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A CHANGE OF VIEWS.






A CHANGE OF VIEWS.

As a sporting event and a wicked gambling pro-
ceeding the Derby is naturally out of my line. A
serious writer, I am well aware, should be careful how
he contaminates his pen with such a subject—and
especially if he doesn’t understand it—but he may go
some lengths if actuated by a moral purpose. This
may be seen any day in the way in which the most
respectable journals handle the most disreputable topics.
“They only touch upon the matter in the interests of
morality,” or ““for the purpose of holding it up for
public reprehension’>—just as though a barn-door
should apologise for the polecat nailed upon it. I,
however, have an excuse for alluding to so sad a thing
as a race-course which is more than valid; the two
Derbys I have in my mind are indissolubly connected
with a reverent, if not a sacred, subject, in the person
of the Rev. Theodore Pyx. On the first occasion when
I stood beside him on Epsom Downs he was not in-
deed a clergyman, but he was very near it. He was
not the rose, but, so to speak, stood in the next pot
to it; for he had passed his “voluntary,” and was to



be “japanned” in a fortnight. That was the expression
which, I am grieved to say, he used, in those unre-
generate days, for the ceremony of ordination.

We went together from London on a drag, with a
good many University men, and Pyx was not the
gravest of the party. He had never been remarkable
for gravity, and this was almost the last occasion when
he would be at liberty to indulge his "natural instincts
for liveliness and larks. He called it, with a touching
pathos, his “last fling”—and it was a tolerably high
one. There was nothing that he did not do that
Derby day that was to be done—from throwing at his
Aunt Sally up to losing “the tenner” which another
aunt had sent him (on hearing he had “passed his
Vol”) in backing the first favourite. I can see him
now, with his hat stuck round with dolls, having his
fortune told by a gipsy, who, with all her talents for
prevision, and desire to prophecy smooth things, never
dreamt of promising him that he should be one day
Archbishop of Canterbury: he looked so exceedingly
unlike even the very earliest formation—the merest
chrysalis—of any development of that nature. He did
not come back on the drag, but inside of it, along
with the empty hampers, by reason of our solicitude
for his personal safety. Though his equilibrium was
out of gear, the native geniality of his disposition
remained unimpaired; and we could hear him singing
all the way underneath us, no doubt at the top of his



voice, but riiellowed by' distance and his position so
as to resemble the lay of a bumble-bee between two
panes of glass. The last I saw of Theodore Pyx that
day was his legs; he was taken out head foremost at
his lodgings in Bury Street, St. James’s, and put to bed
by two charitable undergraduates, whom he entreated
to make an apology for him to Dr. Paley, with whom,
he said, he had made an engagement to sup that
evening at Cremorne. In this impression he was of
course mistaken; but I mention it in fairness to Pyx,
since it shows that his recent course of theological
study had not been obliterated, though he just then
confused it with matters of a somewhat different
character.

I had had some slight acquaintance with this gen-
tleman during his college career, where he had dis-
tinguished himself as a good billiard-player and a
mellifluous and flowery speaker at the Union; but we
had not much in common together. He belonged to a
fast set, and rather looked down upon me, as being
only fast by fits and starts—as in that expedition to
the Derby (which was my first one, by-the-bye); he had
a knowledge, too, of practical mathematics, which en-
abled him to make a book upon every great racing
event of the year—although it did not suffice to make
him win. A tall, handsome young fellow he was, and,
though not of an aristocratic type in other respects,
had fine white hands which at that time we thought



little of. They were not noticed much in dealing at
Loo or Vingt-et-un, where it is one’s own hands only
in which one takes any particular interest; but they after-
wards served him in some stead. He did not make
much money by those games, I believe, and had none
of his own to start with; but those who knew him best
were wont to aver that Theodore Pyx was a shrewd
fellow—an opinion which, though I did not share it, I
am bound to say has since been amply justified.

About four years after I left the University I hap-
pened to be spending a few weeks' holiday at a certain
seaside town on the south coast, with an aunt of mine
who was given to ritualism. She attended matins and
vespers every day at the district church, and was rather
scandalised at my not accompanying her on those ex-
peditions.

“T hope at all events, my dear,” she said, “that on
Sunday you will not go to any church save St. Ethel-
burga’s.”

This I readily promised, since it left me more
alternatives than she was aware of, when she presently
added, which decided me at once on accompanying her,
“that I should then have the privilege of listening to
that most eloquent of theologians, Mr. Theodore Pyx.”

“Why, good gracious, I know him'?’ cried L

“T am truly glad to hear it,” returned she gravely;
“for it shows that your acquaintances, have been well
chosen.” There was a reproof in her voice which I at



once understood to have been evoked by my having
alluded to her favourite Divine in a too jocular and
even somewhat disparaging tone, and I hastened to
remove this unfortunate impression.

I said that he had been a most admirable speaker
at the Union, and she replied, to my surprise, “that
he was so now whenever opportunity offered.” I sub-
sequently discovered that she meant that respectable
assembly of High Churchmen called the Church Union,
and she was much pleased to find, or rather to infer,
that even in my undergraduate career I had been a
constant attendant at it.

I confess I looked forward to the ensuing Sunday
with even more than the wonted enthusiasm that the
prospect of hearing a fashionable preacher always
awakens within me, for in the mean time I had
gathered many interesting particulars of my old college
friend. From the rich widow, Lady Gergoyle, who had
erected and endowed the church, down to my aunt’s
ancient handmaiden, Betty, his congregation it seemed
adored the Rev. Theodore Pyx. He might have had
a pair of slippers worked by fair hands for every day
of the year if he could have brought himself to wear
them; but his habits were ascetic. He wore tight
boots, not to show off his feet (though they certainly,
as I afterwards observed, looked smaller in them), but
for the sake of the discomfort. Under his buttonless
silk waistcoat it was understood that he had a horse-



hair shirt, and there were whispers abroad that in the
cupboard of his private oratory hung a scourge that
had drunk deep of poor Theodore Pyx’s blood. What
was so charming about him, however, said my aunt,
was that you would never guess these things to look
at him; to the outward eye, he appeared comfortable
enough: there was nothing to speak of fastings and
watchings in his appearance, nor did he ever allude to
them himself, except in such confidential communi-
cations with certain members of his congregation as
were almost—though not quite—under the seal of the
Confessional.

When, indeed, I had the opportunity—or “privi-
lege,” as it was the custom, I found, to term it—of
seeing the Rev. Theodore Pyx in his pulpit, he ap-
peared to me to be in particularly good case, and to
have suffered little or nothing from those mortifications
of the flesh to which it was his habit to submit
himself.

He had, indeed, certainly made flesh, whether it
was mortified or not; his hands were considerably
plumper, and one of them wore a ring—perhaps a
pastoral ring—with a fine diamond in it, which I am
quite sure he had never possessed as a layman. He
was said to be a very “earnest worker,” and it is cer-
tain that he worked with his hands, and that in a very
attractive and graceful manner; when he raised them
in supplication, my aunt said that they reminded her



of a dove with folded wings, which in the act of bene-
diction became a pair of ditto. His voice was really a
good one; only when it dropped to a sweet murmur,
or solemn coo, I could not for the life of me help re-
collecting how it had sounded among the hampers
under the drag upon that Derby day. It was very
illogical, as well as uncharitable in me, to revert to
such a matter, for the wildest undergraduate may be-
come the best of men and clergymen in time, and
Theodore Pyx had not been so very wild. Only, some-
how, as I watched him, those lines about the “‘snowy-
banded, delicate-handed, dilettante priest,” would come
into my mind, and I could not quite believe in that
hair shirt, nor yet in the scourge in his cupboard.

I called upon him the next day, and sent in my
card, but he was compelled to decline to see me; it
was the eve of St. Bungay the Elder, who, it seemed,
was his patron saint, on the anniversary of whose
martyrdom he was bound to be “in retreat” for
twenty-four hours. He accepted, however, the invita-
tion I carried to him from my aunt, to dine with us
on Wednesday and renew his acquaintance with his
old college friend; and at the hour appointed he
arrived.

His hostess received him as though he had been a
Prince of the Blood Royal who had taken Holy Orders
from conscientious convictions, and set before him, I
must needs confess, a much better dinner than she



had hitherto thought it worth while to provide for her
nephew.

Perhaps I was piqued at this, but his mode of re-
ceiving my welcome when we first met had not pleased
me; it had not been frank, and had suggested appre-
hension; as though it was just possible I might have
told some stories of his career before the blessed St.
Bungay the Elder had taken him under his immediate
protection.

His conversation at dinner was confined to the
two graces (by which I mean, of course, his benedic-
tions) and the new painted window at St. Ethelburga’s
which Lady Gergoyle was putting up in memory of
her late husband; which, combined with the way in
which he put aside, with a gentle sigh, any allusion to
our college days, I confess, exasperated me. I felt like
Hotspur when the courtier met him.

He made me mad to see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet,
And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman.

When my aunt left the room, I said, rather curtly,
“Now, Pyx, have a cigar. This is one of the old
brands you used to like so.”

“Thank you, no,” he answered gently. “I have
quite given up smoking.”

“You don't object to other people doing it, I
hope?” It was clear by the look he cast at his long
silk waistcoat that he did; but I had already lit my



regalia, which 1 was glad to think distributed a fine
full flavour of tobacco smoke such as no incense would
readily take away from that garment. “And billiards?”
I continued: T suppose you never touch a cue now.”

He shook his head with a sad smile. “I should
hardly know which end to strike with.”

“And yet, what a dab you used to be at pool, Pyx !
Do you remember how you used to laugh at Jones ‘for
putting his trust in Providence/ as he called it, when
he used to go in for a fluke?”

“I am thankful to say that I have forgotten those
matters,” said he, taking a sip of port. “What a noble
character is your dear aunt!”

“Yes; she’s a jolly good old woman,” said I cheer-
fully. “I hope you are not thinking of marrying her.”

“I? My good friend!” he answered smiling, “I have
a wife already.”

“The deuce you have!” exclaimed I, with astonish-
ment. “That’s not generally known, is it?”

“You mistake me,” said he. “I mean that I am
already wedded to the Church.”

“Oh, I see; you go in for celibacy of the clergy?”

“Most certainly I do. A priest should be vowed
to Heaven. Perhaps you have not read my little work
upon that subject?”

“No; but I should like to read it immensely. I
hope it has a portrait of the author for its frontis-
piece.”

High Spirits (Second Series).
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“Well, yes, it has,” said he, with an imperturbable
gravity; “it was by desire of my congregation that it
was inserted.”

If he had not been sitting at my own table, I
think T must have burst out laughing; as it was, I
only said, “Well, that was rather hard upon the ladies,
Pyx. It appears to me that they adore you—as in-
deed they always did.”

A roseate flush spread over my companion’s fea-
tures. “Let us recall, my friend, no humiliating ante-
cedents.”

He was thinking, I knew, of the milliner in the
High Street whom he certainly would have married at
college, only, as he had frankly owned, he had not
the money to pay for a special licence, and to have
put up the banns would have been ruin.

I felt that, though Pyx was a humbug, it would still
be inhospitable to roast him further, so I hastened to
assure him that nothing I had known to his disad-
vantage in his salad days would ever pass my lips,
and then turned the conversation to his parish.

And so we parted good friends.

Six months after my return to town I had a letter
from my aunt, which contained the following post-
script: “We have all been greatly distressed here by
the conduct of your friend, Mr. Theodore Pyx; it will
be a sad blow, I fear, to the cause with which he has



been so unhappily identified. You doubtless saw yester-
day’s Posty

I had seen nothing about Pyx in the paper in
question, and rushed down to the club at once to look
at it. There was nothing about him in the Police
Reports, nor yet in the proceedings of the Divorce
Court, which my eye naturally sought in the first in-
stance. What could, he have done? At last I found
it under a special heading, “Marriage in High Lifey
The Reverend Theodore Pyx had been united in the
bonds of wedlock (with full choral service) to Emily,
relict of the late Sir Anthony Gergoyle, K.C.B., formerly
Governor of Patagonia.

It was not without some difficulty, for I was inter-
rupted by several paroxysms of laughter, that I could
write the required letter of sympathy and Gondolement
to my aunt upon the backsliding of her favourite
Divine. I said I blushed for him as though I were the
painted window put up by Lady Gergoyle to the me-
mory of her late husband; a metaphor which pleased
my respected relative very much, by the way, and
gave her a higher opinion of my intelligence than she
had been hitherto pleased to entertain.

I neither saw nor heard anything of Pyx again till
last Derby day, which found me, for the second time
in my life, upon Epsom Downs. It is no matter why
I thus revisited a scene of pleasure so unsuited to my
own respectable habits. 1 disdain to protest that I



patronised it because the institution tends to improve
the breed of horses; suffice it to say that I was there,
and that there I met Theodore Pyx—once more upon
a drag—his own drag—and in very pleasant company.
He had a red silk tie, which contrasted with a well-
cut white waistcoat, that set off his appearance to
great advantage, but certainly detracted from it in an
ecclesiastical point of view.

In answer, however, to my astonished stare, he at
once informed me that he had ““cut the Church,” to
the health of which, nevertheless, and to show that
there was no ill-feeling, he would be very happy to
drink a glass of champagne with me.

“But where,” said I, “is Mrs. Pyx?”

“Hush! she retains her maiden—I mean, her
courtesy title: Lady Gergoyle is inside.” And he in-
troduced me to her through the open window accord-
ingly.

She was a fine woman, but older than her present
husband: 1 should say five-and-twenty years older.
She had some cold chicken and salad on her lap,
and a tankard of claret-cup in her hand, and seemed to
be enjoying herself exceedingly.

“You must come down to our house in the
country,” she said, ““and stay a week with your old
college friend.”

“There’s a capital billiard table,” added Pyx, ““and
you will find me in pretty good practice again.”



And he winked unutterable things. 1 felt myself
in quite a false position, for it was evident not only
that Pyx had been playing his late ecclesiastical game
for something like the very thing he had gained by it,
but also that he thought it one which all sensible per-
sons, including myself, must sympathise with and
admire.

“You offered me a weed the last time I saw you,
my good fellow,” he said; ‘“now take one of mine:”
and he gave me one of the veiy longest cigars I ever
saw, except the one he had in his own mouth, which
was its twin brother.

When he gave up Celibacy, it seems, he resumed
Tobacco. What he had done with his hair shirt and
his scourge—if they ever existed—I know not: per-
haps he had left them as relics to the shrine of St.
Ethelburga.

It is very improbable that I shall revisit Epsom
again; but the association of it with the Rev. Theo-
dore Pyx will abide with me for ever; it seems, so to
speak, to hallow those two Derbys.
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SIMPSON OF BUSSORA.

I HAVE a profound distrust of all travellers. Not
because they are prone to tell me untruths about their
experiences, for that has in a great measure become
a dangerous experiment: wherever they may have
been, other people have now also been, and it is easy,
if I may use a professional expression, to “correct
their proofs;” my distrust arises from the ideas in my
own mind of the experiences that they do not tell me.
When they get away from the regions of civilisation,
and out of the influence of public opinion, think I to
myself, what is it these people do not do? For the
very fact of a man’s being a traveller is, between our-
selves, by no means a good sign. Why does he not
stop at home in the bosom of his family, or, if he has
no family, acquire one? It is his duty as a citizen.
When a boy runs away from school, it is, of course,
the correct thing to call him “intrepid,” <gallant,”
“high-spirited,” and ‘“‘independent;” but that sort of
boy is in reality not—generally speaking—a good boy.
It may be very true that a nation owes its nautical
supremacy to this description of youth; but he doesn’t



run away to sea from that distant and patriotic
motive; he goes to sea because he doesn't like what
is good for him on land; and almost immediately,
though that is beside the question, finds he has made
a great mistake. Similarly, a man does not go to
Tartary or Kamtschatka to improve his mind: if he
ventured to tell me that (supposing he was not a very
tall man, and I had no reason to suppose he had a
yataghan or any other outlandish weapon concealed
about his person), I should laugh in his face. No:
he flies to such obscure regions because the restraints
of civilisation are abhorrent to his undisciplined mind,
and he has some morbid taste, say, for human flesh—
uncooked. The mildest-spoken man I ever met in my
life, and the greatest traveller, once confided to me,
after a most excellent dinner at our club, that, ‘‘after
all,” there was nothing like uncooked food. He did
not say human flesh, but I knew well enough what he
meant. He has repented since of having let out so
much, and endeavours to re-assure me by his con-
ventional behaviour and conversation.

“The world is small,” he says (he has been round
it two or three times), “‘and give him England; for,
when all is said, that is the best place to live in;” but
this does not deceive me for a moment. That man is
a cannibal at heart. I have seen him look at plump
and tender people in a very peculiar way, and I would
not trust him alone with my baby for a small fortune.



That sweet child would take rank among the “mysteri-
ous disappearances.” He would say, “How should 7
know?” like the frog who swallowed the duck’s egg;
but I should know better than the duck. If you think
these apprehensions extreme, you are, of course, wel-
come to your own opinions: some people are more
sanguine than others, and also more simple.

My mind is, I think, a tolerably fair one, and I
have never entertained suspicions against those who
are compelled to visit distant latitudes against their
wills. Queen’s messengers, convicts, sailors, etc., etc.,
may be very respectable persons in their way, notwith-
standing where they may have been to. Such was my
charitable belief until within the last few days; since
which I have seen some reason to change it. One of
the quietest and best fellows I ever knew—and I have
known him all my life—was Simpson of Bussora. I
was at school with him five-and-forty years ago, and
though his house of business is at the distant spot
just mentioned, I had met him from time to time
during his periodical visits to this country, and always
found him unchanged—gentle, unassuming, modest,
and orthodox in his opinions. Our house does a little
business with him in shawls and carpets, but our ac-
quaintance is mainly social. My wife and daughters
are very partial to him, and delight in his Persian
tales, which are picturesque and full of local colour.
He brings them little bottles of scent which perfume



the whole neighbourhood, and now and then a scarf
that is the envy of their friends. I never, however,
entertained any idea of Simpson as a son-in-law until
my wife put it into my head. He lived too far away
for me to picture him in such a relation, and though
I knew he had made money, I did not think he had
made enough to return home and settle. His income
was a very handsome one; but living at Bussora, he
had given me to understand, was dear, and did not
admit of much saving. Above all, Simpson struck me
as by no means a marrying man. Whenever the sub-
ject of matrimony was mooted, he always smiled in
that dry, cynical way which proclaims the confirmed
bachelor. Household matters did not interest him; he
did not take much to children; he would smoke until
the small hours of the morning, and raise his eye-
brows when one said it was late, and perhaps one’s
wife might be sitting up. He would say, “Really!”
as though such an idea as one’s wife sitting up for
one was preposterous, but could never concern him.

I need not go into the causes which led to my
conversing with Simpson on the subject of matri-
mony. Suffice it to say that I did not do so of my
own free-will. 1 had received instructions from my
wife to ““sound” Simpson on the matter, with relation
to some ‘““ideas” that she had got into her head with
respect to our second daughter Jane, and ““to hear was
as they say at Bussora.

)

to obey,’



“My dear Simpson/ said I, as we were cracking
our walnuts together after a little dinner under my
own roof, I often wonder why a man like you, with
a large income and a fine house, as you describe
your home to be at Bussora, has never married. It
must be rather wretched living out there all alone.”

“Well, it would be, no doubt,” said Simpson in
his quiet way. “But, Lord bless you! I've been mar-
ried these twenty years.”

You might have knocked me down with a feather.
“Married these twenty years! You astound me. Why,
how was it you never spoke about it?”

“Oh, I don’t know; I thought it wouldn’t interest
you. She was a Persian, you know. If she had been
a European, then I should have told you.”

“A Persian wife! Dear me,” said I, “how funny it
seems!” 1 said “funny,” but at the same time all
the suspicions that I entertained (and now entertain
more than ever) respecting travellers and persons who
abjure civilisation, crowded into my mind. “Now,
what colour, my dear Simpson, if I may put the
question without impertinence, are your children?”

“Well, we've got no children,” said Simpson, in
his usual imperturbable tone. “We never had any.”

I don’t quite know why, but somehow or other I
thought this creditable to Simpson. It was very wrong
in him to have married a Persian, perhaps a fire
worshipper, or at best a Mahommedan, but it was a



comfort to think that the evil had, so to speak,
stopped there. To think of Simpson with a heap of parti-
coloured children, professing, perhaps, their mother’s
outlandish faith as they grew up, would have been
painful to me, in connection with the fact that Simpson
was at that moment under my roof, the same roof
with my wife and daughters, and that I was the
churchwarden of our district church. 1 forsook at
once the particular subject of Simpson’s wife to dis-
cuss the general subject of polygamy.

“The Persians have more wives than one, have
they not?” inquired I.

“Those who can afford it have,” said he; “but it.
is not so usual as you may imagine.”

“I need not ask how so profligate a system must
needs work,” said 1. “It is a domestic failure, of
course?”

“You need not ask the question, as you say,” re-
plied Simpson, cracking a walnut. “But if you do
ask, T am bound to say it is so far like marriage in
this country—it is sometimes a domestic failure and
sometimes not. Perhaps it requires more judgment in
selection; you have not only to please yourself, you
know, but to please your other wives.”

“Goodness gracious!” said I, “how coolly you talk
about it! I hope no European who happens to be
resident in this strange community ever gives in to the
custom?”



“Some do and some don’t,” was the reply of
Simpson. “T lived in Persia with one wife for fifteen
years before 1 gave in.”

“What! you married a second wife, your first wife
being alive?”

“Just so0,” was the unabashed rejoinder.

Simpson swept the walnut shells into a comer of
his plate, and helped himself to sherry. I have
now four wives.”

“Bless my soul and body!” said I. “Four wives!”

“Yes. The story of my little ménage may seem in
your ears rather curious. If it will not bore you, I'll
tell you about it.”

I had no words to decline the offer, even if I
wished it. My breath was fairly taken away by
Simpson’s four wives. The traveller that had liked
his food uncooked had given me rather a turn, but
that was nothing to this revelation of my present com-
panion: a man we had always considered of the highest
respectability, and who my wife had even thought
would have suited our Jane.

“Well, it was at a picnic party on the plains near
Bussora that the thing first came about. My wife and
I were both present at it; and my European notions
preventing my believing there could be the least mis-
understanding about it, since I was already married, I
made myself very agreeable to a certain Persian lady.
She was neither young nor pretty—just like what my



wife herself, indeed, had grown to be by that time
—and I no more thought of making her my No. 2
than—dear me!—of embracing Mahommedanism. My
attentions, however, were misconstrued; and her
brother, being a violent man in the Shah’s cavalry,
and knowing I had a fairish income, insisted upon
my becoming his brother-in-law. I believe Irish mar-
riages are often brought about in the same way, so
there was nothing in that;, the peculiarity of the case
lay in my having a wife already, and one who was
veiy resolute indeed to prevent my having another.
I spare you the troubles that ensued. Between my
No. i wife on the one hand, and her sharp tongue,
and the officer of Spahis on the other, with his sharp
sword, I was placed in a very unpleasant position,
I promise you; but in the end I married Khaleda. I
am sorry to say the two ladies got on extremely ill
together. It was said by a great English wit that
when one’s wife gets to be forty, one ought to be al-
lowed to change her for two twenties, like a forty-
pound note, and I dare say that would be very nice;
but, unhappily, I had now two wives, each forty, if
they were a day, and there was no prospect of getting
them changed, or parting from them in any way.
“Pirouzé and Khaleda led me a most unhappy
life. They quarrelled from morning to night, and so
far from being able to play off one against the other,
as I had secretly hoped, I was treated with great un-



kindness by both of them. They were a matter of
very considerable expense, of course, and very little
satisfaction. My position, in fact, became intolerable;
and as I could please neither of them, I resolved to
please myself by marrying No. 3.”

“A twenty, I suppose?” said I, interested in spite
of myself in this remarkable narration.

“Well, yes; that is, she would have been a twenty
in England, but in Persia young ladies marry a good
deal earlier. She was a charming creature, and cost

“What! did you buy her?” cried I, in astonishment
and honor.

“Well, no, not exactly; her father, however, in-
sisted upon something handsome, and there were
heavyish fees to be paid to her mother and sisters,
and to the Governor of Bussora. The custom of the
country is curious in that respect. After one’s second
wife a considerable tax is levied by the government
upon marrying men. However, Badoura was worth all
the money: she sang, she played divinely; that is,
she would have done so if she had not been always
crying. Pirouzé and Khaleda made her life utterly
miserable. Hitherto they had been at daggers drawn
with one another, but now they united together to
persecute the unhappy Badoura. Her very life was
scarcely safe with them. Wretched as my former lot
had been, it was now become unendurable, for one
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can bear one’s own misery better than that of those
we love.”

Here Simpson took out his handkerchief, of a
beautiful Persian pattern, and pressed it to his eyes.
“Yes, my dear friend, they led my Badoura a dog’s
life—did those two women. I felt myself powerless to
protect her, for I was never physically strong; and
though I did not understand one-half of the epithets
they showered upon her, I could see by the effect they
had upon her that they were most injurious—what I
have no doubt would in this country be considered
actionable. For her, however, there was no remedy,
and I think she would have sunk under their persecu-
tion had I not married Zobeide.”

“No. 4!” cried I, aghast. “What on earth did you
do that for?”

“I married Zobeide solely and wholly for Badoura’s
sake. I chose her, not for her beauty, nor her virtues,
nor her accomplishments, but entirely for her thews
and sinews. I said to her, ‘Zobeide, you are a strong
and powerful young woman: if I make you my wife,
will you protect my lamb?" and she said, ‘T will." It
was the most satisfactory investment—I mean, the
happiest choice—I ever made. My home is now the
abode of peace. In one wing of the house abide
Pirouzé and Khaleda, in the other Zobeide and Ba-
doura: two on the east side and two on the west.
Each respects the other; for although Pirouzé and



Khaleda are strong females, and could each wring the
neck of my dear Badoura, Zobeide is stronger than
both of them put together, and protects her. Thus
the opposing elements are, as it were, neutralised: the
combatants respect one another, and I am the head of
a united house. I got letters from all of my four
wives this morning, each of them most characteristic
and interesting: Badoura forgot to pay the postage—
she has a soul above pecuniary details—and her letter
was the dearest of all.”

“Don’t cry, Simpson,” said [—“don’t cry, old fel-
low. The steamer goes on Tuesday, and then you
will see all your wives again. They will welcome you
with outstretched arms—eight outstretched arms, like
the octopus.”

I confess I was affected by my friend’s artless nar-
ration at that time, though, since I have reflected
upon the matter, my moral sense has reasserted it-
self, and is outraged. I state the matter as fairly as I
can. [ have been to picnics myself, as a married
man, and made myself agreeable to the ladies. Well,
in Persia this might have cost me my life, or the ex-
pense of a second establishment. So far, there is every
excuse for Simpson. But, on the other hand, the
astounding fact remains that there are four Mrs.
Simpsons at Bussora. Whenever I look at his quiet,
business-like face, or hear him talking to my wife and
the girls about Persian scenery, this revelation of his
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strikes me anew with wonder. Of course I have not
told them about his domestic relations; it would be
too great a shock to their respective systems; yet the
possession of such a secret all to myself is too hard to
bear, and I have, therefore, laid it before the public.
The whole thing resolves itself into a rule-of-three
sum. If even a quiet respectable fellow like Simpson,
residing at Bussora, has four wives, how many wives
—well, I don’t mean exactly that; but how much
queerer things must people do who are not so quiet and
respectable as Simpson, and who live still further off.



SOME TALES OF WHITE
ELEPHANTS.






SOME TALES OF WHITE ELEPHANTS.

I KNow & good and honest lawyer—rara avis in------
(no, I shall want that fine old quotation presently)—
an honest lawyer, who has stated it as his opinion—
and his opinion is what people give pounds and pounds
for—that it is a great mistake to be ‘“much respected.”
His experience is, he says, that most persons who have
been thus designated are dead; and that the rest suffer
from their good reputations. He has himself often suc-
coured the widow and the orphan, free, gratis, for no-
thing; and when the orphans have grown up they are
apt to be grateful. They send presents to their “valued
and much respected friend” from the uttermost ends
of the earth, which is what he objects to even when
they pay the carriage.

And true it is, it often happens (even confining the
matter to this country) that a present is a misfortune
to one. For example, I am myself a poor man, and
a rich friend sends me a haunch of venison. My larder
is not big enough for it to hang in, my kitchen-range
is not large enough to cook it; and it has to lodge
and even to board out (for it requires flour and all



sorts of applications daily); thus it costs as much as
a leg of mutton to begin with. Then I am obliged
to ask ten people to eat it, the expense of which en-
tertainment reduces me to my last shilling. My rich
friend has no wish to impoverish me, but the effect of
his munificence is similar to that of the present of the
White Elephant which the King of Siam gives to those
whom he intends to ruin; its meat, drink, and clothing
(for they have to supply its trunk, of course) eat them
out of house and home.

Or, suppose I am a rich man, and a poor one sends
me, as friendship’s offering, some ornament for my
drawing-room, which is very tastefully and elegantly
furnished; what the deuce am I to do with it? Ifit
is really handsome, I feel that I have robbed him;
if it is otherwise, though one does not prize a gift ac-
cording to its cost, it spoils my drawing-room by its
contrast with what is already there.

Again, there are a lot of people in the world who
are always giving one presents which are worthless.
They remember one’s birthday, and one’s marriage-day,
and the anniversary of the day one was appointed a
revising barrister, or the chaplain to the lunatic asylum.
They think it very touching to call to mind these in-
teresting dates by the gifts of a paper-knife, or a box
of toothpicks, or a volume of Tupper’s Poems. For my
part, I would much rather “compound” for all these
subscriptions as is done in the Inns of Court, and that



they gave me a five-pound note, and had done with
them.

There is a still more troublesome sort of people—
generally very wealthy—who insist upon paying your
fare for you when you travel with them by the Under-
ground, or on defraying the turnpike toll when you
drive over a bridge; but to get a five-pound note out of
them—in the way of composition or any other —is a
dream to be indulged in not even by the most san-
guine.

Then there are some excellent persons who insist
upon providing us with some specimens of their own
particular productions; what they have themselves in-
vented, concocted, or made captive to their own bow
and spear; and which in nine cases out of ten, and
independently of the obligation incurred, one would
infinitely rather be without.

Your friend the amateur author, for example, sends
you a presentation copy of his first novel in three
volumes. Now, what are you to do with that? Of
course, if you are prepared to read it, I have nothing
further to say; but suppose you shrink from proceed-
ing to that dread extremity; you have in that case
to sit down and write quickly that you have received
his most thoughtful present, which will indeed be highly
prized, and that you are ‘“looking forward with the
greatest eagerness” to its perusal. But if you think
that will satisfy him, except for the moment, you are



very much mistaken. He will be sure to inquire your
opinion, sooner or later, about that immortal work—
and then be on your guard; for fatal to your friend-
ship with him will be the moment when he elicits the
truth. Above all things, cut the book—I mean, with
the paper-knife—on the instant of its arrival; no eu-
logy, however vague or skilful, will avail you if he dis-
covers that this precaution has not been taken.

Again, there are some excellent housewives who,
not content with delighting their own families with pre-
serves and pickles, and even medicines of their own
manufacture, export them to other people’s houses:
they present one at Christmas with a bottle of home-
made Curagoa, better, as they inform us, than any we
can get at the wine merchant’s; and some specific of
their own concoction, which, however ‘“‘sovereign” it
may be against all other ailments, is quite powerless to
ward off the effects of the Curagoa.

Or again, one’s friend is a sportsman, who, having
secured some prize of exceptional rarity, and modestly
thinking it is too good for his own table (or perhaps
not unwilling that we should bear personal testimony
to his prowess), sends it to us (generally unpaid)
by rail.

The last gift T received in this way was from a
famous fowler, and consisted of a black cygnet—rara
avis in terris™ nigroque (here you have it, as I promised)
simillima cygno. Neither I, nor my cook, nor the



poulterer round the corner, had seen (except on a sign-
board) such a bird before. Its size was gigantic—
much larger than that of a full-grown white swan—
and it had no end of a neck. How this neck was to
be cooked was a problem, while to cut it off was out
of the question. For who would have been able to
guess its nature, or have been by any means induced
to eat it, had it come to table without its neck? As
it was, I felt that I should have to make a little speech
about it to my guests, in the way of introduction, not
to say of apology for its appearance. As the result of
the plucking of it we promised ourselves an eider-
down quilt, if not an entire feather-bed; but at the
very outset an unpleasant circumstance happened. It
had arrived in apparently admirable condition: we had
said to ourselves, “For once, we have really got a use-
ful present out of old Webfoot;” but directly the cook
began to pluck it—it was not “the last feather,” mind,
that did it, but the first—it began to smell beyond all
power of words to express. We talk of “knocking one
down with a feather,” in a metaphorical and poetical
way, but one of our cygnet's feathers was literally
enough to do it. Why it was so, I do not pretend to
explain. It is possible that, just as a gentleman of
colour—though a man and a brother, and even a clerk
in holy orders—has unquestionably a certain—well—
an aroma about him, such as (I am thankful to say)
does not belong to you or me, so this black cygnet



had an odour that surely never belonged to any other
race but his own. One has heard of sea-birds being
“strong” and “fishy,” but those are feeble adjectives
to express the exhalations from that bird. As to mak-
ing anything with his feathers except a bonfire—it
was not to be thought of. Of course our kitchen could
not accommodate the cygnet, which consequently went
to the baker's—whereby we became in a manner
public benefactors. One has heard how a knife that
has cut an ortolan is thought highly of as giving a
rare flavour to quite a common dish. Well, our bird
gave a flavour (so the baker told me) to everything
that he cooked that day, from a joint of beef to an
apple-pie. They had, as one may say, the impression
of our signet upon them—and it was a very strong
one. When it came to table everyone rose and fled,
and all the windows had to be thrown open, though it
was far from summer weather. I buried it in the back
garden with a coal scoop, with my own hands, and
there it lies to this day, let us hope, deodorised; but
if so it will be a great corroboration of the Moule, or
Mould, theory, and of earth as a disinfectant generally.
As to our house, if you had broken a gallon jar of
attar of roses in it, it could not have been more
thoroughly impregnated—only Cygnet, I do assure you,
is not attar of roses.

Now, the honest lawyer whom I have in my mind
pooh-poohs that terrible gift as nothing surprising. He



Says you must have presents from abroad, and from
distant and out-of-the-way places, to appreciate their
merits. One of his grown-up and grateful orphans—
whom he had laid under eternal obligations by procur-
ing him a divorce on the plea of “infancy”—once sent
him a live dromedary (unpaid) from the upper Nile.
“The hump,” he says, “was by all accounts a great
delicacy,” but I could not kill so huge a creature for
its hump, nor, if I had done it, should I have known
how to dispose of the rest of the carcase. As to using
it as a means of locomotion, that was not to be
thought of; as a professional man I could never have
ridden the creature to my office, and even in the park
he would probably have been objected to, so in the
end I gave him to the Zoological Gardens, the com-
mittee of which would have made me a fellow of the
society, only I happened to be so already. That was
a sad business.

“Then again there were the alligator pears (that
is not their real name, but it is what the London
fruiterers call them, who sometimes exhibit them in
their shops). They come from Madeira, and, I hear,
are thought very highly of by the islanders. One of
my orphans, who is resident there on account of a
delicacy of the chest, sent me one winter half a hun-
dred of them. He said they were ‘peculiar’; which
I could have believed without that statement from the
context of his letter, for he added, ‘they should be




eaten with bread-and-butter and pepper? They looked
like immensely huge green figs—very ripe. When you
cut into them there was an enormous kernel, hard as a
stone, lying in a mash or squash of what looked like
black and yellow cream. It was this cream we were
expected to spread upon our bread-and-butter like
marrow. Hunger, they say, will tame a lion; but give
me the alternative of human flesh or an alligator pear,
and I should prefer the former. There was one virtue
about these pears which, although a negative one, I
have learnt to appreciate in gifts of food from foreign
parts; although it had every appearance of being in
an advanced state of decomposition, it did not smell.

“The most terrible present, however, I have ever
received was from the West Indies. It came from an
orphan, who had greatly prospered in the world, and
who, thinking himself to be under great obligations to
me, must have wished to pay them off at one swoop.
He sent me a packing-case of goods so large that it
might have come from the West Indies alone (like the
Cleopatra Needle), without being shipped at all. For
some reason unknown to me (it was too large, per-
haps, to be got out of the gates), it was stopped and
opened at the docks, the authorities of which sent me
the following official memorandum:

“‘Several articles have been consigned to you from
St. Kitt’'s W.I., which await here your esteemed orders;
they comprise a cask (large) of pine-apples, and three



live turtle, one of them dead. Another seems to be
in an ailing state. We would recommend your send-
ing for the above. The dock dues are as per en-
closed/

“The last item was very considerable; but one must
not (thought I) look a gift-cask in the bung-hole; and
then the turtle at a guinea a pint would pay their own
expenses and those of the pine-apples too. 1 was
partial to turtle and also to pine-apple, and the notion
of ‘the whole animal' being consigned to me in one
case, and of a cask (large) in the other, flattered my
sense of self-importance. It was only in accordance
with the fitness of things that a man like me should
be supplied with such dainties wholesale.

“I let my clients run loose that morning, and took
a hansom to the docks myself, in order to inspect my
property. I had some difficulty in finding it, by-the-
bye, when I reached the docks; it is not only the law,
let me tell you, which is hedged about with forms and
technicalities, and requires lubrication—golden oint-
ment—for its wheels. However, I found it at last; a
portion of it—the dead turtle—I could have identified
at some distance. No. 2 had also died by that time,
but was comparatively fresh, though of course uneatable.
The third turtle was the most diminutive of its kind I
ever saw in my life. Even at a guinea a pint I didn’t
think its soup could have been worth more than seven-
and-sixpence. It was more like one of those tortoises



that are sold in the streets for ninepence apiece. How-
ever, though a small thing, it was my own, and I
brought it to my office in the hansom, on my lap, to
the astonishment of the neighbourhood, which is legal.

“The pine-apples I directed to be sent home by
parcels delivery, but the clerk of the docks said, ‘Not
it, it'll have to go by van; and it was certainly a very
large cask. At five shillings a pine-apple, I reckoned
roughly, its contents would about defray the dock dues.

“It is customary with persons of my profession to
talk darkly about their office secrets. ‘You have no
idea, they say, ‘what strange things come under our
professional eye. But I never had anything in my
office which excited a greater amazement than that
turtle, especially among the junior clerks. Some sup-
posed it to be a household pet that I could not bear
out of my sight, and which I should bring with me
to business every day: others that I had taken it in
liquidation of a bad debt from a house in the West
India trade. A lady client in a delicate situation, who
came to consult me upon a succession case, was seriously
alarmed by the quadruped, whom I had placed for
security in the waste paper basket—so much so, in-
deed, that the succession took subsequently quite a
new direction. Altogether I was injured in my profes-
sional character by that animal, which, moreover, died
in the basket.

“““However, thank Heaven/ thought I (though, as



it turned out, I was acknowledging an obligation quite
unnecessarily), ‘there are still those pine-apples.’

“The door was opened to me at home that evening
by a policeman.

‘“Why are 3>ou here? enquired 1. ‘Where is
John?’

““John is gone to the hospital, sir,’ he replied,
‘being as fixed as------ I don't know what they
call it’

“““What a frightful smell!’ cried I; ‘you must mean
asphyxiated. What is the matter?’

“““Well, sir, your house is poisoned; that’s the long
and short of it: your missus is very bad upstairs, and
the maids—just listen to 'em!

“While he was speaking I heard a succession of
screams from the downstair premises. ‘What are they
screaming at?’ I exclaimed impatiently.

““T don't know the name of 'em,” he replied, with
that cautious stolidity peculiar to the Force, ‘but they
have any number of legs.’

“““The maids!’ cried I. ‘Impossible!’

““No, sir; it is what has come with them pine-
apples. They're a mass of putrefaction, and have bred
a pestilence and these things besides.’

“““Are they cockroaches?’

“““Cockroaches!” he echoed contemptuously; ‘worse
than that.
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“““‘Great heavens! they are not scorpions, surely?’

“‘Ay, summut o' that. Forty-two and forty-three
have been at 'em with a hatchet these three hours.
The cook and housemaid are attached to those two,
or would have fled with the other servants. As for
me, I am seeing they don’t get upstairs. Here’s one
on ‘em.

“As he spoke, an enormous centipede wriggled
into the hall from the kitchen stairs. The policeman
drew his truncheon, and, after a hand-to-hand conflict
which reminded one of St. George and the dragon,
subdued it by cutting off its head.

“The scene below-stairs beggars description. The
two maids were standing on the dresser screaming,
and the two policemen, one with the kitchen poker
and the other with the chopper, were engaged with a
legion of abominable reptiles. They worked like Sam-
son with his jaw-bone, but at least one of these centi-
pedes survived the massacre. I say ome, because I
am of a sanguine disposition; I can’t say less than one,
because I have seen a centipede in the house since
very often, and in all sorts of places. My impression
is that two escaped the general slaughter, and that
they have an increasing family.

“Can you wonder now,” said my honest lawyer, in
conclusion, ““that I regret being ‘found out’ (I mean
as to honesty) and being ‘so much respected’? If I



had not saved that man in St. Kitt’s from the gallows
—however, that's not the point; I mean generally, if
I had not succoured the widow and the orphan, I
should not have exposed myself to their generosity.
It is their gifts that make life unendurable. 1 protest,
when I come upon that familiar phrase, ‘Know all
men by these presents,’ it gives me quite a turn.”






AN ADVENTURE IN A FOREST.






AN ADVENTURE IN A FOREST.

I wWAS sitting two years ago, with an American lady
and her husband, in one of the cool parlours of
“Botham’s ” at Salt Hill—that fine old inn, which,
though it had had its day, still up to that date main-
tained its dignity. I was telling them how in the
“King’s Room,” above-stairs, the allied monarchs with
old Bliicher had dined together, and how, every year,
old King George III. or jolly King William had been
wont at Montem time to visit the hospitable place,
when the air rang with boyish shouts, and the full-
foliaged garden was gay with Greek and Albanian,
with Turk and Spaniard, with admiral and post-captain,
all in duodecimo editions. The old-world legends of
the place, and, above all, the literary air, blown across
from Stoke Pogis (Gray’s burial-place), not two miles
away, delighted my transatlantic friends, and, indeed,
we all three were having ““a good time” at Botham’s,
and naturally enough, perhaps, we began talking about
old English inns.

“Now, the inn of all others I should like to see,”
said the lady, “is the old Maypole Inn at Chigwell,



drawn by Cattermole so beautifully in Dickens’s ‘Bar-
naby Rudge.””

I did not know where Chigwell was, but I gallantly
said, “And you shall see it.”

There is nothing astonishes English people (and I
hope shames some of them) in their companionship
with their American cousins so much as the interest
which the latter take in all things literary, and especially
in the English classics. 1 will venture to say that the
average educated American—and there are few who
are not, at all events, well read in our common tongue
—%knows better than his English cousin where our great
men are buried or have been born, where they wrote
their more celebrated works, and what localities they
have immortalised. This wish to visit Dickens’s May-
pole, for example, though every way pleasant and natural,
was what had never occurred to myself, though I know
my Dickens as well as most men, and love him more
than most. But as to Chigwell, I had forgotten that
the scene of the rioters’ visit to the inn was laid there,
and I only vaguely knew that it was somewhere in
Epping Forest. Nay, I only knew Epping Forest as a
spot rarely visited save by the wild East Enders on
their Sunday “‘outings,” and, in connection with some
bill in Parliament respecting its preservation. To my
American friends, just fresh from the Windsor glades,
it suggested vast ancestral trees and herds of deer; and
though I had my doubts of anything quite so noble



as that, 1 partly shared their expectation. At all events,
there would be the inn, more antique now than when
the great novelist described it, with its huge porch
and carved oak parlours, and gracious associations
such as cling around the picturesque abodes of old.
And there would be, methought, if not a venison pasty
and black-jack of ale, still some good homely fare, and
honest liquor in which to drink the memory of him
who drew the raven and his master, and sent down
Cattermole, R.A., to draw the Maypole Inn.

It is astonishing how quickly have fallen to
Dickens’s lot that tender reverence and sympathy
among his countrymen—and, I may add, at least as
much among his transatlantic cousins—which ordi-
narily takes many years, and even generations, to
grow about a dead writer. A small and “highly cul-
tured” clique, indeed, there still is who contend that
posterity will pronounce a different verdict; but con-
sidering that their contempt for every thing about
them—people, places, and things—is so overwhelming,
and that the Present has almost no value with them
when compared with the Past, it seems to me that the
Future and the opinions of our descendants should in
their eyes, by analogy, have no value at all. In the
mean time, it is certain that no writer has been so
successful in making his works part and parcel of the
language of his country, I do not say in so short a
time, but even without that restriction. Dickens is



more quoted by other writers, even by those who
affect to depreciate him, than anjy author. The very
sayings of his characters, as well as his characters
themselves, have already, indeed, become ‘“‘household
words;” and with respect to his humour, there is an
especial and very melancholy reason why we prize it
and yet use it so familiarly: with Dickens all real fun
has died. We have still, and partly thanks to him,
writers who have command of pathos, and who exhibit
genuine sympathy with the lot of the Many; but with
him all our high spirits seem to have died out. His
loss has really done what that of Garrick was by an
hyperbole described to have done: it has “eclipsed the
gaiety of nations.” We have no one else who can
tickle our heart-strings with a Micawber or a Sam
Weller, and therefore we cling to those immortal con-
ceptions, and are interested by even the scenes in
which the Great Master placed them to play their
own parts. In this respect the localities of “Barnaby
Rudge,” including the famous Maypole, have a double
attraction, since an historical as well as a literary in-
terest attaches to them. It was Dickens’s first attempt,
and a most successful one, at the historical novel. It
is of necessity, therefore, in some respects less like
himself, and in consequence has failed to secure the
suffrages of ““the clique” I have spoken of, less than
any of his others. They are so good as to state that
it is the first book in which Dickens exhibited any



power of drawing a gentleman—in the person, I sup-
pose, of Mr. Harewood, though it may possibly be that
Sir John Chester has been identified by them with that
type of character.

It was for far better reasons, you may be sure,
however, that my American friends admired “Barnaby
Rudge,” and were anxious to visit the famous inn—
itself so picturesque a fragment of old times—where
old John Willett was tied and bound by the mad
London mob, and where his noble son abode, whom
she who has given her name of late to so many a
fashionable garb clave to so faithfully, and about which
still hang the echoes of that dread alarm-bell which,
though it gave but a single knell, still speaks of murder
done.

Naturally, all the arrangements for visiting the
Maypole—an excursion which was, of course, to in-
clude the deer forest of Epping—devolved on me, the
Britisher; and, to begin with, I am ashamed to say I
had to consult “Bradshaw’s Railway Guide” as to how
we were to get there.

The East End of London is literally a terra in-
cognita to us West Enders, and even our starting-
point was much too distant to be reached by cab or
carriage. An extension of the Metropolitan Railway,
however, seemed to promise to take us to the required
station, and by it, on the day appointed, we started
accordingly. It landed us somewhere in the City, and



from it we were directed by an official to Liverpool
Street Station—only just across the way—where tickets
could be procured to Epping. And here it was that
our difficulties in search of the desired shrine began.

The booking clerk at Liverpool Street Station, when
I said, “Three for Epping,” replied, “For Epping?”
doubtfully, and then consulted a little ledger. “Well,
you see, you can go to Epping by this line of rail, but
it isn’t usual.”

I did not wish, of course, to induce my American
friends to do any thing more unusual than what they
had in hand (for nobody that I could discover among
all my circle of acquaintances, which is large, had
ever tried the expedition on which we were bound),
and accordingly I went back to the Metropolitan line
to be directed on our way afresh. But, like the little
damsel in the poem of “We are Seven,” the officials
stuck to their text—the Liverpool Street Station was
the station for Epping, and, to their knowledge, a
thousand people had gone that way “‘a-foresting” only
that very morning. This latter piece of intelligence
was not pleasing to me (though I did not breathe it
to my friends), for a thousand foresters were likely to
exercise a disturbing influence on a comparatively
limited locality, and if any of them, by unhappy
chance, should have a literary taste, they might have
already seized and occupied the best—that is, the
most picturesque—apartments that the Maypole had to



offer. Upon our second application, the clerk gave us
tickets to Epping, though, as it were, under protest,
and giving us notice that we should have to change at
Bethnal Green—the dismalest, ugliest, and most abject
portion of London, and wholly unconnected with litera-
ture, except by a specimen of early ballad poetry,
singular to say, comparatively unknown in the United
States.

If a thousand ““foresters” had preceded us on our
road, a good many, it seemed, were still left to accom-
pany us, whose lips even at that comparatively early
hour had made acquaintance with the flagon; but they
were not, I concluded from their style of conversation,
persons who affected literature, nor, on that account
at least, likely to visit the Maypole.

At Bethnal Green, and for many stations after-
wards, our view was bounded by walls and roofs; but
as we emerged from the great wilderness of brick
and mortar, the pleasant fields of Essex began to ap-
pear as heralds of the fairer scenes beyond.

We were the only people, as it seemed to me,
who patronised the first-class at all, which perhaps
accounted for the guard in his turn (doubtless with
the idea of a “tip” in his head) patronising us.

“For the Forest, I suppose, gentlemen?” said he,
putting his head into our open window as we drew
near our destination.

“Yes,” said I; ““for Epping.”



“Oh, but Epping ain’t the Forest, sir; very true
it’s called. Epping, and you can get to itfrom Epping.”

“How veiy extraordinary!” observed my American
lady; “that is the very same thing the booking clerk
said!”

I had no explanation to offer of this eccentric
behaviour of my countrymen, so I confined myself to
asking which station would be more convenient for
us to alight at, since Epping was not the place for
Epping.

“Well, you had better try Loughton, sir.”

I didn't like the idea of “trying Loughton,” as
though the notion of finding the Forest at all (let
alone our way in it) was doubtful; but of course I
assented. However, before this experiment could be
made, the guard’s elbow appeared at the window
again, with, “What part of the Forest, now, may you
be in search of, ma’am?” He had observed by this
time that the lady was our guiding star, as indeed she
was (and deserved to be), and henceforth addressed
himself exclusively to her.

“Well, we wish to go to the Maypole,” said she
sweetly.

“The Maypole? Ah, the Maypole Inn, that would
be,” answered he, as though we might possibly have
come to dance about the pole itself. “Ah, then Lough-
ton wouldn't be the place; you had best get out at
Woodford.”



It was all the same to us; so we got out at
Woodford, where the obliging guard informed us that
a conveyance could be procured. Such a vehicle it was,
too! I am sure the honest blacksmith’s cart, in which
he drove to Chigwell and met the murderer on the
way at night, would have been a far more comfortable
conveyance. The driver, however, professed to know
the forest well—“Ay, as well as any man alive,” he
said—so we felt at least that we should not be lost in
its deep and dusky labyrinths; and also, of course, he
knew the Maypole. “It's a longish step from here,
however, and it's not the nighest inn, by no means,
you know.”

We hastened to say that we were not going to
the Maypole on account of its convenience of access,
but for the sake of the inn itself.

“Well, but it ain’t the best inn, neither,” insisted he.
“The folks is roughish as has got it just now, and
they're about to leave, too, which makes ’em worser.
I reckon you’d be happier like, especially with the
lady, at the Druid’s Head.”

I confess this information a little staggered me;
but “the lady,” being of opinion that a spice of
personal danger would make the expedition more
agreeable than otherwise, as giving us, perhaps, some
experience of outlaw life in the merry greenwood,
was by no means disturbed by it. Her husband, who
was not so devoted to literature as to be oblivious of



practical matters, inquired whether we could dine at
the Maypole.

“Oh, yes, you can dine” was the reply, delivered
with what I thought unnecessary emphasis.

“Well, you see, my good man, we don’t want to
sleep there,” said I, cheerfully.

He nodded, and I could not help confessing to
myself that there was that in his nod which seemed
to say, “And very lucky for you.”

“Now, there’s the Druid’s Head,” said he, as,
passing through a quaint old-fashioned village, he
pointed out a very modest house of entertainment. But
we took small notice of his remark, since, as it hap-
pened, my lady friend had just produced a copy of
the first edition of “Barnaby Rudge” (which she had
brought with her to refresh her memory), and was call-
ing our attention to the frontispiece, by Cattermole,
illustrative of the Maypole itself. Within a mile or so,
as we had been informed, wre should come in sight of
that fine old hostelrie, the picturesqueness of which
would doubtless, by the hand of intervening time, be
increased rather than otherwise since the great painter
drew it. The idea filled us all three with great ex-
citement, -and, thanks to the eager Epping air, we were
also looking forward to dinner. We already pictured
ourselves in a vast apartment of carved oak, or one
perhaps hung with moth-eaten tapestry, on one side
the huge fire-place with its old-fashioned ““dogs,” on



the other the mullioned window (not that all of us
quite knew what “mullioned” was) with its diamond
panes, against which the playful creepers tapped. We
saw the portly host respectfully bearing in the lordly
sirloin and placing it on the groaning board; we saw
—But here the driver pulled up short in the dusty
road, and, pointing with his whip across the hedge, ex-
claimed, “That there’s the Maypole.”

Our eyes searched the leafy distance for the gabled
ends, the twisted chimneys, the lichen-covered antique
roof of old John Willett’s dwelling. Our literary lady
placed her hand upon her heart, as though to restrain
its pulsations. The moment was supreme.

“T guess I don’t see it now” observed her husband.

“It’s plain enough, anyways,” said the driver.

And it certainly was—very plain. Close to us, just
on the other side of the hedge, was the ugliest, com-
monest, newest, whitewashedest railway beer-house—for
it was so small that it could not be called an inn at
all—I ever beheld. A door in the middle; a window
on each side, and two above them; in the front, a
strip of ragged turf, behind, a yard. Not a tree
sheltered it. The summer sun beat down upon its
unporched front, and displayed all its deformity in
hideous detail. Out of the lower windows leaned
various heads, surmounted by fur caps and crumpled
“wideawakes,” the proprietors of which surveyed us in
bucolic wonder.
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“I do really believe that this is the Maypole,” said
I, despairingly.

“It cannot, cannot be,” said my lady friend. Her
tone suggested a solemn remonstrance addressed to the
government of the universe: things could never have
come to such a pass, it seemed to convey, under a
beneficent scheme of creation. “You don’t mean that
this is Dickens’s, my man,” continued she, addressing
the driver in a conciliatory tone—*“the inn of ‘Barnaby
Rudge’?”

He took off his hat and scratched his head, which
seemed to afford him little relief; he was evidently at
a nonplus. “Well, ma’am, the fact is, this here inn,
though it ain’t a-been built more than these four years,
is always changing hands. A Rudge, I believe, did
have it; but he was Bill Rudge, and not Barnaby. As
to the other landlord’s name as you mentioned, Z never
heerd on it?

“This is shocking” said the lady, looking at me.
“The ignorance of your fellow-countrymen—"

“It’s not in natur’, ma'am,” interrupted the man,
stung by this observation, “that I should remember all
them landlords’ names, many on ’em having been here
but a month or two, and the rent not paid by the half
of them even for that time. And as to the accom-
modation, didn't T tell you that you would ha' been
better served at the Druid’s Head?”



“Is there no other Maypole, my good man?” inquired
I, with the calmness of despair.

“Well, I've lived hereabout, man and boy, these
fifty year, and I never heerd o' one.”

I looked at my transatlantic guests, and they looked
at me, and then we all three burst out laughing. To
have come so far, and with such changings and incon-
venience, and so very uncomfortably, in order to arrive
at this ridiculous pot-house, struck us all three in so
humorous a light, that we fairly roared with laughter.
The dreadful people in the Maypole parlours waved
their beer mugs at us and laughed also in an idiotic
fashion. The driver thought we were laughing at him,
and in sulky tones inquired where we would please to
be driven to now.

“Oh,” 1 said, “since there is no Maypole, at least
let us see the Forest. Drive into the Forest.”

“This is the Forest,” answered he, waving his whip
about in a vague manner. All about us were fields and
lanes, a cow or two, and a dog asleep, a hen and
chickens in the white road, and a horse-trough.

“Good heavens!” cried I, ““are you making game of
us? Where are the deer, the trees, the ‘boundless con-
tiguity of shade’?”

“I never heerd of no deer, except the one as they
brings down in a cart to 'unt 0’ Easter-Monday. There’s
trees enuff, aren’t there? I dunno what you wants,
not I,”



The man was evidently getting very angry, and the
more so since my American friends, who were fortunately
very good-natured, and had a keen sense of humour,
had by this time become speechless with mirth. That
there should be not only no Maypole at Chigwell, but
also no forest at Epping, was something too exquisitely
ludicrous.

“I insist,” said I, “‘upon being shown a forest. You
are deceiving us, driver. I have known a gentleman
who speaks in the highest terms of Epping Forest and
the view from its hill.”

“Ah, you must mean 'Igh Beech,” said he.

“Very likely. Then drive us to High Beech.”

“Well, it’s nigh upon seven miles away.”

“I don’t care if it's seventy!” cried I, indignantly.
“Drive on.”

I felt that my country would be disgraced in the
eyes of my transatlantic friends if that forest was not
discovered. And after an interminable drive we arrived
at High Beech. This was a cluster of trees upon a
highish hill, and really commanded a splendid view;
but the fact is, I, for my part, was by that time too
hungry to appreciate views. There is a metaphorical
phrase commonly applied to children who help them-
selves to more than they can eat—“Your eye is bigger
than your stomach;” and the reverse of that expression
was now applicable to our little party. Our eye, even
if it could have rested upon Cattermole’s Maypole



(which T don’t believe ever existed), would have been
no longer satisfied; another organ required sustenance,
and cried, “Dinner.”

“Is there any decent inn near here, my man,
where we can dine?” demanded I.

“Well, there’s the Druid’s Head and the May-
pole—”

“I said near here” 1 interrupted, fiercely;
never let me hear the names of those two hateful
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inns again.”

“Well, wot do ’ee say to the Stars and Stripes?”

“Come,” said I, cheerfully, “here is a compliment
to the American flag. Has it a garden, my man? and
is it clean and comfortable?”

“It ’ave a garden,” rejoined the driver, cautiously;
and on he drove.

I will not harrow the gentle reader’s heart by de-
scribing that inn. It was larger than the Maypole, but,
if possible, uglier, and it was full of those gentry who,
we had been warned, had preceded us “out a-foresting.”
Nearly the whole thousand must have been at that inn.
Over what we ate and how we ate it I draw a discreet
veil, and also over the return journey. The getting
back to the East End of London was even worse than
the departure from it had been. Once, after actually
arriving there, we found ourselves in a strange railway
station, which, it seems, was the direct one for Epping,
and we got very nearly taken back there, the bare idea
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of which was more ridiculous to us than can be de-
scribed.

If we didn’t absolutely enjoy that day of failures, I
am quite sure that no three people ever laughed more
within the space of twelve hours. Some people are
said “never to move a muscle” when they indulge in
laughing, and I wish that had been my case, for I
strained a muscle in my back during an aggravated fit
of it. Once at home, I was fortunately enabled to offer
my friends a decent meal, and we were veiy glad to
get it. But supper never agrees with me. I had a
dreadful dream that night, in which Betsey Prig ap-
peared to me. She was driving me in a one-horse
chaise, and held Mrs. Gamp’s famous umbrella in her
hand in place of a whip.

“Where, madam,” inquired I, respectfully, “is the
Maypole Inn?”

She pulled up, and looked me steadily and severely
in the face, just as on a certain memorable occasion
she once confronted her old friend.

“Young man,” said she, “I don’t believe as there
is any such place.”

And upon my honour, I agree with her.

The reflection made by my lady friend upon this
wonderful adventure was, I thought, very characteristic
of her sex: “I wonder what that guard could have
thought of us, who imagined us to be bound for the
Maypole as it really is!”
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CAPTAIN COLE’S PASSENGER.

EVERYONE who uses the great steam ferry between
Liverpool and New York knows Captain Cole of the
Cunard line. I don’t say anything about his seaman-
ship, because I know nothing about it; but he is said
to be the very best of the commanders of that com-
pany, which boasts of never having lost a ship—mnor
a passenger—during the many years it has ploughed
the Atlantic. My own acquaintance with him has
been solely on shore; because when at sea I am never
in a condition to make acquaintance with anybody.
There are some folks that tell you that sea-sickness
“goes off” after a certain number of days. I can
only say that I should like to know the number. It
has never “gone off’ with me during even the longest
voyage between this country and the United States
or mce versd. Perhaps it would “go off” if I extended
my travels to South America, but my impression is
that I should go off first. Nature herself seems to have
set bounds, in my case, to the wish to range. If I
had been born on the Continent, I might have been
a great traveller; but being insular, no desire for



foreign travel ever stirs within me. My Barque is on
the shore, and never goes beyond it (such a thing
as into a Bight) if I can help it. I can sit on a pier
@if it is not one of those chain piers which swing),
and watch the ripple of the wave with much satis-
faction; but not all the blandishments of all the
boatmen in Great Britain would induce me to em-
bark upon it for pleasure.

Of all poems, Byron’s “Address to the Ocean” is
my favourite, because (under pretence of friendship)
he shows what a monster it is. “The wrecks are all
thy deed”—a strongish expression to use, at a time
when French ships of battle were sunk by scores by
the English guns, but I like him all the better for it.
“A thousand ships sweep over thee in vain,” which,
though not quite a correct statement, is eminently
true as regards sea-sickness. You may try any number
of vessels, and all kinds of them, but to that com-
plexion (of sea-green, with black about the eyes) you
come at last, with which you started.

I hate the sea. For certain reasons, however, I
am compelled periodically to cross the Atlantic, and
on the first occasion I had a letter of introduction
to good Captain Cole. We shook hands; the screw
began to move, and I rushed to my cabin, where I
remained throughout the voyage. I believe he came
to see me very often in my misery. ““Visiting the
sick” at sea is a much more unpleasant thing than



on shore, remember, but I didn't know and I didn’t
care. I saw him—to know him again—at New York;
and in short, though on board his ship he might
have been its rudder, for all I saw of him, we met
on shore both in the New and Old World pretty fre-
quently. He knew Charles Dickens, and, being him-
self a genial fellow, was personally much attached to
him, but he could never forgive him what he has
written of the dangers (from fire) of a steamer’s
chimney at sea. It was the only part of the great
novelist’s writings that seemed to have come under
his notice (indeed, the gallant captain never read any-
thing but his own log and the points of the compass),
and this caused him to form an unfavourable view
of him as an author. “No, sir,” he would say, when
I would endeavour to combat this idea; “he was a
great man, a noble, generous, fine-hearted creature,
but as a writer he was nowhere—just like what you
are,” he would say, with a wink of the eye and a
roll of his head, “when youre aboard ship.” In
spite of which disagreement of literary opinion, the
Captain and I grew to be fast friends.

He entertained a colossal contempt for the land
and all belonging to it (except his fellow-creatures)
which amused me vastly; but especially for its modes
of locomotion. Cabs, coaches, and omnibuses were
all in his eyes senseless and dangerous; and as to
getting astride a horse, I don't believe any sum



would have induced him to attempt it. He had a
certain respect, however, for an express train, or
rather for the engine of it, which, flying through
storm and sleet from starting-point to terminus, re-
minded him perhaps of his own gallant ship.

As we had hardly a thought or a topic in com-
mon, it was natural that our social intercourse took
a narrative shape. I told him stories (which, as he
had never read anything, had the merit of novelty),
and he reciprocated with yarns. I was foolish enough
at first to suggest a channel for his recollections—
shipwrecks, of the records of which, as a thorough-
going landsman, I was naturally fond. “‘Sir,” he said,
drawing himself up, and getting very red in the face,
“you forget that you are talking to a captain of a
Cunarder. What the—/[here he inserted a sea-term]
do nie know about shipwrecks? However,” he added,
more benignly, “‘there was one occasion when I con-
fess I thought the spell of our Company’s good fortune
was about to be broken, and that I should be the
critter to do it.

“It was six years ago or so, and in the summer
time, that the ship was making her voyage out, and a
very good voyage. The whole way the sea had been
like a duck-pond.”

Here I shook my head incredulously. 1 had seen
the Atlantic in the condition referred to—and felt it.

“Well, I should not perhaps have said ‘the whole



way/” he admitted, with a smile, “for when we were
about ;00 miles from land we met with a breeze of
wind.”

The Captain always talked of ““a breeze of wind”
just as some shore folks talk (though with less tau-
tology, for sherry is not always wine) of ““a glass of
sherry wine.”

“I remember the breeze, because we picked up
a little sailing boat with only one man in her, very
short of provisions, who had been blown out to sea,
and whom we took on board. About half an hour
after that incident I was informed that one of the
passengers wished to speak with me in private upon
a very important matter. Accordingly he came to me
in my cabin, a little thin wizened man looking like
a tailor, whom I had hardly noticed as being on
board; indeed, he was insignificant enough in every
way save for the expression of his face, which certainly
exhibited the most intense anxiety and distress of
mind. Of course I thought he had been drinking,
and in fact was on the verge of ‘the jumps/ which
is what the Yankees term delirium tremens.

““‘Well, my man, what is it?" said I severely;
‘we shall soon sight land; I have no time to throw
away.’

“““That is very true, Captain/ he answered, in
a thin quavering voice, and with a strong American
accent, ‘but your time will be even shorter than you



imagine unless you listen to what I have got to say
to you. You will never see land, and much more
make it, if you are not prepared to act at once on the
information I am about to give you. Neglect it,
and your ship will be at the bottom of the sea in’
—he looked at his watch—‘yes, in exactly an hour
and a half’

““All right, my man, said I, ‘you may go. Tl
send the ship’s doctor to look at you/ for of course
I thought he was wandering in his wits.

“Then what had seemed like anxiety in his face
became mortal fear—genuine abject terror such as no
actor could have imitated. He threw himself upon
his knees, and, clasping his hands together, besought
me not to treat his words with incredulity.

“““Then why, sir, I replied, ‘do you talk such
damned nonsense about my ship?

““Because it's true, Captain, he groaned. ‘There’s
dynamite on board, and clockwork machinery con-
nected with it. As I am a living man, if the thing
is not at once looked to, the ship and all on board of
her will be blown to atoms within the time I have
mentioned.’

“At this I confess I felt a cold shudder down the
nape of my neck, for not three months before the
very catastrophe at which he hinted had taken place
at (I think) Bremerhaven, and had struck terror into
all ships’ captains like myself. Some infamous villain



had insured a steamer very heavily, and had taken
means for its destruction on its voyage in this very
manner, only the infernal machine had burst on
the qu’y, killing scores of people, and its inventor
with it.

“““Good heavens, man! tell me all, I cried, ‘and
quickly.’

““Nay, but I daren’t, and I can’t, he pleaded,
‘unless I have your solemn promise that you will never
betray me. I know that you are a man of your
word, and that will suffice for me. You must promise,
whatever may happen, never to allude to the con-
versation that we are now having, or to make use
of it in any way to the disadvantage of myself or
others.’

“‘Well, said I, ‘I promise. Now, where is this
cursed dynamite?’

“““One moment, Captain. There is still time and
to spare, now, since you have listened to reason, and
I must prove to you that, though I once hearkened to
the whisper of the devil, I repented, and would have
undone the mischief if I could. This ship is in-
sured in London—never mind where and how—for a
huge sum, and I have been employed to sink her.
I brought the machinery, set to this very day (for
you have made the voyage quicker than was thought
possible), down to Liverpool, in a small portman-
teau which was sent on board the night before she



sailed. It was a stipulation that I should sail with
you to see that nothing interfered with the execution
of the plan. But I swear to you, no sooner did I
touch the deck than I repented. I wanted the package
placed in my own cabin—ask your men if it was
not so—in order that I might have some opportunity
of getting it thrown overboard in the course of the
voyage. They had already, however, put it below
—where, indeed, it had been intended to go—with the
other baggage. It's a small portmanteau of bullock’s-
hide, and they might as well have let me have had it
in my cabin.’

“The dread had passed away from the man’s
voice directly I had given my promise that no harm
should happen to him. He had doubtless every
confidence in the clockwork machinery, but that of
course was not my case.

“““Come up on deck, you scoundrel,” cried I, ‘and
identify this infernal thing.’

“T set twenty men to work at once to bring up
the luggage on the deck, which, since we had not
yet even sighted land, astonished them not a little.

“““Quick, quick, my good fellows; there will be
extra grog for you, I said, ‘if you turn the things
out within the hour.’

“The passengers who had not been across the
water before, thought it a natural thing enough per-
haps, but my officers imagined I had gone de-



merited. There I stood with this Yankee tailor (as
he looked like) by my side, who, though he affected
to be quite unconcerned, kept a sharp eye on every-
thing that came up, and was to let me know by a
nod when we got to the dratted thing. The luggage
of a Cunarder is no joke in point of quantity, but
in quality it varies more perhaps than any similar
collection to be found anywhere else. There were
arks belonging to fine ladies, large enough to go to
sea in; . chests that contained clothes and tools of
emigrants, dapper portmanteaus of gentlemen touring
for pleasure; bags of carpet-baggers that had no other
luggage nor property on earth; hampers full of English
fare to astound the natives of New York; and photo-
graph cases smelling of nasty stuff for twenty feet
round ’‘em.

“I won golden opinions from the ladies, through
my being so very particular, and calling out, ‘Gently
gently; handle 'em smart, my men, but be careful
not to shake ’em,” which of course was put down to
my carefulness of their precious possessions, whereas |
was thinking of the dangers of dynamite, which ex-
plodes, you know, by concussion. That blessed port-
manteau, as it happened, was at the very bottom of
all—a mangy, ill-looking thing enough, and, though
small, as heavy as lead. ‘Now, just throw that over
board, my fine fellows, said I, ‘will you, and be
careful not to knock it against.the bulwarks.’
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“Nobody, of course, questions the orders of a
ship’s captain when at sea—and over it went with a
splash; but I saw the first mate look at the second
with an expression that conveyed ‘he’s mad, as
clearly as if he had given words to it. It was this
circumstance, combined with the sense of complete
security from the awful peril that had threatened us,
that for the first time put it into my mind that I had
been made the victim of a hoax. If it had been so,
I verily believe I should have thrown the little tailor
after his portmanteau; but when I called to mind the
face of the fellow when he first came into my cabin,
I could not quite believe that. However, I took an
opportunity of speaking to him once more alone.
‘Look here,” said I, ‘you unmitigated thief and villain;
there’s one point in your story that wants clearing up.
Your life is not very valuable, it is true, but I dare say
you yourself put a fancy price upon it, and, that being
so, how could you take personal charge of a machine
that, according to your own account, was to blow us
all to splinters?—how comes it, I mean, that you were
on board with it, yourself?”

““Well, Captain,’ he replied, ‘you see, I'm a poor
man, and the money was a good round sum; and, as
I told you, my employer insisted on my seeing the
thing was going right with my own eyes; there was a
risk, of course, but the fact is, arrangements had been
made for meeting me in this very latitude. The man



in the boat, whom we took on board, was on the
look-out for me, and it was agreed should take me off
the ship.’

“““What! did he know about the dynamite, too?
I broke out; ‘is it possible that there was a third
villain, beside you and your employer?

““Well, yes, Captain, I'm afraid there was; but
you can’t touch him, you know, without touching me,
and you have passed your word that I shall not be
harmed. Besides, you must remember that I might
have got off and clean away, leaving you all to bust
UP> if it had not been for the extreme delicacy of my
conscience.’

“There was a sly smile about the fellow’s mouth
for which I could have wrung his neck, but for the
safe-conduct I had given him; his whole manner, as
well as the expression of his face, had changed, now
he had got his way; and instead of a villain who had
repented of a great crime, he looked more like a
successful schemer.

“However, the dynamite was overboard, thank
heaven; we were nearing land, and I had other things
to think about.

“When we were still some way from the harbour
we were met by a police boat, the chief officer of
which demanded to be taken on board, to speak
with me.

““‘Hullo!” T said, when we were in the cabin to-



gether; ‘no extradition business, I hope? There is no
murdering Englishman among my passengers, is there?’

““Well, no, he answered; ‘but I've reason to
believe there’s a citizen of the United States who
would neither stick at murder nor anything else.’

“Then I thought of the dynamite, of course, and
rejoiced that the villain had been discovered without
any betrayal of his secret on my part.”

““You have a warrant for his apprehension, I con-
clude?

“““Well, no, Captain, that’s just my difficulty, for I
don’t know which man it is; but I've an order to
search the luggage. Information has come by wire
that a whole plant for forging American banknotes is
being imported by your ship; it will not be down
below, of course, but in the man’s personal luggage in
his cabin.’

“I smelt a rat at once, and I dare say looked pretty
blank and bamboozled.

““No one has left the ship since you started, has
he?" inquired the officer anxiously; ‘there has been a
small boat hanging off and on the harbour, and we
have reason to believe that this man’s confederate may
have had a hint by telegram------ ’

“““No, no,’ interrupted I, ‘everybody is on board
that sailed with us;’ and I might have added ‘and
one more, but I thought he might just as well find
that out for himself. 1 didn’t want more people than



was necessary to know that I had been made such a
fool of.

“““According to my instructions/ continued the
officer, ‘the plant is contained in a portmanteau of
bullock’s-hide, with brass nails round the rim, and
therefore easily recognisable.’

“I nodded, for indeed I myself recognised the
thing from his description very readily. Had I not
told them to be very careful with it, and not to knock
"it against the bulwarks, and seen it dropped overboard
with my own eyes?—thus making myself an accom-
plice in his escape from justice of a Yankee forger!

“Of course the officer didn’t find that portmanteau
among the ‘personal luggage/ though I am bound to
say he looked for it very carefully, and scandalised
some of my saloon passengers not a little by his un-
welcome attentions; nor was it among the larger
articles, though they all lay exposed on the deck, as
if for his especial behoof and convenience. His im-
pression was, he said, that his ‘information/ as he
called it, had been incorrect, and that that bullock-
hide portmanteau must be coming over in the next
ship; which I said was possible—because everything is
possible, you know—though, I own, I did not think it
very probable.

“As to the owner of the article in question, he kept
out of my way, and slipped out of the ship on the
first opportunity. His story was so far true that he



had intended to keep the thing in his cabin to be got
quietly on shore, only the steward had objected and
caused it to be taken below. That information had
been telegraphed from England to the New York police
was known to his confederate, who had come out to
warn him, and they would no doubt have saved me
all trouble by dropping the portmanteau overboard
themselves, only it was among the other luggage. How
to get it out and dispose of it without discovery was
the problem they had to solve; which they accom-
plished by means of the dynamite story. I don’t know
which of them made it up, or whether they composed
it together, like those two Frenchmen you were speak-
ing to me about the other day” [I think the Captain’s
reference was to MM. Erckmann-Chatrian], “but I
must say it was a devilish good story, and that’s why
I've told it to you.”



AN INDEPENDENT OPINION.






AN INDEPENDENT OPINION.

THE modesty of “bashful fifteen” in members of
the fair sex has been a good deal insisted on, but the
shyness of the most retiring maiden at that epoch is
not to be compared with the shrinking sensitiveness
of an unprinted young author. While his first work
remains in MS. there is no miss in muslin who has
not a greater assurance; albeit when they have both
“come out” it must be allowed that the author is the
first to lose his modesty.

Even before he has gained the honours of type he
has of course an excellent opinion of his merits—is
certain that there is “that within him” which, if it will
not set the Thames on fire, will make a considerable
conflagration in any suitable material; makes com-
parisons, not altogether unfavourable, between his own
productions and those of Byron, for instance, at his
own age; and draws deductions from data to be de-
pended upon (for they are his own) that are as satis-
factory as they are conclusive. But these opinions he
keeps religiously to himself, or confides them to only
a trusty friend or sister who believes in him.



When he has furtively slipped his MS. into the
contributors’ box of the “Weekly Parthenon”—for he
cannot endure the suspense involved in entrusting it
to any monthly organ—he falls into a state of anxiety
which I should call “the jumps,” but that the Ameri-
cans have, as usual, pirated the term and applied it to
another malady; let us term it “the twitters.” And
he remains in them for an indefinite time, dependent
partly on whether the editor of the “Parthenon” has
mislaid or lost the precious document, and partly on
his own powers of mental endurance. Then he writes
in the most humble and honeyed strain to inquire
after the fate of his ‘“‘unpretending little story,” and
receives a printed reply, couched in antagonistic terms,
to the effect that the periodical in question does not
guarantee the return of any rejected contribution what-
soever. No young lady of the tender age I have in-
dicated, and who has conceived a passion- for her
music-master, suffers half the pangs on discovering
that, instead of being the exiled scion of a princely
house, he is a “‘man of family,” in quite another sense,
and has been married these five years.*

* It is curious that the great lord of literature who has so ad-
mirably described the slings and arrows of “‘outrageous fortune,”
and all the disappointments to which flesh is heir, has not a word
to say about the hopes and fears of authorship, with especial re-
ference to the fastidiousness of theatrical managers. Ifhe had tried
his luck nowadays, it is certain he would know what it is to be re-
jected.



I remember a most terrible accident that happened
to the first production of my own pen that ought to
have got into print—not ‘“‘ought,” of course (as I
thought), in respect to merit, for there had been
several others of equal intrinsic value which had been
unhesitatingly and remorselessly declined, but which
really could have done so but for my own impatience.
I had received a letter—as sweet as the first kiss of
love—from some admirable editor, expressing his ap-
proval and acceptance, and I waited, week after week,
for the blessed thing to appear, as the sick man longs
for the morning. I knew nothing, of course, of the
mechanical necessities of a periodical, and, if I had,
should only have felt that all the contrivances of
science and art should have been enlisted to procure
for a yearning public the immediate publication of my
contribution; so, on the second week of its non-ap-
pearance, I wrote to express my surprise; on the third
week, and since I had still received no answer, I wrote
another letter to demand an explanation; and on the
fourth week to express ““disgust” at what I conceived
an unparalleled outrage. On this I got my MS. sent
back again with “Declined” (without a word of
thanks), written on its first page, which bore evident
marks of the printer’s hands.

It was as though some Peri had knocked at the
gates of Paradise, been admitted through the golden
gates for half a second, and then been shown out



again with ignominy at the back door. I only hope,
for the sake of my future, that those divines are in
error who say that it is as wicked to have the wish to
commit murder as to put that wish into effect; for I
could have drunk that editor’s blood with relish.

After that little experience I became, if possible,
more modest than ever.

But when the author in embryo has not only
appeared in print, but published a volume of his own,
matters are very different with him. His diffidence
has disappeared, while his sensitiveness remains as
delicate as ever, and unfortunately much more liable
to meet with shocks. I got one once, or rather a
succession of them, that lasted for a long railway
journey, and which I am almost surprised I ever sur-
vived; for there were two factors, as it were, that went
to make up the discharge (it was so far electrical that
it set my hair on end), and both of the most powerful
kind—self-love and (what is only second to it) first
love for somebody else.

Arabella was my beloved object, and with Arabella
and her aunt I was to travel from London to Exeter.
She was young and charming, but, as I even then
perceived, somewhat frivolous in character. She liked
dancing, and—what was worse—dancing with military
men rather than with civilians; and she had no opinion
of her own as to books—that is to say, she was not
quite so certain as she ought to have been (for Z was)



of the supreme excellence of a particular story of
mine which had not only been given to the public in
a three-volume form, but had recently obtained the
honours of a cheap edition. She liked to hear “what
other people thought about it,” which was clearly an
act of disloyalty to me, as well as a proof of her want
of judgment and independence of character. She said,
“she didn’t care for the opinions of friends and relatives
about it,” a remark which showed her to be deficient
in natural affection and the reverence that is implanted
even in the breast of the savage; and she wanted to
know if I was personally acquainted with my reviewers,
which argued suspicion of the basest sort.

“Nevertheless, I loved Arabella, and would have
married her if an allowance of one hundred pounds a
year, and tastes that would have done honour to one
of a thousand, would have permitted it. As it was,
we had agreed to wait and live in hope, which is cer-
tainly preferable to living on it.

At Paddington station, after seeing the ladies com-
fortably settled in the carriage, of course I went to the
book-stall to see if my “Bandit of the Apennines” (it
was not a domestic story like this by any means) was
properly displayed, and to put a few careless questions
as to how it was going off. In point of fact I meant
to buy it, for I always encouraged its sale in that
way whenever I took a journey. To my surpsise and
horror there was not one copy on the stall. “This is



the way,” thought I, “that great reputations are burked.”
However, I commanded my temper (which is beautiful,
but hasty) so far as to ask of the person in charge
how this infamy had occurred.

“Well, sir,” said he “the explanation is very simple:
we have just sold the last copy of the book.”

If I had had one to spare—but the fact was, that
fare to Exeter had made a great hole in my quarter’s
allowance—I could have given that man a sovereign.

“Is there any other book, sir?” he continued
willingly.

“Other book? No, indeed,” thought I; “I hate your
railway literature.” And had I not got my Arabella,
the prettiest picture book in the world, to look at
throughout the journey?

“The sale of the ‘Bandit is pretty good, I sup-
pose?” remarked I, indifferently.

“It’s very quiet,” he answered drily.

Now, what could he mean by that? The term
“quiet” as applied to the “Bandit of the Apennines”
was a monstrous misnomer; he lived, in fact, in a
lurid atmosphere made up of combats, escapes, and
wholesale massacres; the man must therefore have
restricted his observation to the sale of the book only.
In that case he probably meant “quietly prosperous”™—
not influenced by fits and starts of public favour, but
growing more and more into popularity as its merits
became known.



“You say, my man, that you have just sold the
last copy,” said I affably; ““would you kindly tell me—
for I happen to take an interest in the author—how
many copies did you take to begin with?”

“Jem,” cried he to a small boy at his side, whose
head was only half above the counter, “how many
had we at first of that ’ere ‘Bandit of the Apen-
nines’?”

“Oh, that"? We never had but one,” replied the
small boy.

Again I say that I trust the desire for blood is not
so culpable in the eyes of the recording angel as the
actual imbruement of the hand in human gore.

I fled to my railway carriage with the smothered
execration of “Dear me!”

I found there not only Arabella and her aunt, but
another passenger—a middle-aged gentleman (but old
in my eyes), who would have made a very nice com-
panion for the latter if I could only have persuaded
them to remove into another compartment and to leave
us two alone. But the selfishness of old age is proverbial,
and there they stuck. However, I was opposite to
Arabella, and under the protection of a common railway
rug we could, and did, interchange an occasional
affectionate pressure of the feet—an operation that is
a little difficult, by-the-bye; dangerous through its
openness to the mistake of pressing somebody else’s
foot, and exposed to the ridiculous error of making



advances to the foot-warmer and other things under
the seat. To do her justice, Arabella had never been
backward in reciprocities ofthis kind, but on this occasion
she was especially demonstrative; indeed, as I happened
to possess a corn only less tender than my sentiments
towards her, her attentions, which I could not of course
but welcome, were a little embarrassing.

At last T perceived by the direction of her glance
that they had a particular object. Her eyes were fixed
on the volume that our railway companion had pur-
chased at the station, and she was telegraphing to me
with intense excitement, “It is the ‘Bandit of the
Apennines.’” i

I declare that for the first moment or two I quite
forgot my Arabella in the consideration ofthis tremendous
circumstance. That a stranger should have actually
bought my book, paid coin of the realm for it, of his
own head, without fear or favour or personal relationship,
and then got into the same compartment as the author
of that admirable production, was something much
more than an undesigned coincidence; it was an in-
cident (remember, it was my first book) calculated to
confound the infidel and establish the providential
government of the world. “But suppose—for every-
thing is possible, however improbable”—thought I with
a sudden revulsion, “that he shouldn’t like it, that he
should yawn and even go to sleep over it, and that
Arabella, who wants to know the opinion of outsiders



about the ‘Bandit of the Apennines/ should see him?”
My heart felt cold as a stone.

It was obvious that my beloved object was enjoy-
ing the situation; her eyes sparkled even more brightly
than usual—with joy, no doubt, at seeing how I was
appreciated by the public; but there was a twinkle of
fun about them, which I didn’t like. ‘“Now we shall
see what we shall see,” they seemed to say.

The man was not a romantic-looking man, such as
would be likely to enjoy a high-class dramatic fiction;
I should have said he was a lawyer, or perhaps con-
nected with commerce—and not in the fancy goods
line either. Upon the whole I was relieved to see
that, after fumbling in all his pockets for a paper-
knife, he was about to put the “Bandit” (which was
uncut) into his travelling bag for a more convenient
season, when, to my horror, Arabella’s aunt—a good-
natured but officious personage—produced from her
reticule the article of which he stood in need. He
thanked her, and proceeded to cut the book with ir-
reverent rapidity, as though it were a penny paper;
nevertheless, I was pleased that he cut it all at once,
for if he had cut as he read and stopped half-way, or
even earlier, it might have produced the impression
that he was tired of it.

“It is a pity,” he said as he handed the knife
back with a bow to Arabella’s aunt, ‘“‘that these rail-
way books should not have their leaves cut; but they
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tell me the reason is that a good many of ’em don’t
‘go off/ and then the sheets are used for packing
purposes.”

I saw Arabella’s beautiful form tremble with sup-
pressed mirth at this frightful speech. It seemed to
me that there was something unnatural, and a little
coarse, in a girl of her age possessing such a sense of
humour; her pretty lips distinctly formed the words
“for packing purposes” before they subsided into a
roguish smile.

Then the man began to read, but not in a satis-
factory manner; instead of his attention being at once
riveted (as it ought to have been, for there was a most
thrilling episode in the first chapter), it was distracted
by contemptible objects—the management of his rail-
way rug, the pushing of his portmanteau farther under
the seat, and by the localities on the way-side. He
must have been mad himself, I thought, to have stared
at the Hanwell Asylum so attentively, at the very
moment—for I knew where he was by the pages he
had turned over—when all his intelligence should have
been concentrated on the description of the brigand’s
prison cell. I am not a pessimist—I endeavour to
think as well of our common human nature as circum-
stances will permit—and yet I could almost swear that
I saw him turn over two pages at a time without dis-
covering his mistake, and that in the middle of an
unequal contest between the brigand and five officers



of justice, that should have stirred the blood of a sea
anemone. Then, presuming upon the paper-knife as
an introduction, he would address a word or two to
Aunt Arabella, as to whether she liked the window
shut to the very top, or preferred sitting with her face
to the engine (as if that signified), while the heroine,
in whose adventures he ought to have been wrapped
up, was escaping out of a window much too small for
her, and by a rope that swayed with every gust from
the mountain-side.

It was I alone, of course, who was aware of the
extent of his enormity, for Arabella only knew he had
my book in his hand, and Arabella’s aunt did not
even know that; but it was easy even for them to see
that his attention was not devoted to it. Indeed, eveiy
now and then he stole a glance of admiration at Ara-
bella herself, which I should have objected to at any
time, but which under the circumstances was doubly
impertinent and offensive; as an old man—old enough
to be her father, forty at the very least—he ought to
have been ashamed of himself, and as a man of busi-
ness he ought to have been attending fo his business
and getting his money’s worth out of his investment.
Then—horror of horrors!—as he drew near Swindon
(perhaps it was the motion of the train affecting his
aged frame, or the need of lunch asserting itself in his
enfeebled carcass) he actually began to drop off in
little snatches of—1I hesitate, in charity, to say sleep—

7*



but of somnolency. The idea to which I clung was
that he closed his eyes the better to picture the scenes
which the author of the “Bandit of the Appennines”
had so vividly painted; but this explanation it was
difficult for me to communicate to Arabella (who sat
next to him) by the mere pressure, however significant,
of my foot; in her eyes I felt that this cold-blooded
and stupid ruffian was falling asleep over my story.
She had made, in fact, more than one little grimace
to express her apprehensions upon this point, and
though I had smiled back in the most cheerful way,
“He is only thinking, my dear; he is in reality
charmed with the story,” she seemed to only half un-
derstand me, and shook her head in a very incredulous
way. If he really should go to sleep beyond all doubt,
so as to snore, for example—and he looked just the
sort of man to snore—I felt that my reputation as a
novelist with Arabella was gone.

However, we reached Swindon without his com-
mitting himself to that full extent; but, under the in-
fluence of lunch, I felt certain it would happen, unless
something was done in the mean time, and I resolved
to do it.

We all got out to have some soup, and I found my
opportunity of speaking to the old gentleman.

“My dear sir,” I said, “I am sure you had no no-
tion whose book you were reading coming along, or
you would never have nodded your head over it.”



“What do you mean, my lad? I was reading my
own book—the ‘Bandit of something or another. I
bought it at Paddington. It is rather a------ 7

“Hush! But you didn’t write it: that’s the point.
That young woman in the carriage with us wrote it.”

“What, the pretty girl who sat opposite to you?”

“Yes, next to you.” (This I said with significant
reproach.) “ She couldn’t help seeing you nod, and it
pained her.”

“She wrote that book—she?”

“Yes; she is exceedingly clever.”

“Very likely; but it seems so strange that a
woman should have written such a book at all,” he
murmured. “It’s so sensational, so full of scenes.
Dear me!”

“She’s a girl of genius, my dear sir.”

“No doubt, no doubt,” he said. “How very un-
fortunate! Did I nod? IfI did so, it was in adhesion
to her sentiments. I remember now that some of them
struck me as very beautiful.”

“They are all beautiful,” said I; “‘it is a noble
book. But she would not have you know she wrote it
for any money. It was published anonymously because
she was too modest to put her name to it. You must
not hint at what I have told you; only, you had better
alter your manner.”

“Thank you; I will, of course. I have a sincere
admiration for the book, and I shall show it.”



“Only, don’t excite her suspicions; be careful
about that.”

He nodded till I thought he would have nodded
his old head off; and we returned to the carriage very
amicably and resumed our journey.

“T always feel sleepy after luncheon,” said Arabella’s
aunt, by way of excuse for the forty winks in which
she felt herself about to indulge.

“So do I in a general way,” said the old gentleman;
“but I have a book here that interests me immensely.”

I saw Arabella’s eyes light up with pleasure, then
hid myself behind a newspaper which I had just pur-
chased for that very purpose; I was a very young man,
and my tender conscience reproached me for my little
duplicity. I had not the hardihood to look; I only lis-
tened, which fortunately, my darling took not for re-
morse but modesty.

“T thought you didn't seem to like it,” said Ara-
bella’s aunt, who was a plain-spoken person.

“On the contrary, I am delighted with it; it is not
often one buys a book at a venture—for I confess I
never heard of the work before—and finds one has
drawn such a prize. I am not myself much of a novel-
reader, but henceforth I shall look for a book by the
author of the ‘Bandit of the------ n

Would it be credited that he had to look at the
title-page before he said, “Apennines”? But such is
the ““outside public.”



“The ‘Bandit of the Apennines!’” exclaimed the
old lady in great excitement. “Why, that's—" Here,
thank goodness, she was stopped by a cross volley of
reproachful glances from her niece and me.

Arabella was very anxious that her aunt should not
reveal the authorship, on account of her craze for an
“independent opinion,” and of course I was still more
solicitous not to have my innocent little artifice ex-
posed. Our united efforts had the happiest effect;
they sealed the old lady’s lips, and convinced the
stranger that Arabella was the real Simon Pure.

“There is a strength and vigour about this book,”
continued the old gentleman, ‘“that keeps one’s atten-
tion at the fullest stretch; one has only to lay it down
and close one’s eyes to feel oneself one of the dramatis
persona. Have you ever read it, sir?” And the hypo-
critical wretch actually addressed himself to me.

“Yes,” 1 said; “it is a good story, and, as you
suggest” (for I determined to pay him out for his auda-
city), “‘singularly masculine in style.”

“Nay, I didn’t say that,” he answered hurriedly; “it
has the vigour of a male writer, but there is a deli-
cacy, a purity,—a dear me! what shall I call it?—a
perception of the niceties of female nature in it, in
which I seem to recognise a lady’s hand.”

Here Arabella, shaking with laughter, put up her
muff before her eyes, and I took advantage of the
circumstance to give the man a warning glance that



he was going too far. My fear was that before we
got to Exeter there would be an éclaircissement of some
kind; but, to my immense satisfaction and relief, he
left the train at Bath.

“I have no friends here, and am going to stay at
an hotel,” said our fellow-passenger at parting; “‘but
while I have this book unfinished I shall not find the
time hang heavy on my hands.”

“Upon my life,” said Arabella’s aunt as we steamed
away, “‘one would think, James, that you had told the
man you had written the book.”

“Upon my word and honour,” said I fervently, “I
told him nothing of the kind.”

“l am quite sure he didn't,” cried Arabella in-
dignantly; “James is incapable of such underhand
conduct. And I must say the independent praise of
that gentleman is very satisfactory and convincing. I
really began to fear at first that he didn’t like the
book. If so, it evidently grew upon him.”

“It grew beautifully,” said I, “‘the soil being rich
and favourable.”

“Yes, evidently a most intelligent man,” said Ara-
bella’s aunt, “and exceedingly polite. I am so glad I
lent him that paper-cutter.”

And so was I, although there had been moments
(when he was “feeling himself one of the dramatis per-
sona”} when I had regretted it very much.



AN UNREQUITED ATTACHMENT.






AN UNREQUITED ATTACHMENT.

THE affinities between us are not always reciprocal.
Just as love is sometimes ““all on one side,” so the at-
traction that draws one man to another is occasionally
altogether wanting in the individual so drawn. A
gravitates to B, and sticks there; but B for the life of
him can't tell why. He has not the brutality to say,
“Go away; I have nothing for you, my good man.
You may think I have, but I haven't.” It is scarcely
in human nature to reject the hand of friendship, but
it is certainly true that one often does not know what
to do with it. We take it in our own, and there it lies.
One feels no inclination to return its pressure, and yet
one does not like to drop it. It is very natural, of
course, that nice people should be fond of us; also
good people, and in fact everybody worth knowing.
Beyond that, however, we don't wish admiration to go.
And yet now and then it does so.

Muggins Q.C., for example, has long entertained
for me a regard that is most embarrassing. It is not
on account of any similarity of opinion, for we differ
on all points. It is not my faith, for I am orthodox;



while he, so far as I have been able to discover, be-
lieves in Muggins only. It is not my works, for he
never reads anything but law books. In a modest
way, and when only one or two persons at most are
present, I am fond of a quiet joke; but Muggins hates
jokes, although with a somewhat ignorant malevolence,
for I am sure he has never seen one. The Laureate,
it is true, has given some sort of explanation for the
friendship of dissimilar natures—as his unlikeness
fitted mine,” is, I think, his phrase—but the unlike-
ness of myself and Muggins does not fit at all. On
the knife-board of my “twopenny” ‘bus, I pass the
great lawyer trotting on his cob to Lincoln’s Inn every
morning, and tremble lest recognition should take
place on his part; not that I am ashamed of riding on
an omnibus, or that Muggins would be ashamed of
me. For, to do him justice, he is not that kind of
idiot at all; but I know that he would patronise the
‘bus and the people on it (out of regard for me) to
that extent that they would rise up (if they were men)
and throw me off the knifeboard.

He is such an all-pervading, all-important per-
sonage as the human mind cannot grapple with, but
must either at once submit to or resent with vehemence.
I wish to goodness I had resented him, but I suc-
cumbed. I met him first at a dull dinner-party—one
of those great deserts without an oasis in the shape of
an intelligent man or a pretty woman, in which one



sometimes finds oneself, through want of caution, or
from good nature, or in punishment for some offence
committed by one’s ancestors. As'a refuge from “Art”
and the “Rhodope Massacres,” both of which subjects
demanded replies, I nestled under Muggins’s wing,
who was restating a right of way case, in which he
had been engaged in court that morning, and only re-
quired a listener. I could think my own thoughts
while he pounded on in his fine forensic style, and
was comparatively content. The others knew him and
I did not, and, dull as they were, they refused to
listen to him. It was not till he observed, I perceive
you are a man of sense,” that I began to understand
my danger, and remembered how the great boa of the
serpent tribe lubricates his victim before he swallows him.

It was Muggins Q.C.’s habit (as I have now good
reason to know) to repeat to any private ear he could
capture in the evening the arguments he had ad-
dressed to “My Lord” in the course of the day. Five
thousand a-year is what “My Lord” gets for listening
to them, and nobody can say he is overpaid; but I of
course got nothing from that right of way case. He
called it “right o’ way” (from familiarity with the sub-
ject), and I caught myself murmuring “right o’ way.
Oh, if I could only get right away,” which flattered
him, I believe. He thought I was attempting to com-
mit his argument to memory. When he had quite
done, he asked me, with much warmth of manner,



where I lived, to which I replied, “Holloway.” I didn’t
live there, but I felt sure that ke didn’t and that it
would be a safe thing to say. He replied very graci-
ously that he was sorry we did not dwell on the same
side of the Park, but that distance was of no conse-
quence in London. I don’t believe it is of any conse-
quence anywhere when Muggins Q.C. has once taken a
fancy to one. If I had fled to Greenwich, or Rich-
mond, he would amble up to my door on his cob, or
emerge at it from his little brougham (into which he
exactly fits), to repeat his legal arguments of the morn-
ing. Nothing but death, I feel, will ever release me
from the toils of Muggins’s friendship; and from the
tables of annuities I calculate he will live ten years
longer at the very least, when I may regain my liberty
indeed, but shall have lost the youth which would have
enabled me to enjoy it.

A rude person would of course find the means of
breaking with such a tormentor, but I am unfortunately
incapable of a rudeness. Muggins Q.C., who is good
temper itself, believes his attachment to be reciprocated,
and how am I to undeceive him? I venture to think
that no story of the affections, ancient or modern, has
ever described them to be more hopelessly misplaced;
but the elements of poetry and romance are wanting
in my case to render it pathetic, and I cannot conceal
from myself that among ill-natured people my position
has excited some ridicule. Muggins Q.C. has endea-



voured to attach himself to many persons, all of them
of eminence and notoriety, which I try to think ought
to be some sort of comfort or compliment to me; but
they have eluded him with a dexterity I envy beyond
measure, but to which I cannot attain.

A triple example of this has just been brought
under my notice. For a month and more Muggins
Q.C. has had a topic of conversation other than his
own flights of legal eloquence, Mrs. Muggins having
rather unexpectedly, or at all events after an unusually
long delay, presented him with a son and heir. As
the learned counsel tells me that ‘“he is opposed to
making eldest sons on principle,” I conclude there will
be no more of these infants, since if there were, and
they were boys, this would be an eldest son. (Muggins
Q.C. says that if I have a fault it is the want of a
logical mind, but I think I have worked that out satis-
factorily.) However, some weeks after the arrival of
this prodigy, I received the following letter:

“My dear Friend,—Augustus George is to be
christened on Tuesday next, and we count upon your
presence at the midday banquet. If a boy could
have three godfathers you should be one; but, as it
is, his spiritual responsibilities have been undertaken
by older but not more valued friends. The Lord High
Chancellor of England, and Jones, the leader-writer of
the ‘Intelligencer/ volunteered for that post on the



very afternoon of the arrival of Augustus George.
They will both, of course, be with us on the auspicious
morning. The Bishop of Mugginton (no relation of
mine, though our names are somewhat similar, and our
armorial bearings identical) has insisted on performing
the ceremony. With the addition of yourself, we shall
therefore be rather a distinguished little party. 1 dare
say you noticed my arguments in the ‘Intelligencer
this morning in the great case of Gimlet po. Bradawl,
which you will have regretted to see were reported
with shameful brevity in the ‘Times.’
“Yours very faithfully,
“JONATHAN MUGGINS Q.C.”

This invitation disturbed me exceedingly, for, next
to a funeral, and perhaps a wedding, there is nothing
I dislike more cordially than a christening party. In
this case, too, there would be a certain flavour of hypo-
crisy about it, since Muggins Q.C. who, as I have said,
only believes in himself, was necessarily incredulous of
any advantage to be derived from godfathers, except
spoons and mugs; and yet he would make a speech, I
knew (since a Bishop was to be present), calculated to
move the heart of the infidel, and at all events to cast
him before any jury in very serious damages. It was
clear to me, however, that I had to go. It was only
with much misgiving, and, as it were, with a dead lift
of all my energies, that I dared to make excuse in the



case of an ordinary invitation to Muggin’s table; and
the present occasion was of course a supreme one. I
therefore bought a second-hand spoon and fork, as my
contribution to Augustus George’s effects, and, placing
it in a brand-new case, forwarded it to his address
with a written promise to appear in person on the day
appointed; and that promise I performed.

On Sunday, of course, it is always a pleasure as
well as a duty to go to church; but on a week-day,
and in winter, it is not so cheerful. Even the most
fashionable places of worship strike you then as rather
cold, and a font (however much it may look like it) is
not the kind of place to warm your hands at. Muggins
Q.C., naturally, was there in person, looking as if he
was the proprietor, not only of the infant, but of the
whole establishment, and Mrs. Muggins, and the
monthly nurse. But of the Lord High Chancellor and
of the famous leader-writer of the “Intelligencer” I
saw nothing. Moreover, if the officiating minister was
a Bishop, he was a very young one, and was dressed
—well, I don’t know much about ecclesiastical gar-
ments, but I really saw no difference between him and
the curate of the parish. Nor, indeed, was there any.
Muggins whispered to me that his Lordship had been
prevented at the last moment from coming to perform
the interesting ceremony by an attack of the measles.
The notion of a Bishop with the measles so completely
captivated my attention that it was only with the
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greatest difficulty I could be made to understand that
I was undertaking, by deputy, the office of sponsor.
Twice did the curate inquire, “Who names this child?”
before I gathered that he was addressing my humble
self, and I am afraid it was only Muggins’'s whisper,
“Why the deuce don’'t you name the child?” which
brought me at last to a sense of my situation. Not
only did the Lord High Chancellor and the scarcely
less distinguished journalist absent themselves from
the church, but they were not at the breakfast either.
No one was there at all, besides the host and hostess
and myself, except the monthly nurse, who stood with
the infant at the sideboard, and was addressed by
Muggins (on the occasion of handing her a glass of
port wine) with a pomposity and prolixity that would
have done honour to the judges in banco.

When she was at last permitted to depart, we sat
down to a most excellent repast, the hilarity of which
was somewhat marred by the three vacant seats. [
made some feeling allusion to them, but Muggins put
the remark aside with a wave of his hand which I
thought expressed a regret too deep for words; but I
was mistaken. When refreshed by food and wine, he
rose from his chair, and, with one hand in his bosom
(how well T knew that oratorical attitude!), he pro-
ceeded to explain the absence of his guests.

His venerable friend (if he would allow him to
call him so) the Lord Bishop of Mugginton was suffer-



mg, he said, from domestic affliction. One of his
children had that morning broken out in a rash, and
under the circumstances, and in the possible con-
tingency of measles, his Lordship, with that fore-
thought for others which always distinguished him,
had deprived himself of the satisfaction of admitting
Augustus George into the fold of the church, “lest his
presence should be a source of contagion.” “My Lord
Bishop,” concluded Muggins in a voice broken by
emotion, which he can affect at any time before any
jury (I think by putting his tongue in his cheek), “my
Lord Bishop has sent my child Augustus George—his
blessing.”

Muggins had finished, and 1 was stamping deli-
cately on the floor to express my appreciation of the
Bishop’s generosity, when, to my honor, off he started
again.

“My friend the Lord High Chancellor of England
had promised, as you know, to shed by his presence
this morning a lustre upon the head of Augustus
George; ‘but unfortunately, he writes, ‘I received
last night a summons to attend Her Majesty at Wind-
sor Castle, which must needs deprive me of that great
pleasure.’

“The Lord Chancellor sends—it is a most charac-
teristic and noteworthy gift, though one which years
alone will enable Augustus George duly to appreciate
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—a copy of his own admirable work on Property Law
—the cheap edition.”

Here Muggins paused again, and once more think-
ing he was going to sit down, I softly shuffled my feet
together; any stronger mark of appreciation, I felt, was
uncalled for. A Bishop’s blessing might be beyond
price—there were no means of estimating it; but the
exact cost of the legal work just spoken of I hap-
pened to know. It was one shilling and eightpence.

“We have been deprived of another guest this
morning,” recommenced Muggins Q.C. in a voice so
hushed and solemn that I thought Jones must be dead.
“A great journalist was to have honoured by his per-
sonal presence that ceremony which it will be his
duty, and, as I venture to think, a pleasing one, to
record; it will be mentioned in the columns of that
widely circulated and extensively advertised newspaper,
the ‘Intelligencer,” no doubt; and if it is possible, will
be alluded to in a leading article. ‘If it can be done,’
writes Jones, in a letter that does honour to the human
heart, and is also, perhaps, one of the finest specimens
of epistolary style in the language, ‘if it can be done
it shall be done’ The cause of his absence is a
sudden change in the policy of his journal, which has
compelled him to give his immediate and undivided
attention to all the arguments that have been advanced
on the other side, and which he has heretofore dis-
regarded. He goes on to say that he looks upon the



relation of godchild and godfather as a link of virgin
gold—a tie far too solemn and too sacred to be as-
sociated (in a reverent mind) with mugs and spoons,
for which reason he has abstained upon principle from
sending any christening present to Augustus George.
That, to my mind, is very touching,” concluded Mug-
gins, wiping his gold spectacles, “and shows a fine
public spirit.”

And I have no doubt that he believed it. For as
regards himself, and all that belongs to him, Muggins
Q.C. has the simplicity of a child. He believes that
he is not only the most learned of all learned counsel
(which, for aught I know, he may be), but the most
attractive (to both sexes) of all human beings. He
cannot conceive that anyone (being in his right mind)
can wish to avoid him, or find anything but edifica-
tion and delight in the reproduction of his forensic
eloquence. He is the most perfectly content and self-
satisfied of mortals, and therefore one of the happiest
of them. “I may have my faults,” he said, with a
bland smile, as he took my hand with effusion upon
Christmas Day; ““it is possible: ‘we do not know our-
selves/ says the Greek poet; but no one, my dear
fellow, can ever accuse me of not sticking to my
friends.”

That, alas, is very true. I felt it in my bones
when he said it. In this world I shall never get quit
of Muggins Q.C., I know. In the other—I wish Mug-



gins no harm, and of course I wish myself no harm—
but in the other, I do hope some arrangement may
be effected (without, of course, hurting his feelings)
by which Muggins Q.C. and I may be separated for
evermore.



A TOWN VENGEANCE.






A TOWN VENGEANCE.

THE whirligig of time brings about our revenges
to most of us, but not quickly enough; and it is only
natural (though very improper) that we should try to
accelerate them. The Corsican will wait for years,
and will even bequeath the accomplishment of his
cherished objects to his descendants; but we English
are not so persevering. When a man, or a monster
bearing some vague likeness to the human form—such
as a reviewer, for example—annoys me, 1 wish to pay
him out for it at once; otherwise, as time goes by, I
am but too apt to forget my wrong and the wrong-
doer; like the forlorn young gentleman who would
weep over his faded love-token, but was unable, be-
cause he could not remember “who the deuce it was
who gave him that forget-me-not,” I lose remembrance
of the reptile, and he crawls on, uncrushed; which is
a failure of justice.

In the early ages of Society, the first impulse of a
man who had received an injury at the hands of an-
other was to beat him; but the inconvenience—or, at
all events, the possible inconvenience—of such a course



of conduct is obvious, and was obvious even then.
As civilisation began to exercise its influence, men’s
ideas became less crude; and they hired others to do
the beating for them. This was an excellent plan if
you were rich; Charles the Second, for example—it is
true he was not rich, but he was a king, and could
get things done for him—paid out Sir John Coventry
in this way very completely; but if you were poor there
was a difficulty. The great question of Capital and
Labour confronted you at the outset; where were you
to get the money from to hire your men? There were
also all sorts of complications respecting “Breach of
the Peace,” ““Assault and Battery,” and other petti-
fogging obstacles, which have increased year by year
to that extent that it has become veiy difficult to pay
out old scores without incurring new ones. In the
good old times the offended party would gather his
friends together, and falling on the mansion of his
unsuspecting enemy by night, would put him and all
his family to the sword. But the days of chivalry
are fled.

The shifts to which a noble spirit is driven when
he would avenge himself for an injury, without risking
the action of the law, are most insufficient and pitiable.
Perhaps the best of them is the anonymous letter. It
is a medium through which you can at least speak
out and relieve your mind, independently of the
miserable trammels of convention. Even this, how-



ever, is not of universal utility, for some people write
so badly that their anonymous letter remains un-
decipherable; it might be an invitation to dinner, or
even a testimonial of their personal admiration and
esteem, for anything their enemy knows to the con-
trary. As an example, however, how well it may be
made to work (up to a certain point), I narrate the fol-
lowing story.

Mr. John Blades, of Clifford Cottage, Shepherd’s
Bush, and also of Lincoln’s Inn, had amassed a little
property as clerk to a wellknown barrister who after-
wards became one of Her Majesty’s judges; and when
the latter left the Bench for another place where there
are no criminals to be tried, Mr. John Blades invested
his savings in a mansion in Pimlico and took in
gentlemen lodgers. He was an honest simple fellow,
in spite of the legal society he had mingled with, and
had once on his own responsibility lent a strange
gentleman, who had called in his employer’s absence
and represented himself as a friend from the country
who had lost his railway ticket, thirty shillings.

Nor was Mrs. Blades, his wife, a woman by any
means fitted to take in lodgers, but rather the reverse.
She was of a nervous temperament, easily cajoled, and
still more easily frightened; and as to abstracting other
people’s tea and sugar, not to speak of coals, her
conscience was so tender that she would have de-
scribed such practices as thieving. She was an excel-



lent cook, and, though now in fairly good circum-
stances, did not think it derogatory to her self-respect
to assist in the more delicate operations of the cuisine.
Her clear soups were beyond the dreams of any hotel
proprietor, and, to say truth, would have put to shame
most of the Clubs; the little delicacies she could serve
up for breakfast were things to think upon before you
got up in the morning; while her suppers, though
equally dainty, were forgotten when you went to bed.
Her house was as clean as soap could make it, and
furnished even to the linen in a manner that astounded
persons, who, accustomed to lodgings elsewhere, could
not understand why their feet did not protrude beyond
the upper sheet, or their pillows were so much thicker
than a pancake.

She had her weaknesses, like the rest of the world
(save you and me, reader), but they were all venial
ones; the chief perhaps was a somewhat unreasonable
respect for the aristocracy of her native land. This
peculiarity, however (which, moreover, was shared by
her husband), had never led her to set her cap at any
aristocrat, and as she was now five-and-fifty it was not
likely that it ever would, or, at all events, that any
mischief should result from it.

The first gentleman who was so fortunate as to
take apartments in the house of this worthy couple
was the Hon. Rollo Plantagenet Tallboise, the son of
an Irish viscount, Lord Cameleopard, but who had



inherited, to judge by his want of ready money, very
little beyond a magnificent brogue and a noble spirit
of independence. Accustomed, as without doubt he
had been, in the halls of his ancestors, to every luxury
and refinement, this young man (for he still looked
young, thanks to a constitution that defied the effects
of a somewhat dissipated career) had yet not a fault
to find with Mrs. Blades’s domestic arrangements. That
was one of the traits by which she recognised his
birth and breeding; your ordinary lodger, she had
been told, was always picking holes in this and that,
and hanging on to the bell-rope. The Honourable
Rollo gave very little trouble, and what he did give
was accompanied with a smile so condescending, and
a manner so urbane, that it was quite a pleasure to
wait upon him. He was not easily put out, except by
any application for money on the part of tradesmen,
or even cabmen: these were what he termed “dis-
gusting details;” and when they were forced upon his
notice, he had a way of lifting his eyebrows which
was very effective; Mrs. Blades, who had a strain of
poetry in her nature, said it reminded her of a man
pained by the weight of a coronet. The pain, how-
ever, did not last long, for almost everything was settled
for him by herself and put down in his monthly ac-
count.

Of course he inhabited the first floor and lived on
the best of everything that money—or rather Mrs.



Blades’s credit—could procure. His smoking in the
drawing-room was a blow to her because of the new
curtains, but Mr. Tallboise, she felt, was not a sort of
gentleman one could remonstrate with; it was some
comfort to know that he smoked the very best cigars,
or at all events the most expensive, which she had an
excellent reason for being convinced of; and that if
his champagne occasionally disagreed with him, it was
from no fault of the vintage. He paid Mrs. Blades the
compliment of dining at home, instead of at his club
because of her clear soups, which he pronounced to be
as good as any he had tasted at the paternal table at
Castle Macgillicuddy.

At the end of the first month Mrs. Blades brought
up with his breakfast things, neatly folded on a silver
salver, his little account; he took it from her with a
gracious expression of countenance, and carelessly
looked at the total—which was in three figures, and
not small ones.

“My dear Mrs. Blades,” he said, “you and your
good husband must have been cheating yourselves;
the amount is perfectly ridiculous.”

“It is quite correct, sir/ she answered modestly;
“as we pay ready money for eveiything, the items per-
haps are less than you may have expected.”

“Less, my dear madam? I positively feel as if I
was robbing you. Moreover, there is no commission.
I must insist upon remunerating you for the loss of



the interest of your money. Let us say five per cent,
for the three months.”

“But there is but one month, sir.”

“True; but my custom is to settle all these little
matters at the end of the quarter—Your coffee this
morning is positively perfection;” and he took up the
newspaper in his jewelled fingers to intimate that the
interview was closed.

Poor Mrs. Blades would much rather have had
Mr. Tallboise’s cheque, but her powers of resistance
were unable to cope with such aristocratic manners.
To repeat an application for money to an Honourable
in a flowered dressing-gown, who had just praised her
coffee, was beyond her strength; something told her
that it would evoke that lifting of the eyebrows which
had so often filled her soul with pity for the wretches
who had produced it. The excellent woman was a
snob to the backbone, and she retired.

“What!” inquired Mr. Blades, who was waiting in
the back sitting-room to take Mr. Tallboise’s cheque
to the bank, and who could read countenances if he
couldn’'t read characters, “has he not paid?”

“No; he hasn't. He says he always settles at the
end of the quarter; and begs you will put on five per
cent, for the interest of the money.”

“But that won't do, you know,” exclaimed Mr.
Blades; ““it really won’t. And he has given an under-
taking to settle monthly.”



“You had better speak to him yourself, then; but
mind you are very civil, John; say it’s nothing to him
of course, but that it’s a good lump of money for such
as you to be out of pocket in.”

It was quite unnecessary to tell Mr. Blades to be
civil,. He was a small and gentle-mannered man,
whose very aspect seemed to apologise for obtruding
his presence anywhere, much less on the privacy of an
Honourable. He went upstairs and knocked timidly
at the drawing-room door. Mr. Tallboise, who was
in the tobacco stage of his repast, removed his cigar
in astonishment, and suffered the smoke to wreathe it-
self above his well-brushed head like a halo.

“Mr.—Blades, is it not?”

“Yes, my lord—I mean sir; it is about this little
account. If you could find it convenient—not that |
mean to be pressing—it is nothing to you, I know, but
it's a good lump------ ?

“One moment, Mr. Blades,” interrupted his lodger
with frigid dignity. “It's nothing to me, as you say;
the sum to which you allude is a mere bagatelle; but
I am not accustomed”—here his eyebrows went to
work as usual—“to be pressed for money. My prin-
ciple—and it is invariable—is to pay my bills quarterly.
If you insist upon it, I will settle this matter at once;”
here he produced a gigantic cheque-book—“but mark
me, in that case I leave your apartments this evening.



—You would prefer my remaining? Very good. Be
so good as to touch the bell. I have quite finished.”

The last remark referred to the breakfast things,
but its tone gave it a wider significance. Mr. Blades
found himself in the back parlour without quite know-
ing how he got there.

“I could do nothing with him,” he said; ‘“he
would have left the house if I'd pressed it. He's
such a masterful sort of man.”

“He’s accustomed to command; that’s where it is,”
said his wife admiringly; “well, we've got the money
to go on with, and five per cent, for three months
will pay us handsomely; he’s openhanded, like all the
quality—that I will say; I do believe I might have got
ten per cent, for the asking.”

Here at least Mrs. Blades showed her sagacity;
she might have got ten or even twenty per cent., just
as easily as five.

On the day before the three months expired the
Honourable Rollo Plantagenet Tallboise left his apart-
ments rather suddenly, thereby saving himself the an-
noyance—which his sensitive nature had always so
much resented—of being asked for a sum of money—
which on that occasion would have amounted to six
hundred pounds. I think, under the circumstances,
that after a decent interval during which they waited
for a communication—with enclosure—from their

aristocratic lodger, Mr. and Mrs. Blades were justified
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in writing to Lord Cameleopard of Macgillicuddy Castle
(the only reference he had given them), to inquire as
to the whereabouts and solvency of his missing relative.
The chagrin of the worthy couple may be conceived
on their receipt of a letter by return of post, to say
that his lordship had no relative of the name of Rollo
Plantagenet Tallboise, and knew of no such person.

If the story had ended there the case had been a
common one of mere credulity and imposture. Mr.
and Mrs. Blades would have paid six hundred pounds
for their experience and for the acquaintanceship of a
person who, as they both agreed, had behaved (up to
a certain point) as like a nobleman’s son as could be:
but they had not done with Mr. Tallboise yet.

Exactly a month from the date of their lodger’s
departure, some old friends came to dine with them,
in consequence of an invitation which they had never
sent. The next day some more friends, not so in-
timate, arrived, with the same object; and on the next
about twenty of their acquaintances came quite as un-
expectedly to enjoy the hospitality of luncheon. Later
on, that day, there was an evening party at their house
of about half the people that they had ever known,
and of a good many whom they didn’t know. “Supper
at twelve” was in the corner of the cards of invitation,
and written in the same hand (evidently a feigned
one) as the forged letters. Mr. and Mrs. Blades were
hospitable folks, but as they only had a cold joint of



beef in the house and a few eggs for their own con-
sumption, these 120 persons or so had necessarily to
be sent empty away.

This went on for weeks, till they found that life,
with so much involuntary party-giving, was growing in-
tolerable. Who could be playing them this cruel trick?
and why? were the two questions the consideration of
which wore this worthy pair almost to thread-paper.
The second, however, soon found an answer. The
following note arrived in thé now well-known hand-
writing: “If you do not insert the following advertise-
ment, Y will pay the fifty guineas all right, J.BI in
the ‘Daily Trumpeter of Tuesday next, you shall see
what you shall see. The manner of paying the money
can be afterwards arranged. All I wish to be assured
of for the present is that you have a willing mind.
Vengeance.”

That there should be a person who wanted fifty
guineas out of “J.B.” or anybody else, if he could get
it, was not beyond all human experience; but that he
should also want ““vengeance” was inexplicable.

Poor Mr. Blades reviewed the incidents of his
blameless life for a single case in which he had in-
curred the resentment of a fellow-creature, in vain; he
could only conclude that he was the victim of some
malevolent maniac. He consulted a legal friend (one
Mr. Joshua Figgins) in this extremity, who recom-
mended that the required advertisement should be in-
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serted, and a trap laid for the apprehension of the
offender; but here Mr. Blades exhibited a somewhat
unlooked-for determination of character. “I will never
promise what I don’t mean to perform,” said he; “let
the wicked creature do his worst.” Nevertheless he
looked forward to Tuesday, and afterwards, with very
melancholy forebodings.

On Wednesday morning at eleven o’clock his'quiet
residence in Pimlico was besieged by a crowd of
females—no less than eighty in all—who had all
come for a cook’s place which had been advertised
that morning on very advantageous terms in the
“Trumpeter.”

Great cooks, small cooks, lean cooks, tawny cooks,
Brown cooks, black cooks, grey cooks, brawny cooks,

and an immense variety of plain cooks, thronged the
thoroughfare, demanding compensation for their dis-
appointment, and their return fares by train and
omnibus. Mrs. Blades, though a better cook than any
of them, felt herself wholly unequal to the situation,
and had to appeal to the police.

The new lodger on the first floor had heart-
disease, and protested that if such a thing occurred
again it would be the death of him.

In the afternoon another letter arrived: “Your next
reception will take place on Tuesday between io



and 2. All the ‘wanteds’ in the ‘Trumpeter’ are in-
vited. Vengeance.”

And they came—about 450 of them—filling up
the entire street. The new lodger left (palpitating) at
2.30, for a less desired, however inferior, place of
residence. By the evening’s post came another letter:
“I hope you liked it. Your next grand reception is
fixed for Sunday, from 8 to 12. There is only one
way of avoiding it. Advertise to V. Y will pay the
751 all right? My terms are raised, you see. Ven-
geance.”

Before the Sunday came round, however, another
despatch arrived: “I have invited a thousand persons
to wait upon you on Wednesday. Vengeance.” It
seemed as if the wretch’s fury was so ungovernable
that he was obliged to relieve it by constant cor-
respondence; and Mr. Blades’s theory of his being a
malevolent maniac derived, so far, some corrobo-
ration.

The grand reception held, in spite of themselves,
by this unhappy couple was on a scale of unprecedented
magnitude, and transformed their ordinary quiet Sab-
bath into a Saturnalia. “We shall certainly be in-
dicted for a nuisance under the Disorderly House Act,
17 and 18 Viet. c. 45, s. 12;” muttered poor Mr. Blades,
quoting a scrap of his old legal learning.

The worthy pair had each betaken themselves be-
hind one of their drawing-room curtains, from which,



unseen, they could watch the madding crowd of place-
seekers in the street below.

“There he is!” cried Mrs. Blades, with sudden
vehemence; I see his face. THAT'S THE MAN THAT
HAS DONE IT.”

“Where, where?” cried her husband, leaving the
shelter of the curtain in his excitement, and thereby
evoking a yell of execration from the mob below.

But whatever poor Mrs. Blades had seen, it was
too much for her. “Blind, blind!” she cried; “The
Hon. Tallboise!” and went off in a dead faint.

The remark at first was set down to some sudden
burst of regret at having been deceived by the aristo-
cratic blandishments of her late lodger; but upon her
resuscitation, it appeared that, while scanning the
street, the poor woman’s frightened glance had hap-
pened to fall on a window at no great distance, where,
insufficiently hidden by the blind, peered forth a face
she knew, lit up with a certain fiendish exultation.
That this gentleman had set a-going the proceedings
which afforded him so much amusement was a con-
viction that flashed upon her at once, and from which
she never swerved.

“She will take her affidavit,” said Mr. Blades to
Mr. Figgins, who was once more summoned for a con-
sultation, ‘‘as that is Tallboise, and that he wrote the
letters.”

“Very good: we shall have to prove it, however:



we have no hold on the fellow, except as to the money
he owes you, and which you may take your oath you
will never see. He ain’t worth powder and shot in
that way.”

“Then, is he to woriy us to death, like this?” cried
Mr. Blades, pointing to a neat little note which had
just arrived from “Vengeance,” giving notice of an-
other ““grand reception.”

“Well, he can be prosecuted for an annoyance, of
course; but where you’ll have him best is ‘for attempt-
ing to extort money by threatening letters.’ ”

“But that’s transportation for life, isn't it?” ex-
claimed Mrs. Blades pitifully. “I am sure neither
John nor I could sleep comfortably in our bed, if we
had sent a fellow-creature, and such a nice gentle-
manly person as we used to think him, beyond seas.”

Mr. Blades, who, if not “an angel in top-boots,”
was a sort of Early Christian in list slippers, nodded
adhesion.

“It's not Transportation,” said Mr. Figgins drily.
“Just leave the matter in my hands, and I'll see to it.”

On Monday morning a detective had taken the
ground-floor apartments of the house in which the
enemy was located—and before noon the same day
had found an opportunity to sift the contents of his
waste-basket. He found a letter in fragments, which
he pasted together, and in which the words “reception”
and “Vengeance” occupied prominent positions; and
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before the business of the day was concluded in
the nearest police office, the (late) Honourable Rollo
Plantagenet Tallboise made his appearance in the
dock.

I had this story from the lips of a clergyman who
was soon afterwards thrown a good deal into his society
—(being chaplain of a gaol}—and who was much im-
pressed by this gentleman's conduct and character.
That he had been a swindler from his cradle was no-
thing—for some swindlers have their good points; but
he thought him on the whole the most heartless villain
that had ever come under his professional notice. A
selfishness that soared to sublimity was combined in
his case with a cruelty and arrogance that would have
done honour to Cetewayo—that is, as painted by his
enemies. (I would do no man wrong, and some assert
that he is the Edward the Sixth of Cafireland.) Like
all wretches of his stamp, he detested those on whom
he had inflicted any injury; while simple and kindly
natures, like those of his landlord and landlady, he
not only looked upon as his natural prey, but any re-
sistance on their part to his selfish greed, seemed a
species of high treason. That he had been compelled,
however delicately, by the worthy pair to leave com-
fortable lodgings after so ridiculously short a time as
three months, he resented much as “Mr. Alexander
Nicalaievich” resents Nihilism; and it was the Chap-
lain’s firm conviction that his attempt to extort money



from his late host and hostess was a motive quite
secondary to his desire for “Vengeance.”

If the Rev. Gentleman was right, are not some
philosophers a little hasty in attributing a certain
modicum of good to everybody? and is it so certain
that “the worst possible use we can put a man to”—
in all cases—is to hang him?
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A MODERN DELILAH.

JOHN RIDDEL was a young man in whom confidence
was justly placed by Messrs. Moonstone & Co., jewellers,
his employers, in whose establishment, at the time we
became acquainted with him, he occupied the post of
foreman. He was not a “self-made man” as yet, but
he was on the road to it. For, as we all know, Provi-
dence has still the advantage of priority in this parti-
cular; it makes its man (such as he is) at a compara-
tively early date, whereas, when a man makes himself,
he seldom accomplishes it before he is five-and-forty
at the very least—when, indeed, the other cannot be
compared with him. John never drank, except a glass
of beer with his early dinner; he never smoked, nor of
course took snuff; he never handled anything in the
shape of a billiard cue, unless it was his neatly and
tightly rolled-up umbrella; he never—I was going to
add, he had no weakness as regards the ladies; but
this I hardly dare to write, because of the extreme
attention he paid to his very fine head of hair. Why
should any man, not being a Narcissus, take such great



pains with his hair, unless to make an impression on
the ladies?

Yet even here I must hasten to do John Riddel
justice; it would have shocked him to have supposed
that he had any general views in this direction. He
was not a Don Juan, nor ever a gay Lothario; if he
had had serious designs, they would have been upon
one lady only, and by no means induced by any mere-
tricious attractions such as youth or beauty; he would,
in accordance with precedent, have attached himself
to his master’s daughter, though she had been twenty
years older than himself, or a black woman, or an
albino. Unfortunately, M. Moonstone had only nephews,
whom our hero could not marry, and who would in all
probability become partners in the concern before him.
Still, he cultivated that fine head of hair, harrowed it
with a tortoiseshell comb, drove a furrow straight across
it from his brow to the nape of his neck, and top-
dressed it with macassar oil and other unguents. It
shone in the sun as brightly as any of Messrs. Moon-
stone & Co.’s costly wares, over which he presided.

There were other assistants in the shop, and with
them I am sorry to. say Mr. John Riddel was not
popular—young men rarely appreciate in their asso-
ciate so much virtue as resided in our hero, and
especially if that virtue has not been its own reward,
but has enabled its possessor to walk over their heads
and stop there. There was hardly one among them



but at some time during his servitude with Messrs.
Moonstone had mislaid a ring or a trinket for a few
hours, or had even caused some loss to the firm, not
so much through carelessness as from not being quite
as wide awake as a weasel.

For the way of a jeweller's assistant is set with
springes. It is calculated that about one per cent, of
the customers at such establishments are rogues and
vagabonds, people who come to spy out not the naked-
ness of the land but its riches, and if possible to pos-
sess themselves of them by force or fraud. And these
look as little like rogues as nature (and art) can enable
them to do. Notwithstanding all that has been wTitten
upon the deceitfulness of riches, it is difficult to believe
that a gentleman who drives his own mail phaeton, or
a lady in occupation of a chariot upon c springs, are
brigands in disguise. Yet the young men at Messrs.
Moonstone’s had been most of them taken in by ap-
pearances, and at least once in the lives of each, their
employers had paid for the experience. One of them
had taken jewellery to a newly married couple at a
fashionable hotel “on approval,” and had been so suc-
cessful in his recommendations that they had ““collared”
the whole lot, and given him such a dose of chloro-
form in exchange for them, that he was unable to give
any clear account of his adventures for hours after-
wards. Another had been set upon by a whole gang
of thieves, in such a promiscuous and overwhelming



fashion that he could recall nothing of what had hap-
pened except that he had been ‘struck with an in-
strument like the ace of spades,” which the newspapers
expressed a hope would afford some clue to the police;
they thought it showed, I suppose, that the perpetrators
of the outrage must be either gardeners or gamblers;
but nothing came of the suggestion. Others, again,
had been exposed to the seductions of the fair sex,
and in losing their hearts had sacrificed the diamonds
of their employers.

In this last regard Mr. John Riddel, being adaman-
tine, was invaluable. His youthful as well as hand-
some looks attracted these ladies of industry, who, on
entering the shop, gravitated towards him quite natur-
ally. A man of that age, as they flattered themselves,
and one so particular about his hair, must surely fall
an easy victim to their fascinations. Thieves as they
were, they were still women, and perhaps they allowed
their feelings to carry them too far; if they had stopped
halfway, where Mr. Boltby the cashier sat, or at the
desk over which Mr. Malton (the hero of the ace of
spades story) presided, they would have had a better
chance; but Boltby was bald and Malton was grey,
and women will never understand that it is from forty
to fifty that men are most impressionable with respect
to female charms. Your conceited young fellows think
it nothing surprising that any lady should fall in love
with them, but when a man comes to that more mature



period which we call (or at least Z call) the prime of
life, he appreciates the compliment.

I do not say that Mr. John Riddel had not some
admirers among the fair sex who loved him for his
own sake. Indeed, it was whispered among his
detractors that, like the first Duke of Marlborough and
other great men who ought to have known better, he
derived pecuniary advantage from their devotion to
him; that the sums expended in macassar oil, &c., for
the adornment of his appearance, came back to him
twenty-fold in substantial tokens from Duchesses and
Countesses and the like. Goodness knows whether
there was any truth in such stories. Perhaps it pleased
his rivals to invest the drudgery that was their daily
lot with this halo of romance. For my part my tastes
are sensational, and I do what I can to make my
beliefs correspond with them; but, on the other hand,
my strong common sense declares for moderation as
regards Mr. Riddel and the ladies of rank; therefore I
draw the line at Duchesses. But he was certainly as
fascinating as he was hard-hearted. When any lady
customer who was unknown to him got out of her
brougham—for no one ever came in a cab to Messrs.
Moonstone’s establishment—and moved up the shop
in his direction, he would look at her through his
half-shut eyes—for they were of the ‘“‘dreamy” order
of beauty—and murmur to himself, “Now, is this a
swindler or a bond-fide party?” and many a bond-fide
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party did he serve with much external politeness who
little dreamt of the suspicion which she excited
within him.

He thought it a bad sign when they took off their
gloves, and under such circumstances would always
decline to show them those specimens of rough
diamonds which a wet finger can carry away with it.
And when they offered to pay for their little purchases
by cheque, it was quite pretty to hear him explain,
in his soft voice, how the “system” of the firm was a
ready-money one, and that no exception could be
made in favour of anyone, however highly connected,
who was not personally known to it.

You might have thought perhaps that the enter-
tainment of such suspicions, not to mention the “evil
communications” (when they turned out to be well
founded), to which he was necessarily exposed, would
have corrupted his own integrity; but this was not the
case: his employers entrusted him quite literally with
untold gold, and he was the last man to have abused
their confidence. And yet, as I have said, he was not
popular. Indeed, the story which I am about to relate
concerning him, and which is certainly of a character
to arouse sympathy and compassion, was told me by
his fellow-clerk, Mr. Malton (who had given me his
own ace-of-spades adventure in a very different style),
with a great deal of waggishness and enjoyment.

One afternoon, a brougham stopped at Messrs.



Moonstone’s establishment with a widow in it; about
the brougham there could be no sort of doubt; it was
not a private vehicle, but one of those which are hired
by the day or hour; the appearance of the driver, not
to mention that of the horse, precluded the possibility
of its being the property of the person who employed
it. If she thought to be set down among ‘‘carriage
people,” because she used such a conveyance, she
must have been sanguine indeed. And so far that
was a good sign. People that came to rob on a scale
worth mentioning (I am not thinking of those who
slipped an unconsidered trifle, such as a ring or a
spray, into their muffs; they were always detected and
bowed out of the shop into the arms of a policeman
in plain clothes who stood at the door)—people, I say,
who wanted to swindle, were always very particular
about the vehicle that brought them.

What roused suspicion in the watchful eye of Mr.
John Riddel was the widow herself. Like Mr. Weller
senior (though without his matrimonial experience to
excuse it) he had a prejudice against widows—at
least, in jewellers’ shops; nor, I am bound to confess,
was it altogether without grounds: the garb and the
mien of sorrow being the stalking-horses under which
a good deal of knavery is accomplished. And then
this widow was so bewitching to look at, that he was
naturally alarmed; from every neat plait of her beauti-

ful hair, and every fold of her modest suit of mourn-
io*



ing, there seemed to him to flutter a danger signal.
He was wont to declare, indeed, that he knew she was
after no good from the first moment he set eyes on
her; but that statement must, I think, be received
with caution. If his face grew severe and his manner
painfully polite, as she came up to where he stood, it
was because he knew that Boltby and Malton had got
their eyes upon him and were looking out for some sign
of weakness.

“T wish to see some rings,” she said in a soft and
gentle voice; “mourning rings;” and then she took off
her glove, displaying the whitest little hand imagin-
able.

Of course he could not help seeing her hand, nor
yet her face from which she had put back her veil
It wore an impression of sadness, but also one of en-
franchisement and content; it seemed to say, “My late
husband was very unworthy of me; but he has left
me free, and I forgive him.” Who has not seen such
widows, who wear their weeds almost as if they were
flowers, and who have apparently selected black as
their only wear because it is becoming to them? I
have often thought, if I could have the choice of my
own calling, that, next to being ‘“‘companion to a lady,”
I should like to be a young jeweller trying on rings.
It must be almost as good as bigamy, trigamy, poly-
gamy, and with none of the risks.

Mr. Riddel said, “Allow me, Madam,” in his most



honeyed voice, and slipped (“‘eased” he called it, and
certainly it was very easy work) ring after ring upon
the widow’s dainty finger. “I hope I am not hurting
you,” he murmured.

“Oh, no,” she sighed; “there was a time—but
that is passed now—when it would have given me
pleasure. 1 mean,” she added hastily, and with a
modest blush, “when the rings would have done so;
but jewels and gewgaws have no longer any attractions
for me.” Mr. John Riddel by no means felt certain of
this, but he had an eye for number, and would have
missed a ring from the tray in an instant, though he
had been exhibiting a thousand. At last she made
her choice (it was the most expensive of the whole lot),
and produced from the prettiest little bag in the world
—a cheque-book.

“Pardon me, Madam, we do not take cheques
except from—ahem—old customers.”

“Well, I am not a very old customer,” she said,
smiling. (“No; but youre a queer one,” he thought,
“or I'm much mistaken.”) “Still, 1 should have
thought in the case of a lady like myself------ ?

‘““Madam,” said this crafty young man, “if it lay
in my power to oblige you, there would of course be
no difficulty in the matter; but the rule of the firm is,
unhappily, what I have stated.”

“Then the firm will take my last sixpence,” she
rejoined with tender playfulness; and from the most



elegant of “porte-monnaies” she counted him out the
sum required, when its contents in truth were quite
exhausted. “I am lodging at De la Bois’, the court
hairdresser,” she said: “my name is Mrs. Montfort.
However, I will not trouble you to send the ring, as I
shall have to go home to get some more money,” and
she looked at him with eyes that seemed to say,
“cruel man, thus to reduce me to destitution.”

Then she rose and sailed down the shop, carelessly
glancing at this or that (chiefly in the hair and mourning
department) as she passed out. “If she is not on the
square, she does it uncommonly well,” thought Mr.
Riddel; “perhaps I have done her an injustice, poor
dear.”

On the third morning after her visit the widow
called again, sailed quite naturally up to our hero, and
cast anchor under his eyes. “You will think,” she
remarked, “‘after what I said the other day about
gewgaws, that I am very changeable in my tastes: but
I am not come this time upon my own account; I want
to see some diamond lockets for a friend.”

This is quite the usual course with ladies and others
who victimise the jewellers: they buy a ring for ten
pounds, and after having thus established themselves
—cast out their sprat to catch a herring—they patronise
the establishment in earnest.

Singular to say, however, this did not rouse Mr.
Riddel’s suspicions. Notwithstanding his pretence of



indifference to Mrs. Montfort’s charms, he had privately-
sent to De la Bois, in the interim, and found that the
lady did reside at that fashionable hairdresser’s, and
on the first floor; he had done it, of course, in the
interests of the firm, and in case she should call again;
but perhaps he would not have been pleased had
Messrs. Malton and Boltby been made aware of his
precaution.

The locket that pleased her most was an expensive
one, perhaps too much so for her friend’s purse, she
said. It was very foolish of that lady, but she had
such a complete reliance upon her (Mrs. Montfort’s)
taste and judgment that she had placed the matter
entirely in her hands. It was a great responsibility.
What did Mr. Riddel think?

Mr. Riddel’s thoughts were always cut and dried
on such occasions. He expressed his opinion that the
locket selected by Mrs. Montfort was certainly the most
elegant of all, and testified to the sagacity of the lady
who had such confidence in her good taste. But as
to the price, Mrs. Montfort herself was the only judge
as to the state of her friend’s exchequer.

“Oh, she’s rich enough,” smiled Mrs. Montfort, ““and
as open-handed as any woman can be. Our sex are
naturally inclined to be a little close,” she added with
a smile, ““don’t you think so?”

Mr. Riddel did not think so; he had always found
ladies very generous in their dealings; in this lady’s



particular case he felt more certain than ever that the
locket—and he let the light play on it so as to show
the brilliants to the best advantage—was the very
thing to suit her.

“I think so too,” murmured the widow; “but then
you see there’s the responsibility. 1 tell you what you
shall do. You shall send all the lockets to my lodgings
for an hour or so, and then my niece, who is staying
with me, shall give her opinion on the matter; and by
her advice I will abide.”

Mr. Riddel smiled, but shook his beautiful head
of hair. Every curl of it—and there were thousands
of them—expressed a polished but decided negative.
“We couldn’t do it, Madam, we really couldn’t.”

“What! not leave the lockets for an hour?”

“No, Madam, not for a moment. Of course it is
but a mere formula, one of those hard-and-fast regula-
tions, the existence of which one so often has to
deplore; but I have no authority to oblige you as you
request. I can send the lockets, of course—or bring
them myself—but whoever is in charge of them will
have orders not to lose sight of them. This is an in-
variable rule with every customer whose name is not
entered on our books.”

Instead of getting into a rage—genuine, if she was
genuine, or pretended, if she was a swindler—the
widow uttered a low rippling laugh,



Like the voice of a summer brook
In the leafy month of June,

Which, to the sleeping woods, all night
Singeth a quiet tune—

only her teeth were much whiter than the pebbles of
any brook. “You tickle me,” she said (of course she
was only speaking metaphorically), “so that I really
cannot help laughing; it is so droll that you should
think I came here to steal lockets.”

“My dear Madam,” said Mr. Riddel, “pray do not
talk like that; if it rested with me” (sly dog that he
was), “you should carry off the whole contents of the
shop to choose from.”

“You are very good, and very kind,” she said.
“If any other person had expressed such doubts of me
I should have been terribly offended. But I quite
understand how you are situated. Well, you shall
bring the lockets yourself, and for fear you should
think I have any wicked designs,” she added with a
little blush, “will you come this morning? It will be
equally convenient to my niece, and you needn't be
afraid of being garrotted by daylight.”

“My dear Madam,” exclaimed Mr. Riddel for the
second time, with even deeper deprecation than before,
“how can you? Of course I will come whenever you
please.”

“Very good; as my brougham is here, 1 will drive
you home in it.” In five minutes he had packed up all
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the lockets and was following her elegant though
stately figure down the shop.

“There he goes with another Duchess,” whispered
Malton to Boltby; “‘see how he runs his hand through
his hair.”

“Let us hope she will comb it for him,” answered
Boltby the bald, thinking of that happy pair who had
seemed all in all to one another, but had not been
so preoccupied as to prevent them giving him the
chloroform. “I believe she’s no more a Duchess than
you are.”



IL

MONTHS rolled on, but though you had gone ever
so many times into Messrs. Moonstone’s establishment
you would not have seen Mr. John Riddel. His flow-
ing cataract of hair no more adorned the foreman’s
desk, over which gleamed in its place—like moonlight
after sunlight—the bald and shining head of Mr.
Boltby. And yet our hero was in the shop; he stood
at the counter in the farther corner, where the youngest
assistant was always placed (in charge of the mourn-
ing jewellery), with a Welsh wig on. His own mother
—not to mention the Duchess—would never have
known him. He had fallen from his high estate, and
was beginning life again on the lowest rung of the
ladder.

This was how it happened. Mrs. Montfort and her
niece, a young lady only less charming than herself,
dwelt, as I have said, on the first floor of Mr. De la
Bois’, the court hairdresser. They had lodged there
for some weeks, and by punctual payments, and care-
lessness concerning the domestic accounts, had won
the heart of their susceptible landlord. He saw that
she had an inward grief—passing that of the ordinary
widow—and he ventured to enquire what it was.



“Alas!” she said, “I have a dear and only nephew
whose condition gives me the greatest uneasiness. He
has overworked himself, and is threatened with brain
fever; the doctors say that if we could only get him
to have his head shaved, all might be well, but he
has a splendid head of hair—indeed, a great deal too
much of it. No argument of mine will induce him to
part with it.”

This touched Mr. De la Bois' professional feelings.
“Dear me, Madam, how I pity the young gentleman!
It is a terrible thing to part with one’s hair, but still
—we could shave him better than at any other establish-
ment in the kingdom, and quicker.”

“Oh, I don’t care about the quickness,” answered
Mrs. Montfort hastily, “the thing is to get it done
thoroughly. I would give fifty pounds if Alphonse
would only submit to it. Don’t you think, if he came
with me one morning, you could get it done whether
he would or not?”

“Well, really, Madam, that would be a strong
measure; still, if it is for the young man’s good------ 7

“They tell me, Mr. De la Bois, nothing else will
save his wits: he is half mad already; entertains the
strangest delusions—that every thing I have—my
jewels, for example—belongs to him. They -unii belong
to him some day, poor fellow—that is,” she added
with a sigh, “if he lives to enjoy them.”

“Poor dear young gentleman! And you said fifty



pounds, I think. Well, I think it can be managed for
you. Ifyou will name a morning, I will have four of
my strongest young men in readiness, and if you will
bring him here, I will promise you he shall have his
head shaved.”

“Very good; I will take him out shopping with
me; he is fond of shopping; thinks he is a shopkeeper
sometimes, when his head is bad. He shall come here
in my brougham. You will know him in a moment
by his magnificent head of hair.”

“Just so; and in five minutes nobody shall know
him, Madam.”

“Don’t be in a hurry about it. Let it be done
thoroughly,” she answered. And so it was arranged.

Accordingly, when Mr. John Riddel arrived in the
widow’s carriage at Mr. De la Bois’, and had just
placed the parcel of diamond lockets upon her sitting-
room table, there was an incursion of four strong
young men, with combs in their heads and aprons
round their waists. Since those

Four-and-twenty brisk young fellows,
All of them with umber-rellas,

Fell upon poor Billy Taylor,

And persuaded him to be a sailor,

there has been no such outrage. They carried him
into a back room, fastened him into a chair, and in
spite of his babbling about how he was a jeweller’s
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foreman, and was being robbed (and with violence),
they shaved his head.

They not only effected this with great complete-
ness, but took their time about it, as his aunt had re-
quested them to do, so that in the mean time she got
clear out of the house, and nothing was ever heard of
her afterwards, nor of her niece, nor of the diamond
lockets. It was supposed to be the compietesi “shave,”
in the slang sense, that had ever been effected. Never
since Samson’s time had anyone suffered so severely
from being cropped; for Mr. John Riddel not only lost
his hair but his situation. The Messrs. Moonstone de-
clined any longer to entrust their business to a fore-
man who had fallen into such a shallow trap, and lost
them thereby a thousand pounds’ worth of jewellery.
They declared that it was all through his insufferable
conceit, and that if he had not taken such pains with
his hair, or worn so much of it, such a plan would
never have entered the head of that modern Delilah,
Mrs. Montfort.
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THE TRANSFUSED TRANSFORMED.

A TALE OF BLOOD.

IF you live in Downshire and do not know the
ffiendells of ffiendell Court, you are unknown indeed;
the circumstance of their name being spelt with two
little fs, and pronounced Fendali, stamps it with a
peculiar aristocracy. Radicals, indeed—persons who
interest themselves in roots—assert that there was at
one time no such thing as a capital in our alphabet,
and that it was indicated by the duplication of the
small letters. As intelligence increased, capitals were
invented, and the last persons to use them were, of
course, the most illiterate; so that the retention of the
two small fs is not—intellectually speaking—a feather
in the ffiendell cap. On the other hand, as a token
of antiquity, it is invaluable. The possession of a
name that nobody can pronounce without instruction
is also obviously a great inheritance, and in this case
it was the more valuable, since there is no record of a
ffiendell of Downshire being distinguished in any other
way. The family had “flourished” for centuries, in
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the sense that an old tree is said to flourish, and, like
it, most of it was underground.

Sir Geoffrey Kendall (for we will take the liberty
of spelling his name as it was pronounced, as though
he were an ordinary Christian), the present tenant of
the Court, was a widower, childless, and stricken in
years. The long line, which had moved as directly as
a pawn in chess for so many generations, had at last
failed, and the succession was going aslant; nay, even
zigzag—Ilike the knight's move—to a second cousin,
young Percival Kendall, of Lincoln’s Inn, barrister-at-
law. His father had subsisted on a very moderate
property, the income from which had been in no way
supplemented by the head of the family, and had be-
queathed it in a reduced condition to his son. The
former had discovered by bitter experience that the
fact of his name being spelt with two fs did not en-
hance its financial value at the back of a bill; while
the latter was seriously thinking of discarding the pe-
culiarity altogether, as an affectation out of which no-
thing had ever come but ridicule, when suddenly old
Geoffrey, acting under advice (not legal, but medical),
awoke to the fact of his heir-presumptive’s existence.
He wrote from Downshire with his own hand to in-
vite Percival to Kendall Court.

Most young men would have jumped at such an
offer, nor was Percival himself by any means blind to
its possible advantages; but he was a man of that dis-



position which, in poor people, is called obstinacy, in
persons of moderate means, firmness, and in rich
people, determination of character. Thanks to nobody
but himself, he was surely but slowly making his way
in the world, and he was not disposed to barter his
independence even for the reversion of the family es-
tate. This was not entailed upon him, but it would
have been contrary to all traditions of the house with
two fs that Cousin Geoffrey should ledve it to any
other person than the natural heir. The young man
knew, in fact, that unless he gave his kinsman some
grave cause of offence he would one day reign in his
stead. Would it not be better, therefore, as he had
not an idea in common with the old Squire, that they
should keep apart, so that no offence could be given
by him? Percival certainly did not wish to go to
Downshire. It was November, and, since he was no
sportsman, he greatly preferred London at that season
to the country; just now, indeed, he preferred it at all
seasons, from the circumstance that it contained, in
Gloucester Place, a young lady called Mary Blake,
whose name it was his intention to change to Fendali
(with one F) as soon as his income had become suffi-
cient for him to marry upon it.

Her father was a hop merchant, and no doubt
given to speculation in his own line, but strongly op-
posed to contingencies in connection with his daughter’s
settlement in life. He had at first refused to take



Percival’s great expectations into consideration at all;
but when this invitation came from the old Baronet he
had visibly thawed, and even held out a hope that he
might not now insist upon seeing Percival’'s ledger,
setting forth that he had received in fees, &c., at least
500Z. a year, before he would give consent to his
daughter’s marriage.

To the young man himself this relaxation of Mr.
Blake’s proviso gave much less satisfaction than that
gentleman had anticipated. In his own mind he was
persuaded that the match would be disagreeable to Sir
Geoffrey, and render his expectations less promising
than before; and this was one of the reasons that made
him incline to be very dutiful to his venerable cousin
at a distance, and through the medium of the post-
office. He did not like the old gentleman; he had re-
sented the coldness he had shown to his father; and
he did not appreciate the overtures now made to him-
self, which he thoroughly understood were not owing
to any personal regard, but only because circumstances
had made him the sole surviving member of the house
with two fs. At the same time, he was much too
sensible to throw away the brilliant prospects which
had thus unfolded themselves to his view, if he could
retain them with self-respect and without much incon-
venience. Although a very unworthy descendant of
his race as regarded the belief in their blue blood—
which he looked upon either as imaginary, or as a very



serious physical ailment—he had inherited a strong
indisposition to be bored or troubled. Old Sir Geoffrey
himself, with his 20,000/. a year and an obedient
county, did not dislike being “put out” more than he
did, and when he was annoyed he took as little pains
as his great kinsman to conceal it. Such men are,
socially speaking, the very salt of the earth, who
amongst a world of snobs and toadies speak the plain
truth to its little tyrants, even if they do not succeed
in teaching them how to behave themselves. But Per-
cival had no sense of apostleship whatever. He simply
liked his own way as much as his betters did, and—
since his ambition was limited—almost as often got it:
a man who did not walk, and look, and speak as if
the street belonged to him, but rather as if he did not
care one halfpenny (which was the case) to whom it
did belong. Moreover, his father had been no “tenth
transmitter of a foolish face,” and this young fellow
was as intelligent as he looked. He knew himself—it
is only fools, notwithstanding what philosophers have
said to the contrary, who do not—and was well aware
that he would not make a favourable impression upon
the owner of Fendali Court, and that was another
reason why he was unwilling to go there.

That we should be able to keep at a distance the
good people from whom we have expectations (and yet
retain them) is, however, a mere dream of the optimist;
and so Percival found it. To the polite and carefully-



worded letter, by which he had endeavoured to evade
the invitation to the home of his ancestors, he received
a reply by return ofpost, the tone of which necessitated
his immediate appearance at Fendali Court, or his giv-
ing up all hopes of ever seeing it his own; in short,
Sir Geoffrey was furious.

“Dear Percival, you had better go,” pleaded Mary,
to whom he had showed the note, with some strong
expressions of indignation. She was a beautiful crea-
ture, with eyes like a gazelle, and a voice more per-
suasive to his ear than any in the Law Courts.

“But he writes so disagreeably,” said Percival,
pulling at his moustache; “he must be a most offensive
person.”

“Recollect, my darling, that he is an old man,”
argued Mary, meaning that allowance, as well as re-
verence, was due to grey hairs.

“He is not so old as all that” mused Percival.
“This sort of thing may go on—I mean one’s having
to put up with his impertinent arrogance—for years
and years. The question is, is it worth such a tre-
mendous sacrifice?”

The wretch was thinking of his own peace of
mind, and whether he could keep his temper if such
things were said to him—about “respect” and ““obedi-
ence”—as his kinsman had thought proper to put on
paper.

“If you get on with your cousin,” she murmured,



with a beautiful blush, ““dear papa would, I think, be
more inclined to consent—that is—perhaps he would
let us marry a little earlier.”

“You darling! that’s true,” said Percival, “and is
worth going through almost anything for. I'll write and
say I will run down to Downshire in the course of next
week.”

“Don’t write, dear—telegraph; and run down by
to-night’s train.”

“But I am to meet you at dinner, Mary, at the
Joneses, on Saturday.”

“Never mind; don't let me be the cause of your
running any risk of increasing Mr. Kendall's displea-
sure. I am sure I am giving you good advice. Go
to-night.”

“Very good; T'll go.”

And Percival went accordingly.

Sir Geoffrey received him with a stately welcome,
the coldness of which, however, was owing to the
general frigidity of the establishment, rather than to
any annoyance at his tardy obedience to his summons.
Upon the whole, Percival’s hesitation had perhaps done
him good. If he had showed himself eagerly desirous
to accede to his kinsman’s wishes, it would probably
have been set down by Sir Geoffrey to anything but
disinterestedness, and might have even suggested Death
—a subject very distasteful to the head of the
ffiendells. An independence of spirit which had



eventually given way to his wishes was not unpardon-
able, for it exemplified the power of the will which had
subdued it.

The Baronet himself volunteered to be the young
man’s guide over the picture gallery and the stables
(the Horse, we may be sure, was a favoured animal
with him), and gave him to understand less by words
than by his confidential tone that at some time or an-
other, though at a date so distant that it would be ab-
surd to allude to it, all these things might be his own
—if he behaved himself.

It was well understood in Downshire that good be-
haviour in Sir Geoffrey’s eyes was doing what Sir
Geoffrey wished, and for three days Percival’s behaviour
was unexceptionable. On the fourth morning, however,
it became infamous.

On the previous evening there had been a large
dinner party, composed chiefly of the magnates of the
county, who had treated the young barrister with a
civility that had sufficiently indicated their opinion of
his prospects; and the young ladies had been at least
as gracious as their fathers and mothers.

“Percival, did you notice that girl in blue, last
night?” enquired Sir Geoffrey, snipping off the end of
his after-breakfast cigar and proceeding to light it:
“Amelia Elton, Lord Wraxall’s daughter; it is my in-
tention that you shall marry her.”

Percival lifted his eyebrows. “It can’'t be done



Sir Geoffrey”—here he also lit his cigar with great
deliberation—*that is, if I continue to live in England.
We should have to go to Salt Lake City, where bigamy
is permissible.”

“What the devil do you mean, sir?” exclaimed the
Baronet. “Have you a wife already?”

“No, Sir Geoffrey.” Percival could not help
wondering to himself what would have happened had
he answered “Yes.” Would his cousin have had an
apoplectic fit (he looked very near it as it was) and
gone off the hooks at once, leaving everybody happy
ever afterwards? or would he have sent for his lawyer
and devised everything he had to the County Lunatic
Asylum on the spot? Percival had felt that this crucial
matter must crop up sooner or later, and had nerved
himself for the encounter. I have no wife,” he went
on; “but, what is the same thing, Sir Geoffrey, so far
as my future is concerned, I am engaged to be mar-
ried.”

“What, to that hop-picker’s daughter?” thundered
the old man, who, it seemed, had been making keener
enquiries into Percival’s affairs than he had had any
idea of.

“Well, sir, her father is a Winnerchant’ returned
the young man coolly, “and I dare say has made some
pretty pickings; but I don’t think he would like to be
called a hop-~>zLi<’r. 1 may, perhaps, be allowed to add
that your use of the term is not very polite to me.”



His face was very white, and looked all the whiter
by contrast with his companion’s, which was scarlet.
They were both in a frightful rage, the one at a white
heat, the other boiling.

“And who the deuce are exclaimed Sir
Geoffrey, in precisely the same tone (though he was
such an aristocrat) as the butcher’s boy used who,
having run the leg of his wooden tray into the duke’s
eye, enquired of him: Who the deuce ke was that he
should be so particular about his eyesight?

“My name is Percival Fendali, sir. A man that
boasts better blood than you, in as much as he can
count a generation beyond you.” This reply, intended
to be satirical, was an inspiration, and had quite the
contrary effect to what he had expected. He had ac-
cidentally protected himself as it were by this inter-
position of the other’s fetish, as though it had been a
shield.

“By Jove, that’s true,” said Sir Geoffrey, regarding
him with undisguised admiration. ““You're the eleventh
of us, though not quite in the direct line. I am glad
you appreciate the circumstance at its full value. I
had been told by a mischievous fellow that you had
been thinking of spelling our name with a capital F.”

“That would be blasphemy indeed,” said Percival,
without moving a muscle.

“Of course it would,” put in the Baronet eagerly.
“T perceive that my informant was a liar. You are



worthy of your name, and you were only joking—though
let me observe that I don't like such jokes—when you
talked of being engaged to this Miss Lake.”

“Blake, sir, is her name,” continued Percival, with
unruffled calm; ‘it is a very decent one, though she
doesn’t spell it with two little bs. She is a delicate-
minded, honourable gentlewoman, and I mean to marry
her.”

“What, without my consent?”

“No, Sir Geoffrey. I hope, with your consent. You
have only to see her, and I venture to think you will
confess that Miss—the young lady in blue, whom you
were so good as to recommend to me—cannot hold a
candle to her.”

“But her blood, sir? You, of all men, should under-
stand the importance, the necessity, the indispensabi-
lity------ ” The Baronet supplied in expression and
gesture what was wanting to him in words.

“I do, Sir Geoffrey. Science has lately corroborated
your opinion upon that point. To persons about to
marry it recommends the microscope. Mary’s blood
shall be subjected to investigation.”

“What nonsense you talk! As if it could possibly
be blood like ours! Beware how you trifle—or rather
how you venture beyond trifling—with persons of this

class. A blot on the ’scutcheon, remember, is ineradi-
cable.”



“If a Fendali were to break his word, Sir Geoffrey,
would not that be a blot on the 'scutcheon?”

It was cruel of Percival to place his kinsman on
the horns of such a dilemma. But there is no fetish so
utterly illogical—and, to say truth, so selfish and
egotistical—as that of blood.

“The promise was extracted from you by passion,”
answered the old man, “and is therefore invalid.”
Then, as if aware of the monstrosity of this position,
he went hurriedly on—as after one has skimmed over
thin ice—to paint the horrors of an unequal marriage.
“Look at young Lascelles: if he had married as his
uncle wished him, he might have stood for the county;
a man whose ancestry is only second to our own, but
who chose to throw himself away upon a female nobody;
respectable, I dare say, she may be—her father lives
in Baker Street, and is of the name of Jones. What
was the result of it all? Why, young Lascelles was
compelled to walk the hospitals.”

If he had been made to walk the plank, it is im-
possible that Geoffrey could have spoken of the fact
with more sincere compassion for the young man’s un-
happy fate.

“T know Lascelles,” said Percival cheerfully; “he
lives close to the Blakes.”

“Very likely,” put in Sir Geoffrey drily.

“And has already acquired a good practice,” con-
tinued the young man. “He told me he is much



happier than when he was subjected to his uncle’s
whims and caprices.”

This was a home thrust. Sir Geoffrey seized the
bellrope to summon the footman to show his kinsman
the door, but, by the time the menial entered, his
master’s passion had cooled down. He only said,
“Make up the fire.” The fact was that the notion of
that extra generation which Percival had boasted of
had seized on what the old Baronet called ‘‘his mind,”
and placed the young man in a position of positive
superiority.

“Look here, Percival,” he said. “Just to oblige
you I'll see this young woman, and if I'm dissatisfied
with her you must promise me to break off your engage-
ment.”

“It is impossible that you should be dissatisfied
with her,” said Percival, gallantly, but evasively.

The old gentleman had got an idea—rather an un-
usual event with the Fendalls—and hence it was the
more to be regretted that it was unworthy of them. If
he found this Mary Blake so “honourable and delicate-
minded” as Percival had described, he might work
upon her feelings by representing that she was ruining
the young man’s prospects; if, on the other hand, she
was mercenary, he might buy her off.

Accordingly, in due course Sir Geoffrey came up
to London, and an interview was arranged between



himself and Mary; after which Percival received the
following letter:—

“My dear Cousin,—Love has not blinded you, for
I grant that the young person is very good-looking, but
it has dulled your sense of hearing. Miss B. drops
her hs—one h I can swear to; it was in ‘hospital.’
This is not her fault, of course, but her misfortune. It
is in the blood. If you marry her—being what she is,
and can't help being—you shall never have one acre
of the ffiendell land, nor one shilling of the ffiendell
money.—Yours faithfully, “G. ft”

The old Baronet would not have dared to write
this but that he had, as he flattered himself, won
over poor Mary to his side. He had painted to her
the splendid prospects that awaited Percival, but
which her marriage with him would dissipate for
ever; and had appealed to her love itself to discard
her lover.

He did not effect what he had hoped, but yet
succeeded only too well. The thought that she would
be the cause of her Percival’s future being destroyed,
preyed on her mind and produced a dangerous illness.
Percival was heartbroken, and had only just spirit
enough left to direct an envelope to Sir Geoffrey,
enclosing a piece of his mind. It was an ugly frag-
ment, and thus concluded:—



“If through your infernal egotism my Mary dies,
I will take out letters patent and change the idiotic
name of ffiendell to Bullock-Smithy.”

Sir Geoffrey was reduced to despair by this fright-
ful menace.

In the meantime poor Mary got weaker and
weaker, and had haemorrhage from the lungs, or more
probably the heart. The blood of the Blakes, though
an inferior fluid, was necessary to her existence, and
she was rapidly sinking. Dr. Lascelles, who was called
in in consultation, said, “There is only one thing
that can save this young lady’s life. We must try
transfusion.”

The other doctor—who was of the old school—
shook his head as only doctors can.

Dr. Lascelles understood at once from the solemn
significance of the gesture, that he had never so much
as heard of the operation.*

“I felt sure you would agree with me,” he said,
with the sweet smile that had won his way to pro-
fessional success—for his practice lay chiefly among
the ladies. “You remember Playfair's directions,
without doubt?” And he told him what they were.
“One of us two must sustain this ebbing life.”

“T think it had better be you,” returned the other
hastily. “There’s nothing like new blood —I mean
young blood.”

“True; I am young and strong: I can't see a
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beautiful creature like this slipping through our
hands.” And he bared his arm to the other’s
lancet.

Two months afterwards Sir Geoffrey received the
following letter from Percival, written under com-
pulsion at his wife’s dictation:—

“Dear Cousin,—Actuated by feelings of passion,
which, as you yourself once justly remarked, renders
one’s actions invalid, I addressed you a communica-
tion, some time ago, the terms of which I sincerely
regret. When the blood of the ffiendells is up they
are apt to express themselves strongly; and you are
the last man (except me) not to make allowances
for the fact. I am thankful to say my dearest Mary
has been raised from her bed of sickness, and is now
—1I had almost written “herself again;” but though
she is as well as ever, this is not the case. She has
in a very singular, though perfectly scientific manner,
become somebody else. She has undergone the opera-
tion of transfusion at the hands—or rather the arm—
of Cavendish Lascelles, whose noble blood, to use the
words of the poet, now ‘courses through her veins.
One has so often heard of persons who are ready to
shed the last drop of their blood for this or that, and
so seldom seen them shed even the first drop, that
you may have put them down in the same category



with ghosts; but I saw this with my own eyes [for
Percival had been present at the operation], and can
swear to it. I owe a debt to Lascelles which I can
never repay, for he brought back to life the dear girl
I married yesterday. Both she and I are well con-
vinced that our union will have your approbation,
since the sole objection you had to it has been re-
moved—by transfusion.
“By birth, it is true, she is still a Blake, but by
blood, she is a Lascelles.
“With our united kind regards,
“I am yours truly,
“PERCIVAL FFIENDELL.”

Poor Sir Geoffrey, thus confronted not only with a
dilemma, but an anomaly, was at his wit’s end, which
was at no great distance.

In this extremity he consulted his oracle, an
ancient nurse, who had dwelt in the household almost
for that term of years scouted by Mr. Thoms, and
who believed in the ffiendells first and Providence
afterwards.

“It's my opinion, Sir Geoffrey,” said this female
sage, “‘as it’s no use crying over spilt milk.”

The Baronet himself was already partly of that
opinion; so the reconciliation was effected, and the
young couple were invited to the Court.

The bride, less from interested motives than from
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the sense that the old man had so much to “get
over” in his welcome to her, devoted herself to her
host and soon surpassed her husband in Sir Geoffrey’s
favour.

“You are not only a ffiendell by name, my dear,”
he once said to her, ‘“but, thanks to science, have
become worthy of the race by nature. You were
always very nice—in your way—but there were points
before that fortunate operation------ But there,” he
added, patting her little hand, “we will not speak of
them now.”

“You mean I used to say ‘ospitai’ for ‘hospital,”
she answered, ‘“‘hanging her beautiful head,” like the
rose immortalised by Cowper. “But I was always
taught to do that, and also to say ‘“umble’ for
‘humble.’”

“My dear,” he said quite gravely, “you used to
drop all your h’s dreadfully. (She spoke as purely as
Lindley Murray.) “But transfusion has picked them
up for you. Depend upon it there is nothing like
blood.”

Mrs. Percival Fendali was a woman, but she knew
when not to have the last word.

“What is the use of arguing with people,” said
she to her husband (when he called her a humbug),
“who spell their name with two little fs?”
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NUMBER FORTY-SEVEN.

WHAT becomes of waiters, when they don't wait,
is a question that has long perplexed those who
occupy themselves with the gigantic problems of
human nature. In the winter, as we all know, many
hotels at the seaside and other places of summer
resort are closed; then the swallow, as has been as-
certained, flies south; but whither does the man with
the swallow-/«?"/—the “John” or “George” whose
vocation is over for the season at the Crown or the
Vulture—A{ly? Their destination when aged (and they
have saved money) has been of course discovered.
They adopt the only business they are fit for (though
it is tine they might be platelayers): they keep an inn.
It is in the meantime—which with them is the ex-
treme winter—that their abode and calling are hidden
from their fellow-creatures. One of them—one cannot
say “ex uno disce omnes,” because the occupation
was such a very exceptional one—used, years ago, to
accompany Christmas visitors in their adventurous
descents in the diving bell at the Polytechnic, while



the ordinary attendant went for his holiday. I met
him in the bell itself.

Even in my youth I was never too venturous, and
it had cost me sixpennyworth of cherry brandy in the
refreshment room of that home of science to screw
my courage to the sticking place. I was just then
writing a story called “Under the Sea,” about divers
—(a few copies of which can still be obtained of the
publisher’s assignees) —and being exceedingly well
principled (in fiction), I felt that I ought to experience
what I was about to describe. And the Polytechnic
was in every way a more convenient, not to say a
safer, place than the boundless ocean.

Even as it was, I was a prey to tenor, on finding
myself swinging over that gigantic basin, which, though
it might not be Scylla, nor yet Charybdis, as to rough-
ness, was quite deep enough to drown me, and (so far)
“quench the gaiety of nations.”

The seats, you must understand, have no rails in
front of them, such as every child is accustomed to,
and such as I venture to think they ought to have,
and I thought it much more strongly on that occasion.
Some scoffing holiday maker, who had not “the pluck
of a lamb,” as I told him (amid plaudits), or he would
have come down himself, had bidden me “hold on by
my eyelids,” but the advice, even if well meant—the
vacant chaff well meant for grain—was of course
valueless. 1 was in a blue funk, and felt very un-



steady. There had been only one person besides
myself who had been fool enough to try it; a serious
man in a threadbare black coat, and with a white
cravat, whom I perceived at once to be an official—
probably the chaplain of the diving bell. I remember
wondering, even in that moment of agony—so closely
does the ridiculous tread on the heels of the sublime
—whether he was instructed by the Polytechnic Com-
pany, if anything went wrong, to read the ‘“Prayers to
be used at Sea.” It was a nice point, considering the
amphibious nature of the duties of the man (a sort of
clerical marine), and engaged my attention for nearly
half a second. By that time the rim of the bell had
touched the water.

Of course I had the assurance of Science, though
we did keep sinking and sinking, that the water would
never so much as touch the soles of my boots; but
then one has very little confidence in the assurance of
anyone—even though she be a lady—of whom one
knows nothing at all. The only parallel that my
memory furnished to my own situation was unhappily
that of King Canute, and, as everybody knows, the
water got the better of him in spite of the most
flattering predictions. However, the bell did stop, as
it seemed to me in the very nick of time—and con-
tinued to stop.

“Why on earth,” cried I (though we were un-
happily not on earth), “do we not go up again?”



“There is a little something wrong, perhaps,” he
answered; ‘it does sometimes happen in the lifting
gear.”

“Good heavens!”

“There is nothing to be alarmed about. They will
keep on pumping air in.”

“Air?” exclaimed I, indignantly.

“Ah, you are thinking of your dinner; we shall be
out long before seven o’clock.”

“How do you know I dine at seven?”

“Because I have waited on you many times, at the
Hand, and Glove at Brighton.”

“To be sure, you are Bob the waiter. How ever
came you to be waiting here?”

“Well, sir, it is only a temporary arrangement: to
see that no impropriety takes place in the diving-bell.
The fact is, I am going to cany on the hotel myself.”

“Indeed?” I wondered how this “‘shilling-seeking,
napkin-carrying, up-and-down-stairs” attaché of so
magnificent an inn, could have scraped together the
money for the rent. He was a shrewd fellow, and
read this in my face.

“Well, sir, it's a curious story,” he said; ““and as
you've got nothing to do, and we shall have some time
on our hands, I'll tell it to you.”

It’'s more than twenty years ago since I first went
to the Hand and Glove as second waiter in the summer



time, and I have taken the same situation ever since.
I am not head waiter there even now, though I shall
be the master of the place in a few months; so you
may conclude (though you was a liberal gent yourself,
so far as I remember) I might have waited long enough
before I saved the money out of my wages and per-
quisites. But in the autumn of the year before last a
curious thing happened at that hotel.

It was the race week at Brighton, when we are
always full, and evely room was engaged; most of
them by old customers, but one or two, of course, by
strangers. One of these last was a Mr. John Adamson;
he was a chance comer—that is, he had not written
beforehand to secure a room, as is usual at that time,
and therefore he got a very bad one. It was No. 47,
which in slack seasons was never occupied; it looked
into the little courtyard in the middle of the house,
and had nothing to recommend it but its great height
—it was, in fact, two floors thrown into one; some
nervous persons had a fancy for it, however, because a
few steps down the passage was the trapdoor in the
roof under which stood the ladder that formed the fire
escape; but as a rule people who were shown to No. 47
objected to it. Mr. Adamson, however, made no ob-
jections; and, indeed, to look at him, you would have
said that he had been used to worse rooms. It was
not so much his clothes—though they didn’t fit him,
and yet looked as if he was wearing them for the first



time—but a certain hang-dog cringing way he had
with him, which showed he was a low fellow. He was
a turfite, of course—a man who made his living, or
tried to make it, by horse racing, and had come down
to fill his pockets at the expense of other people; but,
so far as that went, so had all our other guests. There
was the great Mr. Dodds, the bookmaker, for instance
—only second in the extent of his operations to the
Leviathan himself—who travelled with his secretary,
and had our first floor front; there was Captain Leger,
who went halves in winnings—whatever he did in
losings—with the Marquis of Spavin; and there was
Sir Toby Gray, who had three horses on the hill him-
self, and one of them first favourite for the Cup. But
all these men, for the present at least, were men of
substance, and looked like it. You might have said
they were made of money, for every one of them had
a pocket-book bursting with bank-notes, which was
certain to be either fuller or emptier before the week
was out.

Now, Mr. Adamson did not look as though he
owned a bank-note in the world, and if I had had to
name his trade, I could have done it the first moment
I clapped eyes on him; it was Welsher. However, it
is not the business of an hotel-keeper to turn any man
from his door who wants a bed and can afford to pay
for it; and as for picking and stealing, our own plate
was all Britannia metal, while Mr. Dodds and Captain



Leger and Sir Toby knew very well how to take care
of themselves and their money, having been on the
turf for the last twenty years, and accustomed to all
descriptions of villains. As for me, I had enough to
do at that busy time, without looking after the seedy
tenant of No. 47, who went up the hill every day to
the course on foot, and took six penn’orth of whisky
with his dinner in the coffee-room, and nothing after
it. Only of course it was suspicious; for the Hand, and
Glove was not an hotel meant for the likes of him, and
he knew it. He was always apologising, as it were, for
being there, and hoping he was not giving trouble
when he asked for this and that—always something
cheap—at the bar and in the public room. He also
pretended to be ignorant as to who was who, and in-
quired of me on one occasion whether that was the
Mr. Dodds whom he had just seen come out of No. 4,
whereas it is my opinion that he knew them all, and
who was the principal winner after each day’s work.
There was a good deal of betting on the race for
the Cup that year, in which were entered two public
favourites, who were very heavily backed by the
“gentlemen;” and as a rank outsider won, so also, of
course, did the “bookmakers.” It was rumoured in
the coffee-room that evening that Mr. Dodds had
cleared twenty thousand pounds out of the transaction,
and by the way he and his friends and his secretary
kept it up that night in the first floor front, you would



liave thought it might have been forty thousand. What
I will say for the racing folks, whether gentry or other-
wise, is, that they are free-handed; it is “light come,
light go,” with them, I suppose; but when fortune
sends them a stroke of luck, they let other people
share it. It was open house in No. 5 that night (next
to his bedroom, the room was, and then the secretary’s,
as I well remember) for all as knew him, and I dare
say a good many as didn't know him (more than to
say, “Bravo, Dodds!” when he was reported to have
pulled off a stake), took their glass at his expense.
But Dodds had his eyes about him for all that, and
his secretary too, and woe would have been to the
man who tried to take more than what was offered
him—that is, aught beyond food and liquor. They
would not have given him into custody, not they, but
they have laws of their own, these gentlemen, which
they put in force at once against such transgressors. I
believe soldiers, when they catch a thief among them,
do the like. Well, the evening went off without any-
thing worse than shouting, but in the morning there
was a terrible “to-do.” Mr. Dodds had been robbed
in the night of all his winnings. In reality, these were
not quite so great as had been reported; but they
amounted to eleven thousand pounds in bank-notes—
and they were gone.

I verily believe the man was not so annoyed by
the loss of the money as by the fact of his having



been robbed—that is, of another man having out-
witted him. He stormed and raved like a mad bull,
so that my master hardly dared to listen to what he
had to say about the matter—though, indeed, it was
very little. These notes, which were all for large
amounts, were in a pocket-book by themselves, and
lay in a drawer in his room. He had seen all was
right, he thought, before he retired to rest, his door
being not only locked, but fastened with a bolt with a
spring bell to it. Only, there was at that time nothing
in the pocket-book but two copies of the ““Sporting
Times,” very neatly folded. The notes must have
been taken out beforechand—while he was entertaining
his friends—and the little substitution effected. When
my master asked Mr. Dodds, “Have you got the
numbers of the notes?” he burst out into a fury.
“Because I have been robbed, sir, do you take me for
a born idiot? Of course I have.”

His secretary, indeed, had made a memorandum
of them; but, unfortunately, had wrapped it up with
the notes themselves, which was very handy and con-
venient for the thief.

Mr. Dodds was a stout man, and I thought would
have had a fit of apoplexy when he discovered this.
I don’t remember ever hearing so much strong language
from the same mouth in so short a time. We kept
the secretary locked up in the bar till the storm had
blown over a little, and in the meantime we did what



we could. As Mr. Adamson was the only stranger at
the Hand and Glove, suspicion naturally fell upon him
—and so did Mr. Dodds. In less time than it takes
me to tell you, the unfortunate man was stripped to his
skin, and his room searched with that completeness
that not a pin’s head could have escaped notice: but
nothing was found; and except that he had gone up
with the rest to drink a glass of champagne in the
first floor front in honour of Mr. Dodds’ success, not a
tittle of proof existed against him. He had not left
the house that day since he had returned from the
races, and even now he showed no signs of departure.
He said he had been infamously treated, but had too
much respect for Mr. Dodds to take the law of him
for the insult that had been inflicted on him. And
he stayed for the next day’s races, where he told me
that he had been “welshed” out of fifteen shillings, or
he should have been happy to have given me half-a-
crown, though ““attendance” was included in our bills.
In justice to himself, my master sent for the police;
but, of course, thej’ were no good, and Mr. Dodds had
to give them five pounds, in consideration of having
expressed an opinion, in his usual terms, upon their
incompetency. He offered one thousand pounds reward
for the recoveiy of the notes, and started off with the
secretary (with his tail between his legs) for the next
race meeting.

Some people thought it was the secretary who had



done the trick; but Mr. Dodds knew better; and so
did I. T have heard of things being “borne in” upon
folks—a first cousin of mine by the mother’s side being
a bit of a Calvin—but never was any man more con-
vinced of what he hadn't seen than I was that Mr.
John Adamson had taken that money. The hold it
got on me was surprising, especially after the thousand
pounds reward was offered, which did not make my
brain less busy about the matter, you may be certain.
At first T could talk of nothing else, so that I got to
be quite a laughing-stock with my fellow-servants at
the inn, when I grew sulky and dropped it, which was
afterwards lucky for me. They, of course, talked about
it too, for a robbery of that magnitude under one’s
own roof was enough to set any tongue wagging; but
after a month or two the thing, wore away from their
minds, whereas with me it was as fresh as ever.
Where could he have put that money when we
searched him and his room so thoroughly? and Did he
get clear away with it? were the two questions that
worried me most. That he stole the notes from Mr.
Dodds’ drawer I took for granted.

Perhaps I should not so soon have got free of my
fellow-servants’ chaff—especially as it had begun to
rile me—if something else had not presently occurred
to turn their attention from the subject altogether.
This was a murder committed at Lewes, within a few
miles of us. A murder is always more exciting than



a robbery, and in this instance the victim was a
Brighton cabdriver, known to many of us, which, of
course, made the incident more attractive. Otherwise
it was a common case enough; the man had made a
few pounds in a Derby lottery, and for those and the
watch in his pocket, the other, who was a bookmaker
on the turf, called Kyneton, had murdered him. The
trial had nothing noteworthy in it from first to last;
but when the murderer had met his deserts, a certain
paragraph appeared in a Lewes paper, which being
copied into other journals attracted much attention,
and set my ears tingling more than anybody’s. After
the murderer was found guilty, it said, he had made
a voluntary statement to one of the prison warders
that it was he who had stolen the notes from Mr.
Dodds at the Hand and Glove Hotel at Brighton, dur-
ing the race week in the previous autumn.

“Come, Bob,” said my master, ‘“that disposes of
your friend Adamson’s having had anything to do with
it, which you thought such a Imoral.’ ”

“Well, sir, yes, I suppose it does,” said L

“Of course it does; and I am very glad this has
happened, since it removes all suspicion from anyone
connected with the hotel. You don’t know anything
of this fellow Kyneton being about the place on the
Cup day, do you?”

“No, sir,” 1 said, “but there were a many folks



coming and going, and especially, as you remember,
to congratulate Mr. Dodds on his good fortune.”

“Just so; and this Kyneton was one of them, no
doubt.”

But, for my part, I still stuck to my own opinion.
If Kyneton had stolen eleven thousand pounds in the
autumn, what need had he to kill a man for twenty
pounds and a silver watch a few months afterwards?
The man was not a gentleman, and would not have
flung so much money away in as many years. And
why did he tell a warder about it, instead of con-
fessing his crime to the chaplain in the usual way?

The next Sunday happened to be my Sunday out,
and I took advantage of it to go to Lewes. I had an
acquaintance there who was a sporting reporter upon
the staff of the newspaper in which the paragraph first
appeared, and I had a great fancy to put a few
questions to him. He was a civil fellow enough, and
had had information from me on certain occasions—
one picks it up when horsey gents are talking to-
gether, in spite of their whispering ways—which had
been useful to him.

“Now, Jack,” T said, “I want to see the prison
warder as this here Kyneton told that story to about
that robbery at our hotel.”

“Well, to tell you the truth, Bob,” he says, laugh-
ing, “you’ll find that a little difficult. Between our-
selves, it was all bogus. It has been very successful,
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and been quoted in all the London papers, but no
such statement was ever made.”

“Then, how did it get into the papers?”

““Oh, in the usual way; it was put in by a penny-
a-liner; a mere effort of the imagination.”

“Then, Jack, I must see that penny-a-liner.”

“To tell you the whole truth, Ned,” he answered,
with another laugh (but I thought not quite so natural
a one), “he stands before you; it was me as wrote it.”

“Oh, you wrote it, did you? Now, look here; this
will go no further,” said I, “than you and me, but I
must know more. You said you would tell me the
whole truth: then tell me, who was it as paid you to
write it?”

“Well, my proprietors, of course,

2

he answered
sulkily.

“T know that, but who paid you besides?”

“Well, if you must know, a man of the name of
Loftus. I met him at the Harp here during the trial,
and he said he would give something to see himself
in print. It struck him, he said (and he was right),
that to make Kyneton confess to the Dodds robbery
would be an attractive sort of ‘par (that means
paragraph), and between us we worked it up. It was
more my composition than his, but I did not tell him
so, and he promised me a guinea when he saw it in
type: and he paid the guinea like a man; and what
was the harm in it?”



“No sort of harm, Jack,” says 1, “and indeed rather
the reverse. 1 do assure you, you shall never get into
trouble about it; but just tell me what this man was
like.”

“Well, he was rather a down-looking cove.”

“Hang-dog?” said 1.

“Well, yes, to be frank, hang-dog—a washed-out
whitey-brown sort of fellow.”

“With a beard?” inquired I

“No, with no beard.”

“Did you notice any impediment in his speech?”

‘“No. By-the-by, now you mention it,” said Jack,
correcting himself, “I did. It was very slight, but he
said pup—pup—paragraph.”

“All right,” said I; “I'm much obliged to you. It’s
not the man I thought it was.”

“And who did you think it was?”

“It’s no matter. I have come on a fool’s errand,
but I thank you all the same. If I can do anything
for you next meeting”—I meant, of course, the Brighton
race-meeting, for Jack was not a chapel-goer, far from
it—"“command me.”

Then I went home more confident in my old
opinion than ever. It was Adamson himself (though
he now wore no beard) who had put that statement
into the Lewes Express. The question, of course, was,
why had he done it? since nobody now accused him
of being a thief. And why should he have adopted so
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clumsy and dangerous a method of getting his ex-
culpation printed if he had had money at command to
get it done in safer ways? As I read it, the man,
though he had stolen the money, had by no means
got it in his pocket. It was hidden somewhere under
the roof of the Hand, and Glove, and, now that his
character was in the eyes of the world re-established,
he would some day return to take possession.

I was not fool enough to communicate these ideas
to anyone else; I had already experienced the incon-
veniences of talking, and I felt that, if I was right in
my conjecture, the value of it depended on my keeping
it to myself. Consequently I bore with much good
humour the sly remarks of the other waiters, and even
of the pretty chambermaid (whom I dare say you re-
member, sir), about the mare’s nest I had discovered
as respected the guilt of Mr. Adamson, whom they
proceeded to pity as an ill-used and innocent man. [
confessed that I had made a mistake such as human
nature is liable to, and after a few weeks there was
an end of it. The robbery, having been explained,
was forgotten, just as, I make no doubt, the man who
had done it had calculated upon: only Bob Taylor (at
your service) happened to be the exception as proved
the rule.

It was in the autumn time, and about three weeks
before the race-meeting, that a Mr. Morton arrived at
our hotel by the evening train, and asked for a bed-



room. What he couldn’t abide, as he told Eliza (which
was the pretty housemaid’s name, as you may remem-
ber), was the noise of the sea at night. He didn't
care where he slept, but the room must be at the back
of the house, and at the same time airy. Now, the
only room which combined these advantages, as it
happened, was No. 47. 1 did not take much notice
of Mr. Morton at first, except as respected his port-
manteau, which I thought a very shabby one for a
gent as was so particular about his sleeping; but as it
happened, it fell to me to wait upon him in the coffee-
room, and the way in which he ordered diy champagne
and the best of everything the house afforded did
strike me (in connection with that portmanteau) as
peculiar.

He spoke very little, occupying himself chiefly in
smoothing his black moustache, which was very fine
and silky, and in reading a sporting newspaper. [
noticed that one leg of his trousers was patched at the
knee, and said I to myself, “There’s bricks in that
portmanteau.” But that, of course, was no business
of mine at that time, being only the waiter.

Before the house closed he went out for a walk,
with one of our best cigars in his mouth, and on his
return asked for hot whisky and water; only he called
it wur-wur-whisky. You might have knocked me down
with a feather, for when he said that it flashed upon
me in an instant that here was my man. His beard



was gone, it was true, but that I was prepared for,
“from information received,” as the police say; his
moustache had changed its colour—indeed, it was a
false one; but that unfortunate hesitation in his speech
recalled Mr. Adamson to my recollection at once.
When I handed him the spirits and water, my hand
shook so that you would have thought I had taken any
amount of the same prescription myself. To think
that he had taken the very same room again—No. 47
—though, of course, that was only what you may call
the association of ideas—seemed to carry conviction
with it. The room was, I think I have said, in the
servants’ quarter, and my own little dog-hole was close
to it. I slept—no, I didn’t sleep—I laid awake all
that night with my door ajar, and listened, listened,
listened, till there was a buzzing in my brain equal to
a million of bees in swarming time. At two o’clock
in the morning I heard his door open, and was out of
bed in a twinkling with my eyes at the chink of my
own door.

It was a moonlight night, and I saw him go down
the passage in his nightgown as noiseless as a ghost.
Then I heard something scrape against the floor; it
was the foot of the ladder of the fire-escape that led
up through the trapdoor on to the roof. “He has
hidden them there,” said I to myself, and in my hurry
to follow him I stumbled in the passage and fell.
When I picked myself up, all was as quiet as death;



and on turning the corner of the passage I see my
gentleman coming towards me, walking quite slow and
rigid. “Hullo,” I said, “how come you here?” He
didn't answer a word, but, with his eyes wide open
and staring over my shoulder, tried to pass me. I took
him by the arm, however, and again asked him what
he was doing in the passage at that time of night.
Then he drew a long sigh, passed his hand over his
eyes, and says, “Where am I[?”

“Well,” says I, “youre where you've no business
to be. Your room is No. 47, I believe.”

“Thank you,” he says, “so it is. I've been walking
in my sleep. It’s a habit I have. Good nun—nun—
night.”

And then he turned into his room and locked the
door.

He was certainly one of the coolest hands I ever
saw, but his little device did not impose upon me for
an instant; what he wanted, I now felt positively cer-
tain, were those nun—nun—notes, which were lying,
no doubt, stuffed under the tiles, or in some spout or
other in the roof. The trapdoor was a long way up,
and could not be reached except by the ladder; so
this is what I did. I went down into the pantry,
where I knew of a chain and padlock that had be-
longed to the kennel of a Newfoundland dog of ours
as was dead, and I just fastened that ladder to a



staple in the wall as had been put there for that very
purpose, but never used. After that, though I heard
my gentleman go out again about 3.30, I felt more
comfortable in my mind. I rather fancied that he
would soon come back again—which he did; a-cussing
and a-swearing under his breath, without any sort of
hesitation whatsoever.

The adventures of the night, however, were not
over, for at four o’clock there was such a thundering
noise in his room, that I thought the floor must have
given way.

“Good heavens!” says I, knocking at his door,
“what is the matter?”

“It’s nothing,” he says; “I've been walking in my
sleep again, that’s all.”

“Well,” says I, “I do hope youll not do it again,
or you'll rouse the house.”

After which, he was as quiet as a mouse; quieter
than me, I do assure you, for I lay in my bed shaking
like an aspen leaf, and without a dry rag upon me,
as the saying is. For, as I'm a living man, I knew
from that moment where those 77,000/ worth of notes
were hid as well as he did.

In the morning he came down to breakfast, and
then went out, saying he would not return before
luncheon time, as he had some business to transact in
the town. Eliza made his bed, and thought nothing



had happened, for I was not going to be made a fool
of a second time; and when the coast was clear, I just
walked into No. 47 and locked myself in—with the
ladder.

I have said that the room had been thoroughly
searched, and so it had been, for even the very wain-
scot had been ripped up. Only, nobody had thought
of the ceiling, which was twenty feet out of everybody’s
reach, and had not even a chandelier; but where the
chandelier ought to have been, as I have mentioned,
there were a few roses and things made of plaster, by
way of ornament. Mr. Adamson, as I was now con-
vinced, had been trying to reach those pretty flowers
by the help of his bedstead and dressing-table, only
they had not come up to the mark, and had also given
way under him. By putting the ladder against the
bedstead I could, however, reach the ceiling easily
enough (as my gentleman himself had done on a cer-
tain occasion), and under the rose (one may make a
little joke when everything turns out so comfortable) I
found the notes. The whole thing didn’t take five
minutes; and after telling my master of my discovery
we sent at once for a policeman.

Before Mr. Adamson came back there arrived for
him a largish package, which we took the liberty to
open. It was an iron ladder that folded up very
neatly, and was labelled “Mr. Morton, No. 47.” If he
had had the prudence to bring it with him in the first



instance, things might have turned out more fortunately
for him; but as it was, it came a little late. Of course
he was given into custody, and a telegram sent to Mr.
Dodds. That gentleman, sir, behaved like a gentleman,
for on the day that Mr. Adamson was “copped”—he
got twenty years—I not only received my thousand
pounds, but ““a hundred added,” as Mr. Dodds called
it, “for my perseverance, sagacity, and integrity,” and
it is with that money that I have become master of
the Hand and Glove.

Just as Bob concluded his narrative, the interest
of which had greatly conduced to still the feelings of
alarm which our position had engendered within me,
the bell began slowly to rise, its lifting gear having
been put in order. “Bob,” said I, “I don’t know
whether, since you have become a landlord on your
own account, it may not be an insult to offer it to you,
but here is a sovereign for you.”

I thought he would have been overwhelmed with
gratitude at this generous behaviour; on the contrary,
he flipped the coin up in the air (for we were in the
air by that time), and caught it again as though it
had been a copper. “I make no bones about taking
this sov, because you see, sir, youre a literary gent,
and I dare say will make more out of that ’ere story
than ever I made out of you.”



I must say I thought it rather an ungracious speech
of Bob’s; but we parted on the edge of the Polytechnic
pond the best of friends.

“You'll come down and patronise us—that is, Eliza
and me,” he said, “at the Hand, and Glove, won't you?
then I'll show you No. 47.”






A VERY QUIET RUBBER.






A VERY QUIET RUBBER.

Ir the meditations of Mr. Gray had occurred to
him in the churchyard of Tatbury, Berks, his “Elegy”
would have taken a different turn, or at least there
would have been a supplementary verse or two not
quite in accordance with its general tone. If he had
had (as in my boyhood Z had) the advantage of the
acquaintance of Mr. John Newton of Tatbury, he would
have obtained some new material, which, though not
precisely poetic perhaps, might have been “worked
up” into some startling stanzas. Mr. Newton was the
great “‘auctioneer and upholder” of those parts, but
incidentally an undertaker also, and knew a great
deal more about churchyards than Mr. Gray did. He
knew, at all events, all those within thirty miles of
him, and most of those who had been in the occupa-
tion of them for fifty years. It could hardly have
been said of a Berkshire gentleman of any position,
during that period, that he was “happy” unless Mr.
John Newton had conducted his obsequies; it was like
“having no burial” at all.

When even the Marquis of Berks was gathered to



his forefathers, no London firm was employed to place
him in the family vault at Tatbury; Mr. Newton was
felt (by the executors) to be equal to the emergency.
In the Marquis’s will it was known beforehand that he
had expressed a wish that his hearse should be drawn
by his own carriage horses, and Mr. Newton had
the foresight (when his lordship was given over by
Dr. Frump of Tatbury, whose word was Law and
Physic in one) to have them exercised every day in
plumes, lest they should be restive under them on
the stately occasion for which their services were re-
quired.

Of course there were people, even in Tatbury, so
lost to all sense of authority and solemnity as to make
light of Mr. John Newton. At the Town Club, for
example, which was held at the Berkshire Arms, and
where he was accustomed to play whist, on one oc-
casion—it was under the Regency—when he had won
three bumpers running, a loser had sarcastically ob-
served to him, “Why, this is better, old man, than
burying the Prince Regent;” but the observation had
fallen flat, as being profane when addressed to a
man of his grave position, as well as slightly flippant
with respect to a leading member of the Royal Family.
Yet, if Mr. Newton could ever be said to unbend him-
self at all, it was at Long Whist; when his manner of
saying “Hush!” and “We are playing at whist, if you
please,” was justly pronounced to be perfect in its



gentlemanly bearing. The way in which he would set
down his cards (with their faces downwards, you may
be certain, for there were sharp players in the Town
Club), and fold his hands till conversation should
cease, was something that the Lord Chancellor of
England, or the Speaker of the House of Commons,
might have copied with advantage, as a lesson in the
dignity of reproach.

If a man so well established and respected as Mr.
Newton of Tatbury could be said to have an ambition
unsatisfied, it was that his scientific genius as a whist-
player was confined to the Town Club, and forbidden
to exercise itself in private circles. But trade, even
in its quietest and gravest form, which surely can be
said of undertaking, was tabooed among the gentry of
Tatbury; their incomes were microscopic, but they
made up for that by being exclusive and select. Even
the local banker was only admitted into their society
on sufferance, and it was thought a piece of imper-
tinence in him (as it was certainly one of superfluity)
to win at whist.

There was one especial clique, consisting of two
ladies and two gentlemen, who played the game with
rigour every lawful night of their lives, to which Mr.
Newton particularly aspired, but in vain. Mr. Ashton
and Mr. Groves, Miss Lake and Miss Sutton, were the
names of this little coterie, who had been partners and
opponents for nearly one quarter of their natural lives.
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Their points were but three pennies, but their science
was great; if they made mistakes in play, they ac-
knowledged them, and away from the card-table they
made none. Their lives were blameless; they were
looked up to by all their neighbours; and it was said
they gave all they won to the poor, which I can well
believe. If they did so, that largess would not have
been so great as to have demoralised Tatbury.

Mr. John Newton had made various efforts to enter
this little paradise, but he remained outside. Like
the Peri in the poem, he could have brought many a
tear gathered in the course of his professional ex-
perience (from mourners, if not from penitents), but it
would have availed him nothing. They knew he was
(piet in his manners, an excellent whist-player, and
would have given them first-rate suppers when his
turn to invite them came round—for they played
alternately at each other’s houses—but their doors
were closed against him. They refused to be con-
nected, however unofficially, with a man who sold by
retail, even though it was but coffins to the great. On
the other hand, they very eagerly welcomed the in-
formation he had to give them concerning the demise
of eminent persons in the neighbourhood, and ad-
mitted him to a certain degree of familiarity. He
knew, from each one’s account of the others, all their
different styles of play, and which was the favourite
partner of each. The temptation that beset Mr. Ashton,



when his hand was full of trumps (otherwise he would
have scorned it) was to lead a single card; Mr. Groves
played too much for his own hand; Miss Lake would
lead trumps on too slight a provocation; and Miss
Sutton, an admirable performer in other respects, was
given to finesses that made one’s blood curdle.

Mr. Newton felt that he had none of these weak-
nesses, and was worthy to be the partner of any one
of the four. But though envious of them, he was not
malicious. It was from his lips that I first heard of
their virtues; he had come professionally to “measure”
my grandfather, and over a glass of diy sherry dis-
coursed to the housekeeper in my presence concerning
them in a manner which, to my childish ears, con-
sidering the solemnity of the occasion, sounded some-
what secular. In later days I was better able to grasp
Mr. Newton’s character (which was anything but pro-
fane), and to appreciate his observations upon human
nature. His lecture-room was most commonly the
graveyard itself, which, being contiguous to our own
house, afforded me many opportunities of conversing
with him, when on the eve of any great engagement
he came, like a prudent general, to survey the ground
and make his dispositions beforehand—in advance of
the sexton.

After many years' absence from the home of my
fathers, I returned to Tatbury the other day, and found
my friend of the scarf and hatband still above ground
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and busy as usual. His was a trade, as I ventured to
observe to him, that never fails, and which such bad
times as these even promote by occasional suicides.

He shook his head. “Folks die, Master James, of
course,” he said; “there is no falling off there.” He
was about to add, “thank Heaven;” but perceiving
with fine tact that the ejaculation was too professional,
and might have been misunderstood, he effected the
following substitution: “but when they die, they are
not buried as they used to be.”

“Dear me!” said I; ‘“has cremation made such
strides, then?”

He smiled contemptuously. “In a Christian land,
sir, that will never succeed. What sort of a future
can be looked for as begins, so to speak, with burning?
The parson says, ‘Ashes to ashes/ it is true; but that
is quite another thing from cremation. Folks know
they will be reduced to dust, but they don’t see the
operation, and therefore do not realise it; if they did,
it would be harder for them to imagine their friends
saints and angels: and therefore they don’t want to
see it.”

“There’s something in that,” 1 assented,
doubt.”

Mr. Newton smiled benignly, as though he would
have said, “There is generally ‘something’ in what I
say, if you will only favour me with your attention;”
then added reflectively, “Why, there was old Lady
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no



Braddon the other day, she wouldn't be put into the
family vault, nor yet into a brick grave, because, said
she, ‘How am I to get out again?’ She was the best
of Christians, but in that respect she had material
views. And here she lies”—we were standing in the
churchyard—**“among the mere common people ac-
cordingly.”

“It must be rather sad for you to have to come
here so often,” said I, ““and on such melancholy
errands.”

I felt the observation was a foolish one directly it
had passed my lips; but it is one thing to know what
is commonplace, and another to know how to avoid it.

“Melancholy!” he exclaimed, “not a bit of it. The
great majority of my friends lie here, and I have no
disinclination to join them. You see that square green
grave, with the four stones about it; there lie the best
people I ever knew in Tatbury, and the best whist-
players; two of them bachelors, two of them spinsters;
Mr. Ashton and Miss Lake, Mr. Groves and Miss
Sutton. There they lie, opposite to one another, just
as they sat in life; you remember them, Master James,
of course?”

“T remember who they were,” I said. I was but
a boy in their time. You used to tell me about them.”

“Ay, I dare say. When Mr. Ashton went, I had
some hopes of filling his place; but they preferred
dumby. The three met together every night for years,



with that vacant seat at the old table; it was a very
touching spectacle. None of them would ever lead a
single card after they had lost him, no matter how
desperate their condition; it was felt to be irreverent,
and, so to speak, an infringement of copyright. It was
what the American publishers (with whom, however, I
wouldn't compare them for a moment) are wont to
call ‘the courtesy of the trade.” There was a delicacy
of feeling, and no mistake. Mr. Groves was the next
to go, when the two old ladies were reduced to double
dumby. Miss Lake used to say, ‘We can’t help play-
ing for our own hands now, dear, can we, as poor Mr.
Groves used to do? They were obliged to infringe
his copyright from necessity. A man as couldn’t drop
a tear to see those two ladies without partners, evening
after evening, wasn’'t worthy to be called a man. And
in my opinion it hastened their end: double dumby is
a great strain upon the mind, Master James.”

The undertaker was so moved, that if he had seen
the same demonstrativeness in one of his own mutes,
he would have given him a shilling; it was always a
principle with him to encourage emotion.

“Then Miss Lake, she was the third to go. A
good woman, if ever there was one. The poor lost a
friend in her, and the church a constant attendant.
She never touched a card after twelve o’clock on
Saturday nights, though' only a few people knew what
it cost her to resist the temptation. There’s been a



note of it kept in the proper place, I've not a
doubt.”

Here the undertaker gave a sigh so significant that
I could not for the life of me help observing, “There
are few whist-players can say as much, Mr. Newton.”

“No, you are wrong there, Master James; least-
ways, if you think as conscience is a-pricking me, 1
have never played into Sunday morning, though it is
true I have sat up till after twelve on Sunday nights
and begun then. Well, when Miss Lake went, Miss
Sutton was left alone; the last leaf, as one might say,
of that green table. There was nothing for her, poor
soul, but patience; and she played Patience accordingly
every night. When her turn came, as she expressed
it, ‘to cut out,” she sent for me. It was only a few
hours before her demise, and she had already seen
the clergyman. ‘Mr. Newton,” said she, T know you
wanted to join our little party years ago, but it was
not to be. Still, T feel you had a kindness for us.
There are some good people in the world who made
objections to our innocent game. I hope they may
have nothing worse upon their own consciences to an-
swer for than having played a quiet rubber. But I
don’t want to be a stumbling-block. You need not
therefore make public what I am about to ask you—
at least, not until I am forgotten, which won'’t be long.
Mr. Ashton and Mr. Groves lie at right angles to one
another, as you well know, and dear Miss Lake op-



posite to Mr. Ashton; bury me opposite to Mr. Groves,
so that I shall make up the old party!

“I assure you, Master James, she said it so pitiful
that T couldn't answer her for tears. I only nodded
my head and looked mournful, like one of my own
hearse horses.

“Then she added, ‘And ifyou don’t think it would
be wrong, Mr. Newton, I should like the two packs of
cards we last played with—we always used to make
them last three months, you know—put into my coffin.
Would you mind seeing to that yourself?’

“Of course I said it should be done, and it was
done with my own hands. There are some folks as
would think it irreverent, though I have known the
same people drop a toy into a child’s coffin, with tears
ready to break their hearts: yet, what are cards but
toys, and we but children? Well, I buried the poor
old lady just as she wished, and there they lie, all
four of 'em.”

We were standing by the place he indicated, and
I noticed that one green grave which contained the
whole party had been somewhat flattened at the top.

“That was your doing also, I suppose?” 1 in-
quired.

“Yes. No one has observed it but yourself; but I
thought if I made it tabular it would look more like
the real thing. It is a very quiet rubber!”



THE FATAL CURIOSITY,

OR

A HUNDRED YEARS HENCE.






CHAPTER L

AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. *

IT was Christmas morning 1979, and nearly ten
o’clock, yet none of the guests who at that season are
always to be found at Mellington Hall had yet made
their appearance at the breakfast-table. People got
up when they liked in that excellent mansion, and
were never punished with cold tea. The hostess, Mrs.
Raymond, was hospitality itself, and her husband
would have been equally so if he had had time. He
was, however, entirely occupied in scientific pursuits,
from which he could barely tear himself away, even
to eat his meals; it was quite a treat, said his wife, to
see him take a holiday on this occasion, which, as the
old saying observes, ‘““Comes but once a year.” She
had a passion for old sayings, old observances, old
fashions, and on Christmas Day she would have every-
thing arranged as much as possible in accordance
with ancient custom. There was nothing newfangled
to be seen in the appointments of the table that
morning, while, on the other hand, some things were

* This story was in print six years ago, though first published
in 1877.



so old that they had quite the flavour of rarefies. For
example, dried leaves of tea were put in the teapot
and boiling water thrown over them, after which the
tea-maker (fancy a tea-makerl) dispensed it with her
own hands; toast (also hand-made) appeared in quaint
little silver racks; loaves of bread, such as one now
only sees in pictures, baked from the flour in an oven;
butter quite independent of it, and in pats, as it used
to be before cowcorn was invented and the great principle
of combination of cultivation discovered; marmalade
produced by slicing oranges, and subjecting them to
some tedious mechanical process; eggs laid by live
hens, one at a time; and salmon cutlets dissociated
from the fish, and brought by land (such was the
lady’s caprice) from the nearest seaport, a hundred
miles away. On the side-table, in addition to cold
kangaroo and the usual meats, there was a small plate
of the almost extinct crustacean called oysters. These
last, however, were only partaken of as a relish, since
they cost their weight in ideas. Many persons, in-
deed, objected to them on principle; it was “‘taking
too much thought,” they said; and certainly they were
an extravagant luxury even at the table of such a
man as Mr. Raymond, who was said to have thirty
thousand a year; for no man’s ideas can last for ever.

Mrs. Raymond has been much exercised in her mind
with the teapot, which is evidently a strange vessel to
her; but at last she has made the tea in the old-



fashioned way, and stands regarding it with a pleased
smile on her kind, comely face.

“I do believe I have done it right,” says she; “at
least, as old Anthony Trollope describes the process in
one of his domestic novels. If it were not for such
books as his, we should never know how people really
lived and talked a hundred years ago. Whatever Harry
may say, we are certainly under great obligations to
our far-away ancestors, at all events to those who were
authors; the best punch we make is still from that
receipt given by Dickens in his Pick—pick—what is
it? I never can remember those queer names his
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stories go by—and beats, in my opinion, the produce
of our best punch vineyards. Good morning, Sir Ru-
pert. Nay, you are not late, I assure you; and if you
were, [ should set it down to the temperature of
your room. Harry, you know, is mad about ventila-
tion.”

“Well, I must say, my dear madam, if we were
living in the old fireside days, one would feel a little
cold under his régime. Why, good heavens, you've got
a fire!”

““Yes; we always have on Christmas Day, or rather
7 always have, for my husband calls it ‘relapsing into
barbarism.” To my mind that crackle of sticks is very
cheerful; it reminds one of the good old times when
people burnt heretics and martyrs, and persons in
effigy, when they couldn’t get the real ones (that was



funny, wasn't it?), and all because of their opinions.
What drollery our ancestors must have possessed.”

“That’s true; but I doubt whether the people of
whom the bonfires were composed appreciated the
joke.”

“But they had only got to asbest—oh, I forgot, that
wasn't invented, was it? Why, how on earth did they
put out fires—I mean conflagrations?”

“My dear madam, they poured water upon them.
I don’t mean to say that they had not some ingenious
methods of doing that, engines, hydrants, and other
mechanical contrivances; but that is what it came to,
when all was done—they poured upon them.”

What a cheery ringing laugh that dear Mrs. Ray-
mond had; she had not a delicate sense of humour,
but broad and palpable absurdities, like that of burn-
ing people for their opinions, and of creating scalding
steam when the object was to extinguish and cool a
thing, tickled her immensely. She fell back in her
chair and fairly wabbled with laughter; her plump figure
seemed to become one dimple, and to typify whole-
some Mirth itself.

Sir Rupert placed his double eyeglasses upon his
nose, and then withdrew them with nervous haste and
substituted another pair. ““Goodness gracious,” mut-
tered he, “what a mistake! I was almost looking at
her through my Pandi-optic spectacles.” These were
not those in ordinary use, which command but a mile



or so when high on the nose, and a twenty-thousandth
part of an inch when depressed, but a kind only used
by scientific persons for looking into mile-stones and
other geological experiments; and with them you could
see through everything. He was a fine tall old gentle-
man, but with rather a finical manner and a face beau-
tifully carved by the small-pox (in the Middle Ages he
would have been hideously pitted by it, and even under
the old system of vaccination, not improved, but as it
was he was splendid). He had earned his title by the
possession of one peculiar idea, which was that every-
thing was really contrary to what it appeared to be.
Centuries ago there had been one Berkeley who pub-
lished an opinion that nothing had any real existence
(he had been made a bishop for it even in those days),
and Sir Rupert’s notion had been objected to as being
a plagiarism from that ecclesiastic; but the Court of
Patents of Nobility had decided in his favour. “It
was a new idea,” they said, “to suppose that every-
thing was really the contrary of what it appeared
to be.”

“Now, my dear madam,” said he, gazing earnestly
at his laughing hostess, “‘are you really enjoying your-
self when you laugh like that, or are you in torments?
I see you put your hand to your side.”

“That is because it aches,” explained the lady, still
undulating with merriment.

“Just so; it aches,” said Sir Rupert triumphantly;



“that is only another proof (if one were wanting) of my
universal theory. My idea is this—”

Another moment, and Sir Rupert would have
mounted his hobby and rendered his poor hostess very
melancholy indeed, but at that crisis her liege lord, who
would endure, as Sir Rupert was well aware, no theo-
ries but his own, opportunely entered the breakfast-
room and preserved her.

“Why, Raymond, this is quite late for you,” ex-
claimed the visitor, as he saluted his host.

“Late! Gad, you d have been late if you had had
St. Gothard air turned on into your room in place of
that of the Simplon; upon my life, as I tell Charlotte
there, there’s not a servant in the whole house that can
be trusted with the taps.”

Mr. Raymond was a stout-looking man enough,
stouter even than his wife, but this was caused in his
case less by habit of body than by want of exercise;
he was always dabbling in science, and could never
be got out even in a sky-chaise for half an hour’s ex-
ercise. From his build one would have expected him
to have been of a florid complexion, and to be indo-
lent and sleepy; whereas he was fidgety, impatient, and
energetic to an excessive degree. Sir Rupert liked
him, if he liked him at all, because he illustrated his
theory.

“But, my dear Harry,” remonstrated Mrs. Raymond,
“there is really no occasion to put yourself in such a



tantrum; of course it was a foolish mistake of Dun-
combe’s, but it might have been much more serious.”

“Serious, madam? Do you call a difference of
900 feet peqiendicular nothing serious? My doctor
has particularly enjoined upon me never to sleep in a
mountain atmosphere of less than 10,000 feet. What'’s
the good of having mountain atmospheres laid’ on in
your house at all, if things are arranged like this?
Why, even in those meagre old times that you are al-
ways praising so, when people had gas in their bed-
rooms, the servants knew when it was turned on
or off.”

“But something was turned on, my dear, in your
case, though it was not the right thing,” remonstrated
the lady of the house. ‘“Moreover, gas or not, our an-
cestors did contrive to live: you talk about not being
able to breathe unless this or that air is laid on fresh
from Switzerland or the seaside, but what would you
have done had you been compelled to put up with
bottled air from those places, such as your fathers used,
or even with any air there might be about—Pimlico
air, Holloway air, or such as you would get here in the
country, and with which the agricultural poor have
still to be content?”

“That's no argument, madam. You might as well
ask me how I should have got about before sky-chaises
were invented, or warmed myself—why, bless my soul,
if you are not burning coal!"
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“Now do sit down, Harry, and take your breakfast
comfortably, like Sir Rupert and myself; not walk about
the room picking holes in everything in that aggravat-
ing manner. You know it is my whim to have every-
thing on Christmas Day as old-fashioned as possible.”

“But why coals, madam?” reiterated Mr. Raymond
petulantly; he had fallen on his knees upon the hearth-
rug, the better to examine this curious spectacle of a
material fire. “Why coals? Are you aware what is the
price of coals per ounce avoirdupois?”

“I have no idea,” confessed Mrs. Raymond.

“Of course not; you need not tell me that I didn’t
marry an heiress; and let me remark, that even I have
not ideas enough to pay for such freaks as these. Coals,
indeed! Why, every one of those little black diamonds
will cost me as much as a white diamond of the same
size. Puff—how the smoke comes in one’s eyes. This
is a return to the first ages of savagery. There is no-
thing to excuse it, or recommend it, except that it’s
expensive. You have no better reason for it than had
Cleopatra for swallowing the pearl—and what was a
pearl in those days compared with a scuttle of coals
in these? No wealth can stand it, and if I had five
million ideas a year, I would not permit such extrava-
gance.”

“My dear Harry, I am so sorry,” said good Mrs.
Raymond, rising from her chair to kiss the bald spot
on her husband’s head as he knelt before the object



of his ire; “we will never have coals again, even on
Christmas Day, though that never comes but once a
year, you know.”

“I don’t know anything of the kind, madam,” re-
turned her still irritated lord; “I am not without some
expectation of being able to bring about anniversaries
more than once a year, and even at pleasure. How-
ever, the subject is too intricate to discuss now—there,
there, we'll say no more about it, Dodo” (he always
called his wife “Dodo” when he was in a good humour,
and especially when he wished a quarrel to become
extinct). “Let me cut you some kangaroo—Why, by
Jove, What are these? Oysters! What do you think
of oysters, Sir Rupert? This is domestic economy with
a vengeance, upon my word!”

“Well, I was thinking whether I had ever seen an
oyster,” replied Sir Rupert, who took everything very
literally except what could be referred to his pet
theory, which oysters couldn’t, since nobody has ever
yet imagined the contrary of an oyster. “Having been
always a man of one idea, you see, I have not been
able to indulge in luxuries—thank you, since they
are here 1 will have one; it is the inside that you
eat, is it not? Swallow it whole? Surely not. Very
good, I put myself in your hands. One, two—there, I
have done it.”

“For such a luxury you don't look as if you en-
joyed it much,” said Mr. Raymond diyly.



“Ah, but I did though,” answered the other; “‘that’s
just my theory—you should never judge by appearances.
I must say it strikes me now, however, as not being
quite so nice; I have a taste in my mouth as if it
were full of halfpence, but it isn't full of halfpence, so
there’s my theory again, you see. Where do these
oysters come from now?”

“The sea; they are natives of it,” exclaimed the
host. “My wife had them sent from Whitstable by
land.”

“Curious,” observed Sir Rupert, “and I should
think expensive.”

“You'd have to think a good deal, I promise you,
before you paid for them, my good fellow,” continued
Mr. Raymond; “‘a man need be made of thoughts with
a wife like mine------ Well, Charley, how have you
slept? Nothing wrong with your air-taps, 1 should say,
to look at you.”

Charles Lester was the nephew of Mrs. Raymond,
but as much the favourite of her husband as her-
self, a fine handsome young fellow, with a roguish
smile, and that confident and easy air which, when
not the result of self-complacency, is so winning and
agreeable.

“The air was delicious,” answered the young fellow,
as he kissed his aunt; ‘““and my dreams were so divine
that I think it must have been laid on from the Jung-



frail. Why, surely” (sniffing) “this is Brighton, is it
not? How invigorating, how appetising!”

“No, darling, it's Isle of Wight air. We have got
Brighton in the dining-room, but your uncle complains
that there is not enough smell of the sea with it. He
will never be satisfied, I know, till we have a different
air in every room.”

“And so I would have, if I were rich enough,” said
Mr. Raymond stoutly. I envy old Lord Raby, who
has put his castle in connection with the Himalayas.
I enjoy those sniffs at Dhawalagiri in the library;
28,000 feet, my lad, not an inch less!”

“What a long library,” observed Charles, who was
by this time busy with the cold kangaroo.

“Nonsense, I mean the mountains; what a fool you
are, boy!”

“I know it; it’s almost the only thing I do know,”
replied the young man, laughing. “Fortunately I have
a clever uncle, who keeps me now, and intends to pro-
vide for me hereafter.”

“Ah! you think so; then he woont” cried Sir
Rupert, looking sharply up.

“He must,” answered Mrs. Raymond softly. “If
poor Charley was left to live by his wits, he would
starve.”

““Quite right, aunt; it would not, however, be a
lingering death,” said Charley coolly; “‘all would soon
be over.”



“Don’t, my darling, don’t; the idea is too much
for me.”

“Of course it is,” said Mr. Raymond, with irrita-
tion; ““did you ever know an idea that wasn't? Why
on earth should you go trying your constitution in that
way;, have you not got a husband to think for you?
Why, Lotty, how late you are!”

Lotty was Miss Charlotte Greville, an orphan
daughter of an old friend of Mr. Raymond, and one
who would have found a home under his roof if she
had not had an idea in the world. She had, however,
a large income of them in her own right, and was not
only a “‘catch” on that account, but one of the most
charmingly beautiful young women you ever beheld.
Such an heiress as this you might have expected
would have looked out for a mate in possession of at
least an equal fortune, yet she showed considerable
favour to Charley (who had not a notion to bless him-
self with), and had for certain refused much more
eligible offers. Among the suitors had been Sir Rupert
himself; but he did not entertain the least bad feeling
on that account, because her rejection had confirmed
his theory. “I thought you would have had me, you
see, and you didn’t, which is another proof (if one
were wanting),” &c., &c.

She kissed Mr. and Mrs. Raymond, but, with true
maidenly reserve, contented herself with looking at
Charley as if she wanted to kiss him.



“Has the post come in?” inquired she of that
young man.

Charley rose and went to the window. “The Lon-
don post is signalled, but there are no letters of con-
sequence for any of us,” replied he. “The Australian
bag has just dropped in the garden, for I heard it
flop.”

“Then let it lie where it is,” said Mr. Raymond.
“I never had a letter from an Australian mail (or
female for that matter either) that did not contain a
request for assistance from their old-world relatives.”

“What a trouble we have had to get that Australian
delivery twice a day,” observed Mrs. Raymond, taking
no notice of this remark; ““one would really think the
theory of attraction had never been discovered. Is
there any news in the morning papers?”

“Nothing of much importance,” answered Charley,
still at the window; “the Tichborne case is still agitat-
ing the public mind.”

“I wonder how that case began,” observed Mrs.
Raymond, leaning back in her chair; I can never
make head nor tail of it.”

“Well, it's a long story, aunt,” said Charley.
“There was a Sir Roger Tichborne who fell out of the
Ark, and whether he was drowned, or floated on
account of his fat, is the point at issue. For my
part, I don’t believe the fellow was ever in the Ark
at all.”



“Your opinion is worth nothing,” said Sir Rupert
rudely; ‘‘according to THy theory, he certainly was.”

“Quiet, quiet!” exclaimed Mrs. Raymond, “T will
have no quarrels here over the Tichborne case. It is
one of the many legacies of evil that we have re-
ceived from our ancestors, a miasma from the mists
of antiquity. Remember, it is Christmas Day, when
even the Claimant should cease to be a bone of con-
tention.”

“He did not look much like a bone of anything,”
said Charley contemptuously.

“No, but he is,” put in Sir Rupert, ““and that’s
only another proof (if proof were wanting)—"

“Silence!” roared Mr. Raymond. I won’t have
it.  Who's going to church? Tell us how’s the wea-
ther, Charley; my eyes are not so good as they used
to be.”

Charley, who had resumed his place at the table,
here looked up at the ceiling and read off the gauge,
“Very high and dangerous, Channel tunnel en-
dangered.”

“Why, you stupid boy, that’s the ‘sea disturb-
ance.’”

“I don’t wonder at his being puzzled!” exclaimed
Mrs. Raymond, striking in to Charley’s rescue; “what
with the wind, and the sea, and the daily state of
the public health, I can never tell, myself, whether
the morning is wet or fine. Upon my word, I believe



the good old plan of looking out of the window is as
good as any.”

“According to that evidence, it seems beautifully
fine,” remarked Sir Rupert.

“Are you sure that the antiphinium isn’t stretched
over the lawn?” observed Miss Greville.

“By Jove, you are right,” returned the baronet,
“which proves my theory, by-the-by.”

“Did you think I was wrong then?” inquired the
young lady tartly (she was angry because he had
snubbed her young man).

“No, no,” answered the knight hastily, “I only re-
ferred to its looking beautifully fine whenever it is
raining cats and dogs. The gold-beaters’ skin stretched
over the lawn is so delicate that I did not at first
perceive that it had been put up. I thought it was
not, you know, which proves (if proof were want-
ing—"

“The skin ought to be all over the country on a
day like this,” interrupted Mr. Raymond petulantly.
“The roads at least might be protected, so that people
might go to church. And yet the Government calls
itself paternal.”

“Religion, however, is an open question,” remarked
Sir Rupert.

“But it needn't be open to the rain” retorted the
host. He was not so logical as usual, but then he was
a little put out. “However, it is fortunate that we



have every convenience for attending public worship,
without getting wet through. Let’s see, youre a San-
demanian, Sir Rupert, ain’'t you? 1 believe I've got a
Sandemanian tube in the attic somewhere, though I
don't believe it has ever been used. Duncombe shall
bring it down presently. My wife and I generally take
our doctrine on wet days from St. Paul's or West-
minster Abbey; she is so fond of the organ. Lotty,
my darling, you are ritualistic, I think; you’ll find the
service is nicely done at St. Ethelburga’s; we've got a
tube, the mouthpiece hangs at the east end of the
chapel, shaped like a gargoyle. Charley, my boy, what
are your tenets?”

“Oh, don't mind me, uncle; Lotty’s mouthpiece
will suit me very well,” answered the young man
demurely.

Whereupon they went into prayers.



CHAPTER 1I.

IN CHAPEL.

THE spectacle of public worship in a cathedral or
other imposing edifice is, without doubt, both im-
pressive and elevating, but the sight of a quiet party
at family prayers is also not without its peculiar
charm.

Mr. Raymond was liberality itself in matters of
conscience, and, though a good orthodox Churchman,
spared no expense in providing for his guests every
description of religious discourse. It was even ru-
moured that he had had a tube laid on at an enorm-
ous expense from the chapel of Johanna Southcote’s
great grand-daughter, who still carried on the business
of her distinguished ancestress, and preached to a
select circle in the groves of Paradise Park, once Seven
Dials, and the identical spot affected by the original
Johanna. This was perhaps an exaggeration, but the
very assertion illustrated his Catholicism of mind. The
chapel at Mellington Hall was quite a gem in its way.
An immense divan ran round the apartment, broken at
intervals with prie-dieux for those who preferred them,;
while on the table in the centre, hung with purple,



and edged with gold, were arranged, in chaste silver
vases, the ashes of the deceased Raymonds; in these
the present representative of that ancient race took a
pardonable pride.

“To think,” said he, taking one of them up
reverently, and removing the lid, “that at one time
people calling themselves civilised used to put their
deceased relatives underground—dibble them in like
potatoes—and even that it was not so long ago when
they employed petrifaction.”

“Very true,” said Sir Rupert, “I remember it well;
and wonderfully well preserved some of them looked.”

“Yes, indeed,” replied Mr. Raymond, sighing at
some reminiscence that this idea suggested, and thereby
inadvertently blowing the remains of his great-grand-
father all over the room, ‘“those were very hard times
for our dear departed. Our funeral pyres, again, were
only rehabilitations of an old idea; the covered furnaces
were cumbrous, seldom elegant, and, what was worse,
the most delicious odours—rose-leaf, sandal-wood, and
russia leather—were thereby always associated with
human loss, .Ars longa, vila brevis;, what a time it
was before we thought of the reductio ad absurdum
plan, reducing them by the touch of a wire to a hand-
ful of dust. Lord Raby deserves his peerage for that,
though he never should have another idea in his life.”

“Ay, but that must come to an end, you know,
some day, Raymond. The sun is getting exhausted;



these unexpected demands upon his system are be-
ginning to tell upon him.”

“You may say that, Sir Rupert,” answered Mr.
Raymond mournfully. “He is already ‘paling his in-
effectual fires’—curious what prophets some of those
old writers were! ‘Saw the nations’ aily navies grap-
pling in the central blue,’ says one of them—Arch-
bishop Tenison, I believe it was; strange, by-the-by,
that he and Berkeley should have been both bishops;
‘gift of prophecy’ it seems, don’t it?”

“But the nations’ airy navies don't grapple that I
am aware of,” observed Miss Greville.

“Just my theory—at least I think so,” added Sir
Rupert in a hesitating tone.

“No, my darling, but they did” said Mr. Raymond,
laying his hand affectionately on the young girl’s head.
“You were not born or thought of—certainly not born
—in those days; but / can recollect when the German
fleet anchored in a fog immediately over London, and
the Admiral’s ship grappled St. Paul’s, and when the
weather cleared was captured in consequence. Why,
a hundred years ago navies used to fight at sea, and
what is more, at the top of the water.”

“That is so,” corroborated Sir Rupert, seeing the
two young people look incredulous; “but speaking of
prophets, I remember an old tract of that date, called
the ‘Cruise of the Anti-Torpedo,” in which the under-
water inventions were anticipated.”



“I know it well,” said Mr. Raymond gravely; it
was a remarkable advance upon the knowledge of that
time; but, like most other pioneers of science, the
author is nameless. But we were talking of the failing
powers of the sun. Is it not terrible to think that
yonder beautiful invention must some day, and we
know not how soon, be rendered useless through lack
of material?”

He pointed to the fireplace, a disc of splendour,
produced as usual by the combination of rays from
the sun, and with a reversible side to receive moon-
shine after dark.

“However, between ourselves, my friend”—here
his voice grew very grave and impressive—“] am not
without hope that a substitute for even the sun itself
may be discovered; that at all events, for all domestic
purposes of light and warmth, we may be made quite
independent of that waning luminary.”

“Why you don’'t mean to say that you've got any-
thing in your mind------ ?

“Well, it’s not in _your mind,” answered Mr. Ray-
mond, with sudden asperity; “you’ve got your title,
and I've got to get mine, my good friend. All I say
is, that it is possible that some extraordinarily in-
telligent person may work out some plan to emancipate
us from our dependence upon the sun; just as, when
the coal deposits gave out, the universal refractor saved
us from being frozen; only we must be quick about it,



and not, as in that case, be reduced to our last ray
before the substitute is discovered. 1 can well re-
member my poor grandmother burning her pianoforte
when our woodstack came to an end in February, and
the little joke I made about setting Burns to music,
which made her cut me out of her wil. My grand-
father dared not walk out in the fields that spring—
which was unusually inclement—because the peasantry
had become desperate, and he had a wooden leg.”

“Those were evil days indeed,” said Sir Rupert.
“The government, however, I am glad to see, are tak-
ing time by the forelock as respects our present emer-
gency. The application of every ray of sun to useful
purposes is strenuously insisted upon, and in last
night’s ‘Gazette’ I noticed that to use a burning-glass
had been declared felony; moreover, any person found
with the sun in his eyes is to be prosecuted by the
State.”

“All these things are only stopgaps,” observed Mr.
Raymond; ““and the man who shall find a substitute
for Phoebus Apollo—as my great-grandfather yonder
was taught to call him, before the bubble of classical
education burst, and opened the first gate to the en-
franchisement of our youth—will deserve well of his
country. My dear Dodo, I think service must be be-
ginning.”

He took up one of the many tubes that hung from
the ceiling, and each of whose silver mouthpieces—or



rather ear-pieces (“Dionysians,” as they were called
after their original inventor)—was engraved with the
name of the ecclesiastical edifice with which it com-
municated, and listened for a few seconds.

“Yes, I hear the opening notes of the organ. Sir
Rupert, I see Duncombe has remembered your pe-
culiar tap. Lotty, there is St. Ethelburga’s for you
and Charley.”

Everybody put on their gloves at once, and took
their seats on the divan, and each, with his favourite
preacher turned on at his ear, assumed, and perhaps
with truth, an attitude of attention. Sir Rupert alone
used the nicotina; that agreeable invention which
envelopes the smoker in a separate atmosphere, and
permits the enjoyment of the thought-inspiring weed
without annoyance to his neighbours.

“How dreadful it must have been,” observed he,
“to live in those straitlaced times, when it was thought
wicked to smoke in church.”

“Our service has begun, Sir Rupert,” observed
Mrs. Raymond reprovingly.

“Ten thousand pardons, madam. I thought it
hadn’t, which is another proof (if proof were want-
ing),” &c. &c.

“Hush-sh-sh,” murmured the congregation.

Not a word was uttered for nearly an hour, except
that Lotty whispered once ‘“How beautiful!” at some
exquisite passage in her favourite curate’s sermon, and



Charley replied, with his eyes fixed softly on her face,
“It is, indeed !” Nothing was heard in that still chamber
save the occasional spurt of Sir Rupert’s cigar-lights
(which lit only on the back of his head), yet everyone
was imbibing the best of doctrine, or being elevated
by the sublimest music.

At last Mrs. Raymond drew off her gloves in sign
that she had come out of church, and in a few minutes
the others did the like.

“I hope your preacher was to your liking, Sir
Rupert?” observed she graciously.

“Excellent, excellent,” said he; ‘“not a word that
I could have wished unsaid from beginning to end.”

“The compliment would have been higher, Sir
Rupert, if you had heard him say anything,” observed
Charley, laughing; “but unfortunately you omitted to
take the stopper out of your tube.”

“Dear me, dear me; so I did. I am sure I thought
I took it out, which is only another proof (if proof
were wanting)—"

But the congregation would not listen to him;
they were angry, as people always are, and always
will be, because they had been to church and he had
not. '

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said the
hostess; “‘that comes of your horrid smoking” (against
which practice, like most of her sex, though they can
no longer pretend as of old that the smell annoys
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them, she was always inveighing). ‘The use of that
stopper, as you are well aware, is to cut off the com-
munication with the pulpit when anything is said
that has a bearing on one’s own case likely to render
one uncomfortable; it was never intended to render
all preaching futile. One would almost think that you
wished to silence the voice of conscience itself.”

Here Mr. Raymond hastily took out his notebook.
“Why, my excellent Dodo, you have given me an
idea,” cried he; ““when I can spare a minute from my
great scheme for producing light and heat, I'll just
think that over. If the tube can be discovered—
suppose it’s the ordinary bronchial tube, for instance
(though, since it is “still small,” the channel is pro-
bably of less dimensions)—through which the voice
of conscience speaks, one may make a revolution in
morals. No more scruples, no more stings of remorse,
no more sleepless nights; it will be better than the
Revalenta Arabica—a revelation from Arabia Felix.
What an advertisement to stick on the moon at harvest
time! However, as matters are, you're all wrong, Sir
Rupert, and my wife is quite right. If it was 1879,
and you were obliged to go to chapel in person, any-
thing would be excusable. It must have been most
painful, for instance, in some cases to have to ‘sit
under a clergyman.””

“I believe that was a mere metaphorical expression,”
said Sir Rupert, preferring even an argument with his



host than to suffer the well-deserved rebukes of his
hostess; ““it was a part of the Eastern imagery of our
ancestors.”

“Eastern fiddlesticks,” . rejoined Mr. Raymond
tartly; “I hate that system of affixing a non-natural
sense to every old phrase which happens to be unin-
telligible to us. We find the expression ‘‘sat upon
him” in many of the British classics, and also that of
“a flat” as applied to a human being.”

“It was nothing but a form of clerical censure,”
contended Sir Rupert stoutly. ““Similarly things were
‘quashed,’ or ‘squashed, in the old ecclesiastical courts.
They put heavy weights on silent people in order to
get at their opinions; hence the term ‘“‘expression.””

“That was the peine forte et dure, my good fellow.
You are talking about what you don’t understand.”

“Then I am more likely to be right,” answered
Sir Rupert quickly; “that is the very gist of my theory.
You don’t mean to assert, for instance, that the phrase,
“I sent George out for a fly because it was wet”
(which T found in an old domestic novel of Miss
Yonge'’s yesterday), really meant that he was sent out
in an air-chaise, for they were not invented at the time
of the story? 1 firmly believe that it was only Eastern
imagery!”

“Then you will believe anything. I don’t say there
were air-chaises, but there was evidently some sort of
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and George is recommended to go out for afly, be-
cause it was wet underfoot. The omission of the last
word is obviously a clerical error.”

“Perhaps you think that, when our ancestors used
the phrase, ‘It will be all the same a hundred years
hence, that they really thought that"?1 observed Sir
Rupert contemptuously.

“Most certainly I do. In 1879, f°r instance,
exactly a century ago, our ancestors believed that
science and politics had culminated, and that there was
no further room for improvement. Read the literature
of that day, and you will find the writers divided into
two classes, one of which maintains, in effect, that the
millennium has arrived, because they have managed
to stretch a telegraph wire under the Atlantic, to go
some fifty or sixty miles an hour by means of some
childish contrivance in the way of a locomotive, and
to poke a hole through mont Cenis. The other class
was still more idiotic, for, decrying all these inventions
(which, however insignificant, were still steps in the
right direction—Forward), they praised the past, and
regretted the Cimmerian darkness of the days (if you
can call them days) when ideas themselves were pro-
scribed, and persons who notoriously had none were
authorised to think for other people. I say that neither
of those two classes had the least expectation of im-
provements going any farther than they were then
and that one of them even regretted they had gone



so far. ‘It will be all the same a hundred years
hence/ was therefore a literal expression of their self-
satisfaction.”

“Perhaps you will also assert that the phrase, ‘May
you live a thousand years/ found in the ‘Arabian
Nights’ and other books of assuredly Eastern origin,
was not metaphorical?”

“Certainly it was not. The ‘Arabian Nights’
(astounding as it may appear to us who look after our
children’s education ourselves, and do not depute it to
hirelings) was then a child’s book, and the expression
you speak of was in reality written as a question,
though printed by mistake without the sign of inter-
rogation. ‘May you live a thousand years?’ asks the
child of its parent or guardian, and the reply is not
stated only because it is so obvious. ‘You may if you
can, my dear, but even Methuselah only got within a
year of it.” No, no, Sir Rupert, you are one of those
persons who delight in paradox, and endeavour from
sheer contrariety of mind to persuade yourself that our
ancestors were worth having; but that is the old ‘noble
savage' theory which has been exploded generations
ago: if you care to be convinced, let me show you my
museum this afternoon, which contains all the most
remarkable specimens of our progenitors a hundred
years back, with examples of their follies, crudities,
shortcomings, and social obfuscation generally. In the
meantime what say you to ‘going out for a fly, because



it is wet? And let’'s have no more of your Miss
Yonge.”

“She was a very excellent person,” observed Lotty
boldly, who thought that poor Sir Rupert had been
punished quite enough, “‘and wrote good books.”

“Oh! T know them; ‘Night Thoughts,” and all that
sort of thing; they were well named, for she was all
in the dark, like the rest of them,” replied Mr. Ray-
mond with irritation. ““Come, Charley, signal for the
wind-waggon, and let us all get a breath of fresh air.”



CHAPTER III.

IN THE WIND-WAGGON.

THE wind-waggon at Mellington Hall was a most
comfortable conveyance, and carried off the palm from
all the other carriages in the county; the wheels of its
air-fans were tireless (whereby a great obstacle to pro-
gression was avoided), and were rotated by the con-
versation of the passengers; so that they went to-day
at a fine rate, in spite of the presence of Sir Rupert,
who was given to argue in a vicious circle, and there-
by diminished the speed. A hand dropped into the
water out of a pleasure-boat going up stream retards
its progress, but if all hands were dropped out, it
would be considerably more buoyant, though its move-
ment would be in the other direction; and similarly if
everybody had argued in a vicious circle, the wind-
waggon would have gone at a tremendous pace—only
backwards.

The rain had ceased, and the atmosphere was
beautifully clear, exhibiting the sky lines to great ad-
vantage. That to Melbourne and Sydney was crossed
immediately after they left the Hall, and but for Char-
ley’s skilful steering they would have collided with one



of the Australian lines which was carrying the after-
noon post.

“The reticulation of the atmosphere caused by
these innumerable lines is really getting very danger-
ous,” observed Sir Rupert, ““and reminds one of those
ancient maps of Britain by Bradshaw, showing the
intersection of the railways. The only place in Eng-
land that did not become a junction was Portland
prison, because nobody wanted to go there.”

“A good many people, however, must have wanted
to come away,” observed Mr. Raymond.

“A  very judicious observation,” admitted Sir
Rupert; “perhaps you will not object to my making
use of the idea—which I think may be worked up
into something striking—in my place in Parliament?”

Mr. Raymond made no reply; the fact was, he did
not approve of his friend being in the House at all;
he liked him as a man, but had an indifferent opinion
of his abilities, and especially objected to his having
been made a knight. No title, of course, however
small, was ever conferred except for eminent public
services; mere ideas, though the source of enormous
revenues, did not command that distinction, unless
they had been the means of conferring some benefit
upon the community; and though jobs were no longer
possible in those enlightened times, Sir Rupert’s case
did somewhat savour of a job. At a time when the
two great political parties were equally balanced in



the House, the Government had proposed a tax on
muffins so comprehensive that it took in the caps of
the boys of the Bluecoat School and other charitable
endowments, and Sir Rupert (then Mr. Trentham) had
pointed out with much ingenious subtlety that muffin
caps were not muffins, although they looked like it; an-
other proof, if proof were wanting, of the truth of a
theory to which, as that House was well aware, he
stood committed. Fired with his eloquence, which,
when his hobby was fairly mounted, was really of a
very extraordinary character, the Opposition divided
the House against the Bill, obtained a majority and
threw out the Ministry, and then (amongst other things)
decreed that Mr. Trentham (now Sir Rupert) had de-
served well of his country. In most cases this would
have earned a patent of nobility, but his elevation to
the peerage was objected to on the ground I have
mentioned, that his idea was a plagiarism from Bishop
Berkeley, and on the whole he was thought fortunate
by his friends to have even earned a knighthood.
This, briefly, was his story, and it was not to be won-
dered at that the master of Mellington Hall, with his
ten thousand ideas per annum—many of them, it is
true, of a most ambitious and Utopian kind, but still
all tending to the public utility—felt a little sore that
he was but plain Mr. Raymond, while his friend had
a handle to his name and a ferule after it, namely, the
initials M.P. His constituency, notwithstanding the tri-



weekly Parliaments, stuck to him like wax, for they
had only to object to any course of political conduct
to insure his obedience to their wishes. It is true, I
thought it right to do so and so,” he would tell them,
“but as you point out to me, the facts are obviously
the reverse of what I had imagined them, which only
proves (if proof were wanting) the truth of that theory
which (thanks to you, gentlemen) I had the opportunity
on a certain great occasion to set before the Parlia-
ment of this country.”

“Talking of railways,” observed Mr. Raymond irri-
tably, and with such sudden vehemence that the fan-
wheel next to him made sixty revolutions on the in-
stant (a rate of no less than 3,600 per minute). ““Talk-
ing of railways, reminds me of the Vanishing Point.”

“Why?” enquired Charley simply.

His uncle was not made angry by the interruption,
but only sad.

“My poor boy,” said he, laying his hand on Lotty’s
head (for hers and Charley’s were so very close to-
gether that it was all one), “you are certainly the most
ignorant of human beings. I don’t blame you for it,
for T always thought it a mistake that persons without
ideas should trouble themselves to study—since the
result can be at best but the acquisition of stolen
goods; but if you had read anything of the history of
your country, you would be aware that its railways be-
came the destruction of all who travelled by them—



scattered them in such small pieces into space that the
Points (where the accidents chiefly occurred) were
called Vanishing Points. I was about to observe that
the adaptation of the vanishing point (a term once
employed by painters only) to practical purposes is
perhaps the most wonderful of our discoveries in
aerial progression. No other common object for all
our air-lines would have possessed such material ad-
vantages; while ever visible, yet never attained, it
stimulates every energy of the steersman and confers
the greatest of moral benefits.”

“In that respect,” observed Sir Rupert, it re-
sembles the polestar, once a great object of attraction
to the humble sailor—and also to magnets.”

“True,” said Mr. Raymond thoughtfully. “I imagine
the poor fellow and his companions stretched on their
backs upon the decks, the better to take an observa-
tion of that bright but not very particular star.”

“What was the matter with it?” enquired Lotty
innocently, moved by this picture of the mariner of
old traversing the pathless deep in a horizontal posi-
tion, and literally “thanking his stars” if he arrived
anywhere near the port for which he was bound.

“l didn’t mean anything to the disadvantage of
the polestar in a moral sense, my dear,” explained
Mr. Raymond, ‘“‘though I daresay it was not very par-
ticular as to what it beheld; out of civilised latitudes,
indeed, it has been observed to wink at some very



queer proceedings. I alluded to its not being very-
easy to be seen. They used even to employ pointers
to detect its whereabouts.”

“No, upon my word, Raymond, I believe that is a
mistake of yours,” observed Sir Rupert quickly. ““You
may always discover the position of the polestar by
means of the pointers/ is, I know, to be found in old
‘Mangnall, his Questions’; but it seems to me to have
been certainly a metaphorical expression.”

“Ah, more of the Eastern imagery of our ancestors,
I suppose. Well, I am a plain man myself. Put ‘a
partridge’ in that sentence in the place of ‘the polestar,’
and what becomes of your metaphor, I should like to
know?”

“It is easy to make game of anything,” returned
Sir Rupert, “but I believe our far-away ancestors—even
those that were sailors—were not so dull as you imagine.
The conditions of their life were of course very different
from our own, but they made the best of them. They
did not attempt what we accomplish now, because such
feats would have been impossibilities; Switzerland had
no sea-board, and therefore no fleet, because its air-
board could not then be used for such purposes. The
merry Swiss boy was then a shepherd, and very rarely
indeed a cabin-boy or a middy, but it would be absurd
for us to call him a landlubber on that account, as it
was not his own fault. Let us be just before we are
generous with such epithets.”



“I do not despise our forefathers for their ignor-
ance,” resumed Mr. Raymond, “but for their hostility
to those who would have led them to better things.
Moreover, what they did not understand they pro-
nounced in their self-conceit to be either useless or
hurtful. Why, the obliquity of the ecliptic (of which
we have taken such admirable advantage for our cross
lines) was absolutely instanced by one of their infidel
mathematicians as a proof of the malevolence of the
scheme of creation.”

“Why, that must have been a joke, my good
friend.”

“Not a bit of it; the gentleman came from Scotland.
Then, again, though they were used to see things upon
the Horizon, they laughed to scorn the notion of using
it as a means of transit. The Equators were practically
useless. The Poles were only used for experiments at
the Polytechnic to amuse children at this festive season,
or as a last resource by our politicians. How different
was all that from our present enlightened system,
wherein a use has been found for everything—even the
Irish!”

“That last, however, was a very unexpected dis-
covery,” observed Sir Rupert, “and had been given up
by the most sanguine for centuries.”

“True; yet, after all, what could be a simpler means
of resolving the Irish difficulty than that each Irishman
should take his own bull by the horns? We see them



now what they always wanted to be (though in a less
politic sense)—an independent nation. And why should
they not have been so a hundred years ago? To pro-
nounce a thing impossible is a sure means of making
it so; and yet that was the generation of our ancestors
who resented Darwin’s theory that they were descended
from the ape! I think we have much more cause to
resent being descended from Darwin. Why, in those
days they had not even discovered the art of preserving
the surplus food in one country to supply the lack of
another. Waste ruled in Australia and Want in Eng-
land. The art of concentration was almost unknown.”

“People are a little long-winded even now, when
they get upon their favourite topics,” observed Sir
Rupert slily.

“I was referring to the concentration offood, sir.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon. Well, that has not proved
an invariable success, as | understand from Mrs. Ray-
mond,” observed the Knight still more slily than
before.

“You are referring to that ridiculous story of the
sheep’s lozenge, I suppose,” said Mr. Raymond, looking
just a trifle sheepish himself.

“What was that?” enquired Lotty mischievously.

“Well, it was a little mistake of my dear husband,”
answered Mrs. Raymond. “As soon as the lozenges
were advertised, he ordered a box for the use of the
parish poor, and before issuing them he was so rash as



to venture upon one himself. Moreover, he actually
took a whole one, as though it had been a cough
lozenge.”

A roar of laughter broke from the occupants of
the air-waggon, causing a tremendous acceleration of
speed.

“He forgot, you see, that each lozenge was the con-
centration of an entire sheep (with the trifling exception
of the wool and teeth), and the consequence was he
became so enormously strong that he was positively
dangerous. Poor Lord Raby happened to call that
morning, and got his arm broken through shaking
hands with my husband; and the destruction that took
place in our furniture was something awful; if he had
laid his finger on what he thought to be a flaw in an
argument, it went to pieces whether it was a flaw or
not; and he cast such sheep’s eyes at the maids that I
should have been very much annoyed if I had not
known them (I mean the eyes) to have been irrespons-
ible agents.”

“Well, well, it might have been worse,” observed
Mr. Raymond complacently; ““suppose one had taken a
pork lozenge, for example, and gone the whole hog. It
is no discredit to a man to have been a martyr to
science; and let me tell you, ours was the first village
from which want was banished, never, I believe, to
return among our poor. Look down yonder at that
mighty ruin, made picturesque by time, and its synonym,



a little money, and reflect that that was once the uni-
versal home and last retreat of our peasants, the Union
Workhouse! A hundred years ago every county had
half a dozen such. And now the poor man no more
dreams of visiting it than a rich man thinks of visit-
ing the play-house.”

“You are speaking of very rich men indeed, how-
ever,” observed Sir Rupert. “For though it is within
the reach of every householder of moderate means to
hear a play under his own roof, just as it is to hear a
sermon—"

(““Or to keep the stoppers in and not to hear it,”
muttered Mrs. Raymond.)

“—Yet, I say, the spectacle is lost to those who
cannot afford the wall-pictures. How much do you
suppose, Master Charley, that your uncle paid for having
the Drury Lane pantomime photographed on the walls
of your nursery when you were a child?”

“I have not an idea,” returned Charley with his
usual truthfulness; ““but my uncle never spared expense,
I know, to gratify me, and least of all when ill, as I
was then.”

“Pooh, pooh, it was a mere bagatelle,” said Mr.
Raymond carelessly, ““though indeed that was when the
art was in its infancy. I can now get instantaneous
reflections on my wall, and at a very reasonable figure,
of what all my friends are doing all over the world.”



“Don’t you find that a little embarrassing some-
times?” enquired Sir Rupert.

‘“Not a bit. I don’t say that my friends do not,
but that is their look-out. They ought never to do
anything that they would be ashamed of my seeing
upon my walls.”

Sir Rupert shook his head.

“I remember,” said Mrs. Raymond, “‘the invention
was very much objected to by our Australian cousins,
upon the ground that they were represented upside
down.”

“In my opinion that was false delicacy,” said Mr.
Raymond; “if people choose to live at the antipodes,
they must take the consequences. However, that trifling
cause of annoyance is now removed by the reversor,
which makes them look all right again.”

“Even that would be unnecessary if my theory were
universally adopted,” observed Sir Rupert. “My mind
always corrects my eye, and when a person looks up-
side down I know that he is quite the reverse and be-
hold him accordingly.”

“Why, good gracious! then to you, Sir Rupert, we
always appear to be standing on our heads!” exclaimed
Mrs. Raymond in horrified accents.

“That is very true, madam; but then I know that
you are incapable of such an action, and after a very
little reflection reason asserts itself, and you come round
again.”
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I don’t think Mrs. Raymond was quite satisfied with
this explanation, although her husband assured her it
was an argument well known to metaphysicians under
the name of the Circuitous Process, and quite as good
as any she was likely to get. In a few moments she
observed that she was hungry and chilly, and wished
to return home.

“What do you say to putting the screw on, and
passing half-an-hour in the Tropics, my dear?” enquired
her husband tenderly; “we can pick a pine-apple off
the first tree.”

“No, Harry; you know I dislike the sensation of
being screwed exceedingly, though you and Sir Rupert
think nothing of it. It makes the whole world seem to
be going round and round with me like a top.”

“But so it does, my dear,” reasoned her husband
mildly.

“Very likely, Harry, or at all events I'll take your
word for it; but the pace that this wind-waggon goes
with that screw on is something too frightful, and I
regret that such a thing was ever invented. It seems
to me that we are becoming too clever by half.”

“Then you may depend upon it, my dear madam,”
said Sir Rupert, “that the actual fact is that we are
not half clever enough.”

“I am sure, Sir Rupert, you are very polite—that
is, according to your own theory,” answered his hostess

sharply.



“Your wish is m3) law at all events, Dodo,” ob-
served her husband affectionately, “if it is not that of
the universe. Charley, back her.”

Charley, who had only caught the last sentence
(having been engaged in whispering a wish into Lotty’s
ear on his own private account), at once produced his
cigar-case.

“T wish you may get it,” said his aunt promptly.

“And he has got it—sharp,” observed his uncle,
laughing.

But Mrs. Raymond was in no mood for laughter.
There is no woman so sweet-tempered but that she
is apt to be irritable when that mid-day meal, which
from the earliest dawn of civilisation has been to the
female what dinner is to the male, has been post-
poned for half-an-hour. If the whole of her sentient
being could, so to speak, have been realised at that
moment, it would have expressed itself in one long
passionate cry for Lunch.



CHAPTER IV.

THE MUSEUM.

THE question of opening museums upon a Sunday
was still as much debated in Parliament as ever—Sir
Rupert, by-the-by, voting against it, because it so
strongly recommended itself to his common sense—
but Mr. Raymond always made a point of exhibiting
his collection of old-world curiosities upon Christmas
Day. He disposed of the old lots every year, to
buyers if possible, but if not, in the cellars, and pro-
cured others of a later epoch; and his present miscel-
lany happened to be formed out of materials of the
date of 1879.

“I shall have the honour, ladies and gentlemen,”
said he, as he led the way to the museum after
luncheon, ““of showing you this afternoon some very
remarkable examples of our ancestors, with illustra-
tions of what is vulgarly termed their “goings on,”
though, as a matter of fact, they scarcely moved on at
all, or, when they did, only like a mill-horse.”

The museum was a magnificent apartment, lit by
painted windows, mostly of a green colour, so as to
throw a dim and therefore appropriate tint upon the
crude inventions of the past, and also perhaps to



charitably conceal the defects of our ancestors’ effigies,
scores of whom, as large as life, and habited in the
costume of their time, loomed through the gloom.

“This will serve for my wand as showman,” said
Mr. Raymond, selecting a long peeled twig, much
frayed at the end, from a neighbouring wall; “though
it was once put to a more ignoble use.”

“Why, that’s a cream-whipper,” exclaimed the
hostess, ““surely.”

“You are very nearly right, Dodo,” answered her
husband approvingly; “which is as much as can be
reasonably expected of any woman. This is a cream-
whipper in one sense, since it was used to whip the
cream of the youthful aristocracy of this country: it is
a fragment of a birch used at Eton in the year of
grace 1879, and applied—ahem—well, that is better
left unexplained. It is sufficient to say that a most
offensively indelicate custom was permitted to exist at
that seminary from the reign of Henry VI until that
of Victoria. Its discontinuance, indeed, was only owing
to an engraving of the punishment published in an
illustrated paper (very properly prosecuted, by-the-by,
for the offence under the Act which takes its name
from the poet Campbell), and which for the first time
opened the eyes of the public (very wide indeed) to
the existence of the scandal.”

“Surely,” said Sir Rupert, “‘there must have been
some reason for its having had so long a lease?”



“There was an excellent reason, sir; a guinea a
year was paid for each boy for birch, whether em-
ployed in his correction or not; a fact which swelled
the list of school offences in those boys who had been
brought up on economical principles, and were re-
solved to get their money’s worth out of the article in
question. Here is a public schoolboy of the period,
with a brass instrument beside him, whose use is un-
certain; some say it is a Jewish harp, played with the
teeth, but others are of opinion that from it was ex-
tracted that mysterious attribute called ‘the tone,” of
which so much was heard and so little seen, and for
which three or four great public schools had the
patent. The possession of it, for each boy, was valued
at two hundred pounds a year, and is supposed (per-
haps because Etonians always wore tall hats) to be
analogous to castoreum in the beaver. Let us remove
the skull of this very gentlemanly youth, and see what
was taught him for that money. The brain, you will
remark, is in parallel lines, resulting from its almost
exclusive application to Latin verse, which was per-
formed mechanically by an instrument called a gradus.
No allowance was made at any of those great semi-
naries for individual character; a boy of genius was
made to grind at his Latin verses just as if he had
been a fool; thus the great principle of that epoch,
the repression of ideas, was maintained in its in-
tegrity.”



“But how long, Harry, did they persevere upon
this system with downright stupid boys, like our dear
Charley?” enquired Mrs. Raymond.

“For ever—that is to say, until they were boys no
longer. It was not until half a century afterwards
that it was discovered that reading, writing, and
arithmetic are the only things that a stupid boy can
comprehend, and the only things which a clever boy
cannot quite easily learn for himself. That you may
fill your average boy with classics, mathematics, the
use of the globes, and all the ologies, only to make an
intolerable prig of him and a nuisance to society after
all, was not understood by this purblind race; nor
were the sufferings of their juvenile incapables under
the educational harrow taken into account.”

“And yet they had the proverb, ‘One can’t make
a silk purse out of a sow’s ear,” mused Sir Rupert,
“as well as we.”

“True, but there were a good many persons in-
terested in the manufactory who swore they could.
Moreover, the prizes at the Universities, Fellowships
and such like, were mostly conferred on proficients in
the Latin verse business, which gave it, so far, a
practical value. There were arguments by the score,
you may depend upon it, in favour of everything—I
daresay even of this fellow.”

He pointed to a figure attired as a mechanic of
the period, but whose garments seemed to have been



made for some other person. His mouth was open,
which gave a weak expression to a countenance other-
wise wily enough; and his hand, which he had a
curious habit of moistening with his lips, though it
was far from white, showed not a trace of toil.

“That’s an agitator, ladies and gentlemen. A self-
appointed professional adviser of the British workman.
Where there was discontent, he fostered it; where
there was none, he begot it; where there was a hope
of reconciliation between man and master, he stepped
in and trampled it out. And yet there was nothing
more surprising in his existence than that a fungus
grows upon a rotten soil. The relations between
labour and capital were deemed even by political
economists to be antagonistic. The system of co-
operation was but beginning, and that of bonus profits
was unknown—absolutely unknown. In place of mutual
understanding, there was suspicion—upon one side a
stubborn gloom which called itself independence; on
the other, a truculent selfishness, which bore falsely
the same name. The weapon which he holds aloft
was even more destructive to those whose battle he
pretended to fight than to their opponents.”

“Why, it looks like a mere roll of paper,” observed
Lotty.

“Yet it was used to Strike with. It is the mem-
ber-list of a Trade Union. With that he dashed the
food from the workman’s child, and with the same



blow palsied the hands of Trade. It must be ad-
mitted that this eloquent gentleman never himself did
a stroke of work in his life, but, on the other hand,
he never wanted a good dinner. And, curiously
enough, both masters and men encouraged him, by
admitting that self-interest was the only rule of life.”

“Was that the period of what was called the Civil
Wars?” suggested Charley modestly.

“No, my boy; it was long posterior to it.”

“Then the introduction of Christianity must have
taken place quite lately?”

“My dear Dodo, you must look after that boy’s
head,” said Mr. Raymond gravely.

“Good gracious, why, Harry?” enquired his wife
with apprehension.

“Because, if | am not mistaken, he’s getting ideas
into it.”

“My dear Mr. Raymond, who is this exceedingly
well-dressed person in polished leather boots?” en-
quired Lotty, pointing to a gentlemanlike figure, who
with a languid air was surveying universal nature
through a race-glass.

“Oh! that’s a very funny fellow indeed. He is an
hereditary legislator.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Raymond? Bom s0?”

“Well, he was supposed to be born so.”

“But you don’t mean that the genius for legislation
was supposed to be inherited?”



“Certainly not; there was no genius about it. Titles
of nobility were not bestowed (except in the rarest in-
stances) for public service at all; but on illegitimate
branches of the Royal Family, political adherents of
Government (especially if they were renegades), on
rich men because they were rich, and on just a few
soldiers to give a colour to the institution; they were
red, you know.”

“Soldiers?” said Lotty.

“Yes, I'll tell you about them presently. Let me
finish with this gentleman first. Well, so enamoured
were our ancestors of their Peers when they had made
them, that they fell in love with their sons also; and,
having flattered and fawned upon them from their
cradles, so that it was next to impossible that the poor
young men could turn out otherwise than vain and
selfish, they took away from them every incitement to
exertion by decreeing that they should enjoy their
fathers’ titles. After a generation or two of a family
had accomplished the feat of succeeding to their an-
cestors, the public adulation of them passed all bounds
and assumed the form of fetish; and the famous verse:

Let law, religion, virtue, morals, die;
But leave us still our old nobility,

was added to the National Anthem.”
“But did not the absurdity of his position strike
the hereditary legislator himself, uncle?”



“Not a bit of it; I lift his skull. There is, you
observe, no sense of humour, Here are the parallel
lines, which show he came from a public school, only
fainter and softer; here is a gap which held the Latin
quotations he used in the House of Lords—so he was
up to that, you see. There are also traces of arith-
metic, by help of which he made up his betting-
book.”

“There’s something written in his brain,” said
Lotty, standing on tiptoe, and peering into the cavity
of the skull.

“Ah! that's something that was inculcated so
strongly that it got stereotyped—probably some sort of
apology for his position in life suggested by his friends.
I thought so—The small end. of the wedge. That was
the metaphor he always kept by him to use against
the reformers. “Touch me and you open the flood-
gates”—upon my life, I believe Sir Rupert agrees with
him.”

“I do, and I can’t help it, Raymond. The gentle-
man you say was ill-educated, spoilt from his cradle,
and debarred from all incitement to exertion: conse-
quently, the very last sort of person to be intrusted
with the duties of legislating. Now, according to my
theory—the golden Rule of Contrary—this is just the
sort of person to be made a peer.”

“Oh my, what a guy!” exclaimed Charley suddenly.
The exclamation was evoked by a figure of defiant



aspect, but with his limbs so awkwardly put together
that it was a marvel how they supported him.

“Ah! that is a self-made man,” explained Mr. Ray-
mond, “the very opposite of the case we have just been
considering. He is not an attractive member of society
to look at, but then he is independent of public opinion.
Lift his skull, Charley, and reveal his sentiments. You
won't find his brain in parallel lines, I reckon. He
never went to school at all, but educated himself; ‘the
only kind of education, sir,” as he used to say, ‘worth
having. That accounted for his original method of
spelling.”

“But it is in parallel lines, uncle,” exclaimed
Charley, investigating what the gentleman used to term
his “eD.” “He’s as full of poetry as an egg’s full of
meat.”

“Poetry!” exclaimed Mr. Raymond. “He did no-
thing but prose—and all about his getting on in the
world. Read it out.”

“It’s certainly verses, uncle:

A pin a day’s a groat a year,
A penny saved is a penny got.

““Oh, what fun! Did he think it thyme? Let me
look,” cried Lotty, laughing.

““No, no; it’s not a nice brain to look at,” said Mr.
Raymond; “it’s full of old saws.”



“Lor, how, nasty,” said Mrs. Raymond; “the poor
man’s brain was diseased, then?”

“It was, my dear—with ignorance and self-conceit.
And yet the admiration of the vulgar was in the times
we are considering divided between him and their idol
in the patent leathers.”

“And which did they like best?” asked Charley.

“Well, the Hereditary Legislator was the idler of
the two. There were a few good men of both sets,
but the failures became so frequent and notorious that
Life Peerages were invented (the idea of merit did not
occur even then till the next century), and men were
forbidden to make themselves at §ll. Here is another
gentleman much looked up to in his day, and invested
with many imaginary qualities—prudence, acuteness,
modesty, and especially a sense of the value of time.
That is a Man of Business.”

“And what did ke do, uncle?”

“Business. It was a very mysterious profession,
but extensively followed. Its professors laid claims to
magic powers. You have heard of Archimedes?”

“Yes; he was a screw,” replied Charley promptly.

“Well, I daresay this gentleman was one also. I was
about to observe, however, that Archimedes boasted if
you gave him a standpoint he could move the world

* The practice, if not the theory, of ““spontaneous generation”
was thus knocked on the head at once.



(in fact he has one, and in a sense does move it).
These gentry likewise boasted, no matter what their
pecuniary difficulties, that if you gave them twenty-
four hours to turn round in------ ?

“Like the sun,” remarked Mrs. Raymond.

“No, my darling, not quite the sun, nor even very
near the sun, you mean the earth,—if you gave them
twenty-four hours to turn round in, they could find any
amount of money. It is true they never did it, but
everybody (except their creditors) believed they could.
They sat on high stools from ten till five and even
longer daily, to perform their incantations, and I dare-
say if you lift the skull of this particular specimen, you
will find some of their cabalistic phrases— Your favour
of the lAth instant has been duly received. Yes, that is
one of them, my lad. They never set about anything
without some preface of that kind; it is supposed to
be some relic of the Jewish custom (for many of them
were Jews) of using phylacteries, only, instead of
pasting them on their foreheads, they stuck them at
the beginning of their letters. The system of Verbiage
was very popular among our ancestors, and especially
among members of the legal profession. Here is a law
document of the period, written on vellum—for, after
taking all the wool from their victims, they even used
their skins—written, you observe, in characters well-
nigh inscrutable, and which, if perused, would be
utterly unintelligible to what was called ‘the General



Reader—an individual named after Sir Rupert’s plan,
because he never read that nor anything else. This
was called a ‘conveyance.””

“Lor!” exclaimed Mrs. Raymond.

“You may say that, my dear; and a very expensive
branch of it it was. This deed puts the fortunate
client in possession of a property worth fifty pounds,
and charges forty-five pounds for the writing and the
vellum.”

“That was before the invention of printing,” ob-
served Charley, with the air of one who imparts in-
formation gratuitously, ‘““and anterior to the birth of
Winkyn de Worde.”

“My dear Dodo, you must really look to that boy’s
head. No, my lad, there was a great deal of winking
at extortion among the lawyers of those days, and a
great many words.”

“Yes, taking these good folks all round,” mused
Sir Rupert, “I should suppose the lawyers were the
greatest shams and humbugs of the whole set.”

“I don’t know that" answered Mr. Raymond laugh-
ing. “Place aux Dames. Look at this young lady, if
you want a thorough-paced impostor a hundred years
old.”

“But she is not a hundred years old, uncle; and
she’s very pretty,” observed Charley, regarding with no
little interest a girl of the period, to whom Mr. Ray-
mond had drawn attention.



“I confess 1 see little in her to admire,” said
Lotty frigidly. “In the first place, she is not properly
balanced.”

“Ah! that is because of her high heels,” explained
Mr. Raymond. “It was thought attractive to lean for-
ward and to limp. She would have fallen on her
nose, but that the centre of gravity was put farther
back by the weight of her chignon—a bunch of dead
people’s hair worn at the back of the head.”

“Then she was false from head to heel,” remarked
Lotty contemptuously.

“Well, T am afraid she has very little to stand
upon—except her rights. It was the era of Woman’s
Rights, you know, when the sex first began to insist
upon their intelligence, and assert they were not the
slaves of fashion they were supposed to be. Who has
taken your fancy there, Lotty?”

“I don’t know,” said Lotty, “but I never saw any-
one so striking before.”

“Well, upon my life,” observed Charley, “I see
nothing in him, except that he is preposterously
dressed.”

“Oh, that’s a soldier,” explained Mr. Raymond,
“a very useful fellow, let me tell you, at one time,
and always ornamental. He was, in fact, a carver
and gilder, and in his leisure hours the ingenious
fellow turned the heads of his fellow-countrywomen.”



“And why haven't we got him now?” enquired
Lotty with interest.

“Because carving (on any considerable scale) is
abolished; it became impossible, you remember, when
the secret of propagating miasma was discovered. It
is a humiliating reflection, that what all the arguments
of humanity and civilisation failed to accomplish was
brought to pass by a nasty smell. There was indeed
an attempt made to counteract.it by means of smelling-
bottles, but the spectacle of a Field-Marshal (not to
mention the inferior officers) holding a smelling-bottle
to his nose, instead of a bdton, was found to be too
ridiculous even for the French. War became (literally)
in such bad odour that it had to be abolished.”

“Where did the patent miasma come from, uncle?”
enquired Charley.

“From the Ashantees. It was the only thing we
took from them in our last campaign, and at that
time it was about the last thing from which we anti-
cipated any advantage.”

“Which is another proof,” observed Sir Rupert,
“(if proof were wanting) of the truth of my theory.”

“How does this fellow manage to keep his hat on
at the back of his head?” enquired Charley suddenly.
“He must have a peg inside, surely.”

“Not at all; that is the famous British sailor.
How his hat was stuck on puzzled all the mathemati-
cians for centuries, but in the end was the humble
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cause of the true theory of attraction being brought
to light. It was supposed at one time that the earth
was a universal magnet; that was the theory of Sir
Isaac Walton (discovered by fishing with a plummet);
and though divines and other pious persons asserted
that the world itself had no attraction for them, nobody
believed them. We have by no means exhausted the
museum, gentlemen and ladies, but I perceive that
information is having its usual effect upon my ex-
cellent wife, and she has gone fast asleep.”

“I was only nodding adhesion to your remarks,
Harry,” answered the good lady indignantly; ‘“and
have never even closed my eyes.”

““Curious,” observed Mr. Raymond to Sir Rupert,
as they all left the room, “‘that no woman (save in a
fairy story) has ever owned to falling asleep in the
daytime, except under chloroform.”



CHAPTER V.

ADIPO CERE.

EVERY system, however excellent, has its draw-
backs, and must by no means be denounced on
that account; in that of “length of service,” for
instance (which succeeded promotion by purchase and
patronage), it was undoubtedly an inconvenience that,
in order to become governor of a gaol, a candidate
had to enter as a convict and work his way up, and,
similarly, the admirable enactment, that no one shall
talk about what he neither understands nor wishes to
understand (and which has so wholesomely swept
away all dissertations on art and metaphysics), is not
without its dark side. Conversation is apt to languish
in consequence — especially in the country and on
Sundays and red-letter days, where there is no go-
bang in well-regulated drawing-rooms—matters often
come to a standstill. At such a time even that noble
system of credit, which has made England what she
is, fails to revive a limited company, for one cannot
credit a man with ideas when we know him to possess
none. Hence the melancholy which (I again repeat,
in well-regulated households, and after the church



services have been attended) pervades the British race
upon Sundays and Holy days. So deep was the social
gloom at Mellington Hall that the Christmas oratorio
was turned on to the drawing-room from the Crystal
Palace in order to dispel it. It is needless to say
that this had the contrary effect; for, if ““a little music”
is a dangerous thing, how much more to be dreaded
is the bassoon and other huge, though harmonious,
reptiles necessary to the due performance of the
“Creation.” To listen patiently to inarticulate sounds
while staring at one’s fellow-creatures, demands a
peculiar education, or at all events the absence of
a general one. Such performances may soothe the
savage breast, but they irritate others to the verge of
madness, unless Nature’s mitigator, Sleep, slides in
and saves them. Mrs. Raymond was as fast as a
church. Lotty, I fear, only pretended to be so, so
that she need not reprove Charley for stealing his
arm round her waist as they sat together on the sofa.
Sir Rupert sat opposite them, wondering in his philo-
sophic mind whether the young gentleman was really
comfortable. “A man could take his own life, but
could he steal his own arm.” (If the ‘“Creation”
would have stopped for a moment he might have
worked this out lucidly enough, but as it was he got
confused.) ““She could doubtless steel her heart, but
that again would require an iron will” There was
something wrong in this logic; he denied its major, or



its minor, but he did not know which; he only knew
that a major could not have been a minor at any
period after promotion by purchase had been done
away with. He was aware that he was trifling with
his own intelligence, but how could he help it while
that Bumble Bee was being made; there is nothing in
the ““Creation” (for noise) to be compared to the
Bumble Bee.

And. what had become of Mr. Raymond? 1t was
really intolerable that a man calling himself one’s host
should get an oratorio turned on upon one—so that if
a man so much as sneezed people said, “Hush”—and
then sneak away to enjoy himself somewhere. For his
own part, he should have thought better, much better,
of Raymond—which was, however, only another proof
(if proof were wanting) of the correctness of his theory.
“When a man withdraws himself from his family
circle, not to say from an honoured and important
guest, upon a Christmas afternoon,” reasoned Sir
Rupert (as well as the singing in his ears permitted
him to do), ““there must be something in it, you know.”
There must be some very strong attraction—ay,
ATTRACTION. That was Raymond’s pet theory. No
doubt his absence had to do with that great secret to
the very verge of which he had confessed his investi-
gations had carried him. I will stake my existence
he is experimentalising.”

Now a scientific experiment going on, and especi-



ally another man’s experiment, was to Sir Rupert what
a neighbour’s preserve is to a sportsman. It was a
direct invitation to trespass. Mrs. Raymond was not
only still asleep, but contributing a little quota to the
oratorio upon her own account; the young people were
much engaged—or, if they were not, they ought to
have been—and would probably not observe his de-
parture from the room; and (better than all) the
Bumble Bee was still in process of creation. Under
its wing (as it were) he could creep away. He did so,
and softly closed the door behind him. The great
hall was in semi-darkness, for Mr. Raymond not only
inveighed against the extravagance of others with re-
spect to the solar rays, but economised them himself
on principle; his race were celebrated for their con-
sistency; “Heaven help me,” said his father the Dean,
when praised for this quality, if practice is not
better than my preaching.” No reflection, however
(perhaps on account of the gloom of the hall) intruded
itself upon Sir Rupert, in connection with his host’s
wishes; to confess the truth, he was jealous of him.
Why should one man have ten thousand a year, and
another only one solitary idea—the Rule of Contrary?
At present, it is true, Sir Rupert was a Knight, and
therefore a few hours (so to speak) in advance of his
friend; but what if Raymond should wrest from Nature
some tremendous secret, and, for making it appear, be
made a peer himself?



“This cove even now imagines himself a Bey (to
use the Eastern imagery of our ancestors),” muttered
Sir Rupert between his false teeth; ““and there will be
no bounds to his arrogance if he really hits upon any-
thing substantial.”

At this moment Sir Rupert’s shin hit upon some-
thing so exceedingly substantial, and with such a
sharp edge to it (it was the scuttle, in which those ex-
pensive coals had come), that he made use of an im-
precation.

Instead of taking this accident as a rebuke to his
evil thoughts, or a warning against prying curiosity, Sir
Rupert’s mind was more than ever fixed on effecting
his purpose, for it flashed to court-plaster and then (by
a natural association of ideas) to the title he imagined
his friend to be upon the point of earning.

Mr. Raymond’s study was situated (no one knew
why at that time, though ill-natured people made
foolish guesses about it) below the basement floor and
next to the cellar, and thither Sir Rupert cautiously
made his way. When he reached the door he stopped
and listened at the keyhole. After about five minutes,
during which he heard nothing, he lifted his head and
murmured,—

“This is very discreditable, and I will never
demean myself to such an action on any future oc-
casion.”

Then he softly opened the door; all was dark; he



advanced and came into violent contact with some soft
substance.

“This is not the first time,” he remarked com-
placently, “that my head” (and he rubbed it) “has
been acquainted with bays.”

He now remembered that the study had double
doors, but at the same time (in accordance with the
inexorable rule of compensation) forgot his recent good
resolution, and immediately listened again. All was
silent as before. He opened the green-baize door, and
looked in.

The interior of Mr. Raymond’s study presented
much the same appearance as the sanctum of any
other savant of our day, except that the contents
showed a more Catholic mind (the Pope’s treatment of
Galileo having always set men of science rather against
him). In addition to the usual scientific appliances,
such as for dredging in the upper strata of the at-
mosphere, and for weighing the sun (the results of
which have of late years told so sad a story), there
were some very curious psychological instruments—
heart-reflectors, mind-reflectors, and machines for turning
light on people’s motives generally—the sight of which
ought to have brought a blush into Sir Rupert’s cheek.
But since Mr. Raymond was not in the study, Sir
Rupert (so greatly did his intellectual faculties pre-
ponderate over the moral) saw no reason to blush, and
he never did anything without a reason. Upon the



table were various MSS. in his host’s handwriting, and
even over these private memoranda he did not hesitate
to cast his eye, in hopes to appropriate an idea. I am
glad to say they were most of them beyond him.

There was one MS., however, the ink of which, he
might have observed, had not his mind been so fixed
on plagiarism, was still wet, on which his eye fastened
like a leech.

“The theory of the Central Fire,” it began, “held
by Humboldt early in the nineteenth century, but
abandoned by later generations on account of its sup-
posed interference with the precession of the equinoxes,
attracted once more, upon the better appreciation of
that popular spectacle, the attention of science. It has
been reserved, however, for the humble individual who
pens these lines not only to prove its existence, but,
as I venture to hope, to utilise it for our hearths and
homes.”

“By the living jingo,” cried Sir Rupert softly, “this
is the very thing. Ho, ho! he’s after the Central Fire,
is he? Why, that is the very last thing surely that
any man would have dreamt of utilising (which proves,
by-the-by—if proof were wanting—the correctness of
my theory). You are a most ingenious fellow, Raymond,
I allow. It is not always, however, the discoverer of
an invention who gets the patent for it.” Then he
read on:

“If T succeed, not only will there be no more ne-



cessity to borrow a single ray from the sun’s surface,
but it is possible that we may be able to repay it for
its past advances, and even set apart a handsome per-
centage in return for its countenance during the late
pressure. 1 say ‘if I succeed, for the next five
minutes may see me reduced to cinders, annihilated,
like a second Prometheus, for my audacity; he, how-
ever, stole fire from heaven, while it is my humble
ambition only to withdraw a little of the surplus in-
candescence from what is euphoniously termed ‘an-
other place.””

(This term, as everyone knows, is the parliamen-
tary phrase used in the House of Commons for the
House of Lords, and the mention of it excited Sir
Rupert’s unhappy jealousy of his friend beyond all
bounds.)

“He shall never be a peer if I can help it,” mut-
tered he for the second time, and cast his eyes im-
patiently about the room, as if in search of some
tangible evidence of the experimentalist’s success.
“There are no cinders here, and therefore he must
have gained his end; and yet he could scarcely have
taken his secret with him. What's this?” His eye
had lit upon a long steel rod with a hook at one end
of it, and close beside it, let into the hearthstone,
a small round iron plate with M.P. engraved upon it.

“M.P. stands for Member of Parliament, and that’s
me,” exclaimed Sir Rupert, too excited to be gram-



matical. “It almost seems as though it was fated.
This is the Model of the Patent, no doubt; and if I
carry it off and get it registered, then I shall be the
patentee. I shall not deny that Raymond thought of
it independently; he will not find me illiberal in that
respect; only it must, be understood that I thought of
it first. 1 have only to fix the hook in this ring, and
pull the plate up. Then we shall see what we shall
see, as the children say. Here goes.” And he raised
the plate by about a quarter of an inch. As he did
so a jet of flame (like that used by glass-blowers at
the Polytechnic) shot out from the orifice, and in one
instant Sir Rupert was nowhere. I am aware that that
is a sporting term, but I use it advisedly, and if I
have caused offence by doing so, I beg to repeat it.
In this sober scientific narrative, to tell the plain
truth has been my only object. Sir Rupert was no-
where.

The moment after he had evanesced, a little door
opened in the wall, and out came Mr. Raymond, who
had been only washing his hands in the cupboard.
His attire since we beheld him in the drawing-room
had undergone considerable change. At his back he
wore a quiver, like Cupid, which, however, on closer
inspection had more resemblance to a pillar letter-box
—this was an extinctor, or flame extinguisher. More-
over, he had exchanged his Christmas garments for a
suit of old ““dittos,” which his wife had for years en-



deavoured to persuade him to give away. He was far
from being parsimonious, and delighted in novelties;
but he liked old clothes and old friends. “I have
found a use for these at last, dear Dodo,” mused he
in a tender voice as he surveyed himself in the mirror.
“If anything happens, these will be quite good enough
to be fried in, for the moment has now come for a
peerage or Westminster Abbey. Good gracious! What
a smell of sulphur matches!” He hastily approached
the hearthstone, and carefully examined the iron plate.
“I do believe,” said he, ‘“that somebody has been
meddling with the main plug.” A round spot of
grease upon the floor, about the same size as that
which drops off a tallow candle (sixteen to the pound),
here attracted his attention. “Adipocere!” exclaimed
he, with horror, not, however, unmixed with scientific
interest. “This was once a human being, and now
through merely opening a fire plug—a Central Fire
plug------ ”  Emotion choked his utterance. ‘“Thank
Heaven, it cannot be Dodo or Dotty,” murmured he
presently; “‘they are women, but they would never pry
into my secrets. It can’t be Charley, because (though
he is such a fool) he is a gentleman. It can’t be Dun-
combe, or any of the servants, because they're afraid
to enter the study on account of the electrical machine.
It must therefore be poor Sir xRupert! Who would
have thought to look at that tiny spot that a minute
ago it was a live knight (a knight banneret he used



to call himself, and perhaps it was so, for nobody con-
tradicted him) and a member of the British Legis-
lature? If he were only alive, poor dear, to see him-
self thus, he would say it was only one more proof (if
proof were wanting) of the correctness of his theory,

that everything looks as different as possible from what

it is, or at all events from what it was. Adipocere!

He had always a fancy for being in the Encyclopaedia,

and there he is. This is very curious.” (Here an

idea appeared to strike Mr. Raymond, for he took out

his pocket-book and made a rough note.) “Zz has al-
ways puzzled anatomists and homicides how to dispose of
a dead body. Well, nothing is easier. Reduce it to

adipocere, and then, with a piece of brown paper and a

hot iron above it, remove the spot.” Mr. Raymond

suited the action to the word, so that nothing in fact
remained of the great advocate of the Rule of Con-
trary but a slight stain on the brown paper about the

size of half a crown. He might have been applied

with vinegar for a bruise, and nobody would have been

any the wiser.

“It is better so,” murmured Mr. Raymond, regard-
ing this memento of his friend with pitying eyes—*“it
is better so than that there should be a row about it.
It is true I am a magistrate, but not even a magistrate
is bound to commit himself (though he often does it).
Besides, there is absolutely nothing (or at all events
not enough) for any coroner to sit upon. I shall not



even tell Dodo; for she will be sure to say, it all
comes of working in one’s laboratory upon a Christ-
mas Day. As for this Central Fire experiment, the
subject has become too painful to be pursued at
present.” Then, blowing (as his custom was when
greatly moved), Mr. Raymond ascended to the drawing-
room, where he found all (save one, and ‘ah, the dif-
ference to Aim!”} much as he left them.

“Why, Dodo, you were asleep!” exclaimed he
playfully.

“No, Harry, I was only keeping time to the
oratorio; I do assure you I have never closed my
eyes.”

“Nor Charley and Lotty their mouths,” said Mr.
Raymond, turning to the young people with an air of
gaiety that it cost him much to assume. “What can
you two find to talk about?”

“One another,” answered Charley simply.

“That’s better than talking of oneself,” observed
Mrs. Raymond, anxious to shield her nephew from the
consequences of this imprudent speech; ““and, by-the-by,
where is Sir Rupert?”

“He—he—he,” said Mr. Raymond; he was not
laughing; it was no laughing matter; he was hesitat-
ing; lying was not his forte, nor his weakness. “He
—has gone away.”

““Gone away! why, where’s he gone to?”

“Ah! that I don’t know,” answered Mr. Raymond



eagerly; it was a relief to him to be able to tell the
literal truth.

“But this is shocking, Harry; he must have been
offended with us. People will say that you made your
house too hot to hold him.”

“I hope not,” sighed Mr. Raymond, with a shudder.

“Let us talk of somebody else.”
*

* * * *

What became of Sir Rupert never was discovered.
The disappearance of the Hon. Member had been so
complete (the Government organs said “so satisfactory ™)
that there was no end to the unnatural suggestions
made by the press to account for it. Even the
“Times,” the only high priced (farthing) paper we
have left, could find no more satisfactory solution than
that a Cannibal Society must have been established
amongst us (inexcusable considering the sheep lozenges),
and that Sir Rupert had fallen their first victim—the
First of a Series. The effects of this were temporarily
shocking, for nervous people went about catching
rashes, measles, and other harmless but objectionable-
looking complaints, in order to render themselves un-
inviting to the palate. The real secret was confided
one day after dinner by Mr. Raymond to his brother
the Dean, over a bottle of claret with the yellow seal;
the seal of confession, as you would think, under the
circumstances; yet the ecclesiastic, being a strong
Protestant, did not hesitate to publish the main fea-



tures of the story in a little tract, called “Playing with
Fire: a Caution to Young People.” His wife, who was
a fashionable authoress, used the same materials for a
thirty-three volume novel, entitled “Adipocere,” so there
has been really no breach of confidence in my relating
the incident as it actually occurred.

THE END.
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England (w. portrait) I0V. Criti-
cal and Historical Essays 5v. Lays

of Ancient Rome | v. Speeches
2 v. Biographical Essays | v.
William Pitt, Atterbury 1v. (See
also Trevelyan).

Justin McCarthy: Waterdale
Neighbours 2v. Lady Disdain?2 v.
Miss Misanthrope 2 v. A History
of our own Times 4 vols. v. | &2.

George MacDonald: Alec
Forbes of Howglen 2 v. Annals
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v.
DavidElginbrod2v. The Vicar's
Daughter2v. Malcolmav. St. George
and St. Michael 2 v. The Marquis of
Lossie 2 v. Sir Gibbie 2 V.

Mrs. Mackarness: Sunbeam
Stories iv. A Peerless Wife 2v.
A Mingled Yam 2 v.

Charles McKnight: Old Fort
Duquesne 2 v.

Norman Macleod: The old
Lieutenant and his Son I v.

Mrs. Macquoid: Patty 2 v.
Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. Pictures
across the Channel 2 v. Too
Soon iv. My Story 2v. Diane2v.

““Mademoiselle Mori,” Au-
thorof— Mademoiselle Mori 2 v.
Denise I v. Madame Fontenoy
iv. Onthe Edgeofthe Storm | v.
The Atelier du Lys 2 v.

Lord Mahon : vide Stanhope.

E. S. Maine: Scarscliff Rocks

2V.

R.Blachford Mansfield: The
Log of the Water Lily | v.

Marmorne | v.

Capt. Marryat: Jacob Faith-
fid (w. portrait) i v. Percival
Keene I v. Peter Simple | v.
Japhet iv. Monsieur Violet | v.
The Settlers i v. The Mission



iv. The Privateer's-Man | v.
The Children of the New-Forest
iv. Valerieiv. Mr. Midshipman
Easy [ v. The King’s Own | v.
Florence Marryat: Love's
Conflict 2v. For Ever and Ever
2v. The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. Nelly Brooke 2 v.
Veronique 2 v. Petronel 2 v.
Her Lord and Master 2 v. The
Prey of the Gods 1v. Life of
Captain Marryat | v. Mad Du-
maresq 2 v. No Intentions 2 v.
Fighting the Air 2v. A Star and
a Heart [v. The Poison of Asps
iv. A Lucky Disappointment I v.
My own Child 2 v. Her Father’s
Name 2v. A Harvest of Wild
Oats 2 v. A Little Stepson | v.

Written in Fire stv. Her World against
a Lie 2 v. A Broken Blossom av. The
Root ofall Evil 2 v.

Mrs.Marsh: Ravenscliffeav.
Emilia Wyndham 2 v. Castle
Avorrv. Aubreyrv. TheHeiress
ofHaughton 2 v. Evelyn Marston
2 v. The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Helen Mathers: ““Cherry
Ripe 1”2 v. “Land 0 the Leal” x v.
My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v.

Whyte Melville: Kate Cov-
entry i v. Holmby House 2 v.
Digby Grand | v. Good for No-
thing2 v. The Queen’s Maries2 v.
The Gladiators 2v. The Brookes
ofBridlemere2v. Cerise2v. The
Interpreter 2v. The White Rose
2V. M. orN. iv. Contraband; or
A Losing Hazard [ v. Sarchedon
2v. UncleJohn 2 v. Katerfelto
iv. SisterLouise I v. Rosine | v.
Roy’s Wife 2 v. Black but Comely
2 v. Riding Recollections 1 v.

George Meredith: The Or-
deal of Feverel 2 v. Beauchamp’s
Career 2 v.

Owen Meredith : videRobert
Lord Lytton.

Milton: Poetical Works | v.

Miss FlorenceMontgomery:
Misunderstood 1 v. Thrown Together

2 v. Thwarted | v. Wild Mike | v.
Seaforth 2 v.

Molly Bawn 2 V.

Moore: Poetical Works (w.
portrait) 5 v.

Lady Morgan’s Memoirs 3 v.

E. C. Grenville:Murray: The
Member for Paris 2 v. Young Brown
2 v. The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. French
Pictures in English Chalk (ist Series)
2 v. The Russians of To-day x v.
French Pictures in English Chalk

(2nd Series) 2 v. Strange Tales [ v.
That Artful Vicar 2 v.

“My little Lady,” A uthor of—
My little Lady 2v. Ersilia 2 v.
New Testament [v. 1000.]

VMrs.Newby: Common Sense

Dr.J.H.NewmamCallistaiv.

Nina'Balatka 1 v.

““No Church,” Author of—
No Church 2 v. Owen:—a Waif
2v.

Hon. Mrs. Norton: Stuart of
Dunleath2v. Lost and Saved2v.
Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

NovelsandTales z/ztZrHouse-
hold Words.

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.

Mrs. Oliphant: Passages in
the Life of Mrs. Margaret Mait-
land of Sunnyside i v. The Last
of'the Mortimers 2 v. Agnes 2v.
Madonna Mary 2 v. The Minis-
ter’s Wife 2 v. The Rector, and



the Doctor’s Family i v. Salem
Chapel 2 v. The Perpetual Cu-
rate 2 v. Miss Maijoribanks 2 v.
Ombra 2 v. Memoir of Count
de Montalembert 2 v. May 2 v.

Innocent z v. For Love and Life 2 v.
A Rose inJune IV. The Story ofValen-
tine and his Brother 2 v. Whiteladies
2v. The Curate in Charge | v. Phoebe,
Junior 2 v. Mrs. Arthur 2 v. Carita 2v.
Young Musgrave 2 v. The Primrose
Path 2 v. Within the Precincts 3 v.
The greatest Heiress in England 2 v.

Ossian: Poems | v.

Ouida: Idalia2v. Tricotrin2v.
Puck2v. Chandos2v. Strathmore
2v. Under two Flags 2v. Folle-
Farine 2v. A Leafin the Storm;
A Dog ofFlanders & other Stories
iv. Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage | v.
Madame laMarquise [V. Pascar¢l
2v. Held in Bondage 2 v. Two
little Wooden Shoes | v. Signa
(w. portrait) 3 v. In a Winter
City i v. Ariadne 2v. Friend-
ship 2v.  Moths 3 v.

Miss Parr (Holme Lee) : Basil
Godfrey’s Caprice2v. ForRicher,
for Poorer 2 v. The Beautiful Miss
Barrington 2 v. Her Title of
Honour iv. Echoes ofa Famous
Year [ v. Katherine’s Trial I v.
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. Ben Milner’s
Wooing Iv. Straightforward2v.
Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v.

Mrs. Parr: Dorothy Fox | v.
The Prescotts of Pamphillon 2 v.
Gosau Smithy [ v.

““PaulFerroll,” Author of—
Paul Fenoli I v. Year after
Year I v.  Why Paul Ferrol!
killed his Wife I v.

James Payn: Found Dead
iv. Gwendoline’s Harvest | v.

Like Father, like Son 2 v. Not
Wooed, but Won 2 v. Cecil’s
TrystIV. A Woman’s Vengeance
2v. Murphy’s Master | v. In the
Heart ofaHill | v. At Her Mercy
2v. The Best of Husbands 2 v.
Walter’s Word 2 v. Halves 2 v.
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. What He
costHer 2v. ByProxy 2v. Less
Black than we're Painted 2 v.
Under one Roof 2 v. High
Spirits i v. High Spirits (Second
Series) 1 V.

MissFr.M.Peard: One Year
2v. TheRose-Garden | v. Un-
awares iv. ThorpeRegis iv. A
WinterStory i v. A Madrigal | v.
Cartouche I v.

Bishop Percy: Reliques of
Ancient English Poetry 3 v.

Pope: Select Poetical Works
(w. portrait) i v.

Mrs. E. Prentiss: Stepping
Heavenward 1 v.

The  Prince Consort’s
Speeches and Addresses | v.

W. F. Rae: Westward by
Rail iv.

Charles Reade: ““It is never
too late to mend”2v. ‘‘Love me
little, love me long” i v. The
Cloister and the Hearth 2 v.
Hard Cash 3 v. Put Yourselfin
his Place 2 v. A Terrible Temp-
tation 2 v. Peg Woffington i v.
ChristieJohnstone | v. A Simple-
ton 2v. The Wandering Heir | v.

““Recommended to Mercy,”
Author of—Recommended to

Mercy 2 v. Zoe’s |Brand’ 2 v.
Richardson: Clarissa Har-
lowe 4 V.



Mrs.Riddell(F.G. Trafford):
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v.
Maxwell Drewitt 2 v. The Race
for Wealth 2v. Far above Rubies
2 v. The Earl's Promise 2 v.
Mortomley's Estate 2 v.

Rev. W. Robertson; Ser-
mons 4 V.

Charles H. Ross: The Pretty
Widow IV. A London Romance 2 v.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti:
Poems i v.

J.Ruffini: Lavinia2v. Doctor
Antonio iv. Lorenzo Benoni I v.
Vincenzo 2v. A QuietNook Iv.
The Paragreenson a Visit to Paris
iv. Carlino and other Stories I v.

G. A. Sala: The Seven Sons
of Mammon 2 v.

John Saunders : Israel Mort,
Overman 2v. The Shipowner's
Daughter 2 v.

Katherine Saunders: Joan
Merryweather and other Tales
I v. Gideon’s Rock [v. The
High Mills 2 v. Sebastian I v.

Sir Walter Scott: Waverley
(w. portrait) i v. The Antiquary
i v. Ivanhoe i v. Kenilworth
I v. Quentin Durward | v. Old
Mortality i v. Guy Mannering
iv. RobRoyiv. ThePirateIv.
The Fortunes of Nigel | v. The
Black Dwarf; A Legend ofMont-
rose [ v. The Bride of Lammer-
moor I v. The Heart of Mid-
Lothian 2 v. The Monastery | v.
The Abbot I v. Peveril of the
Peak 2 v. The Poetical Works

2v. Woodstock i v. The Fair Maid
of Perth z v. Anne of Geierstein x v.

Professor Seeley: Life and
Times of Stein 4 vols.

Miss Sewell: Amy Herbert
2v. Ursula2v. A Glimpse of
the World 2 v. The Journal ofa
Home Life 2 v. After Life 2 v. The
Experience ofLife; or, Aunt Sarah2v.

Shakespeare : Plays and
Poems (w. portrait) (Second
Edition) compi. 7v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be

had in 37 numbers, at M. 0,30.
each number.

Doubtful Plays i v.

Shelley: A Selection from his
Poems I v.

Nathan Sheppard: Shut up
in Paris (Second Edition, en-
larged) 1 v.

Sheridan: DramaticWorks | v.

Smollett: The Adventures of
Roderick Random 1 v. The Ex-
pedition of Humphry Clinker | v.
The Adventures of Peregrine
Pickle 2 v.

EarlStanhope (Lord Mahon):
History of England 7 v. The
Reign of Queen Anne 2 v.

Sterne : The Life and Opinions
ofTristram Shandy | v. A Senti-
mental Journey (w. portrait) i v.

<<Still Waters,” Author of—
Still Waters i v. Dorothy | v.
De Cressy Iv. Uncle Ralph | v.
Maiden Sisters Iv. Martha Brown
I'v. Vanessa lv.

M. C. Stirling: Two Tales of

Married Life iv. Vol. II, A Irue Man,
Vol. 1. vide G. M. Craik.

““The Story of Elizabeth,”
Author of—v. Miss Thackeray.



Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe:
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (w. portrait)
2v. A Keyto Uncle Tom’s Cabin
2v. Dred 2v. The Minister’s
Wooing i v. Oldtown Folks 2 v.

““‘Sunbeam Stories,” Author
of— vide Mackarness.

Swift: Gulliver's Travels | v.

Baroness Tautphoeus: Cy-
rilla 2v. The Initials 2v. Quits
2v. At Odds 2v.

Colonel Meadows Taylor:
Tara: a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: Diary & Notes [ v.

Tennyson: Poetical Works 7v.
Queen Mary I v. Harold | v.

W. M. Thackeray: Vanity
Fair 3 v. The History of Pen-
dennis 3V. Miscellanies 8§ v. The
History of Henry Esmond 2 v.
The English Humourists i v. The New-
comes 4 v. The Virginians 4 v. The
FourGeorges; Level the Widower iv.
The Adventures of Philip 2 v. Denis
Duval i v. Roundabout Papers 2 v.
Catherine i v. The Irish Sketch Book
2v. The Paris Sketch Book (w. por-
trait) 2 v.

Miss Thackeray: The Story of
Elizabeth iv. The Village onthe
Cliffiv. Old Kensington 2v. Blue-
beard’sKeys | v. Five Old Friends
iv. Miss Angel i v. Out ofthe
World I v. Fulham Lawn I v.
From anlsland | v. DaCapo Iv.

Thomas a Kempis: The
Imitation of Christ | v.

A. Thomas: Denis Donne 2 v.
OnGuard2v. WalterGoring 2v.
Played out2v. Calledto Account
2 v. Only Herself2 v. A nar-
row Escape 2 v.

Thomson: Poetical Works
(with portrait) i v.

F. G. Trafford: vide Mrs.
Riddell.

G. O. Trevelyan: The Life
and Letters of Lord Macaulay
(w. portrait) 4v. Selections from
the Writings of Lord Macaulay 2v.

Trois-Etoiles: vide Murray.

Anthony Trollope: Doctor
Thome 2 v. The Bertrams
2v. TheWarden I v. Barchester
Towers2v. Castle Richmond2v.
The West Indies I v. Framley
Parsonage 2 v. North America
3 v. OrleyFarm 3v. Rachel Ray
2v. The Small House at Ailing-
ton 3 v. Can you forgive her?
3 v. The Belton Estate 2 v. The
Last Chronicle of Barset3v. The
Claverings 2 v. Phineas Finn3 v.
He knew he was Right 3 v. The
Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v.  Sir
Harry Hotspur of Humble-
thwaite i v. Ralph the Heir 2 v.
The Golden Lion ofGranpere iv.
Australia and New Zealand 3 v.
Lady Anna 2v. Harry Heath-
cote of Gangoil i v. The Way we
live now 4v. The Prime Minister
4v. The American Senator 3 v.
SouthAfrica2v. Is hePopenjoy?
3v. An Eye for an Eye | v. John
Caldigate 3v. Cousin Henry 1v.

T. Adolphus Trollope: The
Garstangs of Garstang Grange
2v. A Siren 2v.

Mark Twain: The Adven-
tures of Tom Sawyer | v. The
Innocents abroad; or, the New
Pilgrims’ Progress 2v. A Tramp
Abroad 2 v.



The Two Cosmos i v.

““Véra,” Authorof—Véra iv.
The Hotel du Petit St. Jean I v.
Blue Roses 2 V.

Virginia i v.

L.B. Walford: Mr. Smith2v.
Pauline 2 v. Cousins 2 v.

Mackenzie Wallace: Russia

3 EliotWarburton: TheCres-
centand the Cross2v. Darien2v.
S. Warren: Passages from the
Diary ofa late Physician 2v. Ten
Thousand a-Year 3 v. Now and
Then i V. The Lily and the Bee i v.
““Waterdale Neighbours,”
Author of— vide J. McCarthy.
Miss Wetherell: The wide,
wide World iv. Queechy2v. The
Hills of the Shatemuc 2 v. Say
and Seal2v. The Old Helmet2v.
A Whim and its Consequences

““Who Breaks—Pays,” Au-
thor of— vide Mrs. Jenkin.

Mrs. Henry Wood: East
Lynne 3 v. The Channings
2v. Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles
2 v. Verner's Pride 3 v. The
Shadow of Ashlydyat3v. Trevlyn
Hold2v. LordOakburn’s Daugh-
ters2v. Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred
Arkell 2 v. St. Martin’s Eve 2 v.
Elster’s Follyzv. Lady Adelaide’s
Oath 2 v. Orville College | v. A
Life’s Secretlv. The Red Court

Farm 2 v. Anne Hereford 2 v.
Roland Yorke2v. George Canter-
bury’s Will 2 v. Bessy Rane 2 v.
Dene Hollow 2 v. The Foggy
Night at Offord etc. I v. Within
the Maze 2 v. The Master of
Greylands 2 v. Told in the Twilight
2v. Adam Grainger i v. Edina2v.
Pomeroy Abbey 2 v.

Wordsworth: Select Poetical
Works 2 v.

Lascelles Wraxall:
Oats 1 v.

Edm. Yates: Land at Last
2 v. Broken to Harness 2 v.
The Forlorn Hope 2 v. Black
Sheep 2 v. The Rock Ahead
2 v. Wrecked in Port 2 v. Dr.
Wainwright's Patient 2 v. No-
body’s Fortune 2 v. Castaway2v.
AWaiting Race 2v. The Yellow Flag
2v. The Impending Sword iv. Two,
by Tricks | v. A Silent Witness 2 v.

Miss Yonge: The Heir of
Redclyffe 2 v. Heartsease 2 v.
The Daisy Chain 2 v. Dynevor
Terrace 2 v. Hopes and Fears
2 v. The Young Step-Mother
2v. The Trial 2v. The Clever
Woman of the Family2 v. The
Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v.
The Danvers Papers; the Prince and
the Page i v. The Chaplet of Pearls
2 v. The two Guardians |1 v. The
Caged Lion 2 v. The Pillars of the
House 5 v. Lady Hester | v. My

Young Alcides 2 v. The Three Brides
2v. Womankind 2v. Magnum Bonum

Wild



Collection of German Authors.

B. Auerbach: On the Heights.
Transi, by F. E. Bunnett. Second
Authorized Edition, thoroughly
revised, 3v.

G. Ebers: An Egyptian Prin-
cess. Translated byE. Grove, 2v.
Uarda. From the German by Bell,
2 v. Homo Sum. From the Ger-
man by Bell, 2v. The Sisters.
From the German by Bell, 2 v.

Fouqué: Undine, Sintram
and other Tales. Translated by
F. E. Bunnett, | v.

F Freiligrath; Poems. From
the German of FerdinandFreilig-
rath. Edited by his Daughter.
Second Copyright Edition, en-
larged. i V.

‘W.Gorlach: Prince Bismarck
(with Portrait). From the Ger-
manby Miss M. E. von Glehn, Iv.

Goethe: Faust. FromtheGer-
man by John Anster, LL.D. Iv.
Wilhelm Meister’'s Apprentice-
ship. From the German by
Eleanor Grove, 2 v.

K. Gutzkow: Through Night
to Light. From the German by
M. A. Faber, iv.

F. W. Hackldander; Behind
the CounterfHandel u. Wandel].
From the German by Howitt, iv.

‘W.Hauff: Three Tales. From
the German by M. A. Faber, iv.

P Heyse: L’Arrabiata and
other Tales. From the German
by M. Wilson, I v. The Dead
Lake and other Tales. From the
German by Mary Wilson, I v.
Barbarossaand other Tales. From
the German by L. C. S., I v.

Wilhelmine von Hillern:
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-
Wally]. From the German by
C. Bell and E. F. Poynter, Iv.
The Hour will come. From the
German by Clara Bell, 2 v.

S. Kohn: Gabriel. A Story
of the Jews in Prague. From the
Germanby A. Milman, M.A., I v.

G. E. Lessing: Nathan the
Wise and Emilia Galotti. The
former transi, by W. Taylor, the
latter by Chas. Lee Lewes, 1 v.

E.Marlitt: ThePrincessofthe
Moor [das Haideprinzesschen],
2V

Maria Nathasius: Joachim
von Kamern and Diary ofa poor
young Lady. From the German
by Miss Thompson, i v.

Fritz Reuter: In the Year’13:
Transi, from the Platt-Deutsch
by Chas. Lee Lewes, | v. An
old Story of my Farming Days
[Ut mine Stromtid], From the
Germanby M. W. Macdowall, 3V.

Jean Paul Friedr. Richter:
Flower, Fruit and Thom Pieces:
or the Married Life, Death, and
Wedding of the Advocate of the
Poor, Firmian Stanislaus Sieben-
kds. Translated from the Ger-
man by E. H. Noel, 2 v.

J. V. Scheffel: Ekkehard. A
Tale ofthe tenth Century. Trans-
lated from the German by Sofie
Delffs, 2 v.

H. Zschokke: The Princess of
Brunswick - Wolfenbiittel ~ and
other Tales. From the German
by M. A. Faber, | v.



Series for the Young.—Each volume I Mark 60 Pf.

Lady Barker: Stories About.
With Frontispiece, | v.

Louisa Charlesworth: Mi-
nistering Children. With Frontis-
piece, 1 V.

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock):
Our Year. Illustrated by C.
Dobell, iv. Three Tales for
Boys. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, i v. Three Tales
for Girls. With a Frontispiece
by B. Plockhorst, 1v.

Miss G. M. Craik: Cousin
Trix. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, i v.

Maria Edgeworth: Moral
Tales. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, i v. Popular
Tales. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, 2 v.

““Heir ofRedclyffe,” Author
of— vide Miss Yonge.

““John Halifax,” Author of—
vide Mrs. Craik.

Bridget & Julia Kavanagh:
The Pearl Fountain. WithaFron-
tispiece by B. Plockhorst, Iv.

Charles and Mary Lamb:
Tales from Shakspeare. With
the Portrait of Shakspeare, I v.

Captain Marryat: Master-
man Ready; or, the Wreck ofthe
Pacific. With Frontispiece, | v.

Florence Montgomery : The
Town-Crier; to which is added:
The Children with the Indian-
Rubber Ball, iv.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story
for Girls. With Frontispiece, iv.

Mrs. Henry Wood: William
Allair; or, Running away to Sea.
Frontispiece from a Drawing by
F. Gilbert, iv.

Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or,
the Rear-Guard of the Grand
Army. With Frontispiece, | v.
The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester’s
Word. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, Iv. The Stokesley
Secret. With a Frontispiece by
B. Plockhorst, I v. Countess
Kate. With Frontispiece, | v.
A Book of Golden Deeds. With
a Frontispiece by B. Plockhorst,
2v. Friarswood Post-Office. With
Frontispiece, i v. Henrietta’s
Wish; or, Domineering. A Tale.
With a Frontispiece by B. Plock-
horst, T v. Kings of England:
A History for the Young. With
Frontispiece, i v. The Lances of
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie. With
Frontispiece, i v. P’s and Q’s.
With Frontispiece, [ v. Aunt
Charlotte’s Stories of English
History. With Frontispiece, | v.

Tauchnitz Manuals of Conversation.
Each bound, JI. 2,25.
Neues Handbuch der Englischen Conversationssprache

von A. SMessing.

gebunden Jz 2,25.

A new Manual of the German language of Conversation

by 4. SMessing.

bound JL 2,25.



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.

A complete Dictionary of the English and German
languages for general use. By W. James. Twenty-seventh
Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 4,50.

A complete Dictionary of the English and French
languages for general use. By W. James and A. Moli.
Twelfth Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 6,00.

A complete Dictionary of the English and Italian
languages for general use. By X. James and Gius. Grassi.
Eighth Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 5,00.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German
languages. By.J. E. Wessely. Eighth Stereotype Edition.
ibmo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Tenth Stereotype Edition.
ibmo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Sixth Stereotype Edition,
l6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish
languages. By J. E. Wessely and A. Girones. Fifth Stereo-
type Edition, i6To sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and German
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Second Stereotype Edition,
iomro sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the Italian and German lan-
guages. By G. Locella. Second Stereotype Edition. i6mo
sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Dictionary of the Latin and English languages.
Second Stereotype Edition. i6mo sewed Mark 1,50.
bound Mark 2,25.

Technological Dictionary in the French, English and
German languages, containing about 90,000 technical terms em-
ployed in more than 250 departments of industry, by 4. Tolhau-
sen, of the Patent Office, London. Revised and augmented by L. Tol-
hausen, French Consul atLeipzig. Complete in three Parts, crown
8vo sewed Mark 24,00. Each Part (French, German, English
\Second Edition\—English, German, French VSecondEdition™—
German, English, French), sold separately at the rate ofMark 8,00.

A Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon to the Old Testament.
By Dr. Julius Fiirst. Fourth Edition. Translated from the
German by Samuel Davidson. Royal Svo sewed Mark 19,00.
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Forthcoming Volumes:

A History of our own Times. By Justin McCarthy, 4 vols.,
vol. 3 & 4 (Conclusion).

Jeff Briggs’'s Love Story. By Bret Harte.

Jezebel's Daughter. A new Novel by Wilkie Collins.

The Story of Barbara. A new Novel by M. E. Braddon.

Sunrise. A new Novel by William Black.

Mary Anerley. A new Novel by R. D. Blackmore.

Nell—on and off the Stage. A new Novel by the Author
of “Jennie of ‘the Prince’s.””

Trumpet-Major. A new Novel by Thomas Hardy.

Sarah de Berenger. A new Novel by Jean Ingelow.

A Tramp Abroad. A new Work by Mark Twain.

A new Novel by Thomas Bailey Aldrich.

Within Sound of the Sea. A new Novel by the Author
of ““Véra.”

Rose Leblanc. By Lady Georgiana Fullerton.

The Parson O'Dumford. A new Novel by G. Manville Fenn.

Artiste. A Novel by Miss Grant.

So very Human. By Alfred Bate Richards.

A Prose Book. By Amelia B. Edwards.

Tales from Blackwood.

Confidence. A new Novel by Henry James, Jr.

Lord Brackenbury. A new Novel by Amelia B. Edwards,
Author of “Barbara’s History.”

Mrs. Denys of Cote. A new Novel by Holme Lee.

A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz
Edition is attached to this work.

Bernhard Tauchnitz, Leipzig;
And sold by all booksellers.






