparent sensitiveness, touch lum on the point of gentleman, and no one so sensitive
and so proud. As Randal saw more of him, and watched his moods
w ith the lynx-eyes of the household spy, he could perceive that this
hard mechanical man was subject tofitsof melancholy, even of gloom;
aud though they did not last long, there was even in his habitual coldness an evidence of something compressed, latent, painfrd, lying deep
within his memory. This would have interested the kindly leeUngs oi
a gratefrd heart. But Randal detected and watched it ordy as a clue
to some secret it ndght profit him to gain. For Randal LesUe hated
Egerton; and hated him the more because, with aU his book knovvledge and his conceit in his own talents, be could not despise his
patron—because he bad not yet succeeded in making his patron the
mere tool or stepping-stone—because he thought that Egerton's keen
eye sa,w through bis wdy heart, even whde, as if in profound disdain,
the mudster helped the protege. But this last suspicion was unsound,
Egertoii bad not detected LesUe's corrapt and treacherous nature.
He might have other reasons for keeping him at a certain distance,
but he mqmred too Uttle into Randal's feeUngs towards himself to
question the attachment, or doubt the sincerity, of one who owed to
lum so much. But that which more than all embittered Randal's
feelings towards Egerton, was the careful and deUberate frankness
with which the latter had, more than once, repeated and enforced the
odious announcement, that Randal had nothmg to expect fiom the
niudster's—WILL;—nothing to expect from that wealth which o-lared
in the hungry eyes of the pauper heir to the LesUes of Roof To
whom, therr, cordd Egerton mean to devise his fortrme ? To -whom
but Frank Hazeldean. Yet Audley took so Uttle notice of Ms nephew
—seemed so indifferent to him, that that suppositioir, however natural,
was exposed to doubt. The astriteness of Randal was perplexed.
Meanwhde, however, the less he himself could rely upon Egerton foi
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fortune, the more he revolved the possible chances or ousting Frarrk
from the inheritance of Hazeldean—in part, at least, if not whoUy. To
one less scheming, crafty, and remorseless than Randal Leslie such a
project would have seemed the wddest delusion. But there was
something fearfrd in the manner in which this young man sought to
turn knowledge into power, and make the study of ad weakness
in others subservient to his own ends. He wormed himseU thoroughly
into Frank's confidence. He leamed, through Frank, aU the Squire's
pecrdiarities of thought and temper, and pondered over each word in
the father's letters, which the son graduaUy got into the habit of
sho-wing to the perfidious eyes of his friend. Randal saw that theSquire had trvo characteristics, wluch are very common amongst
proprietors, and which might be invoked as antagonists to his war-m
fatherly love. First, the Sqrure was as fond of his estate as if it were
a Uving thing, and part of nis own flesh and blood; and in his lecture
to Frank upon the sin of extravagance, the Squire always let out this
foible :—" VVhat was to become of the estate if it feU into the hands
of a spendthrdt ? No man shordd make ducks and drakes of Hazeldean : let Frank beware of that" &c. Secondly, the Squire was not
only fond of his lands, but he was jealous of them—that jealousy
which even the tenderest fathers sometimes entertain towards then:
natural heirs. He could not bear the notion that Frank should count
on his death; and he seldom closed an admonitory letter without repeating the information that Hazeldean was not eutaded; that it was
nis to do -with as he pleased through life and in death. Inda-ect
menace of this nature rather wounded and galled than intirrddated
Frank; for the young man was extremely generons and high-spirited
by nature, and was always more disposed to some indiscretion after
such warnings to his seU-interest, as if to show that those were the
last kinds of appeal likely to infiuence him. By the help of such insights into the character of father and son, Randal thought he saw
fleams of dayUght illumining his own chance to the lands of Hazelcan. Meanwhde it appeared to him obvious that, come what inight
of it, his own interests could not lose, and might most probably gain,
by whatever cordd aUenate the Sqrure from his natural heir. Accordingly, though with consummate tact, he instigated Frank towards the
very excesses most calculated to irritate the Squire, all the whde appearing rather to give the counter advice, and never sharing m aiiy of
the follies to which be conducted bis thoughtless friend. In this he
worked chiefly through others, introducing Frank to every acquaintance most dangerous to youth, either from the wit that laughs at pradence, or the sprrrious magnificence that subsists so handsomely upon
bdls endorsed by friends of " great expectations."
The minister and his protege were seated at breakfast, tbe first readmg the newspaper, the last glancing over his letters: for Randal had
arrived at the dignity of receiving many letters—ay, and notes too,
three-cornered and fantasticaUy embossed. Egerton uttered an exclamation, and laid down the newspaper. Randal looked up from hi*
correspondence. The miirister had sunk into one of his absent
reveries.
After a long sdence, observing that Egerton did not return tO tli»
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mcwspaper, Randal said, " Ehem—sir, I have a note from Frank
.Hazeldean, who wants much to see me; bis father has arrived in
to-wn unexpectedly."
" What brings 1dm here ?" asked Egerton, stiU abstractedly.
" AAHry, it seems that he has heard some vague reports of poor
Frank's extravagance, and Fra^k is rather afraid, or ashamed, to meet
hmr."
" Ay—a very great fault extravagance in the young!—destroys
independence; rrdns or enslaves the future. Great fault—very!
And what does youth want that it should be extravagant? Has it
not everything in itself merely because it is ? Youth is youth—what
needs it more?"
Egerton rose as he said this, and retired to his writing-table, and
in bis tum opened his correspondence. Randal took up the newspaper, and endeavoured, but in vain, to conjecture what had excited
the minister's exclamation, and the reverie that succeeded it.
Egerton sudderdy and sharply tumed round in his chair—" If you
have done with the Times, have the goodness to place it here."
Randal had just obeyed, when a knock at the street-door was heard,
and presently Lord L'Estrange came into tbe room, with somewhat
a qmcker step, and somewhat a gayer mien than usual.
Audley's hand, as if mechamcaUy, feU upon the newspaper—fell
upon that part of the columns devoted to oirths, deaths and marriages. Randal stood by, and noted; then, bowing to L'Estrange,
(eft the room.
" Audley," said L'Estrange, " I have had an adventure since I saw
you—.an adventure that re-opcncd the past, and may influence my
future."
"How?"
" In the first place, I have met with a relation of—of—the Avenels."
" Indeed ! Whom—Richard Avenel ?"
" Richard—Richard—who is he ? Oh, I remember; the wild lad
who went off to America; but that was when I was a mere chdd."
" 'That Richard Avenel is now a rich, thriving trader, and his
marriage is in this newspaper—married to an Honourable Mrs.
^rCatchley. WeU—in this cormtry—who should plume himseU on
bh'th ? "
" You did not say so always, Eger'ton," repUed Harley, with a tone
of mournful reproach.
" And I say so now, pertinently to a Mrs. M'Catchley, not to the
heir of the L'Estranges. But no more of these—these Avenels."
" Yes, more of them. I teU you I have met a relation of theirs—a
nephew of—of
"
" Richard Avenel's ? " interrupted Egerton • and then added, in lun
slow, deUberate, argumentative tone in which he was wont to speak
in pubUc, " Richard Avenel, the trader! I saw him once—a presuming and intolerable man!"
" The nephew has not those sins. He is frdl of prorruse, of modesty
•ct of pride. And his countenance—oh, Egerton, he has hei
•eyes,"
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" I had thought ol placing lum under your care. I knew you would
provide for him."
" I wiU. Bring him Idther," cried Egerton, eagerly. " All that I
can do to prove my—regard for a wish of yours."
Harley pressed his friend's hand warndy.
" I thank you from my heart; the Audley of my boyhood spea1<j
now. But the yormg man has decided otherwise; and I do not
blame bim. Nay, I rejoroe that he chooses a career in whicli, if he
find hardship, he may escape dependence."
"And that career is
"
"Letters." _
"Letters—^Uterature!" exclaimed the statesman. "Beggary! jNo
no, Harley, this is your absurd romance."
" It will not be beggary, and it is not my romance: it is the boy's.
Leave bim alone; he is my care and my charge henceforth. He is of
her blood, and I said that ne had her eyes."
" But you are going abroad; let me know where he is; I wdl
watch over bim."
"And unsettle a right ambition for a wrong one ? No—you sliaU
know nothing of him tiU he can proclaim himself. I think that day
-\vdl come."
Audley mused a moment, and then said, " WeU, perhaps you are
right. After all, as you say, independence is a great blessmg, and
my ambition has not rendered myself the better or the happier."
" Yet, my poor Audley, you ask me to be ambitious."
" I only wish you to be consoled," cried Egerton, with passion.
" I wid try to be so; and by the help of a mdder remedy than
yours. I sard that my adventure might influence my future: it
Drought me acquainted not ordy with the young man I speak of, but
the most winning, affectionate chdd—a girl."
" Is this chdd an Avenel too ? "
" No, she is of gentle blood—a soldier's daughter; the daughter of
that Captain Digby on whose behalf I was a petitioner to youi
patrorrage. He is dead, and in dying, my name was on bis Ups. He
meant me, doubtless, to be the guardian to his orphan. I shaU be so.
I have at last an object in Ufe."
"But can you seriously mean to take this cldld with you abroad?"
" Seriously, I do."
" And lodge her in your o-wn house ? "_
" For a year or so while she is yet a cldld. Then, as she approaches
youth, I shaU place her elsewhere."
" You may grow to love her. Is it clear that she wdl love you ?—
not mistake gratitude for loveP It is a very hazardous experiment."
"So was AVdliam -the Norman's—stdl he was AA'UUam the Conqueror. Thou biddest me move on from the Past, and be consoled,
yet thou wouldst make me as inapt to progress as the mule in Slawkcnbergius's tale, with thy cursed interlocutions, 'StumbUng, by
St. Nicnolas, every step. AVhy, at this rate, we shaU be aU iright in
getting into—'Happiness! Listen," continued Harley, setting off,
luU pelt, into one of his wild, whimsical humours. " One of the
sons of the prophets in Israel, felling wood near the Eiver Jordan,
vou I.
2o
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his hatchet forsook the helve, and feU to tbe bottom of the river; so
be prayed to have it again (it was but a smaU request, mark you);
and having a strong faith, be did not throw the natcnet after tlie
helve, but the helve after the hatchet. Presently, two great miracles
were seen. Up springs the hatchet from the bottom of the water,
and fixes itself to its old acquaintance, the helve. Now, had he
wished to coacli it up to heaven in a fiery chariot, like EUas, be as
rich as Job, strong as Samson, and beautiful as Absalom, would he
have obtained the wish, do you think ? In truth, my friend, I question it very much."
" I can't comprehend what you mean. Sad stuff you are talking."
" I cannot help that; Rabelais is to be blamed for it. I am
quoting him, and it is to be found in bis Prologue to the Chapters on
the Moderation of Wishes. And apropos of ' moderate wishes in point
of hatchet,' I want you to understand that I ask but Uttle from
Heaven. I fUiig but the helve after the hatchet that has sunk into
the sdent stream. I warrt the other half of the weapon that is buried
fathom deep, and for want of which the thick woods darken round me
by the S.acred River, and I can catch not a glimpse of the stars."
" In plain EngUsh," said Audley Egerton, " you want—" he stopped
short, puzzled.
" I want my purpose and my wdl, and my old character, and the
nature God gave me. I want the haU of my sord which has faUen
from me. I warrt such love as may replace to me the vanished affections. Reason not—I throw the helve after the hatchet."

CHAPTER XXI.
RANDAL LESLIE, on leaving AucUey, repaired to Frank's lodgings,
und after being closeted with the yormg Guardsman an hour or so.
Cook his way to Limner's hotel, and asked for Mr. Hazeldean. He
was shown mto the coffee-room, w bile the waiter went upstairs with
his card, to see if the Squire was within, and disengaged. The Times
newspaper lay sprawling on one of the tables, and Randal, leardng
over it, lookcil \yith attention into the column contairring births,
deaths, and marriages. But in that long and misceUaneous list, he
could not corrjectm-e the name which had so excited Mr. Egerton's
interest,
"Vexatious!" he muttered; "there is no krrowledge which has
power nrore rrseful than that of the secrets of merr."
He tm-ned as the waiter entered, and said that Mr. Hazeldean
arould be glad to see him.
As Randal entered the drawing-room, the Squire, shaking hands
with him, looked towards the door as if expecting some one else,
and his honest face assumed a blank expression of disappoiutmeiit
when tbe door closed, and he found that Randal was unaccompanied.
" Well," said he,, bluntly, " I tlrought your old schooUeUow, Frank,
's'ght have been with you."
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" Have not you seen bim yet, sir ? "
"No, I came to town this morning; traveUed outside the mads
sent to his barracks, but the yomrg gentleman does not sleep t h e r e has an apartment of his own; he never told me that. AVe are a
plain lamdy, the Hazeldeans—yormg sir; and I hate being kept iu
the dark, by my own son, too."
Randal made no answer, but looked sorrowfrd. Tire Squii e, who
bad never before seen his kinsman, had a vague idea that it was not
poUte to entertain a stranger, though a cormection to himseU', with
bis famdy troubles, and so resumed good-naturedly.
" I am very glad to make your acquaintance at last, Mr. LesUe.
You know, I hope, that you have good Hazeldean blood in your
veuis ? "
RANDAL (smding).—I am not Ukely to forget that; it is the boast
of our pedigree.
SQUIRE (heartdy).—Shake hands again on it, my boy. You don't
want a friend, since my grandee of a half-brother has taken you up ;
but if ever you should, Hazeldean is not very far from Rood. Can't
et on with your father at aU, nry lad—more's the pity, for I thuik
could have given him a hint or two as to the improvement of his
property. If he would plant those ugly commons—larch arrd fir sooi i
come into profit, sir j and there are some low lauds about Rood thas
would ttike mighty kmdly to draining.
RANDAL.—My poor father Uves a life so retired, and you carmot
w-onder at it. Faden trees Ue stdl, and so do f'aUen fairidies.
SQUIRE.—FaUen famdies can get up agrdn, v/hich i'aUen trees
can't.
RANDAL.—Ah, sir, it often takes the energy of generations to
cepair the thriftlessness and extravagance of a single owner.
SQUIRE (his brow lowering).—That's very true. Frank is d
d
Bxtravagarrt;; treats me very cooUy, too—not coming; near three
o'clock. By the bye, I suppose he told you where I was, otherwise
how did you find nre out ?
RANDAL (reluctantly).—Sir, he did; and to speak frankly, I am
not surprised that he has not yet appeared.

f

SQUIRE.—Eh!

RANDAL.—AV^e have grown very intimate.
SQUIRE.—So he writes me word—aud I am glad of it. Our member, Sk John, teUs me you are a very clever fellow, and a very steadj
one. And Frank says that he w-ishes he had your prudence, if he
ftan't have your talents. He has a good heart, Frauk l^addi J the
lainer, rcleutiugly]. But zounds, sir, you say you are uot surprised
he has rrot come to welcome his ow-n father I
'SMy dear sir," said Randal, "you wrote word to Frank that yori
had heard from Sir John and others of Ids goiirgs-ou, and that yoi*
were not satisfied with his repUes to your letters."
" AVeU."
" And then you sudderdy come up to town."
" AVeU."
" \\e\i. And Frank is ashamed to meet you. I'or, as you say, he hf,,9
been e.xtravagant, and he has exceeded liis aUowfln^e ; "nd hiiC'iV.-i,.'
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my respect for you, and my great affection for himself, he has asked
me to prepare you to receive his confession aud forgive him. I know
I am taking a great Uberty. I have no right to interfere between
father and son ; but pray—pray think I mean for the best."
" Humph ! " said the Sqrure, recovering himself very slowly, and
showing evident pain, " I knew already that Frank had spent more
than he ought; but I think he should not have employed a third
person to prepare me to forgive bim. (Excuse me—no offence.)
And if he wanted a third person, was not there his own mother r
AAdiat the devd! [firing up] am I a t.\Taut—a bash.aw—that my
own sou is afraid to speak to me ? Gad, I'U give it h i m ! "
" Pardon me, sir," said Randal, assurrdrrg at once that air of authority which superior inteUect so weU carries off and excuses, "brrt.I
strongly advise you not to express any anger at Frank's confidence in
lire. At prcserrt I have influence over him. AVlratever you may
1 hink of his extravagance, I have saved him from many an nrdiscretion, and many a debt—a young nran wdU Usten to one of bis own age
so much more readily than even to the kindest friend of graver years.
Indeed, sir, I speak for your sake as weU as for Frank's. Let me
keep this iufiuence over bim ; and don't reproach him for the confidence he placed in me. Nay, let him rather think that I have
softened any displeasure you might otherwise have felt."
There seemed so much good sense in what Randal said, and the
kindness of it seemfcd so disinterested, that the Sqrrire's native
shrewdness was deceived.
" You are a fme young feUow," said he, " and I am very much
obliged to you. AVeU, I suppose there is no putting old heads upon
youug shoulders; aud I promise you I'U not say an angry word to
I'Vank. I dare s.av, poor boy, be is very much afflicted, and I long
to shake bauds with him. So, set his mind at ease."
"Ah, sir," said Randal, wrth much apparent emotion, "your son
in ay well love you; and it seems to be a hard matter for so kind a
lieart as yorrrs t-o preserve the proper firmness with him."
" Oh, 1 can be firm enough," quoth the Squire—" especiaUy when
I dorr't see him—luandsome dog that he i s : very Uke his mother—
don't you think so ? "
" I never saw bis mother, sir."
" G a d ! Not seen my Harry? No more you have; you must
romc^^and pay us a visit. I suppose my half-brother will let you
come?"
" T o be sure, sir. AViU you not call on him while yon are in
town?"
" N o t I. He wordd.think I expected to get something from the
Goverrrment. TeU him the ministers mnst go on a Uttle better, d
they want my vote for thefr member. But go. I see you are inrpatient to teU Frarrk that aU's forgot and forgiven. Come and dine
«dth him here at six, and let him bring his bdls in his pocket. Oh, 1
shan't scold him."
" A\lry, as to that," said Randal, smiling, " I think (forgive me
stiU) that you should not take it too e»sdy; just as I think that yon
tad better not blame him fo;: his vsry natural and praiseworthy shamf
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bk approaching you, so I think, also, that you should do nothing that
woidd tend to diminish that shame—it is such a check on him. And
therefore, if you can contrive to affect to be angry with him for his
extravagance, it wdl do good."
" You speak Uke a book, and I'U try my best."
" If you threaten, for instance, to take him out of tbe army, and
settle nim in the country, it would have a very good effect."
" AVhat! would he think it so great a punishment to come home
and Uve with his parents ? "
" I don't say that; brrt he is naturaUy so fond of London. At his
age, and with his large inheritance, that is natural."
" Inheritance !" said the Squire, mooddy—"inheritance! he is not
thinking of that, I trust. Zounds, sir, I have as good a Ufe as his
o-wn. Inheritance!—^to be sure the Casino property is entaUed on
him; but as for the rest, sir, I am no tenant for life. I could leave
the Hazeldean lands to my ploughman, ii I chose it. Inheritance,
indeed!"
" My dear sir, I did not mean to imply that Frank would entertain
the unnatural and monstrous idea of calculating on your death; and
all we have to do is to get him to sow his wild oats as soon as possible—marryj and settle down into the country. For it would be a
thousand pities if his town habits and tastes grew permanent—a bad
thing for the Hazeldean. property, that! And," added Randal, laughing, " I feel an interest in the old place, since my grandmother comes
of the stock. So, just force yourseK to seem angry, and grumble a
Uttle when you pay the biUs."
" Ah, ah, trust me," said the Squire, doggedly, and with a very
altered air. " I am much obUged to you for these hints, nry youngkinsman." And his stout hand trembled a Uttle as he extended it to
Randal.
Leaving Limrner's, Randal hastened to Frank's rooms in St. James's
Street. " My dear feUow," said he, when he entered, " it is very
fortunate that I persuaded you to let me break matters to your father.
You might weU say he was rather passionate; but I have contrived
to soothe him. You need not fear that he wdl not pay your debts."
_" I never feared that," said Frank, changing colour, " I only feared
his anger. But, indeed, I fear his kindness stdl more. W^hat a reckless hound I have been! However, it shaU be a lesson to me. And
my debts once paid, I wdl tum as economical as yourself."
" Qrute right, Frank. Aird, indeed, I am a Uttle afraid that, whet
your father knows the total, he may execute a threat that would be
very unpleasant to vou."
'^What's tlrat?"
" Make you seU out, and give up London."
"The devd!" exclaimed Frank, with fervent emphasis; "that
would be treating me like a chdd."
''Why, it would make you seem rather ridiculous to your set,
which is not a very rural one. And you, who Uke London so much,
and are so much the fashion."
" Don't talk of it," cried Frank, walking to and fro the room ia
TTetit disorder.
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" Perhaps, on tbe whole, it might be weU not to say aU you owe, at
ouce. If you nairred haU the sum, your father wordd let you off with
a lecture ; and ready I tremble at the efl'ect of the total."
" But how shaU I pay the other haU?"
" Oh, you must save from your aUoivance; it is a very liberal one;
and the tradesmen are not pressing."
•' No—but the cursed bill-brokers
"
" Always renew to a young man of your expectations. And if I
get into an office, I can alwa^-s help you, my dear Frank."
" Ah, Randal, I am not so bad as to take advantage of your friendship," said Frank, warmly. " But it seems to me mean, after all,
aud a sort of a Ue, indeed, disguising the real state of nry affairs. 1
should not have Ustened to the idea from any one else. But you are
such a sensible, kind, horrourable feUow."
"After epithets so fiattering, I shrink from the responsibUity of
advice. But apart from your own interests, I shordd be glad to save
your father the lyaiu he would feel at knowing the whole extent of
the scrape you have got urto. And ii it eutaded on you the necessity
to lay by—and give up Hazard, and not be security for other m e n why it wordd be the uest thing that cordd happen. Ready, too, it
seems hard upon Mr. Hazeldearr, that he shordd be tbe only suQ'erer,
and quite just that you should bear half your own burdens."
" So it is, Randal; that did not strike me before. I wiU take your
counsel; and now I wiU go at once to Limmer's. My dear father!
1 hope he is looking w-eU ?"
" Oh, very. Such a contrast to the sallow Londoners ! But I think
rou had better not go tdl dinner. He has asked me to meet you at
SIX. I wiU caU for you a Uttle before, and we can go together. This
wdl prevent a great deal oi gene and constraint. Good-bye tdl then.
11a ! by the wa.v. I thudc if 1 were you, I would not take the niatter
too seriously and penitentiaUy. You see, the best of fathers like to
keep their sons under their thumb, as the saying is. And if you want
at your age to preserve your urdependence, aud not be hurried off
and buried iu the country, Uke a schoolboy iu disgrace, a Uttle manliness of bearing would rrot be amiss. You can tliink over it."
The durirer at Limmer's went off very difi'erently from what it
ought to have done. Randal's words had srmk deep, aud rankled
sorely in the Squire's mind; and that impression impar-ted a cert,ain
coldness to his mamier which beUed the hearty, forgiving, generous
imprrlse with which he had come up to London, and which even
Randal had not yet altogether whispered away. On the other hand,
Frarrk, embarrassed both by the sense of disingt nuousness, and a
desire "not to take the thing too seriously," seemed to the Squire
rmgracious and thankless.
After dinner the Squire began to hum and haw, and Frank to
colour up and slirink. Both felt discomposed by the presence of a
third person; till, with an art and address wor'thy of a better cause,
Randal IriraseU broke the ice, and so contrived to remove the restraint
he had before imposed, that at length each was heartdy glad to have
matters made clear and brief by his dexterity and tact.
Frank's debts were not, in reaUty, h-gc; and v/hen he named the half
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af them —looking down in shame—the Squire, agreeably surprised, was
about to express himseU with a Uberal heartiness that would have
opened his son's excellent heart at once to him. But a warning look
from Randal checked the impulse; and the Squire thought it right, as
be had promised, to affect an anger he did not feel, and let faU the
nnlucky threat, " that it was aU very well once in a way to exceed his
allowance; but if Frank did not, in future, show more sense than to
be led away by a set of London sharks and coxcombs, he nrust cut
the army, come home, and take to farming."
Frank imprudently exclaimed, " Oh, sir, I have no taste for farming. And after London, at my age, the country w-ould be so horribly
duU."
" Aba! " said the Squire, very grindy—and he thrast back into his
pocket-book some extra bank-notes wirich bis fingers had itched to
add to those he had already counted out. " The country is terribly
duU, is it ? Money goes there not upon foUies and vices, but upou
employing honest labourers, and increasing the wealth of the nation.
It does not please you to spend money ur that way: it is a pity you
shordd ever Ire plagued witn such duties."
" My dear father
"
" Hold your tongue, you puppy. Oh, I dare say, if you were in my
shoes, you would cut down the oaks, and mor-tgage the property—
seU it, for what I know—aU go on a cast of the dree ! Aha, su-—very
weU, very weU—the cormtry is horribly drdl, is it ? Pray stay in
town."
" My dear Mr. Hazeldean," said Randal, blandly, and as if with the
-wish to tum off into a joke what threatened to be serious, "you must
not interpret a hasty expression so Uterally. A\Tiy you would make
Frank as bad as Lord A
, who wrote word to his steward to cut
down more timber; and when the steward repUed, ' There are only
three sign-posts left on the whole estate,' wr-ote back, ' They've done
growing at aU events—do-wn with them !' You ought to know Lord
A
, sir; so witty; and—Frank's oarticular friend."
"Your particrdar friend. Master Erank? Pretty friends!"—and
the Squire buttoned up the pocket to which he had transferred his
note-book, with a determined air.
. "But I'm Ids friend, too," said Randal kindly: "and I preach to
him properly, I can teU you." Tuen, as if delicately anxious to
change the subject, he began to ask questions upon crops, and the
experiment of bone manure. He spoke eamestly, aud with gusto, yet
with the deference of one listerring to a great practical authority.
Randal had spent the afternoon in cramming the subject from agricultural journals and ParUamentary reports; and like aU practised
readers, had ready learned in a few hours mo»e than many a man,
unaccustomed to study, could gain from books in a year. The Squire
was surprised and pleased at the young scholar's information and
taste for such subjects.
" But, to be sure," quoth he, with an angry look at poor Frank,
" yoii have good Hazeldean blood in you, and krrow a bean from a
tumin."
"A\'liy, sir," said Randal ingenuously, " I am training myself for
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pubUc life; and what is a pubUc man worth if he do not study tha
agricrdture of his country ? "
" Right—what is he worth ? Put that question, with my comphments, to my haU-brother. What stuff he did talk, the other night,
on the malt tax, to be sure! "
" Mr. Egerton has had so many other things to think of, that we
must excuse his want of information upon one topic, however important. AA^ith his strong sense he must acquire that information,
sooner or later; for he is fond of power; and, sir, knowledge is
power!"
" Very true; very fine saying," quoth the poor Squire, unsuspiciously, as Randal's eye rested on Mr. Hazeldean's open face, and
then glanced towards Frank, who looked sad and bored.
" Yes," repeated Randal, "knowledge is power;" and he shook
his head wisely, as he passed the bottle to his host.
Stdl, when the Stpiire, who meant to return to the HaU next moming, took leave of Frank, his heart warmed to his son; aud stdl nrore
for Frank's dejected looks. It was not Randal's policy to push
estrangement too far at first, and in his own presence.
" Speak to poor Frank—kindly now, sir — do ; " whispered he,
observing the Sqrdre's watery eyes, as he moved to the window.
The Squire rejoiced to obey, thrust out his hand to Ids son—"My
dear boy," said he, " there, don't fret—pshaw !—it was but a trdle
after all. Thuik no more of it."
Frarrk took the hand, and suddeidy threw his arm rormd his father's
broad shoulder.
" Oh, sir, you are too good—too good." His voice trembled
so, tlrat Randal took alarm, passed by lum, and touched him
meaiungly.
The Squire pressed Ids son to his heart—heart so large, that it
seemed to fiU the whole M-idth under his broadcloth.
" i l y dear Frank," said he, haU blubbering, " it is not the money;
but, you see, it so vexes your poor mother; you must be carefrd in
future; and, zomrds, boy, it wdl be aU yours one day; ordy don't
calculate on i t ; I could uot bear that—I cordd not, irrdecd."
" Calculate!" cried Frarrk. " Oh, sir, can you think it ? "
" I anr 59 delighted that I had some s'dght hand in your complete
reconciliation with Mr. Hazeldean," said Randal, as the young men
waUvcd from the hotel. " I saw that you were dishear-tened, and I
told him to speak to you. kindly."
" Did you ?. Ah!—I am sorry he needed teUing."
" I know his character so wed already," said Rtmdal, " that I flatter
myself I can always keep things between you as they ought to be.
vVlrat an exceUent m a n ! "
" The best man in the world," cried Frank, heartdy; and then, as
his accents drooped, " yet I have deceived him. I have a great mind
to go back
"
" And teU him to give you twice as much money as you had asked
tor. He would think you had ordy seemed so affectionate in order to
ttfdte him in. No, no, Frank—stive—lay by—economises and then
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tell him that yon have paid half yonr ovm debts. Something highminded in that."
" So there is. Your heart is as good as your head. Good-night.''
" Are you going bome so early ? Have you no engagements ? "
"None that I shaU keep."
"Good-night, then."
They parted, and Randal walked into one of the fashionable clubs.
He neared a table, where three or four young men (younger sons, who
lived in the most splendid style, heaven knew how) were stdl over
their wine.
Leslie had Uttle in common with these gentlemen, but he forced his
nature to be agreeable to them, in consequence of a very exceUent
piece of worldly advice given to bim by Audley Egerton. " Never
let the dandies caU you a prig," said the statesman. "Many a clever
feUow fads through Ufe, because the sdly fellows, whom half a word
weU spoken could make his claqueurs, tum lum into ridicule. Whatever you are, avoid the fault of most reading men: in a word, don't
beaprig!"_
" I have just left Hazeldean," said Randal; " what a good feUow
he is!"
"Capital!" said the Honourable George Borrowed. ""Where
is he?"
_" AVhy, be is gone to his rooms. He has had a little scene -with
his father, a thorough, rough, cormtry squire. It would be arr act of
charity if you would go and keep bim company, or take him with yon
to some place a Uttle more Uvely than his own lodgings."
"What! the old gentleman has been teasing bim! — a horrid
shame!—^Why Frank is not extravagant, and he -wUl be very rich
—eh?"
"An immense property," said Randal, "and not a mortgage on
it: an only son," he added, turning away.
Among these young gentlemen there was a kindly and most benevolent whisper, and presently they all rose, and walked away towards
Frank's lodgings.
" The wedge is in the tree," said Randal to himself, " and there is
a gap alrtjady between the bark and the wood,"
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CHAPTER X X n .
HARLEY .L'ESTRANGE is seated beside Helen at the lattice-windovi

in the cottage at Norwood. The bloom of reviving health is on the
child's face, and she is Ustening with a smile, for Harley is speaking
of Leonard with praise, and of Leonard's future with nope. " And
thus," he continued, " secure from his former trials, happy in his
occupation, and pursuing the career he has chosen, we must be
content, my dear chdd, to leave him."
" Ijeave him!" exclaiirred Helen, and the rose on her cheek faded.
Harley was not displeased to see her emotion. He wordd have
been disappointed in ner heart if it had been less susceptible to
affection.
" I t is hard on you, Helen," said he, " t o be separated from one
who has beeu to you as a brother. Do not hate me tor doing so. But
I consider myself your guardian, and your home as yet must be mine.
AA^e are going from this land of cloud and mist, going as into the
world of summer. AVeU, that does not content you. You weep, my
child; you mourn vour own friend, brrt do not forget your father's.
I am alone, aud ofteu sad, Helen; w-rll you not comfort me ? You
press my hand, but you must learn to smile on me also. You are bom
to be the Comforter. Comforters are not egotists; they are always
cheerfid when they console."
The voice of Harley was so sweet, and his words went so home to
the child's heart, that she looked up and smded in his face as he
kissed her ingenuous brow. But then she thought of Leonard, and
felt so solitar\-—so bereft—that tears burst forth again. Before these
were dried, Leonard himself entered, and, obeying an irresistible
impulse, she sprarrg to his arms, arrd leaning her head on his shoulder,
sobbed out, " I am going from you, brother—do not grieve—do not
miss me."
Harley was much moved; he folded his arms, and contemplated
ttiem both silently—arrd his own eyes were moist. "This heart,"
thoirght he, " will be worth the winning ! "
He drew asirle Leonard, and whispered, " Soothe, but encouragaird support her. I leave you together; come to me in the garde;
later."
It was nearly an hour before Leonard joined Harley.
" She was not weeping when yo'i .rfi tier?" asked L'Estrange.
" No; she has more fortitude ttrau we might suppose. Heaven
knows how that fortitude has supported mine. I have promised to
\> rite to her often."
Harley took two strides across the iawn, and then, coming back to
Leorrard, said, "Keep your promise, and write often for the first
year. I would then ask you to let the correspondence drop gradually."
"Drop!—Ah! my lord!"
" Look you. my young friend. I wish to lead this fair mind ^y]lollJ'
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from the sorrows of the Past. I wish Helen to enter, not abraptly,
but step by step, into a new life. You love each other now as do two
chddren—as brother and sister. But later, if encouraged, would the
love be the same ? And is it not better for both of you, that youth
should open upon tbe world with youth's natrrral affections free and
inforestaUed?"
" True! And she is so above me," said Leonard, moumfuUy.
" No one is above him who succeeds in your ambition, Leonard.
It is not that, beUeve me."
Leonard shook bis head.
"Perhaps," said Harley, -with a smde, " I rather feel that you are
above me. For what vantage-ground is so high as youth ? Perhaps
1 may become jealous of you. It is well that she shordd leam to Uke
one who is to oe henceforth her guardian and protector. Yet, how
can she Uke me as she ought, if her heart is to be full of you ?"
The boy bowed his head; and Harley hastened to change the
subject, and speak of letters and of glory. His words were eloquent
and his voice kindling: for he had been an enthusiast for fame in his
boyhood; and in Leonard's, his own seemed to him to revive. But
the poet's heart gave back no echo—suddenly it seemed void and
desolate. Yet when Leonard walked back by the moordight, he
muttered to himself, "Strange—strange—so mere a child;—this
cannot be love ! StiU what else to love is there left to me ?"
And so he paused upon the bridge where he had so often stood
with Helen, and on which be had formd the protector that had given
to her a home—to himseU a career. And life seemed vei-y long, and
fame but a dreary phantom. Courage, stdl, Leonard! These are
the sorrows of the heart that teach thee more than aU the precepts
of sage and critic.
Another day, and Helen had left tbe shores of England, -with her
fanciful and dreaming guardian. Years wdl pass before our tale
reopens. Life in aU the forms we have seen it travels on. And the
Sqrure farms and hunts; and the Parson preaches and chides and
soothes. And Riccabocca reads his MachiaveUi, and sighs and smdes
as he moraUses on Men aud States. And Violarrte's dark eyes grow
deeper and more spiritual in their lustre; and her beauty takes thought
from soUtary dredvns. And Mr. Richard Avenel has his house in
London, and the Honourable Mrs. Avenel her opera-box; and hard
and dire is their struggle into fashion, and hotly does the new man,
scorning the aristocracy, pant to become aristocrat. Arrd Audley
Egerton goes from the office to the Parlianrent, and drudges, and
debates, and helps to govern the empire in which the sun never sets.
Poor Sun, how tired be must be—brrt not more tired tharr the Govenrment! And Randal LesUe has an excellent place in the bureau of a
minister, and is looking to the time when he shad resigrr it to come
into Parliament, and on that large arena turn knowledge into power.
And meanwhde, he is much where he was with Audley Egerton; but
he has established intimacy with the Sqrrire, and visited Hazeldean
twice, and examined the house and the map of the property, and very
nearly faUen a second time into the Ha-ha, and tbe Squire beUeves
that Randal LesUe alone can keec Frank out of ndscldef, and has
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spoken ron.sh words to bis Harry about Frank's continued extravagance : and Frank does continue to pursue pleasure, and is very
miserable, and horribly in debt. And Madame di Negra has gone
from London to Paris, and taken a tour into Switzerland, and come
back to London again, and has gro-wn very intimate with Randal
LesUe; and Randal has introduced Frank to her; and Frank thinks
ber the loveUest woman in tbe world, and grossly slandered by certain
evd tongues. And the brother of Madame di Negra is expected iu
England at last; and what with his repute for beauty and for wealth,
people anticipate a sensation. And Leonard, and Harley, and Helen r
Patience—they wiU all reappear.
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NOS OTTI'S.
ESTABLISHED HALF A CENTURY.

NOVELTIES IN DRAWING-ROOiVI FURNITURE.
SPECIAL DESIGNS.

Dining Eoom, Library, Boudoir, & BedKoom Furniture.
CHOICE CURTAIN MATERIALS OF EVERY PRODUCTION.

Parisian Paper Hangings, Plain and Decorative Painting.
MODERATE

CHARGES.

LOOKING-GLASSES,
Tte

Most Extensive CoUection in the Kingdom of LookingGlasses and GUt Furniture Articles.
Novelties in Designs in Special Manufacture for all Climates,
SPECIAL ATTENTION TO PACKING.

397,

398, 399, 399a, OXFORD STREET.

GEORGE ROBERTS,

Stay and Skirt Manufacturer,
LADIES' & CHILDREN'S HOSIER & OUTFITTER,
( E S T A B L I S H E D 30 V E A R S . )

E N G L I S H STAYS, own manufacture, quality guaranteed, from
4J-. ()d. to 2IJ-.
r i E N C H STAYS, specially imported, from 6.?. 6d. to i6s. 6d.
A

irge stock of STAYS, SKIRTS, DRESS IMPROVERS, LADIES' and
CHILDREN'S HOSIERY, UNDERCLOTHING, DRESSING GOWNS,

and MORNING DRESSES of the latest fashions.

Ladies waited on at their Residences by experienced
Assistants,
Stays made to Order on t h e Premises.
Si'oiv Rooms and Private Fitting Rooms on the First
Floor
E v e r y article maFked in Plain Figures.

183, OXFORD STREET, LONDON W.
(Between Duke Street and Orchard Street.)

BILLIARDS.-NEW SHOW BOOMS.

T'

' H U R S T O N & CO.,
having Rebuilt their
Premises in Catherine Street,
-^3^5^-'^^i^^e3afSri^^^ak===5KBI)—• Strand, invite Billiard Players
=r^CT^:55^fei^ff'J'^^^^S^^^^^^^^^= ai'd the Public generally to in^ g l J g ^ g S y i g j ^ ^ p g j ^ ^ ^ ^ g ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ spect their New and Extensive
'' -^yszz^z^^^J^^^^^^Tl.. - ^~^- ^^"^-""^^^y ShowRoomsrepletewithalarge
~ ^=S^^:J==;^.-5——-— assortmentofBilliardTables,&c.

THURSTON & CO.,
Billiard Table Makers to Her Majesty and H.R.H. the Prince of Wales,
Catherine Street, Strand, W.C. Factory, Waterloo Billiard Works,
Chejne Walk, Chelsea, S.W. (Es-rABLisHEo 1814.)

PERFECT & EASY-FITTING BOOTS FOR LADIES & CENTJiMEN.
NIGOLL'S Original F L E X U R A or S P R I N G - W A I S T BOOT,
for both Ladies and Gentlemen, gives an elegant and symmetrical form to the foot,
with increased comfort in wearing, and is highly recommended b y the Medical
Faculty as a support for Flat Feet and Weak Ankles by its surprising elasticity, and
is well adapted for training the feet of young people.
P L A S T E R C A S T S O.F T H E F E E T T A K E N .

L A S T & BOOT T R E E S MADE TO ORDER.

E . J . NICOLL begs most respectfully to Caution the Nobility and Public gene*aliy against unskilled imitations. Please to ask for N I C O L L ' S " F L E X U R A . "
Price Lists

and Particulars

for extra Sel/-measurefnent

sent for One Stamp

E. J . NICOLL, Original Flexura Boot Depot,
MILITARY AND FAMILY BOOT MAKER AND LAST MAKER,
424, Oxford Street, London, yv. (near Tottenham Court Eoad).

PURE SANLUCAR WINES.
" The pure juice of the finest dry grape after nature's unassisted process of fetmentation. Spanish physicians always prescribe ManzaniUa as the best wine f(t
invalids."—The Doctor, August, 1872.
"Denyer and Co.'s Manzanilla is the produce of the choicest of all grapes. The
iltstrict of Sanlucar alone is favourable to the development of their deUcate and lifecustainmg •ma.t,"—Covrt
foumal.

MANZANILLA at 36s.
** Our analyst of Denyer and Co.'s Sanlucar "Wines, Amontillado, and Manzajiilla, proved them to be quite pure. All genuine Manzanilla comes from Sanlucar,
and is much to be preferred to Sherries, especially for those who are delicate."—
Medical Press and Circular.

SOLERA at 42s.
" I t is a delicate and genmae vtvie, unadulterated
and
ttndoctored."—W«/minster
Gazette.
"Denyer and Co.'s Manzanilla is thoroughly dry and clean, nothing hot and J?ery,
and a softntss which will greatly improve by keeping."—Medical Times and Gazette.

AMONTILLADO at 48s.
"Denyer and Co.'s pure Manzanilla from Sanlucar is an old wine of rare delicacy and exquisite bouquet."—JI/or««K£- Post.
" By personal experience we find at the price, sfo. and 481. per doz., Denyer and
Co 's Manzanilla Sherry from Sanlucar stands quite unegualUd."—Court
Circular,

Imported by P. T. DENYER & CO.,
No. 95, Regent Street, and 26, Dover Street, W.
NOTICE,—Our pure Sanlucar -Wines bear our registered label. We forward
Samples on receipt of Stamps to defray Carriage—about 6d. per Sample.

NEW MUSIC, Published by JOSEPH WILLIAMS,
2 4 , Berners Street, and 123, Cheapside, London.
spring Song, from ** Babil and Bijou," for that Sweet Summer Time. %s.—Lily and tho
Piano. By B. RICHARDS, ^f.—Do, Duet y. River. 3^.—Our Song shall be of Him. 3J.—
Sailor's Wife. 3J.—oice of the Western Wind
Little Neli ai'.
jf. Sweet Wife of Mine. 3^.
She Wore a Wreath of Roses. 3*.
Sweet Home: 3*.
NEW SONGS BY GIRO PINSUTI,
Agnus Dei, Mozart's lath, jf.
Maiden's Flower Song. y.
Oiffcrtoire. Wely. 3*What we have Loved ws Love for Ever. 3*.
With Verdure Clad. Haydn. 3J.
N E W SONGS BY VIRGINIA 'GABRIEL.—
At Last. 3J.—Be Thou Near Me. 3J.—Breeze
N E W SONGS BY HENRY SMART.—Bird and
Lute. 3^.—Rhine Maiden. 3J.—Singing thro" and the Harp. 3^.—Leslie Gray. y.
SONGS BY W. V. WALLACE.—Why
the Rain. 3J.—Rainbow and the Flowers, y. doNEW
I Weep for Thee J 3^.—Sweet and Low, jr.
N E W SONGS BY J. L. HATTON.—Change —Mill Stream and the River. 31.—Bring mc
of Twenty Years, gj.—Children, jr.—Clown's my Harp.—False Friends.
Song 3f.—Ho! FiU me'a Tankard, is.—In

S

EVENTY YEARS O F SUCCESS have proved that
EOWLANDS' MACASSAR OIL
is the best and safest Restorer and
Beautifier of the Human Hair,
3J. 6d., "js., lOs. 6d. ; family bottles,
equal to four small, 21 J. per bottle:
ROWLANDS' KALYDOR improves and beautifies the complexion,
4J. 6d. and 8s. 6d., per bottle.
ROWLANDS' ODONTO whitens
and preserves the Teeih, 2s. gd. pei
box. Sold by all Chemists and Perfumers everyvirhere.
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STEEL

SELF-COILING EEVOLVIITG SHUTTERS,
NOISELESS,

f

Fin:?.

I

AND

IF

REQUIRED,

THIEF

PROOF.

( A O A I ^ T E D F O R THE MANSION OR COTTAGE.)

MANUB A.i'JEERS

TO HER MAJESTY'S BOARD OF WORKS.

Self-Coiling Revolving Wood Shiittc-. iijm Is. 9d. per Foot.
Self-Coiling Steel Shutte':",, 3s. kid. per Foot.
CITRVELIWEAB I R O N SHIT-i T E B 3 , 2s. 6d. p e r Foot.
]ROX SHUTTERS, WITH CEAR, 4s. 6d. per Foot.
These a-s tjie Cheapest and Most Secure Shutters, and are the only icind that
do not require Machinery, and cannot get out of order.
•FZ'.l

PROSPF. CTUSES
FORWARDED.
:-:2Z. 1 . I E X3.A-X.S, l e S g j 1 S 6 7
&c 1 8 . 7 2 .

XiC^'Tiri^'.... ,
Pi^jils, ,...,.«.;;
VJ-ENNA ..
MANCHF.STEi?
LIVEKPOOL
DUBI-HN
EDIN>JURGH
BOSTON, XJ.S

Kathbone Place, Oxford Street.
S u e Notre Dame des Vicfcoites, 2G.
liiarnthnerstrasse, No. 8.
22, Victoria Street.
87, L o r d Street.
18, Fleet Street.
6 8 , Rose Street.
10, Pemberton Sg-aare.

