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INTRODUCTION

TO THE

CHRISTMAS BOOKS

1847-1855

WITH A PREFACE CONCERNING MR. FITZGERALD'S COLLECTION
OF DRAWINGS AND LETTERS, 1829-1850

|
PREFACE

HAVE been wondering whereabouts in my father's life the

FitzGerald chapter should come in. It lasted from 1829 to

1863, sometimes carried on with words and sgns, sometimes in
silence, but it did not ever break off, though at times it passed through
the phases to which all that is alive must be subject: it is only the
dead friendships which do not vary any more. The two friends
first knew each other in early days, in health, in high spirits, in
the exuberance of youth. Mr. FitzGerald survived my father for
twenty years. It was not till after my father's death that he
put together a book of drawings and quotations, of which many
are reproduced here.  On the first page of the book he has
written: " This volume of W. M. Thackeray's Drawings, Frag-
ments of Letters, & ¢, from the year 1829 to 1850, bequeathed to
Annie Thackeray, his daughter, by his friend, Edward FitzGerald,
Woodbridge, December 25, 1864." He sent the album to us soon
after my father's death, but it was at a time when our troubles
were o0 near and everything ese so far away, that the book ssemed

lessimportant then than now—coming to tell of the past, as it does,
XV
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and bringing back so many kind histories and fidelities, still green
and fragrant, gathered together by an old friend's hand.

A FAMILY COACH.

One little picture in it was drawn a long time after the rest.
It represents Mr. Punch
making a bow, and holding
up ashieldwith the legend,
"A trifle from Titmarsh."
I can remember this sketch
being drawn in the Young
Street study, and sent off
with a Christmas Book to
Woodbridge.

On the very first page
of the album there is a
slip of my father's writing :
"There! | have written
such a letter as you never
wrote; take example by it
and send me such another.”
There are also two portraits of himself in George | | . costume, and
his name, W. M. Thackeray, is signed at length.
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Then follow sketches of every sort—Cambridge scenes, Proctors,
bludgeons, demons, stage coaches, hackney carriages crammed with
bilious-looking families; and finally the picture of a family coach,
a portrait of my father with his noee in a very large go' let, and
the following inscription: " Now | have been making myself a
glass of punch, and here is your health."

YOUR HEALTH.

"My last night's epistle”" he writes on October 3, 1831, "is
still lying looking me in the face; but | begin another, and shall
put into it some lines from Charles Lamb, taken from your Every-
day Book, . . .*

' Margaret What sports do you use in the forest ?
Simon. Not many ; some few, as thus:—
To se the sun to bed, and to arise,
Like some hot amorist with glowing eyes,
Bursting the lazy bands of deep that bound him,
With all hisfiresand travelling gloriesround him:

Sometimes outstretched, in very idleness,

Nought doing, saying little, thinking less,

To view the leaves, thin dancers upon air,

60 eddying round ; and small birds, how they fare
When mother Autumn fillstheir beakswith corn,
Filch'd from the cardess Amalthea's horn.'
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"Here is Spensr's February,” the letter continues, " copied
from Hone, and very pretty." (Here a drawing.) "And now, as
I am in the humour, | shall draw Cowper's summer-house for you
from the same book." (Here another drawing.)

A little further on we find a sketch of Titania and Bottom.

" | have been reading ' Midsummer Night's Dream,"'" he writes.
" God bless it! Did you ever sit on a promontory and hear a
mermaid on a dolphin's back, uttering such dulcet and liarmonious
notes, that the rude sea grew civil at her breath, and certain stars
shot madly from their splieres, to hear the sea-maid's music? Or
do you ever go in hill, in dale, forest or mead, by paved fountain,

THE M.C. OF SIDMOUTH. THE GENERAL.

or by rushy brook, or on the beached margent of the sea, dancing
your ringlets to the whistling winds ?"

I myself can remember once sitting in the front row of the
stalls, and seeing this very play of " Midsummer Night's Dream,"
with my father; and as the stnes succeeded one another, and as
one after another of the actors stood by the footlights, droning their
parts in turn, suddenly he lost all heart and patiencee. " Don't
murder it; oh! don't murder it!" he cried aloud to one of the poor
astonished fairies, who stared in amazement.

To return to the scrap-book; many sketches besdes those |
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have mentioned are preserved in its pages The M.C. of Sidmouth
is a delightful portrait. " In one hand he holds a dirtyish white
handkerchief, in the other a blue cap with a band of gold, the
admiration of all the young gentlemen of Sidmouth. x wish |
could give due effect to his immense gold chain. Another Sid-
mouth worthy is General .

"1 don't hate him for being such a coward, but he was the
greatest tyrant possible; he actually tried at the Horse Guards to
establish corporal punishment lor subaltern officers A good-natured
coward one can pardon, but a bullying wretch like this has neither
pity nor pardon.”

The following extract belongs to 1830: " By-the-bye, | forgot
this was a holiday for loyal people,
till a fellow came to me for a
subscription to feast the poor on
the occason of his Majesty's coro-
nation. The dave hath, however,
departed without his guerdon. |
told him that to comfort indolent
honesty, or to relieve unmerited
distresss, my purse was aways
open, and also my heart moreready
than my purse; but to encourage
indolence in criminal profusion,
or to foster unnecessary prodigality, agreed as little with my
principles as it did with my means, and that therefore | never
would sanction with my support a measure which my poverty
showed me was impossble, and my reason convinced me was
impolitic.

"The man retired, struck by opinions which his good nature
led him to deplore, but which his arguments could not controvert.
(Repeated cheering.)"

There is one page with sketches of adventures. A travelling
carriage, pulled by two mules, is drawn to the edge of a precipice.
The sun is setting behind the mountains, where distant cities are
perched with towers and battlements. In the foreground lie the
postillion and a dead brigand. E. F.G. isin the act of running a
terrific Spaniard through the body. My father, in a yellow waist-

W, M. T.'s BTUDY.
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coat and striped trousers, holds a brigand in each hand. "I
have been thinking of a walking trip for us next year," he
writes: "we will go like the German student to Spain or
Germany: which shall it be? Fancy a combat of eight in some
desolate sierra.

" The carriage, of a peculiar construction, is in the background;
the mules are quietly gazing down the precipice; the faithless
postilion (the miserable Pedro) has paid the price of his treachery
—heis lying with his face cut in two by Captain FitzGerald, who
is seen in the act of stamping out the wind of one of the banditti,
while he is running another through the chin. Hon the right hoff
the picture Mr. Thackeray is to be hobserved; hafter the manner
of a true Englishman he has fastened his fists on the vizzens of two
of the robbers, and his a squeadging out hof their miserable souls
In the foreground to the left is a rude cross  Christian, pray for
the wretch who fell at that spot without having the good fortune,
like Messrs. FitzG. & T., to save his life, or mogt likely the bravery
to defend it."

This letter is dated 1831. Here are some versss from Mr.
FitzGerald to my father, written about this time:

E.F.G.toW.M.T.
" October 1831.
"What have | been doing for the last hour? Behold these
veses  The wind was blowing hard at the window, and | somehow
began to think of Will Thackeray; so the cockles of my heart were
warmed, and up spouted the tale. | have drunk a glass of port,
and so sit down to transcribe them:

Y cared not for life, for true friend | had none—
| had heard 'twas a blessing not under the sun ;
Some figures called friends, hollow, proud, or cold-hearted,
Came to me like shadows, like shadows departed ;
Butaday came that turned all my sorrow toglee,
When first | saw Willy, and Willy saw me.

The thought of my Willy is aways a cheerer,

The wine has new flavour, the fire burns clearer,

The sun ever shines, | am pleased with all things,

And the crazy old world ssemsto go with new springs. . . .
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And when we're together—oh soon may it be—
The world may go kissing of comets for me ;

The chair that Will sat in | sit in the best,

The tobacco is sweetest which Willy hath blessed ;
And | never found out that my wine tasted ill,
When atear would drop in it for thinking of Will.

And now on my windows October blows chilly,

But | laugh at blue devils and think of my Willy,

And think that our friendship will not drop away,

Like the leaves from the trees, or our locks when they're grey ;
And | think that old age shall not freeze us until

He creeps with Death's warrant to me and my Will.

If | get to be fifty may Willy get too,

And we'll laugh, Will, at all that grim sixties can do.
Old age! Let him do of what poets complain,

We'll thank him for making us children again ;

Let him make us grey, gouty, blind, toothless, or silly,
Still old Ned shall bo Ned, and old Willy be Willy.

We may both get so old that our senses expire,

And leave us to doze half alive by the fire;

Age may chill the warm heart which | think so divine,
But what warmth it has, Willy, shall ever be thine,
Till Death findsus waiting him patiently still,

Willy looking at me, and | looking at Will."

W.M. T.toE. F.G.
" CORNWALL, June 1832.

" | pased a very pleasant fortnight at Buller's place. | found
plenty of amusement, a beautiful country, and some kind friends.
We canvassed for Charles very assduoudy and successfully, pledging
him to reform in politics and religion, of which we knew nothing
ourselves; but, neverthdess, the farmers were much impressed by
our sagacity and doquence. . . .

" Then we published addresses in the name of Charles Buller,
promising to provide for the agricultural and commercial interests,
and deprecating that infamous traffic which at present legalises the
misery of the West Indian dave.

"Then we wrote songs awfully satirical songs This is a
specimen:

ALAS FOR THE TORIES.

If virtue and genius like ' Soap's should make dips,
What cause had the drivelling drunkard to own
The dastardly deeds which, when sober, he'd done,

And swear that no Radical rascal should cope
With theriches of Eliot, the wisdom of ' Soap.'
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" All this, though | dare say you don't see it, is very satirical
and personal. Lord Eliot's (the Tory candidate) canvasser is a very
shabby fellow, who has done some rascally things when sober, and
confessed them when drunk.  So now you s the point of it. It
goss on for several stanzas. In fact, except ' The other day to our
town, a captain of dragoons came down/ | know nothing in the
language 0 severe

"Plymouth.—As to this place, though the most beautiful
country | have ever seen, thereis only one thing that eguals it, and
that is the description |1 have given of it in my journal. There
were numbers of nice old churches, mostly of this shapo (drawing),
and lots of green trees and green fields, all just round with the
beautiful Dartmoor hills. | don't think | ever had a drive of forty
miles before without being tired. This morning | got up at seven
of the clock and walked about; made a sketch out of the window,
which you shall see soon.

" My dear Teddikin, will you comewith me to Parisin amonth ?
We will first take a walk in Normandy, and then go for a fortnight
or so to Paris. | have a strange idea that | shall be in Italy before
the autumn is over, and if my dear old Teddibus would but come
with me, we will be happy in a paradise of pictures. What say
you, 0 my Teddibus?

" The other day | read one of Irving's orations, which | think
the finest piece of doquence | ever came across. It is a great pity
he has altered his opinions, for there they seem very moderate and
very noble. | wish | could recollect a passage against Bible com-
mentaries. Ho says that if we need commentaries to sustain our
faith, why do we object to pictures and statues. Therefore, while
the warm fancies of the Southerns have given their idolatry to the
ideal forms of noble art, let us Northerns beware lest we give our
idolatry to the cold and coarse abstractions of human intellect.
"Ah!" said a parson to me when | showed him this, 'but the
Cathaolics don't sustain their devotion to God by pictures, they
worship the pictures themsdves' . . . These fdlows in the shove
hats are greater bigots than the Catholics. When you turn parson,
dear Teddibus, you won't refuse to see merit even in a Presbyterian.

"We had grand fun at Liskeard; they twice took the horses
from C. Buller's carriage and dragged him in; then there was a
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grand reform festival: first, we were met by a dozen banners and
two dozen young men in white trousers, who dragged in the popular
candidate; next came a waggon load of young ladies of all denomina-
tions of Christians, who, from their seat, which was cover' 2 with
laurels, chanted ' The heavens declare the glory of God/ ' Sound the
loud timbrel," and other godly and appropriate irs. Then the
asembled multitude was addressed by a Presbyterian parson, who
vouched for Charles Buller's sentiments, moral and religious. Buller
made a very pretty impromptu speech, addressad chiefly to 600
school boys and girls who had come out to meet him. After all
this was over, 800 independent men sat down to dinner, in the rain,
it istrue, but the water which dribbled down their necks could not
cool the warmth of their hearts, or destroy the honest voracity of
their appetites. A tea-drinking for the ladies was to have concluded
the evening, had not the unfortunate state of the weather put a stop
to the festive 806116"

There are various sketches of E. F.G. himsdf in the book, as

1. BLUE FROCKCOAT AND HOUSE.

might naturally be expected. "Visions of W. M. T.'s corregpon-
dent, 1831."
1. Blue frockcoat and house.
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2. In a Wemar court dress

3. In dfter life, as docketed by Mr.
FitzGerald himsdif.

There ae dso portraits of Miss A.,
Miss B., Miss C. "Miss Absdoms one
of the pupils a the finishing school. |
trust her gopearance will explain her
acquirements. | think her one of my
mesterpieces”
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On ore page is a sketch labelled by E. F.G. " Leigh Hunt."

Fancy Leon-

tius on his bacony

a Peckham Rye, or

Hoxton, doffing his bon-

net to some literary
friend!"

Of the next picture
my father writes: "I
have been writing a bac-
chandian solLg, admir-
ably cdculated for this
fellow to sing at Offley's.
The picture as to cosume
and cut is exactly like
the young debutant |
met at the Cider Celar,
OnIy it is |mp0$b|e LEIGH HUNT.
properly to paint nan
keens. They have, when washed, a beggarly look quite
beyond my powers."

One page con-
dsts of sdections
from a boys school.

(1) My son, sir!
(2) Dibble minor.
(3) Walter Scott
as a little boy.
(4) Perhaps Dr.
Birch himsdf, as a
little boy, may have
been here repre-
sented with the
black eye.

YOUNG DEBUTANT.



DR. BIRCH.

SELECTIONS FROM A BOYS SCHOOL.
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W.M, T.t0E. F.G.

"How | long for the sight of a dear green curtain! " he writes
again. " After going three times a week to the play for ayear, one
misses it so. 0 the delight of seeing the baize slowly ascending,
the spangled shoes which first appear, then as it draws up, legs,
stomachs, heads, till findly it ends in all the glories of a party of
! musqueteers’ drinking; a dance—an inn with an infinite number
of bells jingling, or a couple of gay dogs in cocked hats, with pieces
of silk dangling out of their pockets for handkerchiefs. Y et another
month and all this paradise will be in my reach. Really, London
is to me only the place where the theatres are. , You seem deter-
mined to go to Cambridge in spite of all | can say; but you will
come to London, won't you? from Cambridge make flying visits of
three or four days, and come and live with me."

GREEN CURTAIN.

Then comes a view of Venice, of a Venetian dustman ringing
a bell, and a song as sung by Madame Vestris with tremendous

applause:

" 'Tis pleasant to glido at even-tido

The moonlight waves along,

And pause to hear the gondolier
Chant forth his oven song:—

Hark, oh hark !
O'er the watersdark

Heavily tollsthe bell of St. Mark
Listen, oh listen,

From church and tower
The bells they toll the midnight hour.
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DEVRIENT AS Shylock.

DRAWN ON A WEIMAR PLAYBILL.
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DRAWN ON A WEIMAR PLAYBILL.
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VEDY.

Here is a dance of death. He made more than one of thee
grim pictures different represntations of the same grim fancy.
"Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, and se what you shall s= It
oogts you nothing, and nobody can seit twice.  Thisexhibition, tho
it is s0 cheap, is quite the fashion; lagt year it was wisted by his
Majesty King Georgethe Fourth and several of thenobility and gentry.
This year it has bean patronissd by F, M. Diebedsh and severd



INTRODUCTION

DANCE OF DEATH.

STAGE MANAGER.
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thousand officers and soldiers of the Russan and Polish army.

REFLECTIVE MAN.

Ladies and gentlemen, now is your time. A trumpet will sound a

the end of the performance.”
17
\

HERR DONNER-WETTER THE GERMAN. BRAHAM AS SIR HUON.

A little further on we find a stirring description of a dage
manager: " Farley, in afit of enthusiaam, cried out, Now let every
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BRAHAM [N FROCKCOAT.

Tartar man wave every Tartar banner; those who have got banners.’
Really, he ssemed quite like
an artist or a poet or a gene
ral who had just gained avic-
tory. . . . Then two dancers
were abusing eech other for
sandd. It was the most
amusing soae ever | saw.”

There is the portrait of
a reflective man, without a
name, wafered on to the same
page.

E. F.G. has named a
great many of the pictures.
"Herr Donner - wetter the
German. 'A  portrait of
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Braham as Sir Huon out of Oberon' will be recognised, and
another in a frockcoat is even funnier. For the one in a frame
| have to thank Mr. Loder of Woodbridge, to whom the sketch
was given by E. F.G.

And then we have the delectable Monsieur Mignolet, that son
of Adam " Ce n'est pas ma faute ; c'est ma femme qui m'a fourre
un tas de chases dans ma poche. Aussi lui dis-je; Stephanie donne
moi quatre malles encore’ And here are Roger Bon temps and
his wife* E. F.G. and my father both liked to try their hands
at trandations from Beranger.

Letter from W. M. T. to E. F.G.

"Junel835.

" DEAR EDWARD,—Your letter of this morning is a little too
sensble to be very welcome.  Nevertheless, every line must be
welcome which comes from you. | am glad to hear of your

* See the Ballad of Roger Bontemps or Jolly Jack in vol. xii.
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happiness at Keswick, and. feed not a little vain at Tennyson's
message or wish. Worite to me a good deal about Stratford-on-Avon.
When you go, recollect we had determined to make ajourney there
together. Do you know that | have applied to the Morning
Chronicle fori a correspondentship at Constantinople?  This would

L '“"’“""‘L
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AN ARTISTIC FRENCH FAMILY.

give me a handsome income for a year, and fill my sketch-book into
the bargain.

| read the other day a review of Tennyson's poems in the Voleur.
| was glad to se that his name had penetrated so far; and he will
be glad to know that they call him ' Jeune enthousiaste de IMcale
gracieuse de Thomas Moore." *

" Thisweek | have read alot of books—three volumes of Thiers's
' Revolution," M'Farlane's' Constantinople,’ and Washington Irving's

* Thisletter isalluded toin the" Memoair of Lord Tennyson."
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new book; all three were amusing, | think, and Thiers awful.
What surprises me in this book is that there is no blague, no
humbug about patrie, reconnaissance, and the rest of it, witli which
heissoliberal in the Chamber: LouisX VI ., Danton, Mirabeauj and
Dumouriez are the heroes, and most admirably drawn they are. |
think | should have turned spouter at the Union nad | seen this
book in our Cambridge days."

"A new play by Alfred de Vigny, called 'Chatterton,' is just
out at the Francois," he writes later from Paris. " | have not seen
it, but the plot seems very rich. Chatterton kills himself because
Lord Beckford, the Lord Mayor, comes to him with severa other
lords of his acquaintance and offers to make him his valley-de-sham.
He is lodging in a cabaret kept by one Kitty and her husband.
Kitty fallsin love with the poet, and they pop off together.

"l am just come home from Franconi, where they are doing
' Napoleon': the piece is as fine and tedious as the Covent Garden
one of last year. | could not sit it out. | saw, however, the battle of
Austerlitz, and must give the greatest credit to the troops on both
sides; the costumes were excellent, and the guns, though they smoked
and flashed a great deal, made very little noise; but there was no
charge of cavalry, no 'combat of six' as at Astley's, not even a
waggish soldier. Don't you love the combats, when the fellows come
on with their fighting swords? They are not up to it here. The
French love of clap-trap is amusing: Lessaix's dying speech was
almost encored; so were all Napoleon's remarks, 'Dieu protege la
France,' &c. &c.

"Apropos of theatres, there is to be an English one here this
winter, with H. WALLACK for manager. He will of course do all
the genteel comedy parts, and be what they call Le Jeune Premier
here.  This will be good fun.

" The Frenchmen are very anxious to know what a dandy means.
A fellow asked me, and | pointed him out a rakish Englishman of
the name of C, who was in the orchestra, and with whom | was at
school. Now C. had a marvellously dirty shirt, and looked drunk,
whereas the man who acted the dandy had a splendid blue coat
and black satin pantaloons; a novelty which will, I am sure, be
adopted by Wallack as soon as he comes."

" The English company begin here on Wednesday. Y esterday
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| was dining at Vefour in company with Wallack. He blazed with
pins, rings, chains, all covered' with diamonds, a white stock, a lilac
satin waistcoat, a blue coat, with buttons of brass and velvet collar
—a cosume worthy of him and
Theodore Hook."

" Here is a copy of a beautiful
sene” he says, "in a play called
'Pcrinnet Leclerc,’ which they are
now doing at the Porte St. Martin.
It is of course full of horrors and
adulteries, but the scenery and cos
tumesare charming. Thetroops come
marching down the long black street
in the middle; there isarow, a man
pushed into the river—you se the old heads peeping out of the
old windows."  One other interesting portrait in the book is that of
Nourrit, the celebrated singer, in the character of Robert le Diable.

SCENE FROM "PERINNET LECLERC."

Then comes the description of a youthful casle in the air.
" Ourzon has told me, apropos of castles that there is a chateau
in Normandy, with an excellent garden, a wilderness, and some
land, to let for £16 a year. Shall we take it, and be nothing to
theworld for a year ? | have not made my chateau that paradise
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which might have been expected from my taste. We would fit it
up in the old style, and live in it after the manner of Orestes and
Pylades. Good-bye, my dear FitzGerald; write me a letter soon."

"1 have been introduced to
a charming little woman, a lady
from Norfolk, with a dear little
Irish accent, and a delightful fresh
kind of enthusasm which charms
me. She has an old husband,
whom you will know at once
when | tell you that the other
day at dinner he told us with per-
fect gravity how Brummel asked
George 'to ring the bell, and
meeting H.R.H. in the Park
afterwards, asked his companion,
'Who's your fat friend V 0
sancta simplicitas ! What a
number of Norfolk turkeys must
this old boy have eaten to keep

NOURRIT AS " ROBBRT LB DIABLE."

him up to the telling of stories likethose! The old fellow is sixty-
five years old, and told me that only that night he had a dream

CHATEAU IN NORMANDY.

about being flogged at Charterhouse, There is something touching
in this, | think, about which Mr. William Wordsworth might make

a poem if he choe"
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"E.F.Gto W,M.T.
" WHINSTBAD, July 1835.

"1 was very glad to get your letter last night, for | assure you
that | have long been wishiug to write to you. But in the letter
which | received in Cumberland you seem to be not very fixed in
your abode, especially as your governor was just coming over. And
in your packet, which had the drawing in it, and which | only got a
month ago, you gave no address, but talked of going to Constanti-
nople. What has become of these Eastern plans? For my part,
| am glad you stay at Paris and work at your art. But you tell
me that my letters are rather too sensible, and | know well what
that means, o | will write in a looser way.

" Marry then, | have got up at seven o'clock of this fine morning
to answer your letter, and | am sitting in no other clothes but that
ancient red dressing-gown, and inditing of this letter upon that
capacious but battered rosewood desk, which you must know by this
time. But, by theLord, | think | am growing hugely sensible. . . .

"We are going to leave this place, as my father is determined
to inhabit an empty house of his about fourteen miles off, and we are
very sorry to leave thisreally beautiful place. The other house has
no great merit; so there is nothing now but packing up sofas and
pictures, and so on. | rather think that | shall be about this part
of the world all the winter, for my two sisters inhabit this house
alone, and | cannot but wish to add my company to them now and
then. | suppose that | shall occasionaly trip to London and so
forth, to see the ancient Johnny and others.

" How long are you going to be in Paris?" he continues. " What
have you been doing? The drawing you sent me wa. very pretty.
So you don't like Raphael ?  Well, | am hisinveterate admirer, and
say withaslittle affectation as | can, that hisworst scrap fills my head
more than Rubens and Paul Veronese together.  The mind, the mind,
Master Shallow! Youthink thiscant, | dare say, but | say it truly
indeed. Raphael's are the only pictures that cannot be described. No
one can get words to describe their perfection.  Nextto him | retreat
to the Gothic imagination, and love the mysteries of old chairs, Sir
Roger, & c, in which thou, my dear boy, shalt be a Raphael. To
depict the true old English gentleman is as great a work as to
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depict a St. John; and | think, in my heart, | would rather have
the former than thelatter. Thereare plenty of picturesin London :
some good water-colours by Lewis, Spanish things; two or three very
vulgar portraits by Wilkie at the Exhibition. Thereis an Eastlake,
but | missed it. Etty has boats full of naked backs-as usual, but
what they mean, | did not stop to inquire. He has one picture,
however, of the ' Bridge of Sighs' in Venice, which is sublime, though,
| believe, nobody saw it, or thought about it, but mysef. And so
farewell, and be a good boy, and let me hear from you soon."

It was before my father left Great Coram Street that he saw
most of Edward FitzGerald.

At that time of great trouble, when, in conssquence of my
mother's illness, he had broken up his home, it was thk friend's
extraordinary goodness and friendship that brought help through
the saddest days of his life. Mr. FitzGerald gave him orders
for drawings to distract him, and aso to bring money into his
empty purse; he wrote him long letters to cheer him, and shared
his troubles with a liberal heart. Writing to Archdeacon Allen,
Mr. FitzGerald says, "Don't you think it would make a very
nice book to publish all the papers about Sir Roger de Coverley
alone, with illustrations by Thackeray] It is a thing that is
wanted : tobringthestandard of the old English gentleman forward,
out of the mass of little topics and fashions that occupy the greater
part of the Spectator. Thackeray has illustrated my ' Undine' in
about fourteen little coloured drawings very nicely."

All through our own childish days the dear and impressionable
friend, so generous and helpful in time of trouble, used to appear
and disappear just as a benevolent supernatural being might be
expected to do, whose laws were somewhat different from ours, and
for whom commonplace and dull routine scarcely existed. Once or
twice he came to stay in Young Street, and once in Ondow Square,
but at very long intervals, and for a very short time. And indeed
we know that he " preferred the fresh air and the fields to the
wilderness of monkeys in London."

People marry and make new ties; they have troubles and over-
whelming anxieties; they fall ill, they are busy, they are distracted,
they are silent, sometimes—very silent—but there the friendship
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remains. Edward FitzGerald did not always praise his friends, far
from it; his expectations reached so high for those he loved, that
even Tennyson's work and my father's constantly disappointed him.
But though he was a fagtidious and unexpected critic in literature,
he had a true instinct for human beings. My father, writing long
after about some schoolfdlow, exclaims, " Poor old , this
battered vulgar man was my idol in youth! My dear old Fitz is
always right about men, and he said from the first that this was a
bad man, and a sham."

Mr. FitzGerald used to complain that there were too many cther
people in my father's life; that my father did not v/rite to him;
that he was carried away by London life: they were for many
years apart from circumstance, but circumstance does not change
such men as they were. In reading over the two published
volumes of the "FitzGerald Letters,” | am not surprised to find
how constantly my father's name appears in them, for | know how
Mr. FitzGerald's name was always an integral part of our home
life, though we so rarely saw him. It seams like old days to read
of the two together, as | can remember them once and | am grate-
ful to Mr. Aldis Wright for quoting something which | told him.
In the autumn of 1863 some impulse one day made me ask my
father which of his old friends he cared for most. He was standing
near the window in the dining-room at Palace Green. He paused
a moment, then he said in a gentle sort of way, that of all his
friends he had best loved " Old Fitz" —" and Brookfield," he added.

The following letter, written on the eve of my father's departure
for America, will beremembered:—

W.M.T.toE. F.G.
" October 27, 1852.

"MY DEAREST OLD FRIEND,—I mustn't go away without shaking
your hand, and saying farewell, and God bless you! If anything
happens to me, you by these presents must get ready the ' Book of
Ballads' which you like, and which | had not time to prepare before
embarking on this voyagee. And | should like my daughters to
remember that you are the best and oldest friend their father ever
had, and that you would act as such; as my literary executor, and
so forth. My books would yield a something as copyrights, and
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should anything occur, | have commissioned friends in good place to
get a penson for my poor little wife. . . . Does not this sound
gloomily ? Well, who knows what fate is in store; and | fed not
at all downcast, but very grave and solemn just at the beginning of
my voyege.

"I shall send you acopy of 'Esmond,’ which you ..nail yawn over
when you are inclined. But the great comfort | have in thinking

STUDIES FOR "FLORE ET ZEPHYR."

about my dear old boy is that recollection of our youth when we
loved each other, as | do now while | write farewell.

" Laurence has done a capital head of me, ordered by Smith the
publisher; and | have ordered a copy, and Lord Ashburton another.
If Smith gives me this one, | shall send the copy to you. | care
for you, as you know, and aways like to think that | am fondly
and affectionately yours, W.M.T.

" | sail from Liverpool on Saturday morning by the Canada for
Boston."
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Besides all the other drawings, the history of " Flore et Zephyr,"
the bale-dancers, is dso reproduced out of the FitzGerald scrap-
book. The lithographs were published in 1836, at Paris, in a
small pamphlet signed by Theophile Wagdaff, and withaT. W. in
the corner of the pictures. The notes are in French. " La danse
fat ss offrahdes sur Tautel de PHarmonie. Jeux innocents de
Zephyr, et Flore" &c. &c. The mogt anusng of them is, per-

STUDIES FOR "FLORE ET ZEPHYR."

haps, Flore deploring the absence of Zephyr, standing on one leg
and raising the other above her ear.

We dso have a pencil sketch of two dancers, evidently a study
for those under which my father has written "Mademoiselle
Ldocadie; role de Lycoris."

Not long ago a paragraph appeared in the Pall Mall Gazette
announcing a sde at Sotheby's, in which was to be included a copy
of " Flore et Zephyr, Ballet Mythologique," " a unique copy of an
amost unique book." The little pamphlet was eventualy sold for
£90. It may have been published for haf-acrown.
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A GOLD PEN CHAPTER

' | am my Master's faithful, old Gold Pen;
I've served him three long years, and drawn since then
Thousands of funny women and droll men."

MY father used to say that from long habit he never could think
s0 well aswhen he held his pen in his hand. The author's pen is
not unlike the wand of a necromancer, and compels the spell to
work. | have called this chapter of Christmas Books and Drawing
Books the Gold Pen Chapter, because so much of the work was
done by his favourite gold pen.

My father's gold pen lasted for some six years, and produced
the later Christmas Books. The earlier books were drawn with
pencil and with etching needle, and with fine point and brush.
They reach over eight years, from 1847 to 1855.

They beganwith " Mrs. Perkinss Ball," which wasfirst sketched
at Mata, while my father was in quarantine, in 1844. It wes
published in 1847, the year of "Vanity Fair,” and was a great
UCcESs & once

The reviews of " Mrs. Perkinss Ball" were good and emphatic.
"One touch of nature mekes the whole world kin," says the
Edinburgh, " but here are touches by the dozen."

There is a letter which my father wrote about this time to
his mother. Hesays: "1 have had four copies of L' Illustration
sent me by friends, indignant at the owdacious piracy. It won't
do me any harm, and besdes | believe there is no remedy, were
it ever soinjurious. And this isn't the only evil out of the book.
0. swears he is the particular Mulligan, and that he will kill and
est me whenever we meet. There are four other Mulligans in
London, though not so warlike; but | am sorry about 0., whose
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salt | have egten, and whom | didn't know when | invented Mulligan
first. . . "

The Christmas Books used to be announced by little fly-leaves,
with pictures on them, which gppeared in graver periodicas. " Mrs.
Perkinss R; 11" was advertised as " containing twenty-three gorgeous
plates of beaVty, rank, and fashion, seventy or eighty sdect portraits
of the friends of Mrs. Perkins. Toillustrate the truly festive volume,
for the express use of the aristocracy there will be an illuminated
edition, in which the plates will be coloured.” *

My father had other socid duties besdes his own engagements

MUSICIA NA.

to edt salt; juvenile parties had now begun for him. He took us
to many of those very parties which John Leech hes so delightfully
delinested.
He writesto afriend:—
"VANITY FAIR, January 18,1848

" Thisisall I haveto say in the solitude of midnight, with aquiet
cigar and thewegkest gin and water in the world, ruminating over a
child'sball, from which | have just returned, having gone as chaperon
tomy littlegirls. One of them had her hair plaited intwotails, the

* The very next advertisement isin a different strain, and reads in odd

juxtaposition to this one: "'Tales of Woman's Trials,' by Mrs. S. C. Hall,
embellished with illustrations, elegantly bound and gilt."
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other had ringlets, and the most fascinating bows of blue ribbon.
It was very merry, and likewise sentimental. We went in a fly,
quite gented, and law ! what a comfort it was when it was over."

"Our Street" followed " Mrs. Perkinss Ball" in 1848; "Dr.
Birch " in 1849 ; "Samuel Titmarsh" was also republished in this
year; "Rebeccaand Rowena" and " TheKickleburys on the Rhine"
in 1850; " TheRoseand theRi" g" in 1855.

"What a turmoil it is under which | live, laugh, and grow
fat however," he wrote, after the publication of " Our Street."

A i

"There€'s no use denying the matter or blinking it, now | am
become a sort of great man in my way—all but at the top of
the tree, indeed there, if the truth were known, and having a
great fight up there with Dickens. | get such a deal of praise
wherever | go, that it is rather wearisome to hear. | don't think
my head is a bit turned, please God, for | have always got my own
opinion, and when men and newspapers say '" Our Street" is the
finest,’ & ¢, | know a devilish deal better, and don't disguise the
truth either. ThisLondon world is full of good-natured Tom Foals,
and directly one begins to cry O, all the rest say Prodigious. . . ."
Talking of some smart people he had met who seemed to be rather
9 d
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surprised that he was a gentleman, "They don't know who |
had for my father and mother" he ssys "and that there are
two old people living in Paris on £200 a year as grand folks as
ever they were. | have never seen finer gentlefolks than you
two, or prober."

There is a letter to his mother written later in the same yesr,
and dated from Brussds. He says. " What an egotistica life an
artist's is. | wonder whether other people are aways thinking
of themsdves as we are. One comfort is, that nobody here
knows anything about Titmarsh the Great, and that personage
is no more taken notice of than a tall man deservel to be. It is
pleasant at the theatres to think theré's no printer's devil waiting.

"I went to s Dgazet the night before last in the most
delightful, absurd, wicked little comedy, in which she acted with
the grace and archness of a little demon. There was the strongest
mixture of the frightful and the ludicrous in the piece. It could
only be written and admired in a society in the last dage of
corruption, as ours is. | fed persuaded that there is an awful
time coming for all of us. What a good martyr you would make,
and what a fat, worldly, cowardly one | should be! And yet,
though with a great deal of trembling, puffmg, and hesitation, |
think | would have the tooth out after all.

" The Kickleburys" was announced by the picture of a beadle
ringing a bell, and the following advertisement:—

"On the 16th of December next, for the amusement and
edification of Christmas parties, Mesxs. Smith, Elder, & Co. will
publish a new picture-book, drawn and written by Mr. M. A.
Titmarsh. In this work, entitled * The Kickleburys on the Rhine,’
those persons who have visited the Romantic Riv- will recognise
ome travelling companions, and those who have never been to the
Rhine may travel thither (first class, 7s. 6d.; second dass 5s)
in very noble society.”

In 1847 proposds for a continuation of "lvanhoe" appeared in
Fraser's Magazine, so sys the preface to " Rebecca and Roweng,”
that romance upon a romance, which was written by Mr. M. A.
Titmarsh, andillustrated by Mr. Richard Doyle.

"Passing many hours upon a sofa of late, recovering from a
fever," saysMr. Titmarsh, " and ordered by the doctor on no account
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to put pen to paper, |, of course, immediately wished to write. It
need scarcely be said that the artist who usually illustrates my works
fell ill with myself; but this circumstance no one but the author will
regret, asit has called in the aid of my friend Mr. Richanl Doyle to
illustrate the tale."

This preface is dated December 20, 1849, and is followed by
a delightful little sketch of Mr. Titmarsh in bed, pen in hand. But
indeed, the sketches are all delightful, from the sSege of the Castle
of Chalusto Ivanhoc's masterly performances at Xixona, where, with
a calm and smiling countenance, he despatches several hundred
Moorish infidels, besdes leading ambushes, scaling breaches, being
blown up by mines, to the terror of the Saracens and the admiration
of Christendom. All this must have been happy and congenial work
to that Dicky Doyle, who published the Eglinton tournament when
he was fifteen, and who all his life long loved the day of chivalry
and knights, and flying pennants and floating pageants, and fairy
battles and encampments, with their accompaniments of fun and
drollery. It isinteresting to read that Richard Doyl€'s father, the
great H.B., who was practically his master, taught him to draw not
from modes, but from the recollection of the things which he had
first carefully looked at. This gave him wonderful facility and
sureness of execution, though, of course, the system had counter-
balancing objections.

For John Leech my father had a sort of elder brother affection,
and another of these true links bound him to Richard Doyle, whose
name | write with affection and gratitude.

Richard Doyle was born in 1824. He joined Punch when he
was only nineteen. He was twenty-six when he illustrated " Rebecca
and Rowena"; he was twenty-nine when he published the immortal
" Brown, Jones, & Robinson."

In a letter to my father, who had just started for America, he
says. " lam working very hard at the 'Foreign Tour' of Brown,
Jones, & Robinson, whose adventuresin France, Germany, and Italy
| hope to present to a kind public before Christmas.  Perhaps the
volume may meet your eye in the course of next month. What
strange things you will have seen and heard by the time you read
these lines, and how | wish | was with you! The six or more
months will pass away in * no time,' and you will be home again
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with an immense stock of now ideas and subjects for conversation
and amusement and thought, and | hope a large bag of gold and
silver, picked up on Tom Tiddler's ground !

"Whcp we shook hands at Higgins's door the evening before
your depart re, | would not tell you (leave-taking is so painful to
one) how sincerely | wish you every success and happiness this
world can bestow, and what a pleasure it will be to se you home
again. | went to the railway before breakfast next morning to say
'good-bye' and se you off; the train had just gone. | was glad |
was too late, but very sorry not to have seeir you again.—God bless
you, old friend, from yours ever, R.D."

It was after my father's return from America that the pictures
for the " Newcomes " were designed.

Some of them are masterpieces in their way. The drawing of
Brighton cliffs will be remembered, its dazzling sunshine, its gay life
and merry humours. There are the bathing women confabulating,
there is the epicure buying afish, and the scientific man picking up
his specimens, and the naughty boy dragged up the steps to the
cliff, and the happy little children grubbing in the sand. Every
figure is alive with fun and life, the Brighton breezes and gay
shining lights seem to be sweeping through the picture.

Besides peopl€e's being and appearance, there is aso the difference
of impression which they create. Some people come into a room
with a rustling and a sound of footsteps, of opening doors; their
names are announced, their cntrance is an event more or less agree-
able. There are others who seem to he there, or to have been there
always, and whose coming is a rest rather than an excitement, and
I think these are perhaps among the best loved cor panions of life.
Richard Doyle, whose very name is a greeting, an introduction to
charming things, was one of those tranquil presences, loved by
children no less than by elders, who are glad to be made children
again and rejuvenated by the magic of his gentle art.

To the writer it is a happy remembrance that some weeks of
the last summer of his life were spent with her and with other
members of her family at Lynton, in North Devon, among sights
and prospects so suited to those kind and fanciful eyes. Mr.
Doyle told us he had painted a picture from his bedroom
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window, at the hotel, of the children at play in the churchyard,
and we asked him to show it to us. He laughed and said, "I
don't wish to challenge comparison with Countisbury Foreland it-
self; you must come and see my little sketch in London, when these
superb colours have somewhat faded from your minds."  He wrote
from llfracombe after he had left us, describing his impressions of
North Devon.
" September 30, 1833.

" The chief mitigating facts on the road here so long as daylight

lasted were the wild flowers in the hedges;, no memories left by

LORD METHUSELAH.

North Devon are more delightful than these—the small boy who
stood on the step of the coach almost all the way, and blowing his
horn with energy, was in most respects less lovely—although | like
childrentoo.

" The last touch of nature before we were merged in darkness
and llfracombe was at a long straggling village, the name of which
I have forgotten, where several pretty children (nice-looking at

* This drawing belongs to Mrs. Warre Cornish, the wife of the Vice-Provost
of Eton, with whom we had been staying at Lynton in the autumn.
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the pastrycook down below—those cream-tarts for which Lockhart
had s0 great a fancy.

My father drew the King for us, the Queen, Prince Giglio, the
Prime Mi ister, Madam Gruffanuff. The little painted figures
remained lying on the table after the children were gone, and as he
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care up and looked a them, he began placing them in order and
making a story to fit them. One or two other sketches which he
had dready made were added; among them was a picture of a
lovely Miss Baliol going to a ball, who was now turned into a

princess.  Then the gold pen began writing down the history of
this fairy court.
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My father's friends, Mr. and Mrs. Story, were very anxious at
that time about their little girl, who was just recovering from a
dangerous fever, and as the pictures were finished, they used to be
sent over to the invalid to amuse her on her sick-bed. One of the
little Denmans was called Betty, and was godmother, think, to
Betsinda, whose grand name of Queen Rosalba is far less dear to
her subjects. My father used to say that perhaps on the whole
the most charming thing in the world was a little girl of two years
old. Of alittle boy he wrote, 'Your heart would have melted
over a little boy of two last night strolling round the Christmas
tree! He looked like a little cherub just peeping into heaven;
and he didn't like even to take away his own share of toys from the
general splendour."

In February we left Rome and travelled to Naples, taking the
"Rose and the Ring" pictures with us. We drove across the
Campagna by Terracina, and finally, on the second day, reached
Naples, driving in the moonlight through the unknown mysterious
streets, and reaching a comfortable palace of a hotel, with hospitable
rooms prepared, a meal spread at a round table, and a wood fire.
I can remember that as we sat down to dinner my father looked
up at the window, saying, " To think that that little wooden
shutter is shutting out Capri, and the Bay of Naples, and all the
wonders of Italy !'"

We had our fill of wonders when the morning came; we saw
Vesuvius smoking, Herculaneum, Pompeii. On the way thither we
met Mr. David Roberts, who came with us part of the way, bring-
ing his sketch-book. We left him at Herculaneum and went on
to Pompeii, where life and death are both alike lovely. The pillars
stood up solitarily, adivine desolation hung over the place. | can
se it still. It was like a little city built by children and abandoned
by them. One felt, somehow, asif the children had died in the
midst of their play, and had left it unfinished; everything was so
small, so pretty, so appealing, decked out in the shreds of its former
gay clothing. There was a white marble table, beside which two
skeletons had been found quite lately, one of them with golden
bracelets—so the people told us. The amphorae stood against the
walls, the painted frescoes still hung there, the real flowers were
scenting the air, and the great bland Vesuvius was rising against

9 e



Iviii CHRISTMASBOOKS

the heavens in beauty and serenity, not unlike one of those very
gods worshipped by the Pompeians, gods crowned and glorious, with
vengeance and remorsdless jealousy conceded beneeth all that lovely
cam. For ahappy unbelievable week we.lived among supremely
delightful things; then my sster and | fell ill of scarlating, and
for us dso come the healing medicine of Giglio and Bulbo's adven-
tures, to be taken night and morning.

My father used to write home bulletins to his mother during
this provoking illness. " | miglrt as well have stopped a home
for any good to the ' Newcomes which thisjourney lias done, which
| hadn't the courage to take without the children. There is agood
sengble young doctor, who has got for mc agood active Irish nurse
since yesterday, an immense relief to me, for | have scarcdly liked to
stir out during theweek. . . . Luckily | haveanonsengcd fairy tale
with pictures to amuse me during the week, and | have been writing
and drawing that. The more serious ' Newcomes' it was impossible
to do."

On the 17th of March my father writes in his diary: "Began
to work again, having made various futile attempts these last days."
—On the 30th: " Left Naples by the screw-geamer Arno, pessed
between Cordca and Sardinia; a bright passsge” On the 1st of
April we reached Marseilles. Then by Avignon and Vaence and
Lyons we came to Dijon, "the queer old comfortable Hotel de la
Cloche"; and finally we reached Paris on the 7th of April 1854.

We returned to France that autumn to a pretty old Chateau de
Brdguerecque at Boulogne, where we settled with our grandparents.
My father was with us occasiondly, but he was suffering still from
returns of his Roman fever; and Boulogne seamed to disagree with
him, so that he often went away. Notwithstanding his constant
illness, hefinished Nos. 13, 14, 15, 16 of the "Newcomes" between
July and August, and he was dso getting on with the " Rose and
the Ring."

He writes, " Why have | left that letter a home which | began
to my dearest Nan 2—and now 1V e been writing at the Athenaeum
for five blessed hours snce, and 1'm quite too tired and spent to
tell you anything except that I'm very well, and thank God you
are. 1Vebought the horse, avery quiet beast.  And to-night, where
do you think I'm going? To meet a Miss MacWhirter at tea.
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INTRODUCTION lix

"I find by the American Railway Journal that my bonds
haven't gone down, so | have had two weeks' panic and resignation
for nothing. | think this is all my news. No; | may as well go
on and say what's in the other letter. The day before yesterday
Henry Davison and | dined at home together, and had roly-poly
pudding, so good, that | says, 'l wish | had my girls here' says I;
so he says, 'l should like to se them very much, but after the
roly-poly pudding,’ so we ate it all up. And the reason why |
dined at home was because | was ibrced; and the reason why | was
forced was that my stirrup-leather broke, and |1 came off in Rotten
Row on the jjart which Cherubims haven't got, and was bruised
and hurt and in bed for four days, but am walking about again,
and nearly all right now. That's all my history, | think. | have
done a mort of wood-blocks though, for Giglio and Bulbo, and am
improving in them, | think; and etched a many of the cards, which
look very well and funny : and | wonder whether | shall come over
to s, my daughters and parents again, or whether about Christmas
or so we shan't go and give GP. and Granny a benefit at Paris?
There's plenty to do here meanwhile; and not a soul in town,
and | likeit: and even liked being laid up t'other day, for | read
plenty of books, and was very decently and melancholiously happy.

" God bless my dearest women !  Tell Granny my new horse is
as quiet as a rocking-horse, and my tumble wasn't his fault, but
fate's and mine; and so good-bye, my dears. W. M. T."

In Punch's Diary for 1854 he notes on the 1st of November:
" Finished writing of Christmas Book." It is through the kindness
of Mr. Ogilvy-Hamilton that we are able to give a most interesting
postscript to the adventures of Mr. and Mrs. GrurTanuff, and a
sketch of their subsequent history. The letter is also given here
in facsimile.

I't will be seen by the picture that the couple were eventually
reduced to taking in washing for a living. But perhaps, after his
long experience as a front-door knocker, Graffanuff may have found
the area steps an agreeable change. The Countess will be seen
philosophically accepting her fallen fortunes, and enjoying a pipe as
she sits waiting in the cart in the street outside. The letter which
accompanied the picture does not deal with fairy-land, but with the
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friendly details of daily life. It waswritten to Mr. Ogilvy-Hamilton's
mother, Lady Jane Ogilvy :
" EDINBURGH, Monday, March 30, 1857.

"DEAP MADAM,—Allow me to fling up my hat and cry hurray
for the mem her for Dundee. He is so busy witli the lawyers, agents,
bailies, and thelike, that he won't care for a shout more or less; but
his wife?—they, you know, are always pleased when good fortune
happens to their husbands, and when other folks are pleased at it.

" Since | saw you | have had an esxcape of being M.P. myself,
and for this place, where two parties, | don't exactly know for what
reasons, wanted to put out one of the sitting membt.s, Mr. Cowan,
but I manfully said | was for opening the Crystal Palace on Sunday
(ad majorem Dei gloriam, as | thought), and for the grant for
Maynooth, and that | didn't think any Scottish constituency would
take a stranger with those opinions. | had a delightful tourkin in
the North, was charmed with Inverness, and fell in love with old
Aberdeen, an elderly, decayed, mouldering, old beauty, who lives
quietly on the sea-shore near her grand new granite sister of a city.
| found old frieuds of mine, Lord and Lady James Hay, there, with
a house as hospitable as Baldovan—kindness everywhere, bailies
and provosts at every station, and dinners in every town. But the
pace and incessant travelling and lecture-spouting and dining were
too much for me. | broke down on Friday night on my arrival at
Edinburgh, leaving fifty gentlemen and the landlord of this hotel
aghast, who were to give me a dinner on Saturday. The dinner is
put off till Tuesday : | shall avoid the entrees (of which | shall have
my suspicions), and eat the simple roast, and go back home on
Wednesday, let us trust.

"Won't you come to London for a little timein tiie season? |
hope very much you may, and think with very great pleasure of
the pleasant restful days you gave me at Baldovan. With best
regards to Sir John, | am always most faithfully yours,

(Signed) “W. M. THACKERAY."
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THE MULLIGAN  (OF BALLYMULLIGAN),  AND
HOW WE WENT TO MRS PERKINSS BALL

who did. Once | asked the Mulligan the question, when that
chieftain assumed a look of dignity so ferocious, and spoke of
"Saxon curiawsitee" in a tone of such evident displeasure, that,
as after all it can matter very little to me whereabouts lies the
Celtic principality in question, | have never pressed the inquiry

lDO not know where Bally mulligan is, and never knew anybody

any farther.
| don't know even the Mulligan's town residence. One night,
as he bade us adieu in Oxford Street,—"I live there" says he,

pointing down towards Uxbridge, with the big stick he carries:—
so his abode is in that direction at any rate. He has his letters
addressed to several of his friends' houses, and his parcels, & c, are
left for him at various taverns which he frequents. That pair of
checked trousers, in which you se him attired, he did me the
favour of orde’ing from my own tailor, who is quite as anxious
as anybody to know the address of the wearer. In like manner
my hatter asked me, " Oo was the Hirish gent as 'ad ordered four
‘ats and a sable boar to be sent to my lodgings ?' As | did not
know (however | might guess), the articles have never been Bent,
and the Mulligan has withdrawn his custom from the "infernal
four-and-nine-penny scoundthrel," as he calls him. The hatter has
not shut up shop in consequence.

| became acquainted with the Mulligan through a distinguished
countryman of his, who, strange to say, did not know the chieftain
himself. But dining with my friend Fred Clancy, of the Irish
bar, at Greenwich, the Mulligan came up, "inthrojuiced" himself

3
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to Clancy as he said, claimed relationship with him on the side
of Brian Boroo, and drawing his chair to our tahle, quickly became
intimate with us. He took a great liking to me, was good enough
to find out my address and pay me a visit: since which period
often and often on coming to breakfast in the morning | have
found him in my sitting-room on the sofa engaged with the rolls
and morning papers: and many a time, on returning home at
night for an evening's quiet reading, | have discovered this honest
fellow in the arm-chair before the fire, perfuming the apartment
with my cigars and trying the quality of such liquors as might
be found on the sideboard. The way in which he pokes fun at
Betsy, the maid of the lodgings, is prodigious. She begins to
laugh whenever he comes; if he cals her a duck, a divvic, a
darlin', it is all one. He is just as much a master of the
premises as the individual who rents them at fifteen shillings a
week; and as for handkerchiefs, shirt-collars, and the like articles
of fugitive haberdashery, the loss since | have known him is
unaccountable. | suspect he is like the cat in some houses: for,
suppose the whisky, the cigars, the sugar, the tea-caddy, the pickles,
and other groceries disappear, all is laid upon that edax-rerum
of a Mulligan.

The gravest offence that can be offered to him is to call him
Mr. Mulligan. " Would you deprive me, sir," says he, " of the
title which was bawrun be me princelee ancestors in a hundred
thousand battles? In our own green valleys and fawrests, in the
American savannahs, in the sierras of Speen and the flats of
Flandthers, the Saxon has quailed before me war-cry of MULLIGAN
A BOO ! Mr. Mulligan! 1'll pitch anybody out of the window
who calls me Mr. Mulligan." He said this, and uttered the slogan
of the Mulligans with a shriek so terrific, that my uncle (the Rev.
W. Gruels, of the Independent Congregation, Bungay), who had
happened to address him in the above obnoxious manner, while
sitting at my apartments drinking tea after the May meetings,
instantly quitted the room, and has never taken the least notice
of me since, except to state to the rest of the family that I am
doomed irrevocably to perdition.

Well, one day last season, | had received from my kind and
most estimable friend, Mrs. PEKKINS OF POCKLINGTON SQUARE
(to whose amiable family | have had the honour of giving lessons
in drawing, French, and the German flute), an invitation couched
in the usual terms, on satin gilt-edged notepapcr, to her evening-
party ; or, as | cal it, " Ball."

Besides the engraved note sent to all her friends, my kind
patroness had addressed me privately as follows :—
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"M Y DEAR MR. TITMARSII,—If you know any very eligible
young man, we give you leave to bring him. You gentlemen love
your clubs so much now, and care so little for dancing, that it is
really quite a scandal. Come early, and before everybody, and
give us the benefit of all your taste and continental skill.—Your
sincere EMILY PERKINS."

"Whom shall | bring?" mused I, highly flattered by this
mark 6f confidence; and | thought of Bob Trippett; and little
Fred Spring, of the Navy Pay Office; Hulker, who is rich, and
| knew took lessons in Paris; and a half score of other bachelor
friends, who might be considered as very eligible—when | was
roused from my meditation by the slap of a hand on my shoulder;
and looking up, there was the Mulligan, who began, as usual,
reading the papers on my desk.

" H what's this ?" says he. " Who's Perkins ? Is it a supper-
ball, or only atay-ball ?"

"The Perkinses of Pocklington Square, Mulligan, are tiptop
people, says |, with a tone of dignity. "Mr. Perkins's sister is
married to a baronet, Sir Giles Bacon, of Hogwash, Norfolk. Mr.
Perkins's uncle was Lord Mayor of London; and he was himself in
Parliament, and may be again any day. The family are my most
particular friends. A tay-ball indeed! why, Guuter * * * "
Here | stopped : | felt | was committing myself,

" Gunter ! " says the Mulligan, with another confounded slap on
the shoulder. " Don't say another word : I'll go widg you, my boy."

" You go, Mulligan?" says |: "why, really—I—it's not my
party."

"Your hwhawt ? hwhat's this letter ? a'n't | an eligible young
man?—Is the descendant of a thousand kings unfit company for a
miserable tallow-chandthlering cockney? Arc ye joking wid me?
for, let me tell ye, | don't like them jokes. D'ye suppose I'm
not as well bawrun and bred as yourself, or any Saxon friend ye
ever had ?'

"1 never said you weren't, Mulligan," says I.

"Ye don't mean seriously that a Mulligan is not fit company
for a Perkins ?"

"My dear fellow, how could you think | could so far insult
you?" saysl.

" Well then," says he, " that's a matter settled, and we go."

What the deuce was | to do? | wrote to Mrs. Perkins; and
that kind lady replied, that she would receive the Mulligan, or
any other of my friends, with the greatest cordiality. "Fancy a
party all Mulligans!" thought I, with a secret terror.
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MR AND MRS PERKINS THEIR HOUSE, AND
THEIR YOUNG PEOPLE

LLOWING Mrs. Perkins's orders, the present writer made

his appearance- very early at Pocklington Square : where the

tastiness of all the decorations elicited my warmest admira-
tion. Supper of course was in the dining-room, superbly arranged
by Messrs. Grigs and Spooner, the confectioners of the neighbour-
hood. | assisted my respected friend Mr. Perkins and his butler
in decanting the sherry, and saw, not without satisfaction, a large
bath for wine under the sideboard, in which were aready placed
very many bottles of champagne.

The BACK DINING-ROOM, Mr. P.'s study (where the venerable
man goes to sleep after dinner), was arranged on this occasion as a
tea-room, Mrs. Flouncey (Miss Fanny's maid) officiating in a cap
and pink ribbons, which became her exceedingly. Long, long
before the arrival of the company, | remarked Master Thomas
Perkins and Master Giles Bacon, his cousin (son of Sir Giles Bacon,
Bart.), in this apartment, busy among the macaroons.

Mr. Gregory the butler, besides John the footman and Sir
Giles's large man in the Bacon livery, and honest Grundscll, CM pet-
Iwatcr and greengrocer, of Little Pocklington Buildings, had at
least half-a-dozen of aides-de-camp in black with white neckcloths,
like doctors of divinity.

The BACK DRAWING-ROOM door on the landing being taken
off the hinges (and placed upstairs under Mr. Perkins's bed), the
orifice was covered with muslin, and festooned with elegant wreaths
of flowers. This was the Dancing Saloon. A linen was spread
over the carpet; and a band— consisting of Mr. Clapperton, piano,
Mr. Pinch, harp, and Herr Spoff, cornet-aVpiston — arrived at a
pretty early hour, and were accommodated with some comfortable
negus in the tea-room, previous to the commencement of their
delightful labours. The boudoir to the left was fitted up as a
card-room ; the drawing-room was of course for the reception of
the company,—the chandeliers and yellow damask being displayed



MRS. PERKINS'S BALL

this night in all their splendour; and the charming conservatory
over the landing was ornamented by a few moon-like lamps, and
the flowers arranged so that it had the appearance of a fairy
bower. And Miss Perkins (as | took the liberty of stating to her
mamma) looked like the fairy of that bower. It is this young
creature's first year in public life: she has been educated, regard-
less of expense, at Hammersmith; and a simple white muslin dress
and blue ceinture set off charms of which | beg to speak with
respectful admiration.

My distinguished friend the Mulligan of Ballymulligan was
good enough to come the very first of the party. By the way,
how awkward it is to be the first of the party : and yet you know
somebody must, but for my part, being timid, | aways wait at
the corner of the street in the cab, and watch until some other
carriage comes up.

Well, as we were arranging the sherry in the decanters down
the supper-tables, my friend arrived: " Hwhares me friend Mr.
Titmarsh?" | heard him bawling out to Gregory in the passage,
and presently he rushed into the supper-room, where Mr. and Mrs.
Perkins and myself were, and as the waiter was announcing " Mr.
Mulligan," "THE Mulligan of Ballymulligan, ye blackguard!"
roared he, and stalked into the apartment, " apologoising,” as he
said, for introducing himself.

Mr. and Mrs. Perkins did not perhaps wish to be seen in this
room, which was for the present only lighted by a couple of candles;
but he was not at all abashed by the circumstance, and grasping
them both warmly by the hands, he instantly made himself at
home. " Asfriends of my dear and talented friend Mick," so he
is pleased to call me, " 1'm d eloign ted, madam, to be* made known
to ye. Don't consider me in the light of a mere acquaintance !
As for you, my dear madam, you put me so much in moind of my
own blessed mother, now resoiding at Ballymulligan Castle, that |
begin to love ye at first soight." At which speech Mr. Perkins
getting rather alarmed, asked the Mulligan whether he would take
some wine, or go upstairs.

"Faix," says Mulligan, "it's never too soon for good dhrink."
And (although he smelt very much of whisky aready) he drank a
tumbler of wine "to the improvement of an acqueentence which
comminces in a manner so deloightful."

"Let's go upstairs, Mulligan," says |, and led the noble Irish-
man to the upper apartments, which were in a profound gloom, the
candles not being yet illuminated, and where we surprised Miss
Fanny, seated in the twilight at the piano, timidly trying the tunes
of the polka which she danced so exquisitely that evening. She
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did not perceive the stranger at first; but how she started when
the Mulligan loomed upon her!

" Heavenleo enchantress!" says Mulligan, "don't floy at the
approach of the humblest of your sleeves! Reshewm your pleece
at that insthrument, which weeps harmonious, or smoils melgjious,
as you charruinit! Are you acqueented with the Qirish Melodies ?
Can ye play, ' Who fears to talk of Nointy-eight'? the ' Shan Van
Voght' ? or the ' Dirge of Ollam Fodhlah ' ?"

"'Who's this mad cliap that Titmarsh has brought ?" | lieard
Master Bacon exclaim to Master Perkins. " Look ! how frightened

Fanny looks !"
"0 poo! gas are aways frightened," Fanny's brother replied ;
but Giles Bacon, more violent, said, " 1"l tell you what, Tom: if

this goes on, we must pitch into him." And so | have no doubt
they would, when another thundering knock coining, Gregory rushed
into the room and began lighting all the candles, so as to pro-
duce an amazing brilliancy, Miss Fanny sprang up and ran 'to her
mamma, and the young gentlemen slid down the banisters to receive
the company in the hall.
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THE MULLIGAN AND MISS FANNY PERKINS.
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EVERYBODY BEGINS TO COME, BUT
ESPECIALLY MR MINCHIN

T'S only me and my sisters," Master Bacon said; though "only "
meant eight in this instance. All the young ladies had fresh
.cheeks and purple elbows; all had white frocks, with hair more
or less auburn: and so a party was aready made of this blooming
and numerous family, before the rest of the company began to
arrive. The three Miss Meggots next came in their fly: Mr.
Blades and his niece from 19 in the square: Captain and Mrs.
Struther, and Miss Struthcr: Doctor Toddy's two daughters and
their mamma; but where were the gentlemen'? The Mulligan,
great and active as he was, could not suffice among so many
beauties. At last came a brisk neat little knock, and looking into
the hall, | saw a gentleman taking off his clogs there, whilst Sir
Giles Bacon's big footman was looking on with rather a con-
temptuous air.

"What name shall | enounce ?* says he, with a wink at
Gregory on the stair.

The gentleman in clogs said, with quiet dignity—

"MR. FREDERICK MINCHIN."

" Pump Court, Temple," is printed on his cards in very small
type: and he is arising barrister of the Western Circuit. He is
to be found au home of mornings: afterwards " at Westminster,"
as you read on his back door. "Biriks and Minchin's Reports"
are probably known to my legal friends: this is the Minchin in
question.

He is decidedly genteel, and is rather in request at the balls of
the Judges and Serjeants' ladies: for he dances irreproachably,
and goes out to dinner as much as ever he can.

He mostly dines at the Oxford and Cambridge Club, of which
you can easily see by his appearance that he is a member; he takes
thejoint and his half-pint of wine, for Minchin does everything like
a gentleman. He is rather of a literary turn; still makes Latin

B
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verses with some neatness, and before he was called, was remark-
ably fond of the flute.

When Mr. Minchin goes out in the evening, his clerk brings his
bag to the Club, to dress;, and if it is at all muddy, he turns up
his trousers, so that he may come in without a speck. For such
a party as this, he will have new gloves; otherwise Frederick, his
clerk, is chiefly employed in cleaning them with india-rubber.

He has a number of pleasant stories about the Circuit and the
University, which he tells with a simper to his neighbour at dinner;
and has always the last joke of Mr. Baron Maule. He has a
private fortune of five thousand pounds; he is a dutiful son; he
has a sister married, in Harley Street; and Lady Jane Ranville
has the best opinion of him, and says he is a most excellent and
highly principled young man.

Her ladyship and daughter arrived just as Mr. Minchin had
popped his clogs into the umbrella-stand; and the rank of that
respected person, and the dignified manner in which he led her
upstairs, caused all sneering on the part of the domestics to

disappear.
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THE BALL-ROOM DOOR

an-hour Messrs. Spoff, Pinch, and Clapperton have begun
their music, and Mulligan, with one of the Miss Bacons, is

dancing majestically in the first quadrille. My young friends Giles
and Tom prefer the landing-place to the drawing-rooms, where they
stop all night, robbing the refreshment-trays as they come up or
down. Giles has eaten fourteen ices: he will have a dreadful
stomach-ache to-morrow. Tom has eaten twelve, but he has had
four more glasses of negus than Giles. Grundsell, the occasiond
waiter, from whom Master Tom buys quantities of ginger-beer, can
of course deny him nothing. That is Grundsell, in the tights, with
the tray. Meanwhile direct your attention to the three gentlemen
at the door : they are conversing.

1st Gent—Who's the man of the house—the bald man ?

2nd (rent.—Of course. The man of the house is always bald.
He's a stockbroker, | believe.  Snooks brought me.

1st Gent.—Have you been to the tearoom? There's a pretty
girl in the tea-room : blue eyes, pink ribbons, that kind of thing.

2nd Gent—Who the deuce is that girl with those tremendous
shoulders ? Gad ! | do wish somebody would smack 'em.’

3rd Gent—Sir—that young lady is my niece, sir,—my niece—
my name is Blades, sir.

2nd Gent.—Well, Blades! smack your niece's shoulders: she
deserves it, begad! she does. Come in, Jinks, present me to the
Perkinses.—Hullo! here's an old country acquaintance—Lady
Bacon, as | live! with all the piglings; she never goes out without
the whole litter.  (Exeunt 1st and 2nd Gents)

A HUNDRED of knocks follow Frederick Minchin's: in half-
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LADY BACON, THE MISS BACONS
MR FLAM

Lady B—Leonoral Marial Amelial here is the gentleman we
met at Sir John Porkington's.

[ The MISSES BACON, expecting to be asked to dance, smile

simultaneously, and begin to smooth their tuckers]

Mr. Flam—Lady Bacon! | couldn't be mistaken in you!
Won't you dance, Lady Bacon 1

Lady B.—Go away, you droll creature !

Mr. Flam—And these are your ladyship's seven lovely sisters,
to judge from their likenessss to the charming Lady Bacon ?

Lady B—My sders, he! he! my daughters, Mr. Flam, and
they dance; don't you, girls?

The Misses Bacon.—Oh yes !

Mr. Flam—Gad ! how | wish | was a dancing man !

[Exit FLAM.



LADY BACON, THE MISS BACONS, AND MR. FLAM.









MR. LARKINS.
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MR LARKINS

HAV E not been able to dojustice (only a Lawrence could do

that) to my respected friend Mrs. Perkins, in this picture; but

Larkins's portrait is considered very like. Adolphus Larkins
lias been long connected with Mr. Perkins's City establishment, and
is asked to dine twice or thrice per annum. Evening-parties arc
the great enjoyment of this simple youth, who, after he has
walked from Kentish Town to Thames Street, and passed twelve
hours in severe labour there, and walked back again to Kentish
Town, finds no greater pleasure than to attire his lean person
in that elegant evening costume which you see to walk into
town again, and to dance at anybody's house who will invite him.
Islington, Pentonville, Somers Town, are the scenes of many
of his exploits; and | have seen this good-natured fellow per-
forming figure-dances at Notting Hill, at a house where | am
ashamed to say there was no supper, no negus even to spesk of,
nothing but the bare merits of the polka, in which Adolphus revels.
To describe this gentleman's infatuation for dancing, let me say,
in a word, that he will even frequent boarding-house hops, rather
than not go.

He has clogs, too, like Mincliin: but nobody laughs at him.
He gives himeelf no airs; but walks into a house with a knock and
a demeanour so tremulous and humble, that the servants rather
patronise him.  He docs not speak, or have any particular opinions,
but when the time comes, begins to dance. He bleats out a word
or two to his partner during this operation, sesems very weak and
sad during the whole performance; and, of course, is set to dance
with the ugliest women everywhere.

The gentle, kind spirit! when | think of him night after night,
hopping and jigging, and trudging ofF to Kentish Town, so gently,
through the fogs, and mud, and darkness: | do not know whether
| ought to admire him, because his enjoyments are so simple, and
his dispositions so kindly; or laugh at him, because he draws his
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life so exquisitely mild. Well, well, we can't be all roaring lions
in this world; there must be some lambs, and harmless, kindly,
gregarious crestures for eating and shearing. See! even good
natured Mrs. Perkins is leading up the trembling Larkins to the
tremendous Miss Bunion!






MISS BUNION.



MRS. PERKINSS BALL 15

MISS BUNION

HE Poetess, author of " Heartstrings," " The Deadly Night-
shade," " Passion Flowers," &c. Though lier poems breathe
only of love, Miss B. lias never been married. She is nearly

six feet high; she loves waltzing beyond even poesy; and | think
lobster-salad as much as either.  She confesses to twenty-eight; in
which case her first volume, "The Orphan of Gozo" (cut up by
Mr. Rigby, in the Quarterly, with his usual kindness), must have
been published when she was three years old.

For a woman all soul, she certainly eats as much as any woman
| ever saw. The sufferings she has had to endure, are, she says,
beyond compare ; the poems which she writes breathe awithering
passion, a smouldering despair, an agony of spirit that would melt
the soul of a drayman, were he to read them. Well, it is a comfort
to se that she can dance of nights, and to know (for the habits
of illustrious literary persons are always worth knowing) that she
eats a hot mutton-chop for breakfast every morning of her blighted
existence.

She lives in a boarding-house at Brompton, and comes to the
party inally.
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MB. HICKS

T is worth twopence to sse Miss Bunion and Poseidon Hicks, the
great poet, conversing with one another, and to talk of one to
the other afterwards. How they hate each & her! | (in my

wicked way) have sent Hicks almost raving mad, by praising Bunion
to him in confidence; and you can drive Bunion out of the room by
a few judicious panegyrics of Hicks.

Hicks first burst upon the astonished world with poems, in the
Byronie maimer: "The Death-Shriek," "The Bastard of Lara,"
" The Atabal," " The Fire-Ship of Botzaris," and other works. His
"Love Lays," in Mr. Moore's early style, were pronounced to be
wonderfully precocious for a young gentleman then only thirteen,
and in a commercial academy, at Tooting.

Subsequently, this great bard became less passionate and moi\,
thoughtful; and, at the age of twenty, wrote " Idiosyncracy" (in
forty books, 4to): " Ararat," " a stupendous epic," as the reviews
said; and "The Megatheria," "a magnificent contribution to our
pre-Adamite literature," according to the same authorities. Not
having read these works, it would ill become me to judge them;
but | know that poor Jingle, the publisher, always attributed his
insolvency to the latter epic, which was magnificently printed in
elephant folio.

Hicks has now taken a classica turn, and has brought out
" Poseidon,” " lacchus," " Hephaestus," and | dare say is going
through the mythology. But | should not like to try him at a
passage of the Greek Delectus, any more than twenty thousand
others of us who have had a " classical education.”

Hicks was taken in an inspired attitude, regarding the chandelier,
and pretending he didn't know that Miss Pettifer was looking
at him.

Her name is Anna Maria (daughter of Higgs and Pettifer,
solicitors, Bedford Row); but Hicks calls her "lanthe" in his
album verses, and is himself an eminent drysalter in the City.
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MISS MEGGOT

comes to dance with her, though she lias a new frock on, as
she calls it, and rather a pretty foot, which she always
manages to stick out.

She is forty-seven, the youngest of three sisters, who live in a
mouldy old house, near Middlesex Hospital, where they have lived
for | don't know how many score of years; but thisis certain: the
eldest Miss Mcggot saw the Gordon Riots out of that same parlour
window, and tells the story how her father (physician to George
I11.) was robbed of his queue in the streets on that occasion. The
two old ladies have taken the brevet rank, and are addressed as
Mrs. Jane and Mrs. Betsy: one of them is at whist in the back
drawing-room. But the youngest is still called Miss Nancy, and is
considered quite a baby by her sisters.

She was going to be married once to a brave young officer,
Ensign Angus Macquirk, of the Whistlcbinkie Fencibles; but he
fell at Quatre Bras, by the side of the gallant Snuftmull, his com-
mander.  Deeply, deeply did Miss Nancy deplore him.

But time has cicatrised the wounded heart. She is gay now,
and would sing or dance, ay, or marry if anybody asked her.

Do go, my dear friend—I don't mean to ask her to marry, but
to ask her to dance—Never mind the looks of the thing. It will
make her happv; and what docs it cost youl Ah, my dear fellow !
take this counsel: always dance with the old ladies—always dance
with the governesses. It is a comfort to the poor things when they
get up in their garret that somebody has had mercy on them. And
such a handsome fellow as you too !

PDOR Miss Meggot is not so lucky as Miss Bunion. Nobody
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MISS RANVILLE, REV. MR. TOOP,
MISS MULLINS MR. WINTER

Mr. W—Miss MuUins, look at Miss Ranville: what a picture
of good humour!

Miss M.—Oh, you satirical creature !

Mr. W—Do you know why she is so angry ? she expected to
dance with Captain Grig, and by some mistake, the Cambridge
Professor got hold of her : isn't he a handsome man !

Miss M.—Oh, you droll wretch !

Mr. W—Yes, he's a fellow of college—fellows mayn't marry,
Miss MuUins—poor fellows, ay, Miss MuUins?

Miss M.—La !

Mr. W.—And Professor of Phlebotomy in the University. He
flatters himself he is a man of the world, Miss MuUins, and always
dances in the long vacation.

Miss M.—You malicious, wicked monster !

Mr. W—Do you know Lady Jane Ranville? Miss Ranville's
mamma. A ball once a year; footmen in canary-coloured livery :
Baker Street; six dinners in the season ; starves all the year round ;
pride and poverty, you know; I've been to her ball once. Ranville
Ranville's her brother; and between you and me—but this, dear
Miss MuUins, is a profound secret,—I think he's a greater fool than
his sister.

Miss M.—Oh, you satirical, droll, malicious, wLked thing you!

Mr. W.—You do me injustice, Miss MuUins, indeed you do.

[Chaine  Anglaise]



MISS RANVILLE, REV. MR. TOOP, MISS MULLINS, AND MR. WINTER.









MISS JOY, MR. AND MRS. JOY, MR. BOTTER.
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MISS JOY, MR AND MRS JOY,
ME.  BOTTER

Mr. B.—What spirits that girl has, Mrs. Joy !

Mr. J—She's a sunshine in a house, Bottcr, a regular sunshine.
When Mrs. J. here's in abad humour, | ' ' '

Mrs. J—Don't talk nonsense, Mr. Joy.

Mr. B.—There's a hop, skip, and jump for you! Why, it
beats Elssler! Upon my conscience it does! It's her fourteenth
quadrille too. There she goes! She's a jewel of a girl, though |
say it that shouldn't.

Mrs. J. (laughing).—Why don't you marry her, Botter ? Shall
| speak to her% | daresay she'd have you. You're not so very
old.

Mr. B.—Don't aggravate me, Mrs. J.  You know when | lost
my heart in the year 1817, at the opening of Waterloo Bridge, to
ayoung lady who wouldn't have me, and left me to die in despair,
and married Joy, of the Stock Exchange.

Mrs. J—Get away, you foolish old creature.

[MR. JOY looks on in ecstasies at Miss JOoY's agility. LADY
JANE RANVILLK, of Baker Street, pronounces her to be
an exceedingly forward person. CAPTAIN DOBBS likes
a girl toho has plenty of go in her; and as for FRED
SPARKS, he is over head arid ears in love with her.]
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MR. RANVILLE RANVILLE AND
JACK HUBBARD

of the Foreign Office, faithfully designed as he was playing at

whist in the card-room. Talleyrand used to play at whist at
the "Travellers'," that is why Ranville Ranville indulges in that
diplomatic recreation. It is not his fault if he be not the greatest
man in the room.

If you speak to him, he smiles sternly, and answers in mono-
syllables ; he would rather die than commit himself. He never has
committed himself in his life. He was the first at school, and dis-
tinguished at Oxford. He is growing prematurely bald now, like
Canning, andis quite proud of it. He ridesin St. Jamess Park of
a morning before breakfast. He dockets his tailor's bills, and nicks
off his dinner-notes in diplomatic paragraphs, and keeps precis of
them all. If he ever makes ajoke, it is a quotation from Horace,
like Sir Robert Peel. The only relaxation he permits himself, is
to read Thucydides in the holidays.

Everybody asks him out to dinner, on account of his brass-
buttons with the Queen's cipher, and to have the air of being well
with the Foreign Office. " Where | dine" he says solemnly, " |
think it is my duty to go to evening parties." That iswhy he is
here.  He never dances, never sups, never drinks. He has gruel
when he goes home to bed. | think it isin his brains.

He is such an ass and so respectable, that one wonders he has
not succeeded in the world; and yet somehow they laugh at him ;
and you and | shall be Ministers as soon as he will.

Yonder, making believe to look over the print-books, is that
merry rogue, Jack Hubbard.

See how jovial he looks! He is the life and soul of every party,
and his impromptu singing after supper will make you die of laugh-
ing. Heis meditating an impromptu now, and at the same time
thinking about a bill that is coming due next Thursday. Happy
dog!

I H1SisMiss Ranville Ranville's brother, Mr. Ranville Ranville,
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MRS, TROTTER, MISS TROTTER, MISS TOADY, LORD METHUSELAH.
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MRS TROTTER, MISS TROTTER, MISS TOADY,
LORD METHUSELAH

all the evening until now her pretty face lights up with

smiles.  Cannot you guess why ? Pity the simple and
affectionatc creature! Lord Methuselah has not arrived until this
moment: and see how the artless girl steps forward to greet him !

In the midst of all the sdlfishness and turmoil of the world, how
charming it is to find virgin hearts quite unsullied, and to ook on
at little romantic pictures of mutual love! Lord Methuselah,
though you know his ago by the peerage—though he is old, wigged,
gouty, rouged, wicked, has lighted up a pure flame in that gentle
bosom. There was a talk about Tom Willoughby last year; and
then, for a time, young Hawbuck (Sir John Hawbuck's youngest
son) seemed the, favoured man; but Emma never knew her mind
until she met the dear creature before you in a Rhine steamboat.
"Why are you so late, Edward ?" says she. Dear artless child !

Her mother looks on with tender satisfaction. One can ap-
preciate the joys of such an admirable parent!

"Look at them!" says Miss Toady. "I vow and protest
they're the handsomest couple in the room !"

Methuselah's grandchildren are rather jealous and angry, and
Mademoiselle Arianc, of the French theatre, is furious. But
there's no accounting for the mercenary envy of some people; and
it is impossible to satisfy everybody.

DEAR Emma Trotter has been silent and rather ill-humoured
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MR. BEAUMORIS, MR. GRIG,
MR. FLYNDERS

Captain Grig of the Heavies; Mr. Beaumoris, the handsome
young man; Tom Flinders (Flynders Flynders lie now calls
himself), the fat gentleman who dresses after Beaumoris.

Beaumoris is in the Treasury : he has a salary of eighty pounds
a year, on which he maintains the best cab and horses of the
season; and out of which he pays seventy guineas merely for his
subscriptions to clubs. He hunts in Leicestershire, where great
men mount him; he is a prodigious favourite behind the scenes at
the theatres; you may get glimpses of him at Richmond, with all
sorts of pink bonnets; and he is the sworn friend of half the most
famous roue's about town, such as Old Methuselah, Lord Billygoat,
Lord Tarquin, and the rest: a respectable race. It is to oblige
the former that the good-natured young fellow is here to-night;
though it must not be imagined that he gives himself any airs of
superiority. Dandy as heis, he is quite affable, and would borrow
ten guineas from any man in the room in the most jovial way
possible.

It is neither Beau's birth, which is doubtful; nor his money,
which is entirely negative; nor his honesty, which goes along with
his money-qualification; nor his wit, for he can barely spell,—
which recommend him to the fashionable world: but a sort of
Grand Seigneur splendour and dandified je ne sciis quoi, which
make the man he is of him. The way in which his boots and
gloves fit him is a wonder which no other man can achieve; and
though he has not an atom of principle, it must be confessed that
heinvented the Taglioni shirt.

When | s these magnificent dandies yawning out of " White's,"
or caracoling in the Park on shining chargers, | like to think that
Brummel was the greatest of them all, and that Brummel's father
was a footman.

Flynders is Beaumoris's toady : lends him money : buys horses
through his recommendation; dresses after him; clings to him in

I HOSE three young men are described in a twinkling:



MR. BEAUMORIS, MR. GUIO, MR. FLYNDERS.
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Pall Mall, and on the steps of the club; and talks about "Bo" in
all societies. It is his drag which carries down Bo's friends to the
Derby, and his cheques pay for dinners to the pink bonnets. |
don't believe the Perkinses know what a rogue it is, but fancy him
a decent, reputable City man, like his father before him.

As for Captain Grig, what is there to tell about him? He
performs the duties of his calling with perfect gravity. He is
faultless on parade; excellent across country ; amiable when drunk,
rather slow when sober. He has not two ideas, and is a most good-
natured, irreproachable, gallant, and stupid young officer.



CAVALIER SEUL

HI1Sis my friend Bob Hely, performing the Cavalier seul i
aquadrille. Kemark the good-humoured pleasure depictc
in his countenance. Has he any secret grief? Has he

pain anywhere? No, dear Miss Jones, he is dancing like atn
Briton, and with all the charming gaiety and abandon of our race.

When Canaillard performs that Cavalier seul operation, does
linch. No: he puts on his most vainqueur look, he sticks h
:humbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, and advances, retreat
pirouettes, and otherwise gambadoes, as though to say, " Regarc
noi, O monde! Venez, O femmes, venez voir danser Canaillard !

When De Bobwitz executes the same measure, he does it wit
imiling agility, and graceful ease.

But poor Hely, if he were advancing to a dentist, his face woul
lot be more cheerful. Al the eyes of the room are upon him, h
Jiinks; and he thinks he looks like a fool.

Upon my word, if you press the point with me, dear Miss Jonei

think heis not very far from right. | think that while Frencl
nen and Germans may dance, as it is their nature to do, there is
latural dignity about us Britons, which debars us from that enjoi
nent. | am rather of the Turkish opinion, that this should be dor
orus. | think '

"Good-bye, you envious old fox-and-thc-grapes," says Mis
Tones, and the next moment | see her whirling by in c polka wit
Com Tozer, at a pace which makes me shrink back with terror int
he little boudoir.












M. CANAILLARD, LIEUTENANT BARON DE BOBWITZ.
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M. CANAILLARD, CHEVALIER OF THE
LEGION OF HONOUR

LIEUTENANT BARON DE BOBWTZ

Canaillard—Oh, ces Anglais! quels hommes, mon Dieu!
Comme ils sont habillds, comme ils dansent!

Bobwitz—Ce sont de beaux homines bourtant; point do tenue
militaire, mais de grands gaillards; si je les avais dans ma com-
pagnie de la Garde, j'en ferai de bons soldats.

Canaillard—Est-il bete, cct Allemand! Les grands hommes
ne font pas toujours de bons soldats, Monsieur. 1l me semble que
les soldats de France qui sont de mataille, Monsieur, valent un peu
mieux '

Bobwitz—Vous croyez?

Canaillard—Comment! je le crois, Monsieur? Jen suis stir!
Il me semble, Monsieur, que nous Tavons prouve'.

Bobwitz (impatiently).—Je m'en vais danser la Bolka.  Ser-
viteur, Monsieur.

Canaillard—Butor!  (He goes and looks at himself in the
glass, when he is seized by Mrs. Perkins for the Polka.)
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THE BOUDOIR
MR. SMITH, MR. BROWN, MISS BUSTLETON

Mr. Brown.—You polk, Miss Bustleton ? I'm so delaighted.
Miss Bustleton.—[ Smiles and prepares to rise)

Mr. Smith—D puppy-

(Poor smiTH don't polk.)




THE BOUDOIR—MR. SMITH, MR. BROWN, MISS BUSTLETON.
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GRAND POLKA

to look at a polka, |1 own, is pleasant. See! Brown and

Emily Bustleton are whirling round as light as two pigeons
over a dovecot; Tozer, with that wicked whisking little Jones,
soins dong as merrily as a May-day sweep; Miss Joy is the
partner of the happy Fred Sparks; and even Miss ltanvillc is
pleesed, for the faultiess Captain Grig is toe and hed with her.
Beaumoris, with rather a nonchalant air, takes a turn with Miss
Trotter, at which Lord Methusdah's wrinkled chops quiver un-
easily. Sed how the big Baron de Bobwitz spins lightly, and
gravely, and gracefully round; and lo! the Frenchman staggering
uuder the weight of Miss Bunion, who tramps and kicks like a
young cart-horse.

But the most awful sight which met my view in this dance was
the unfortunate Miss Little, to whom fate had asigned THE
MULLKIAN & a partner. Like a pavid kid in the talons of an
egle that young creature trembled in his huge Milesian grasp.
Disdaining the recoguised form of the dance the Irish chieftain
accommodated the musc to the dance of his own green land, and
performed a double shuffle jig, carrying Miss Little dong with him.
Miss llanville and her Captain shrank back amazed; Miss Trotter
skirried out of his way into the protection of the astonished Lord
Methuselah; Fred Sparks could hardly move for laughing; while,
on the contrary, Miss Joy was quite in pain for poor Sophy Little.
As Canallard and the Poetess came up, The Mulligan, in the
height of his enthusiasm, lunged out a kick which sent Miss Bunion
howling; and concluded with a tremendous Hurroo!—a war-cry
which caused every Saxon heart to shudder and quail.

" Oh that the earth would open and kindly take me in " | ex-
clamed mentally; and dunk off into the lower regions, where by
this time half the company were a supper.

THOUGH a quadrille ssams to me as dreary as a funeral, yet



28 MRS. PERKINS'S BALL

THE SUPPER

to draw the supper. We all know that sort of transaction :

the squabbling, and gobbling, and popping of champagne;
the smell of musk and lobster salad; the dowagers chumping away
at plates of raised pie; the young lassies nibbling at little titbits,
which the dexterous young gentlemen procure. Three large men,
like doctors of divinity, wait behind the table, and furnish every-
thing that appetite can ask for. | never, for my part, can eat any
supper for wondering at those men. | believe if you were to ask
them for mashed turnips, or a slice of crocodilo, those astonishing
people would serve you. What a contempt they must have for the
guttling crowd to whom they minister—those solemn pastrycook's
men! How they must hate jellies, and game-pies, and champagne,
in their hearts! How they must scorn my poor friend Grundsell
behind the screen, who is sucking at a bottle !

THE supper is going on behind the screen. , There is no need

GEORGE GRUNDSELL,
GREEN- GROCER AND SALESMAN,
9, LITTLE POCKLINGTON BUILDINGS,

LATE CONFIDENTIAL SERVANT IN THE FAMILY OK

THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON.

& Carpets Beat. —Knives and Boots deaned per contract. — Errands
faithfully performed—G. G. attends Ball and Dinner parties, and from
his knowledge of the mogt digtinguished Families in London, oconfi-
dently recommends his services to the distinguished neighbourhood of
Pocklington Square.

This disguised greengrocer is a very well-known character in
the neighbourhood of Pocklington Square. He waits at the parties
of the gentry in the neighbourhood, and though, of course, despised
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in families where a footman is kept, is a person of much import-
ance in femae establishments.

Miss Jonas aways employs him at her parties, and says to her
page, " Vincent, send the butler, or send Desborough to me;" by
which name she chooses to designate G. G.

When the Miss Frumps have pogt-horses to their carriage, and
pay visits, Grundsell always goes behind. Those ladies have the
greatest confidence in him, have been godmothers to fourteen of
his children, and leave their house in his charge when they go
to Bognor for the summer. He attended those ladies when they
were presented at the last drawing-room of her Majesty Queen
Charlotte.

Mr. Grundsell's state costume is a blue coat and copper buttons,
a white waistcoat, and an immense frill and shirt-collar. He was
for many years a private watchman, and once canvassed for the office
of parish clerk of St. Peter's Pocklington. He can be entrusted with
untold spoons, with anything in fact, but liquor; and it was he
who brought round the cards for MRS. PERKINS'S BALL.
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AFTER  SUPPER

DO not intend to say any more about it. After the people had

supped, they went back and danced. Some supped again. |

gave Miss Bunion, with my own hands, four bumpers of cham-
pagne : and such a quantity of goose-liver and truffles, that | don't
wonder she took a glass of cherry-brandy afterwards. The grey
morning was in Pocklington Square as she drove away in her fly.
So did the other people go away. How green and sallow some
of the girls looked, and how awfully clear Mrs. Colonel Bludyer's
rouge was! Lady Jane Ranville's great coach had roared away
down the streets long before. Fred Minchin pattered off in his
clogs: it was | who covered up Miss Meggot, and conducted her,
with her two old sisters, to the cariage? Good old souls! They
have shown their gratitude by asking me to tea next Tuesday.
Methuselah is gone to finish the night at the Club. ''Mind to-
morrow," Miss Trotter says, kissing her hand out of the carriage.
Canaillard departs, asking the way to "Lcsterre Squar." They all
go away—Ilife goes away.

Look at Miss Martin and young Ward! How tenderly the
rogue is wrapping her up! how kindly she looks at him! The
old folks are whispering behind as they wait for their carriage.
What is their talk, think you'? and when shall that pair make a
match'? When you see those pretty little creatures with their
smiles and their blushes, and their pretty ways, would you like
to be the Grand Bashaw ?

"Mind and send me a large piece of cake," | go up and whisper
archly to old Mr. Ward: and we look on rather sentimentally at
the couple, almost the last in the rooms (there, | declare, go the
musicians, and the clock is at five)—when Grundsell, with an air
effardj rushes up to me and says, " For €v'n sake, sir, go into the
supper-room : there's that Hirish gent a-pitchm' into Mr. P."



MISS MARTIN AND YOUNG WARD.









THE MULLIGAN AND MR. PERKINS.
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THE MULLIGAN AND MR. PERKINS

T was too true. | had taken him away after supper (he ran
after Miss Little's carriage, who was dying in love with him
as he fancied), but the brute had come back again. The

doctors of divinity were putting up their condiments: everybody
was gone; but the abominable Mulligan sat swinging his legs at
the lonely supper-table !

Perkins was opposite, gasping at him.

The Mulligan—1 tell ye, ye are the butler, ye big fat man.
Go get me some more champagne : it's good at this house.

Mr. Perkins (with dignity). — It is good at this house;
but——

The Mulligan—Bht hwhat, ye goggling, bow-windowed jack-
ass?  Go get the wine, and we'll dthrink it together, my old buck.

Mr. Perkins—My name, sir, iS PEKKINS.

The Mulligan. -Well, that rhymes with jerkins, my man of
firkins; so don't let us have any more shirkings and lurkings,
Mr. Perkins.

Mr. Perkins (with apoplectic energy)—Sir, | am the master of
this house: and | order you to quit it. |'ll not be insulted, sir.
I'll send for a policeman, sir. What do you mean, Mr. Titmarsh,
sir, by bringing this—this beast into my house, sir?

At this, with a scream like that of a Hyrcanian tiger, Mulligan
of the hundred battles sprang forward at his prey; but we were
beforehand with him. Mr. Gregory, Mr. Grundsell, Sir Giles
Bacon's large man, the, young gentlemen, and myself, rushed simul-
taneously upon the tipsy chieftain, and confined him. The doctors
of divinity looked on with perfect indifference. That Mr. Perkins
did not go off in a fit isawonder. He was led away heaving and
snorting frightfully.

Somebody smashed Mulligan's hat over his eyes, and | led him
forth into the silent morning. The chirrup of the birds, the fresh-
ness of the rosy air, and a penn'orth of coffee that |1 got for him at
a stall in the Regent Circus, revived him somewhat. When |
quitted him, he was not angry but sad. He was desirous, it is
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true, of avenging the wrongs of Erin in battle line; he wished tilso
to share the grave of Sarsfield and Hugh O'Neill; but he was sure
that Miss Perkins, as well as Miss Little, was desperately in love
with him; and | left him on a doorstep in tears.

" Is it best to be laughing-mad, or crying-mad, in the world 1"
says T moodily, coming into my street.  Betsy the maid was already
up and at work, on her knees, scouring the steps, and cheerfully
beginning her honest daily labour.
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whence | and a fellow-lodger and .friend of mine cynically

observe it, presents a strange motley scene.  We are in a
state of transition. We arc not as yet in the town, and we have
left the country, where we were when | came to lodge with Mrs.
Oanmiysole, my excellent landlady. | then took second-floor apart-
ments at No. 17 Waddilove Street, and since, athough | have
never moved (having various little comforts about me), | find
myself living at No. 40A Poeklington Gardens.

Why is this? Why am | to pay eighteen shillings instead of
fifteen ? | was quite as happy in Waddilove Street; but the fact
is, a great portion of that venerable old district has passed away,
and we arc being absorbed into the splendid new white-stuccoed
Doric-porticoed genteel Poeklington quarter. Sir Thomas Gibbs
Poeklington, M.P. for the borough of Lathanplaster, is the founder
of the district and his own fortune. The Poeklington Estate Office
is in the Square, on aline with Waddil—with Poeklington Gardens
| mean. The old inn, the " Ram and Magpie," where the market-
gardeners used to bait, came out this year with a new white face
and title, the shield, &c, of the " Poeklington Arms." Such a
shield it is! Such quarterings! Howard, Cavendish, De Ros,
Dc la Zouche, -ill mingled together.

Even our house, 46A, which Mrs. Cammysole has had painted
white in compliment to the Gardens of which it now forms part,
is a sort of impostor, and has no business to be called Gardens at
all. Mr. Gibbs, Sir Thomas's agent and nephew, is furious at our
daring to take the title which belongs to our betters. The very
next door (No. 46, the Honourable Mrs. Mountnoddy) is a house
of five storeys, shooting up proudly into the air, thirty feet above
our high-roofed low-roomed old tenement. Our house belongs to
Captain Bragg, not only the landlord but the son-in-Jaw of Mrs.
Cammysole, who lives a couple of hundred yards down the street,

at " The Bungalow." He was the commander of the Ram Chunder
%

OUR STREET, from the little nook which 1 occupy init, and
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East Indiaman, and has quarrelled with the Pocklingtons ever siuce
he bought houses in the parish.

He it is who will not sell or alter his houses to suit thq spirit
of the times. He it is who, though he made the widow Cammysole
change the name of her street, will not pull down the house next
door, nor the baker's next, nor the iron-bedstead and feather ware-
house ensuing, nor the little barber's with the pole, nor, I am
ashamed to say, the tripe-shop, still standing. The barber powders
the heads of the great footmen from Foeklington Gardens; they
are so big that they can scarcely sit in his little premises. And
the old tavern, the "East Indiaman," is kept by Bragg's ship-
steward, and protests against the " Pocklington Arms."

Down the road is Pocklington Chapel, Rev. Oldham Slocum—
in brick, with arched windows and a wooden belfry: sober, dingy,
and hideous. In the centre of Pocklington Gardens rises St.
Walthcofs, the Rev. Cyril Thuryfer and assistants—a splendid
Anglo-Norman edifice, vast, rich, elaborate, bran new, and intensely
old. Down Aveniary Lane you may hear the clink of the little
Romish chapel bell. And hard by is a large broad-shouldered
Ebenczer (Rev. Jonas Gronow), out of the windows of which the
hymns come booming all Sunday long.

Going westward along the line, we come presently to Comandine
House (on a part of the gardens of which Comandine Gardens is
about to be erected by his lordship); farther on, " The Pineries,"
Mr. and Lady Mary Mango: and so we get into the country, and
out of Our Street altogether, as | may say. But in the half mile,
over which it may be said to extend, we find all sorts and condi-
tions of people—from the Right Honourable Lord Comandine down
to the present topographer; who being of no rank as it were, has
the fortune to be treated on almost friendly footing by all, from
his lordship down to the tradesman.
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OUR HOUSE IN OUR STREET

should begin—at home. Mrs. Cainmysole, my landlady,

will be rather surprised when she reads this, and finds
that a good-natured tenant, who has never complained of her imposi-
tions for fifteen years, understands every one of her tricks, and
treats them, not with anger, but with scorn -with silent scorn.

On the 18th of December 1837, for instance, coming gently
downstairs, and before my usual wont, | saw you seated in my
arm-chair, peeping into a letter that came from my aunt in the
country, just as if it had been addressed to you, and not to
"M . A. Titmarsh, Esg." Did | make any disturbance? far from
it: | slunk back to my bedroom (being enabled to walk silently
in the beautiful pair of worsted slippers Miss Penelope J——s
worked for me: they are worn out now, dear Penelope!) and then
rattling open the door with a great noise, descended the stairs,
singing " Son very in vezzosa " at the top of my voice. You were
not in my sitting-room, Mrs. Cammysole, when | entered that
apartment.

You have been reading all my letters, papers, manuscripts,
browillons of verses, inchoate articles for the Morning Post and
Morning Chronicle, invitations to dinner and tea—all my family
letters, all Eliza Townley's letters, from the first, in which she
declared that to be the bride of her beloved Michelagnolo was
the fondest wish of her maiden heart, to the last, in which she
announced that her Thomas was the best of husbands, and signed
herself "Eliza Slogger"; all Mary Farmer's letters, all Emily
Delamere's; all that poor foolish old Miss MacWhirter's, whom |
would as soon marry as———: in aword, | know that you, you
hawk-beaked, keen-eyed, deepless, indefatigable old Mrs. Cammysole,
have read all my papers for these fifteen years.

I know that you cast your curious old eyes over all the
manuscripts which you find in my coat-pockets and those of my
pantaloons, as they hang in a drapery over the door-handle of my
bedroom.

WE must begin our little descriptions where they say charity



38 OUR STREET

I know that you count the money in my green and gold purse,
which Lucy Neftcrvillc gave me, and speculate on the manner in
which | have Jaid out the difference between to-day and yesterday.

I know that you have an understanding with the laundress (to
whom you say that you are all-powerful with me), threatening to
take away my practice from her, unless she gets up gratis some
of your fine linen.

I know that we both have a penny worth of cream for breakfast,
which is brought in in the same little can; and | know who lias
the most for her share.

I know how many lumps of sugar you take from each pound
as it arrives. | have counted the lumps, you old thief, and for
years have never said a word, except to Miss Clapperclaw, the
first-floor lodger. Once | put a bottle of pale brandy into that
cupboard, of which you and | only have keys, and the liquor
wasted and wasted away until it was all gone. You drank the
whole of it, you wicked old woman. Y ou alady, indeed!

I know your rage when they did me the honour to elect me
a member of the " Poluphloisboiothalasses Club," and | ceased con-
sequently to dine at home. When | did dine a8 home—on a
beef-steak let us say,—I should like to know what you had for
supper.  You first amputated portions of the meat when raw;
you abstracted more when cooked. Do you think  was taken
in by your flimsy pretences? | wonder how you could dare to
do such things before your maids (you a clergyman's daughter
and widow, indeed!), whom you yourself were always charging
with roguery.

Yes, the insolence of the old woman is unbearable, and | must
break out at last. If she goes off in a fit at reading this, | am
sure | shan't mind. She has two unhappy wenches, against whom
her old tongue is clacking from morning till night: she pounces
on them at all hours. It was but this morning at eight when
poor Molly was brooming the steps, and the baker paying her
by no means unmerited compliments, that my landlady came
whirling out of the ground-floor front, and sent the poor girl
whimpering into the kitchen.

Were it but for her conduct to her maids | was determined
publicly to denounce her. These poor wretches she causes to
lead the lives of demons; and not content with bullying them
all day, she deeps at night in the same room with them, so that
she may have them up before daybreak, and scold them while
they are dressing.

Certain it is, that between her and Miss Clapperclaw, on the
first floor, the poor wenches lead a dismal life. My dear Miss
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Clapperclaw, | hope you will excuse me for having placed you in
the title-page of my little book, looking out of your accustomed
window, and having your eye-glasses ready to spy the whole street,
which you know better than any inhabitant of it.

It is to you that | owe most of my knowledge of our neigh-
bours; from you it is that most of the facts and observations con-
tained in these brief pages are taken. Many a night, over our tea,
have we talked amiably about our neighbours and their little fail-
ings; and as | know that you speak of mine pretty freely, why,
let me say, my dear Bessy, that if we have not built up Our Street
between us, at least we have pulled it to pieces.
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THE BUNGALOW—CAPTAIN AND
MRS BRAGG

between us and London passing four times a day—I do not

care to own that it was a sight of Flora Oammysolo's face,
under the card of her mammas "Lodgings to Let," which first
caused me to become a tenant of Our Street. A fine good-humoured
lass she was then; and | gave her lessons (part out of the rent) in
French and flower-painting. She lias made a fine rich marriage
since, although her eyes have often seemed to me to say, " Ah, Mr.
T., why didn't you, when there was yet time, and we both of us
were free, propose -you know what ?' " Psha! Where was the
money, my dear madam ?"

Captain Bragg, then occupied in building Bungalow Lodge—
Bragg, | say, living on the first-floor, and entertaining sea-captains,
merchants, and East Indian friends with his grand ship's plate,
being disappointed in a project of marrying a director's daughter,
who was aso a second cousin once removed of a peer,—sent in
a fury for Mrs. Oammysole, his landlady, and proposed to marry
Flora off-hand, and settle four hundred a year upon her. Flora
was ordered from the back-parlour (the ground-floor occupies the
second-floor bedroom), and was on the spot made acquainted with
the splendid offer which the first-floor had made her.  She has been
Mrs. Captain Bragg these twelve years.

You se her portrait, and that of the brute her husband, on the
opposite side of the page.

Bragg to this day wears anchor-buttons, and has a dress-coat
with a gold strap for epaulets, in case he should have a fancy to
sport them.  His house is covered with portraits, busts, and minia-
tures of himself. His wife is made to wear one of the latter. On
his sideboard are pieces of plate, presented by the passengers of
the Ram Chunder to Captain Bragg: " The Ram Chunder East
Indiaman, in a gae, off Table Bay;" " The Outward-bound Fleet,

LONG, long ago, when Our Street was the country—a stage-coach
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under convoy of her Majesty's frigate Loblolly boy, Captain Gutch,
beating off the French squadron, under Commodore Leloup (the
Ram Chunder, S.E. by E., is represented engaged witli the Mirliton,
corvette);" " The Ram Chunder standing into the Hooghly, with
Captain Bragg, his telescope and speaking-trumpet, on the poop;"
"Captain Bragg presenting the Officers of the Ram Chvnder to
General Bonaparteat St. Helena—TITMARSI " (thisfine piece was
painted by me when | was in favour with Bragg); in a word, Bragg
and the Ram Chunder are all over the house.

Although | have eaten scores of dinners at Captain Bragg's
charge, yet his hospitality is so insolent, that none of us who
frequent his mahogany feel any obligation to our braggart en-
tertainer.

After he has given one of his great heavy dinners he always
takes an opportunity to tell you, in the most public way, how many
bottles of wine were drunk. His pleasure is to make his guests
tipsy, and to tell everybody how and when the period of inebriation
aose.  And Miss Clapperclaw tells me that he often comes over
laughing and giggling to her, and pretending that he has brought
me into this condition—a calumny which | fling contemptuously in
his face.

He scarcely gives any but men's parties, and invites the whole
club home to dinner. What is the compliment of being asked,
when the whole club is asked too, | should like to know1l Men's
parties are only good for boys. | hate a dinner where there are
no women. Bragg sits at the head of his table, and bullies the
solitary Mrs. Bragg.

He entertains us with stories of storms which he, Bragg, en-
countered—of dinners which he, Bragg, has received from the
Governor-General of India—of jokes which he, Bragg, has heard;
and however stale and odious they may be, poor Mrs. B. is aways
expected to laugh.

Woe bet her if she doesn't, or if she laughs at anybody ese's
jokes. | have seen Bragg go up to her and squeeze her arm with a
savage grind of his teeth, and say, with an oath, " Hang it, madam,
how dare you laugh when any man but your husband speaks to you ?
| forbid you to grin in that way. | forbid you to look sulky. |
forbid you to look happy, or to look up, or to keep your eyes down
to the ground. | desire you will not be trapesing through the
rooms. | order you not to sit as still as a stone." He curses her
if the wine is corked, or if the dinner is spoiled, or if she comes a
minute too soon to the club for him, or arrives a minute too late.
He forbids her to walk, except upon his arm. And the conse
quence of hisill treatment is, that Mrs. Cammysole and Mrs. Bragg
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respect him | eyond measure, and think him the first of human
beings.

"1 never knew a woman who was constantly bullied by her
husband who did not like him the better for it," Miss Clapper-
claw says. And though this speech has some of Clapp's usual
sardonic humour in it, | can't but think thereis some truth in
the remark.
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LEVANT HOUSE CHAMBERS
MR RUMBOLD, ARA, AND MISS RUMBOLD

HEN Lord Levant quitted the country and this neighbour-
liood, in which the.tradesmen still deplore him, No. 56,

known as Levantine House, was let to the " Pococurante
Club," which was speedily bankrupt (for we are too far from the
centre of town to support a club of our own); it was subsequently
hired by the West Diddlcsex Railroad; and is now divided into
sets of chambers, superintended by an acrimonious housekeeper,
and by a porter in a sham livery: whom, if you don't find him at
the door, you may as well sk at the "Grapes" public-house, in
the little lane round the corner. He varnishes the japan-boots of
the dandy lodgers; leads Mr. Pinkney's Morning Post before he
lets him have it; and neglects the letters of the inmates of the
chambers generally.

The great rooms, which were occupied as the salons of the
noble Levant, the coffeerooms of the "Pococurante" (a club where
the play was furious, as | am told), and the board-room and
manager's-rooiu of the West Diddlcsex, are tenanted now by a
couple of artists; young Pinkney the miniaturist, and George
Rumbold the historical painter. Miss Rumbold, his sister, lives
with him, by the way; but with that young lady of course we
have nothing to do.

| knew both these gentlemen at Rome, where George wore a
velvet doublet and a beard down to his chest, and used to talk
about high art at the " Caffe Greco." How it smelled of smoke,
that velveteen doublet of his, with which his stringy red bearol was
likewise perfumed! It was in his studio that | had the honour
to be introduced to his sister, the fair Miss Clara: she had a
large casque with a red horse-hair plume (I thought it had been a
wisp of her brother's beard at first), and held a tin-headed spear in
her hand, representing a Roman warrior in the great picture of
" Caractacus' George was painting—a piece sixty-four feet by
eighteen. The Roman warrior blushed to be discovered in that
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attitude: the tin-headed spear trembled in the whitest arm in the
world. So she put it down, and taking off the helmet aso, went
and sat in a far corner of the studio, mending George's stockings;
whilst we smoked a couple of pipes, and talked about Raphael being
a good deal overrated.

I think he is; and have never disguised my opinion about the
" Transfiguration." And all the time we talked, there were Clara's
eyes looking lucidly out from the dark corner in which she was
sitting, working away at the stockings. The lucky fellow ! They
were in a dreadful state of bad repair when she came out to him at
Rome, after the death of their father, the Reverend Miles Rumbold.

George, while at Rome, painted " Caractacus'; a picture of
"Non Angli sed Angeli" of course; a picture of "Alfred in the
Neatherd's Cottage," seventy-two feet by forty-eight—(an idea of
the gigantic size and Miehel-Angelcsquc proportions of this picture
may be formed, when | state that the mere muffin, of which the
outcast king is spoiling the baking, is two feet three in diameter);
and the deaths of Socrates, of Remus, and of the Christians under
Nero respectively. | shall never forget how lovely Clara looked
in white muslin, with her hair down, in this latter picture, giving
herself up to a ferocious Carnifex (for which Rob Gaunter the
architect sat), and refusing to listen to the mild suggestions of an
insinuating Flamen: which character was a gross caricature of
myself.

None of George's pictures sold. He has enough to tapestry
Trafalgar Square.  He has painted, since he came back to England,
" The Flaying of Marsyas,” " The Smothering of the Little Boys in
the Tower," " A Plague Scene during the Great Pestilence,” " Ugo-
lino on the Seventh Day after he was deprived of Victuals," &e.
For although these pictures have great merit, and the writhings
of Marsyas, the convulsions of the little princes, the look of agony
of St. Lawrence on the gridiron, &c., are quite true to nature, yet
the subjects somehow are not agreeable; and if he hadn't a small
patrimony, my friend George would starve.

Fondness for art leads me a great deal to his studio. George
is a gentleman, and has very good friends, and good pluck too.
When we' were at Rome, there was a great row between him and
young Heeltap, Lord Boxmoor's son, who was uncivil to Miss
Rumbold; (the young scoundrel—had | been a fighting man, |
should like to have shot him myself!). Lady Betty Bulbul is very
fond of Clara; and Tom Bulbul, who took Georges message to
Heeltap, is always hanging about the studio. At least | know
that | find the young jackanapes there almost every day, bringing
a new novel, or some poisonous French poetry, or a basket of
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flowers, or grapes, with Lady Betty's love to her dear Clara -a
young raseal with white kids, and his hair eurled every morning.
What business has he to be dangling about George Riimbold's
premises, and sticking up his ugly pugfaec as a model for all
George's pictures ?

Miss Clapperclaw says Bulbul is evidently smitten, and Clara
too. What! would she put up with such a little fribble as that,
when there is a man of intellect and taste who—but | won't believe
it. Itisall thejealousy of women.
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SOME OF THE SERVANTS IN OUR STREET

butlers at the "Indiaman," and for the gents in livery at

the " Pocklington Arms"—of either of which societies |
should like to be a member. | am sure they could not be so dull
as our club at the " Poluphloisboio," where one meets the same neat,
clean, respectable old fogies every day.

But with the best wishes, it is impossible for the present writer
to join either the " Plate Club" or the " Uniform Club" (as these
reunions are designated); for one could not shake hands with a
friend who was standing behind your chair, or nod a How-d'ye do1
to the butler who was pouring you out a glass of wine;—so that
what | know about the gents in our neighbourhood is from mere
casua observation. For instance, | have a slight acquaintance with
(1) Thomas Spavin, who commonly wears the above air of injured
innocence, and is groom to Mr. Joseph Green, of Our Street. "
tell why the brougham 'oss is out of condition, and why Desperation
broke out all in a lather! 'Osses will, this 'eavy weather; and
Desperation was always the most mystest hoss | ever sse— take
him out with Mr. Anderson's ‘ounds—I'm above it. | allis was
too timid to ride to 'ounds by natur; and Colonel Sprigs' groom as
says he saw me, isaliar," &c. &c.

Such is the tenor of Mr. Spavin's remarks to his master.
Whereas ail the world in Our Street knows that Mr. Spavin spends
at least a hundred a year in beer; that he keeps a betting-book;
that he has lent Mr. Green's black brougham horse to the omnibus
driver ; and, at atimewhen Mr. G. supposed him at the veterinary
surgeon's, has lent him to alivery stable, which has let him out to
that gentleman himself, and actually driven him to dinner behind
his own horse.

This conduct | can understand, but | cannot excuse—Mr.
Spavin may; and | leave the matter to be settled betwixt himself
and Mr. Green.

The second is Monsieur Sinbad, Mr. Clarence Bulbul's man,
whom we all hate Clarence for keeping.

TH ESE gentlemen have two clubs in our quarter—for the
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Mr. Sinbad is a foreigner, speaking no known language, but a
mixture of every European dialect—so that he may be an Italian
brigand, or a Tyrolese minstrel, or a Spanish smuggler, for what
we know. | have heard say that he is neither of these, but an
[rish Jew.

He wears studs, hair-oil, jewellery, and linen shirt-fronts, very
finely embroidered, but not particular for whiteness. He generally
appears in laded velvet waistcoats of a morning, and is aways
perfumed with stale tobacco. He wears largo rings on his hands,
which look as if he kept them up the chimney.

He does not appear to do anything earthly for Clarence Bulbul,
except to smoke his cigars, and to practise on his guitar. He will
not answer a bell, nor fetch a glass of water, nor go of an errand :
on which, au reste, Clarence dares not send him, being entirely
afraid of his servant, and not daring to use him, or to abuse him,
or to send him away.

3. Adams—Mr. Champignon's man—a good old man in an old
livery coat with old worsted lace—so very old, deaf, surly, and
faithful, that you wonder how he should have got into the family
at all; who never kept a footman till last year, when they came
into the street.

Miss Clapperclaw says she believes Adams to be Mrs. Cham-
pignon's father, and he certainly has a look of that lady; as Miss
C. pointed out to me at dinner one night, whilst old Adams was
blundering about amongst the hired men from Gunter's, and falling
over the silver dishes.

4. Fipps, the buttoniest page in all the street: walks behind
Mrs. Grimsby with her prayer-book, and protects her.

"1 f that woman wants a protector" (a femae acquaintance
remarks), " Heaven be good to us! She is as big as an ogress, and
has an upper lip which many a cornet of the Lifeguards might envy.
Her poor clear husband was a big man, and she could beat him
easily; and did too. Mrs. Grimsby indeed! Why, my dear Mr.
Titmarsh, it is Glumdalcawalking with Tom Thumb."

This observation of Miss C.'s is very true, and Mrs. Grimsby
might carry her prayer-book to church herself. But Miss Clapper-
claw, who is pretty well able to take care of herself too, was glad
enough to have the protection of the page when she went out in
the fly to pay visits, and before Mrs. Grimsby and she quarrelled
at whist at Lady Pocklington's.

After this merely parenthetic observation, we come to (5) one
of her ladyship's large men, Mr. Jeatnes—a gentleman of vast
stature and proportions, who is almost nose to nose with us as we
pass her ladyship's door on the outside of the omnibus. | think
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Jeames has a contempt for a man whom he witnesses in that
position. | have fancied something like that feeling showed itself
(as far as it may in a well-bred gentleman accustomed to society)
in his behaviour, while waiting behind my chair at dinner.

But | take Jeames to be, like most giants, good-natured, lazy,
stupid, soft-hearted and extremely fond of drink. One night, his
lady being engaged to dinner at Nightingale House, | saw Mr.
Jeames resting himself on a bench at the " Pocklington Arms":
where, as he had no liquor before him, he had probably exhausted
his credit.

Little Spitfire, Mr. Clarence Bulbul's boy, the wickedest little
varlet that ever hung on to a cab, was "chaffing" Mr. Jeames,
holding up to his face a pot of porter aimost as big as the young
potifer himself.

"Vill you now, Big'un, or von't you?" Spitfire said. " If
you're thirsty, vy don't you say so and squench it, old boy %"

"Don't ago ou making fun of me—I can't abear chaffin'," was
the reply of Mr. Jeames, and tears actually stood in his fine eyes as
he looked at the porter and the screeching little imp before him.

Spitfire (real name unknown) gave him some of the drink: |
am happy to say Jeamess face wore quite a different ook when it
rose gasping out of the porter; and | judge of his dispositions from
the above trivial incident.

The last boy iu the sketch (6) need scarcely be particularised.
Doctor's boy; was a charity-boy; stripes evidently added on to a
pair of the doctor's clothes of last year—Miss Clapperclaw pointed
this out to me with a giggle. Nothing escapes that old woman.

As we were walking in Kensington Gardens, she pointed me
out Mrs. Bragg's nursery-maid, who sings so loud at church, engaged
with a Lifeguardsman, whom she was trying to convert probably.
My virtuous friend rose indignant at the sight.

" That's why these minxes like Kensington Gardens," she cried.
"Look at the woman : she leaves the baby on the grass, for the
giant to trample upon; and that little wretch of a Hastings Bragg
is riding on the monster's cane."

Miss C. flew up and seized the infant, waking it out of its seep,
and causing all the Gardens to echo with its squalling. " 1'll teach
you to be impudent to me," she said to the nursery-maid, with
whom my vivacious old friend, | suppose, has had a difference; and
she would not release the infant until she had rung the bell of
Bungalow Lodge, where she gave it up to the footman.

The giant in scarlet had slunk down towards Knightsbridge
meanwhile.  The big rogues are always crossing the Park and the
Gardens, and hankering about Our Street.
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WHAT SOMETIMES HAPPENS IN
OUR STREET

T was before old Hunkington's house that the mutes were
standing, as | passed and saw this group at the door. The
charity-boy with the hoop is the son of the jolly-looking mute;

he admires his father, who admires himself too, in those bran-new
sables. The other infants are the spawn of the alleys about Our
Street. Only the parson and the typhus fever visit those mysterious
haunts, which lie crouched about our splendid houses like Lazarus
at the threshold of Dives.

Those little ones come crawling abroad in the sunshine, to the
annoyance of the beadles, and the horror of a number of good people
in the street. They will bring up the rear of the procession anon,
when the grand omnibus with the feathers, and the fine coaches
with the long-tailed black horses, and the gentlemen's private
carriages with the shutters up, pass along to Saint Waltheof's.

Y ou can hear the slow bell tolling clear in the sunshine already,
mingling with the crowing of " Punch," who is passing down the
street with his show; and the two musics make a queer medley.

Not near so many people, | remark, engage " Punch" now as in
the good old times. | suppose our quarter is growing too genteel
for him.

Miss Bridget Jones, a poor curate's daughter in Wales, comes
into all Hunkington's property, and will take his name, as | am
told. Nobody ever heard of her before. | am sure Captain
Hunkington, and his brother Barnwell Hunkington, must wish that
the lucky young lady had never been heard of to the present day.

But they will have the consolation of thinking that they did
their duty by their uncle, and consoled his declining years. It was
but last month that Millwood Hunkington (the Captain) sent the
old gentleman a service of plate; and Mrs. Barnwell got areclining
carriage at a great expense from Hobbs and Dobbs's, in which the
old gentleman went out only once.

"It is a punishment on those Hunkingtons," Miss Clapperclaw



50 OUR STREET

remarks: " upon those people who have been always living beyond
their little incomes, and always speculating upon what the old man
would leave them, and always coaxing him with presents which
they could not afford, and he did not want. It is a punishment
upon those Hunkingtons to be so disappointed.”

" Think of giving him plate," Miss C. justly says, "who had
chestsfull; and sending him a carriage, who could afford to buy all
Long Acre. And everything goes to Miss Jones Hunkington. |
wonder will she give the things back?" Miss Clapperclaw asks.
" | wouldn't."

And indeed | don't think Miss Clapperclaw would.
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SOMEBODY WHOM NOBODY KNOWS

lately occupied by a young widow lady who wore a pink

bonnet, a short silk dress, sustained by a crinoline, and a
light-blue mantle, or over-jacket (Miss 0. is not here to tell me the
name of the garment); or ese a black velvet pelisse, a yellow shawl,
and a white bonnet; or else—but never mind the dress, which
seemed to be of the handsomest sort money could buy—and who
had very long glossy black ringlets, and a peculiarly brilliant com-
plexion,—No. 96 Pocklington Scpiare, | say, was lately occupied
by a widow lady named Mrs. Stafford Molyneux.

The very first day on which an intimate and valued femae
friend of mine saw Mrs. Stafford Molyneux stepping into a brougham,
with a splendid bay horse, and without a footman (mark, if you
please, that delicate sign of respectability), ami after a moment's
examination of Mrs. S. M.'s toilette, her manners, little dog,
carnation-coloured parasol, & ¢, Miss Elizabeth Clapperclaw dapped
to the operaglass with which she had been regarding the new
inhabitant of Our Street, came away from the window in a great
flurry, and began poking her fire in a fit of virtuous indignation.

" She's very pretty,” said |, who had been looking over Miss CVs
shoulder at the widow with the flashing eyes and drooping ringlets.

"Hold your tongue, sir," said Miss Clapperclaw, tossing up her
virgin head with an indignant blush on her nose. " It'sasin and
a shame that such a creature should, be riding in her carriage,
forsooth, when honest people must go on foot."

Subsequent observations confirmed my revered fellow-lodger's
anger and opinion. we have watched hansom cabs standing before
that lady's house for hours; we have seen broughams, with great
flaring eyes, keeping watch there in the darkness; we have seen
the vans from the comestible-shops drive up and discharge loads
of wines, groceries, French plums, and other articles of luxurious
horror.  We have seen Count Wowski's drag, Lord Martingale's
carriage, Mr. Dcuceace's cab drive up there time after time; and
(having remarked previously the pastrycook's men arrive with the

THAT pretty little house, the last in Pocklington Square, was
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trays and entrees), we have known that this widow was giving
dinners at the little house in Pocklington Sguare—dinners such as
decent people could not hope to enjoy.

My excellent friend has been in a perfect fury when Mrs.
Stafford Molyneux, in a black velvet riding-habit, with a hat and
feather, has corne out and mounted an odious grey horse, and has
cantered down the street, followed by her groom upon a bay.

"1t won't last long—it must end in shame and humiliation,"
my dear Miss C. has remarked, disappointed that the tiles and
chimney-pots did not fall down upon Mrs. Stafford Molyneux's
head, and crush that cantering, audacious woman.

But it was a consolation to s her when she walked out with a
French maid, a couple of children, and a little dog hanging on to her
by a blue ribbon.  She always held down her head then—her head
with the drooping black ringlets. The virtuous and well-disposed
avoided her. | have seen the Sguare-keeper himself look puzzled
as she passed; and Lady Kicklebury walking by with Miss K., her
daughter, turn away from Mrs. Stafford Molyneux, and fling back at
her a ruthless Parthian glance that ought to have killed any woman
of decent sensibility.

That wretched woman, meanwhile, with her rouged cheeks (for
rouge it is, Miss Clapperclaw swears, and who is a better judge?)
has walked on conscious, and yet somehow braving out the Street.
You could read pride of her beauty, pride of her fine clothes, shame
of her position, in her downcast black eyes.

As for Mademoiselle Trampoline, her French maid, she would
stare the sun itself out of countenance. One day she tossed up her
head as she passed under our windows with a look of scorn that
drove Miss Clapperclaw back to the fireplace again.

It was Mrs. Stafford Molyneux's children, however, whom |
pitied the most. Once her boy, in a flaring tartan, went up to
speak to Master Roderick Lacy, whose maid was engaged ogling
a policeman ; and the children were going to make friends, being
united with a hoop which Master Molyneux had, when Master
Roderick's maid, rushing up, clutched her charge to her arms, and
hurried away, leaving little Molyneux sad and wondering.

"Why won't he play with me, mamma?" Master Molyneux
asked—and his mother's face blushed purple as she walked away.

" Ah—Heaven help us and forgive us!" said I; but Miss C.
can never forgive the mother or child; and she clapped her hands
for joy one day when we saw the shutters up, bills in the windows,
a carpet hanging out over the balcony, and a crowd of shabby Jews
about the steps—giving token that the reign of Mrs. Stafford
Molyneux was over. The pastrycooks and their trays, the bay
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and the grey, the brougham and the groom, the noblemen and
their cabs, were all gone; and the tradesmen in the ncighbourliood
were crying out that they were done.

" Serve the odious minx right! " says Miss C. ; and she played
at piquet that night with more vigour than | have known her
manifest for these last ten years.

What is it that makes certain old ladies so savage upon certain
subjects? Miss C. isa good woman ; pays her rent and her trades-
men ; gives plenty to the poor; is brisk with her tongue—Kkind-
hearted in the main; but if Mrs. Stafford Molyneux and her
children were plunged into a caldron of boiling vinegar, | think my
revered friend would not take them out.
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THE MAN IN POSSESSON

much more compassionate. We liked Danby Dixon, and his

wife Fanny Dixon still more. Miss C. had a paper of
biscuits and a box of preserved apricots always iii the cupboard,
ready for Dixon's children—provisions by the way which she locked
up under Mrs. Cammysole's nose, so that our landlady could by no
possibility lay a hand on them.

Dixon and hiswife had the neatest little house possible (No. 1G,
opposite 96), and were liked and respected by the whole street.
He was called Dandy Dixon when he was in the Dragoons, and was
a light weight, and rather famous as a gentleman rider. On his
marriage, he sold out and got fat; and was indeed a florid, con-
tented, and jovial gentleman.

His little wife was charming—to see her in pink with some
miniature Dixons, in pink too, round about her, or in that beautiful
grey dress, with the deep black lace flounces, which she wore at
my Lord Comandine's on the night of the private theatricals, would
have done any man good. To hear her sing any of my little ballads,
" Knowest Thou the Willow-tree?' for instance, or " The Rose
upon my Balcony," or "The Humming of the Honey-bee" (far
superior in my judgment, and in that of some yoodjmhjes likewise,
to that humbug Clarence Bulbul's ballads),—to hear her, | say,
sing these, was to be in a sort of small Elysium. Deai, dear little
Fanny Dixon! she was like a little chirping bird of Paradise. It
was a shame that storms should ever ruffle such a tender plumage.

Well, never mind about sentiment. Danby Dixon, the owner of
this little treasure, an ex-captain of Dragoons, and having nothing
to do, and a small income, wisely thought he would employ his
spare time, and increase his revenue. He became a director of the
Cornaro Life Insurance Company, of the Tregulpho Tin-mines, and
of four or live railroad companies. It was amusing to see him
swaggering about the City in his clinking boots, and with his high
and mighty dragoon manners. For a time his talk about shares
after dinner was perfectly intolerable; and | for one was aways

I:OR another misfortune which occurred in Our Street we were
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glad to leave him in the company of sundry very dubious capitalists
who freguented his house, and walk up to hear Mrs. Fanny warbling
at the piano with her little children about her knees.

It was only last season that they set up a carriage—the
modestcst little vehicle conceivable—driven by Kirby, who had been
in Dixon's troop in the regiment, and had followed him into private
life as coachman, footman, and page.

One day lately | went into Dixon's house, hearing that some
calamities had befallen him, the particulars of which Miss Clapper-
claw was desirous to know. The creditors of the Tregulpho Mines
had got a verdict against him as one of the directors of that
company; the engineer of the Little Diddlesex Junction had sued
him for two thousand three hundred pounds—the charges of that
scientific man for six weeks labour in surveying the lino. His
brother directors were to be discovered nowhere : Windham, Dodgin,
Mizzlington, and the rest, were all gone long ago.

When | entered, the door was open; there was a smell of smoke
in the dining-room, where a gentleman at noonday was seated with
apipe and a pot of beer: a. man in possesson indeed, in that com-
fortable’, pretty parlour, by that snug round table where | have so
often seen Fanny Dixon's smiling face.

Kirby, the ex-dragoon, was scowling at the fellow, who lay upon
a little settee reading the newspaper, with an evident desire to kill
him.  Mrs. Kirby, hiswife, held little Danby, poor Dixon's ,son and
heir. Dixon's portrait smiled over the sideboard still, and his wife
was upstairs in an agony of fear, with the poor little daughters of
this bankrupt, broken family.

This poor soul had actually come down and paid avisit to the
man in possesson. She had sent wine and dinner to " the gentle-
man downstairs," as she called him in her terror. She had tried
to move his heart, by representing to him how innocent Captain
Dixon was, and how he had always paid, and always remained at
home when everybody ese had fled. As if her tears and simple
tales and entreaties could move that man in possession out of the
house, or induce him to pay the costs of the action which her
husband had lost.

Danby meanwhile was at Boulogne, sickening after his wife
and children. They sold everything in his house—all his smart
furniture and neat little stock of plate; his wardrobe and his linen,
" the property of a gentleman gone abroad;" his carriage by the
best maker ; and his wine selected without regard to expense. His
house was shut up as completely as his opposite neighbour's; and a
new tenant isjust having it fresh painted inside and out, as if poor
Dixon had left an infection behind.

9
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Kirby and his wife went across the water with the children and
Mrs. Fanny—she has a small settlement; and | am bound to say
that our mutual friend Miss Elizabeth 0. went down with Mrs.
Dixon in the fly to the Tower stairs, and stopped in Lombard
Street by the way.

So it is that the world wags : that honest men and knaves alike
are always having ups and downs of fortune, and that we are
perpetually changing tenants in Our Street.
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THE LION OF THE STREET

HAT people can find in Clarence Bulbul, who has lately
taken upon himself the rank and dignity of Lion of Our
Street, | have always been at a loss to conjecture.

" He has written an Eastern book of considerable merit,” Miss
Clapperclaw says; but hang it, has not everybody written an
Eastern book™? | should like to meet anybody in society now who
has not been up to the second cataract. An Eastern book forsooth !
My Lord Castleroyal has done one—an honest one; my Lord
Youngent another—an amusing one; my Lord Woolsey another—
a pious one ; there is " The Cutlet and the Cabob "—a sentimental
one; " Timbuctoothcn "—a humorous one, all ludicrously overrated,
in my opinion : not including my own little book, of which a copy
or two is still to be had, by the way.

Well, then, Clarence Bulbul, because he has made part of the
little tour that all of us know, comes back and gives himself airs,
forsooth, and howls as if he were just out of the great Libyan
desert.

When we go and s him, that Irish Jew courier, whom | have
before had the honour to describe, looks up from the novel which
he isreading in the ante-room, and says, " Mon maitre est an divan,"
or, "Monsieur trouvera Monsieur dans son sdrail," and relapses into
the Comte do Montccristo again.

Yes, the impudent wretch has actually a room in his apartments
on the ground-floor of his mother's house, which he calls his harem.
When Lady Betty Bulbul (they are of the Nightingale family) or
Miss Blanche comes down to visit him, their slippers arc placed at
the door, and he receives them on an ottoman, and these infatuated
women will actually light his pipe for him.

Little Spitfire, the groom, hangs about the drawing-room, out-
side the harem forsooth ! so that he may be ready when Clarence
Bulbul claps hands for him to bring the pipes and coffee.

He has coffee and pipes for everybody. | should like you to
have seen the face of old Bowly, his college-tutor, called upon to sit
cross-legged on a divan, a little cup of bitter black Mocha put into
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his hand, and a large amber-muzzled pipe stuck into his mouth by
Spitfire, before he could so much as say it was a fineday ! Bowly
almost thought he had compromised his principles by consenting so
far to this Turkish manner.

Bulbul's dinners are, | own, very good; his pilaffs and curries
excellent. He tried to make us eat rice with our fingers, it is true;
but he scalded his own hands in the business, and invariably bediz-
ened his shirt; so he has left off the Turkish practice, for dinner at
least, and uses a fork like a Christian.

But it is in society that he is most remarkable; and here he
would, | own, be odious, but he becomes delightful, because all the
men hate him so. A perfect chorus of abuse is raised round about
him. " Confounded impostor," says one; " Impudent jackass," says
another; " Miserable puppy,” criesathird; "1'd like to wring his
neck," says Bruff, scowling over his shoulder at him. Clarence
meanwhile nods, winks, smiles, and patronises them all with the
easiest good-Immour. He is afellow who would poke an archbishop
in the apron, or clap a duke on the shoulder, as coolly as he would
address you and me.

| saw him the other night at Mrs. Bumpsher's grand let off. He
flung himself down cross-legged upon a pink satin sofa, so that you
could ss.e Mrs. Bumpsher quiver with rage in the distance, Bruff
growl with fury from the further room, and Miss Pirn, on whose
frock Bulbul's feet rested, look up like atimid fawn.

" Fan me, Miss Pirn,"” said he of the cushion. "You look like
a perfect Peri to-night. You remind me of a girl | once knew in
Circassia—Ameena, the sister of Schamyl Bey. Do you know,
Miss Pirn, that you would fetch twenty thousand piastres in the
market at Constantinople ? "

"Law, Mr. Bulbul!" isall MissPirn can gjaculate ; and having
talked over Miss Pirn, Clarence goes off to another houri, whom he
fascinates in a similar manner. He charmed Mrs. Waddy by telling
her that she was the exact figure of the Pasha of Egypt's second
wife. He gave Miss Tokely a piece of the sack in which Zuleika
was drowned ; and he actually persuaded that poor little silly Miss
Vain to turn Mahometan, and sent her up to the Turkish Ambas-
sador's to look out for a mufti.



THE LION OP TUB STREET.






OUR STREET 59

THE DOVE OF OUR STREET

F Bulbul isour Lion, Young Oriel may he described as The Dove
of our colony. Heis amost as great a pasha among the ladies
as Bulbul. They crowd inflocksto sec him at Saint Walthcofs,

where the immense height of his forehead, the rigid asceticism of
his surplice, the twang with which he intones the service, and the
namby-pamby mysticism of his sermons, have turned all the dear
girls' heads for some time past. While we were having a rubber at
Mrs. (Jhauntry's, whose daughters arc following the new mode, |
heard the following talk (which made me revoke by the way) going
on, inwhat was formerly called the young ladies room, but is now
styled the Oratory :- -

THE ORATORY.

MISS CHAUNTRY. MISS ISABEL CHAUNTRY.
MISS DE L'AISLE. MISS PYX.
REV. L. ORIEL. REV. O. SLOCUM—[In the further room)]

Miss Ckauntry (sighing).—Is it wrong to bo in the Guards,
dear Mr. Oriel ?

Miss Pyx—She will make Frank de Boots sell out when he
marries.

Mr, Orid—To be in the Guards, dear sister? The Church has
always encouraged the army. Saint Martin of Tours was in the
army; Saint Louis was in the army: Saint Waltheof, our patron,
Saint Witikind of Aldermanbury, Saint Wamba, and Saint Wallotf
were in the army. Saint Wapshot was captain of the guard of
Queen Boadicea; and Saint Werewolf was a major in the Danish
cavalry. The holy Saint Ignatius of Loyola carried a pike, as we
know; and——

Miss De VAide—Will you take some tea, dear Mr. Oriel ?

Oriel.—This is not one of my feast days, Sister Emma. It is
the feast of Saint Wagstaff of Walthamstow.

The Young Ladies—And we must not even take tea?
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Oriel.—Dear sisters, | said not so. You may do as you list;
but | am strong (with a heart-broken sigh); don't ply me (he
reels). | took alittle water and a parched pea after matins. To-
morrow is a flesh day, and—and | shall be better then.

Rev. 0. Socum (from within).—Madam, | take your heart
with my small trump.

Oriel.—Yes, better ! dear sister; it is only a passing—a—
weakness.

Miss |. Cliauntry—He's dying of fever.

Miss Chauntry—I'm so glad Do Boots need not leave the
Blues.

Miss Pyx—He wears sackcloth and cinders inside his waistcoat.

Miss De I'Aide—Hes told me to-night he's going to—to- -
Ro-0-ome.  [Miss De VAide bursts into tears."]

lieu. 0. Socum—My lord, | have the highest club, which gives

the trick and two by honours.

Thus, you se we have a variety of clergymen in Our Street.
Mr. Oriel is of the pointed Gothic school, while old Slocum is of
the good old tawny port-wine school; and it must be confessed that
Mr. Gronow, at Kbenezer, has a hearty abhorrence for both.

As for Gronow, | pity him, if his future lot should fall where
Mr. Oriel supposes that it will.

And as for Oriel, he has not even the benefit of purgatory, which
he would accord to his neighbour Ebenczer; while old Slocum pro-
nounces both to be a couple of humbugs ; and Mr. Mole, the demure
little beetle-browed chaplain of the little church of Avemary Lane,
keeps his sly eyes down to the ground when he passes any one of
his black-coated brethren.

There is only one point on which my friends seem agreed.
Slocum likes port, but who ever heard that he neglected his poor ?
Gronow, if he com mi nates his neighbour's congregation, is the affec-
tionate father of his own. Oriel, if he loves pointed Gothic and
parched pess for breakfast, has a prodigious soup-kitchen for his
poor; and as for little Father Mole, who never lifts his eyes from
the grouml, ask our doctor at what bedsides he finds him, and how
he soothes poverty, and braves misery and infection.
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THE BUMPSHERS

ilowers in the windows, and the awning over the entrance),
George Bumpsher, Esquire, M.P. for Humborough (and the
Beanstalks, Kent).

For some time after this gorgeous family came into our quarter,
I mistook a bald-headed, stout person, whom | used to see looking
through the flowers on the upper windows, for Bumpshcr himself,
or for the butler of the family ; whereas it was no other than Mrs.
Bumpshcr, without her chestnut wig, and who is at least three
times the size of her husband.

The Bumpshors and the house of Mango at the Pineries vie
together in their desire to dominate over the neighbourhood; and
each votes the other a vulgar and purse-proud family. The fact is,
both are City people. Bumpsher, in his mercantile capacity, is a
wholesale stationer in Thames Street; and his wife was daughter
of an eminent bill-broking firm, not a thousand miles from Lombard
Street.

He does not sport a coronet and supporters upon his London
plate and carriages ; but his country-house is emblazoned all over
with those heraldic decorations. He puts on an order when ho
goes abroad, and is Count Bumpshcr of the Roman States—which
title he purchased from the late Pope (through Prince Polonia the
banker) for a couple of thousand scudi.

It is as good as a coronation to sse him and Mrs. Bumpsher go
to Court. | wonder the carriage can hold them both. On those days
Mrs. Bumpsher holds her own drawing-room before her Majesty's;
and we are invited to come and se her sitting in state, upon the
largest sofa in her rooms. She has need of a stout one, | promise
you. Her very feathers must weigh something considerable. The
diamonds on her stomacher would embroider a full-sized carpet-bag.
She has rubies, ribbons, cameos, emeralds, gold serpents, opals, and
Valenciennes lace, as if she were an immense sample out of Howell
and James's shop.

She took up with little Pinkney at Rome, where he made a

N 0. 6 Poeklington Gardens (the house with the quantity of
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charming picture of her, representing her as about eighteen, with a
cherub in her lap, who has some likeness to Bryanstone Bumpsher,
her enormous, vulgar son ; now a cornet in the Blues, and anything
but a cherub, as those would
say who saw him in. his uniform
jacket.

I remember Pinkney when
he was painting the picture,
Bryanstone being then a youth
in what they call a skeleton
suit (as if such a pig of a child
could ever have been dressed in
anything resembling a skeleton)
—I| remember, | say, Mrs. B.
sitting to Pinkney in a sort of
Egerian costume, her boy by her
side, whose head the artist turned
round and directed it towards a
piece of gingerbread, which he
was to have at the end of the
sitting.

Pinkney, indeed, a painter!—a contemptible little humbug, and
parasite of the great! He has painted Mrs. Bumpsher younger
every year for these last ten years—and you se in the advertise
ments of all her parties his odious little name stuck in at the end
of the list. I'm sure, for my part, 1'd scorn to enter her doors,
or be the toady of any woman.
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JOLLY NEWBOY, EXQ., M.P.

entree (having indeed had the honour in former days to give

lessons to both the ladies)—and where such a quack as
Pinkney would never be allowed to enter! A merrier house the
whole quarter cannot furnish. It is there you meet people of all
ranks and degrees, not only from our quarter, but from the rest of
the town. It is there that our great man, the Right Honourable
Lord Oomandine, came up and spoke to me in so encouraging a
manner that | hope to be invited to one of his lordship's excellent
dinners (of which | shall not fail to give avery flattering description)
before the season is over. It is there you find yourself talking to
statesmen, poets, and artists—not sham poets like Bulbul, or quack
artists like that Pinkney—but to the best members of all society.
It is there- | made this sketch, while Miss Chesterforth was singing
a deep-toned tragic ballad, and her mother scowling behind her.
What a buzz and clack and chatter there was in the room to be
sure! When Miss Chesterforth sings, everybody begins to talk.
Hicks and old Fogy were on Ireland: Bass was roaring into old
Pump's ears (or into his horn rather) about the Navigation Laws;
| was engaged talking to the charming Mrs. Short; while Charley
Bonham (a mens prig, in whom | am surprised that the women can
se anything), was pouring out his fulsome rhapsodies in the ears
of Diana White. Lovely, lovely Diana White! were it not for
three or four other engagements, | know a heart that would suit
youtoaT.

Newboy's | pronounce to be thejolliest house in the street. He
has only of late had a rush of prosperity, and turned Parliament
man ; for his distant cousin, of tne an (dent house of Newboy of
—shire, dying, Fred —then making believe to practise at the
bar, and living with the utmost modesty in Gray's Inn Road—-
found himself master of a fortune, and a great house in the country;
of which getting tired, as in the course of nature he should, he
came up to London, and took that fine mansion in our Gardens.
He represents Mumborough in Parliament, a seat which has been
time out of mind occupied by a Newboy.

9 I

H OW different it is with the Newboys, now, where | have an
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Though ho does not speak, being a great deal too rich, sensible,
and lazy, he somehow occupies himself with reading blue-books,
and indeed talks a great deal too much good snse of late over
his dinner-table, where there is always a cover for the present
writer.

He falls asleep pretty assiduously too after that meal—a practice
which | can well pardon in him—for, between ourselves, his wife,
Maria Newboy, and his sister, Clarissa, are the loveliest and kindest
of their sex, and | would rather hear their innocent prattle, and
lively talk about their neighbours, than the best wisdom from the
wisest man that ever wore a beard.

Like a wise and good man, he leaves the question of his house-
hold entirely to the women. They like going to the play. They
like going to Greenwich. They like coming to aparty at Bachelor's
Hall. They are up to all sorts of fun, in aword; in which taste
the good-natured Newboy acquiesces, provided he is left to follow
his own.

It was only on the 17th of the month, that, having had the
honour to dine at the house, when, after dinner, which took place
at eight, we left Newboy to his blue-books, and went upstairs and
sang a little to the guitar afterwards—it was only on the 17th
December, the night of Lady Sowerby's party, that the following
dialogue took place in the boudoir, whither Newboy, blue-books in
hand, had ascended.

He was curled up with his House of Commons boots on his
wife's arm-chair, reading his eternal blue-books, when Mrs. N.
entered from her apartment, dressed for the evening.

Mrs. iV. —Frederick, won't you come ]

Mr. N. -Where ?

Mrs. N.- To Lady Sowerby's.

Mr. N. -1'd rather go to the Black Hole in Calcutta. Besides,
this Sanitary Report is really the most interesting—[he beyins to

Mrs. N. foriqual)—Well, Mr. Tit marsh will go with us.

Mr. N—Will he? | wish him joy.

At this juncture Miss Clarissa Newboy enters in a pink paletot
trimmed with swansdown—looking like an angel—and we exchange
glances of—what shall | say? -of sympathy on both parts, and
consummate rapture on mine. But thisis by-play.

Mrs. N. -Good-night, Frederick. | think we shall be late.

Mr. N.—You won't wake me, | daresay; and you don't
expect a public man to sit up.

Mrs. K—It's not you, it's the servants. Cocker deeps very
heavily. The maids are best in bed, ami are all ill with the
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influenza. | say, Frederick dear, don't you think you had better
give me YOUR CIIUBIJ KEY'?

This astonishing proposal, which violates every recognised law
of society—this demand which alters all the existing state of things
—this fact of a woman asking for a door-key, struck me with a
terror which | cannot describe, and impressed me with the fact of
the vast progress of Our Street. The door-key ! What would our
grandmothers, who dwelt in this place when it was a rustic suburb,
think of its condition now, when husbands stay at home, and wives
go abroad with the latch-key ?

The evening at Lady Sowerby's was the most delicious we have
spent for long, long days.

Thus it will be seen that everybody of any consideration in
Our Street takes a line. Mrs. Minimy (34) takes the homeopathic
line, and has soirees of doctors of that faith. Lady Pocklington
takes the capitalist lino; and those stupid and splendid dinners of
hers are devoured by loan-contractors and railroad princes. Mrs.
Trimmer (38) comes out in the scientific line, ami indulges us in
rational evenings, where history is the lightest subject admitted,
and geology and the sanitary condition of the metropolis form the
general themes of conversation. Mrs. Brumby plays finely on the
bassoon, and has evenings dedicated to Sebastian Bach, and en-
livened with Handel. At Mrs. Maskelyn's they are mad for
charades and theatricals.

They performed last Christmas in a French piece, by Alexandre
Dumas, | believe—"La Duchesse dc Montefiasco,” of which |
forget the plot, but everybody was in love with everybody ese's
wife, except the hero, Don Alonzo, who was ardently attached to
the Duchess, who turned out to be his grandmother. The piece
was translated by Lord Fiddle-faddle, Tom Bulbul being the Don
Alonzo; and Mrs. Roland Calidore (who never misses an oppor-
tunity of acting in a piece in Avhich she can let down her hair) was
the Duchess.

ALONZO.

Y ou know how well he loves you, and you wonder

To se Alonzo suffer, Cunegunda ?—

Ask if the chamois suffer when they fed

Plunged in their panting Sdes tho hunter's sted ?

Or when the soaring heron or eagle proud,

Pierced by my shaft, comes tumbling from the cloud,

Ask if the royal birds no anguish know,

The victims of Alonzo's twanging bow ?

Then ask him if ho suffers—him who dies,

Pierced by the poisoned glance that glitters from your eyes!
[liestayyersfrom the effect of the poLon.
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THE DUCHESS.

Alonzo loves—Alonzo loves! and whom ?
His grandmother ! Oh, hide me, gracious tomb !
[He?" Grace faints away.

Such acting as Tom Bulbui's | never saw. Tom lisps atro-
ciously, and uttered the passage, "Y ou athk me if | thuffer,” in
the most absurd way. Miss Clapperclaw says lie acted pretty well,
and that | only joke about him because | am envious, and wanted
to act a part myself.—I envious indeed !

But of all the assemblies, feastings, junketings, dejeuners,
soirees, conversaziones, dinner-parties, in Our Street, | knew of
none pleasanter than the banquets at Tom Fairfax's; one of which
this enormous provision-consumer gives seven times a week. He
lives in one of the little houses of the old Waddilovc Street quarter,
built long before Pocklington Square and Pocklington Gardens and
the Pocklington family itself had made their appearance in this world.

Tom, though he has a small income, and lives in a small house,
yet sits down one of a party of twelve to dinner every day of his
life; these twelve consisting of Mrs. Fairfax, the nine Misses
Fairfax, and Master Thomas Fairfax—the son and heir to twopence
halfpenny a year.

It is awkward just now to go and beg pot-luck from such a
family as this; because, though a guest is always welcome, we are
thirteen at table—an unlucky number, it is said. This evil is
only temporary, and will be remedied presently, when the family
will be thirteen without the occasiona guest, to judge from all
appearances.

Early in the morning Mrs. Fairfax rises, and cuts bread and
butter from six o'clock till eight; during which time the nursery
operations upon the nine little graces are going on. -We only se
a half-dozen of them at this present moment, and in the present
authentic picture, the remainder dwindling off upon little chairs by
their mamma.

The two on cither side of Fairfax are twins—awarded to him
by singular good fortune; and he only knows Nancy from Fanny
by having a piece of tape round the former's arm. There is no
need to give you the catalogue of-the others. She in the pinafore
in front is Elizabeth, goddaughter to Miss Clapperclaw, who has
been very kind to the whole family; that young lady with the
ringlets is engaged by the most solemn ties to the present writer,
and it is agreed that wc are to be married as soon as she is as tall
as my stick.
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If his wife lias to rise early to cut the bread and butter, |
warrant Fairfax must be up betimes to earn it. Heisaclerkina
Government office; to which duty he trudges daily, refusing even
twopenny omnibuses. Every time he goes to the shoemaker's he
has to order eleven pairs of shoes, and so cant afford to spare his
own. He teaches the children Latin every morning, and is already
thinking when Tom shall be inducted into that language. He
works in his garden for an hour before breakfast. His work over
by three o'clock, he tramps home at four, and exchanges his dapper
coat for that dressing-gown in which he appears before you, -a
ragged but honourable garment in which he stood (unconsciously)
to the present designer.

Which is the best, his old coat or Sir John's brand-new one?
Which is the most comfortable and becoming, Mrs. Fairfax's black
velvet gown (which she has worn at the Poeklington Square parties
these twelve years, and-in which | protest she looks like a queen),
or that new robe which the milliner hasjust brought home to Mrs.
Bumpsher's, and into which she will squeeze herself on Christmas-
sy ?

Miss Clapperclaw says that we are all so charmingly contented
with ourselves that not one of us would change with his neighbour;
and so, rich and poor, high and low, one person is about as happy
as another in Our Street.
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DOCTOR BIRCH

THE DOCTOR AND HIS STAFF

HERE is no need to say why | became assistant-master and
professor of the English and French languages, flower-painting,
and the German flute, in Doctor Birch's Academy, at Rod well

Regis. Good folks may depend on this, that it was not for choke
that | left lodgings near London, and a genteel society, for an under-
master's desk in that old school. | promise you the fare at the
ushers table, the getting up at five o'clock in the morning, the
walking out with little boys in the fields (who used to play me
tricks, and never could be got to respect my awful and responsible
character as teacher in the school), Miss Birch's vulgar insolence,
Jack Birch's glum condescension, and the poor old Doctor's patron-
age, were not matters in themselves pleasurable : and that that
patronage and those dinners were sometimes cruel hard to swallow.
Never mind—my connection witli the place is over now, and | hope
they have got a more efficient under-master.

Jack Birch (Rev. J. Birch, of St. Neot's Hall, Oxford) is partner
with his father the Doctor, and takes some of the classes. About
his Greek | can't say much ; but | will construe him in Latin any
day. A more supercilious little prig (giving himself airs, too, about
his cousin, Miss Raby, who lives with the Doctor), a more empty,
pompous little coxcomb | never saw. His white neckcloth looked
as if it choked him. He used to try and look over that starch
upon me and Prince the assistant, as if we were a couple of footmen.
He didn't do much business in the school; but occupied his time
in writing sanctified letters to the boys' parents, and in composing
dreary sermons to preach to them.

The real master of the school is Prince; an Oxford man too:
shy, haughty, and learned; crammed with Greek and a quantity of
usdess learning; uncommonly kind to the small boys; pitilesswith

the fools and the braggarts; respected of all for his honesty, his
9 73 K
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learning, his bravery (for he hit out once in a boat-row in away
which astonished the boys and the bargemen), and for a latent
power about him, which all saw and confessed somehow.  Jack
Birch could never look him in the face. Old Miss Z. dared not
put off any of her airs upon him. Miss Rosa made him the lowest
of curtsies. Miss Raby said she was afraid of him. Good old
Prince ! we have sat many a night smoking in the Doctor's harness-
room, whither we retired when our boys were gone to bed, and our
cares and canes put by.

After Jack Birch had taken his degree at Oxford—a process
which he effected with great difficulty—this place, which used to
be called "Birch's," "Dr. Birch's Academy," and what not, became
suddenly " Archbishop Wigsby's College of Rodwell Regis." They
took down the old blue board with the gold letters, which has been
used to mend the pigsty since. Birch had a large school-room run
up in the Gothic taste, with statuettes, and a little belfry, and a
bust of Archbishop Wigsby in the middle of the school. He put
the six senior boys into caps and gowns, which had rather a good
effect as the lads sauntered down the street of the town, but which
certainly provoked the contempt and hostility of the bargemen;
and so great was his rage for academic costumes and ordinances,
that he would have put me myself into a lay gown, with red knots
and fringes, but that | flatly resisted, and said that a writing-master
had no business with such paraphernalia.

By the way, | have forgotten to mention the Doctor himself.
And what shall | say of him1 Well, he has a very crisp gown and
bands, a solemn aspect, a tremendous loud voice, and a grand air
with the boys' parents; whom he receives in a study covered round
with the best-bound books, which imposes upon many—upon the
women especially—and makes them fancy that this is a Doctor
indeed. But law bless you! He never reads the books, or opens
one of them ; except that in which he keeps his bands—a Dugdale's
" Monasticon,” which looks like a book, but isin reality a cupboard,
where he has his port, amond-cakes, and decanter of wine. He
gets up his classics with translations, or what the boys call cribs:
they pass wicked tricks upon him when he hears the forms. The
elder wags go to his study and ask him to help them in hard bits
of Herodotus or Thucydides : he says he will look over the passage,
and flies for refuge to Mr. Prince, or to the crib.

He keeps the flogging department in his own hands; finding
that his son was too savage. He has awful brows and a big voice.
But his roar frightens nobody. It is only a lion's skin; or, so to
say, a muff.

Little Mordant made a picture of him with large ears, like a
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well-known domestic animal, and had his own justly boxed for the
caricature. The Doctor discovered him in the fact, and waB in a
flaming rage, and threatened whipping at first; but in the course
of the day an opportune basket of game arriving from Mordant's
father, the Doctor became mollified, and has burnt the picture
with the ears. However, | have one wafercd up in my desk by
the hand of the same little rascal: and the frontispiece of this very
book is drawn from it.
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THE COCK OF THE SCHOOL

AM growing an old fellow, and have seen many great folks in

the course of my travels and time: Louis Philippe coming out

of the Tuileries; his Majesty the King of Prussia and the
Reiehsverweser accolading each other at Cologne at my elbow;
Admiral Sir Charles Napier (in an omnibus once), the Duke of
Wellington, the immortal Goethe at Weimar, the late benevolent
Pope Gregory XV | ., and a score more of the famous in this world
—the whom whenever one looks at, one has a mild shock of awe
and tremor. | like this feeling of decent fear and trembling with
which a modest spirit salutes a GREAT MAN.

Well, | have seen generals capering on horseback at the head
of their crimson battalions; bishops sailing down cathedral aisles,
with downcast eyes, pressing their trencher caps to their hearts
with their fat white hands; college heads when her Majesty is
on a visit; the Doctor in all his glory at the head of his school
on speech-day: a great sight and all great men these. | have
never met the late Mr. Thomas Cribb, but | have no doubt
should have regarded him with the same feeling of awe with which
I look every day at George Champion, the Cock of Doctor Birch's
school.

When, | say, | reflect as | go up and set him a sum, that he
could whop me in two minutes, double up Prince and the other
assistant, and pitch the Doctor out of window, | can't but think
how great, how generous, how magnanimous a creature this is, that
sits quite quiet and good-natured, and works his equation, and ponders
through his Greek play. He might take the school-room pillars
and pull the house down if he liked. He might close the door, and
demolish every one of us, like Antar the lover of Ibla; but he lets
us live. He never thrashes anybody without a cause; when woe
betide the tyrant or the sneak !

| think that to be strong, and able to whop everybody—(not to
do it, mind you, but to feel that you were able to doit)—would
be the greatest of all gifts. There is a serene good-humour which
plays about George Champion's broad face, which shows the
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consciousness of this power, and lights up his honest blue eyes with
a magnanimous calm.

He is invictus. Even when a cub there was no beating this
lion. Six years ago the undaunted little warrior actually stood up
to Frank Davison—(the Indian officer now—poor little Charley's
brother, whom Miss Raby nursed so affectionately),— then seventeen
years old, and the Cock of Birch's. They were obliged to drag off
the boy, and Frank, with admiration and regard for him, prophesied
the great things he would do. Legends of combats are preserved
fondly in schools; they have stories of such at Rodwell Regis,
performed in the old Doctor's time, forty years ago.

Champion's affair with the Young Tutbury Pet, who was down
here in training,—with Black the bargeman,—with the three head
boys of Doctor Wapshot's academy, whom he caught maltreating an
outlying day-boy of ours, &c.,— are known to all the Rodwell Regis
men. He was always victorious. He is modest and kind, like all

reat men. He has a good, brave, honest understanding. He

cannot make verses like young Pinder, or read Greek like Wells
the Prefect, who is a perfect young abyss of learning, and knows
enough, Prince says, to furnish any six first-class men; but he does
his work in a sound downright way, and he is made to be the
bravest of soldiers, the best of country parsons, an honest English
gentleman wherever he may go.

Old Champion's chief friend and attendant is Young Jack Hall,
whom he saved, when drowning, out of the Miller's Pool. The
attachment of the two is curious to witness. The smaller lad
gambolling, playing tricks round the bigger one, and perpetually
making fun of his protector. They are never far apart, and of
holidays you may meet them miles away from the school,—George
sauntering heavily down the lanes with his big stick, and little
Jack larking with the pretty girls in the cottage-windows.

George has a boat on the river, in which, however, he commonly
lies smoking, whilst Jack sculls him. He does not play at cricket,
except when the school plays the county, or at Lord's in the
holidays. The boys can't stand his bowling, and when he hits, it
is like trying to catch a cannon-ball. | have seen him at tennis.
It is a splendid sight to behold the young fellow bounding over the
court with streaming yellow hair, like young Apollo in a flannel-
jacket.

The other head boys are Lawrence the captain, Bunce, famous
chiefly for his magnificent appetite, and Pitman, surnamed Roscius,
for his love of the drama. Add to these Swanky, called Macassar,
from his partiality to that condiment, and who has varnished boots,
wears white gloves on Sundays, and looks out for Miss Pinkerton's
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school (transferred from Chiswick to Ilodwell Regis, and conducted
by the nieces of the late Miss Barbara Pinkerton, the friend of our
great lexicographer, upon the principles approved by him, and
practised by that admirable woman), as it passs into church.

Representations have been made concerning Mr. Horace Swanky's
behaviour; rumours have been uttered about notes in verse, con-
veyed in three-cornered puffs, by Mrs. Ruggles, who serves Miss
Pinkerton's young ladies on Fridays,—and how Miss Didow, to
whom the tart and enclosure were addressed, tried to make away
with herself by swallowing a ball of cotton. But | pass over these
absurd reports, as likely to affect the reputation of an admirable
seminary conducted by irreproachable femaes. As they go into
church, Miss P. driving in her flock of lambkinswith the crook of
her parasol, how can it be helped if her forces and ours sometimes
collide, as the boys are on their way up to the "organ-loft ? And |
don't believe a word about the three-cornered puff, but rather that
it was the invention of that jealous Miss Birch, who is jealous of
Miss Raby, jealous of everybody who is good and handsome, anil
who has her own ends in view, or | am very much in error.



RIVAL FORCES









\ ‘E\E}Q N ‘s\

THE LITTLE SCHOOL-ROOM,



DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS 79

THE LITTLE SCHOOL-ROOM

HAT they call the little school-room is a small room at
the other end of the great school; through which you go
to the Doctor's private house, and where Miss Raby sits

with her pupils. She has a half-dozen very small ones over whom
she presides and teaches them in her simple way, until they arc
big or learned enough to face the great school-room. Many of
them are in a hurry for promotion, the graceless little simpletons,
and know no more than their elders when they are well oft.

She keeps the accounts, writes out the bills, superintends the
linen, and sews on the general shirt-buttons. Think of having
such a woman at home to sew on one's shirt-buttons! Rut pesce,
peace, thou foolish heart!

Miss Raby is the Doctor's niece. Her mother was a beauty
(quite unlike old Zoe therefore); and she married a pupil in the
old Doctor's time, who was killed afterwards, a captain in the East
India service, at the sege of Blmrtpore. Hence a number of
Indian children come to the Doctor's; for Raby was very much
liked, and the uncle's kind reception of the orphan has been a good
speculation for the school-keeper.

It is wonderful how brightly and gaily that little quick creature
does her duty. She is the first to rise, and the last to sleep, if
any business is to be done. She sees the other two women go oft'
to parties in the town without even so much as wishing to join
them. It is Cinderella, only contented to stay at home—content
to bear Zoe's scorn and to admit Rosa's superior charms,—and to do
her utmost to repay her uncle for his great kindness in housing her.

So you see she works as much as three maid-servants for the
wages of one. She is as thankful when the Doctor gives her a
new gown as if he had presented her with a fortune; laughs at his
stories most good-humouredly, listens to Zoe's scolding most meekly,
admires Rosa with all her heart, and only goes out of the way
when Jack Birch shows his sallow face: for she can't bear him,
and always finds work when he comes near.

How different she is when some folks approach her! | won't
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be presumptuous; but | think, | think, | have made a not
unfavourable impression in some quarters. However, let us be
mum on this subject. | like to see her, because she always looks
good-humoured; because she is always kind, because she is always
modest, because ohc is fond of those poor jittle brats,—orphans
some of them—because she is rather pretty, | daresay, or because
| think so, which comes to the same thing.

Though she is kind to all, it must be owned she shows the
most gross favouritism towards the amiable children. She brings
them cakes from dessert, and regales them witli Zoe's preserves ;
spends many of her little shillings in presents for her favourites,
and will tell them stories by the hour. She has one very sad story
about a little boy, who died long ago: the younger children are
never weary of hearing about him; and Miss Raby has shown to
one of them a lock of the little chap's hair, which she keeps in her
work-box to this day.
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THE DEAR BROTHERS
A FMetoneama in Several Rounng

THE DOCTOR.

M R. TIPPER, Uncleto the Masters Boxall.

Box ALL MAJOR, BOXALL MINOR, BROWN, JONES,
SMITH, ROBINSON, TIFFIN MINIMUS.

B. Goit, old Boxall!

J. Give it him, young Boxall!
E. Pitch into him, old Boxall!
S. Two to one on young Boxall!

[Enter TIFFIN MINIMUS running.

Tiffin  Minimus—Boxalls ! you're wanted.

{The Doctor to Mr. Tipper.)—Every boy in the school loves
them, my dear sir; your nephews are a credit to my establishment.
They are orderly, well-conducted, gentleman-like boys. Let us
enter and find them at their studies.

[Enter The DOCTOR and Mr. TIPPER.

GRAND TABLEAU.
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A HOPELESS CASE

a great tenderness and pity for the poor folks who are not

endowed with the prodigious talents which we have. | have
always had a regard for dunces,—those of my own schooldays
were amongst the pleasantest of the fellows, and have turned out
by no means the dullest in life; whereas many a youth who could
turn off Latin hexameters by the yard, and construe Greek quite
glibly, is no better than a feeble prig now, with not a pennyworth
more brains than were in his head before his beard grew.

Those poor dunces! Talk of being the last man, ah! what a
pang it must be to be the last boy—huge, misshapen, fourteen
years of age, and " taken up " by a chap who is but six years old,
and can't speak quite plain yet!

Master Hulker is in that condition at Birch's. He is the most
honest, kind, active, plucky, generous creature. He can do many
things better than most boys. He can go up atree, jump, play at
cricket, drive and swim perfectly—he can eat twice as much as
almost any boy (as Miss Birch well knows), he has a pretty talent
at carving figures with his hack-knife, he makes and paints little
coaches, he can take a watch to pieces and put it together again.
He can do everything but learn his lesson ; and then he sticks at
the bottom of the school hopeless. As the little boys are drafted
in from Miss Raby's class (it is true she is one of the best instruc-
tresses in the world), they enter and hop over poor Hulker. He
would be handed over to the governess, only he is too big. Some-
times | used to think that this desperate stupidity was a stratagem
of the poor rasca's, and that he shammed dulness, so that he might
be degraded into Miss Raby's class—if she would teach me, |
know, before George, | would put on a pinafore and a little jacket
—but no, it is a natural incapacity for the Latin Grammar.

If you could s his grammar, it is a perfect curiosity of dog's
ears. The leaves and cover are all curled and ragged. Many of
the pages are worn away with the rubbing of his elbows as he sits
poring over the hopeless volume, with the blows of his fists as he

LET us, people who are so uncommonly clever and learned, have
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thumps it madly, or with the poor fellow's tears. You s him
wiping them away with the back of his hand, as he tries and tries,
and can't do it.

When | think of that Latin Grammar, and that infernal As
in praesenti, and of other things which | was made to learn in my
youth ; upon my conscience, | am surprised that we ever survived
it. When one thinks of the boys who have been caned because
they could not master that intolerable jargon! Good Lord, what
a pitiful chorus these poor little creatures send up! Begentle with
them, ye schoolmasters, and only whop those who worit learn.

The Doctor has operated upon Hulker. (between ourselves), but
the boy was so little affected you would have thought he had taken
chloroform. Birch is weary of whipping now, and leaves the boy
to go his own gait. Prince, when he hears the lesson, and who
cannot help making fun of a fool, adopts the sarcastic maimer with
Master Hulker, and says, " Mr. Hulker, may | take the liberty
to inquire if your brilliant intellect has enabled you to perceive
the difference between those words which grammarians have defined
as substantive and adjective nouns?—if not, perhaps Mr. Ferdinand
Timmins will instruct you." And Timmins hops over Hulker's
head.

I wish Prince would leave off girding at the poor lad. He
is a boy, and his mother is a widow woman, who loves him with
all her might. There is a famous sneer about the suckling of fools
and the chronicling of small beer; but remember it was a rascal
who uttered it.



84 DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS

A WORD ABOUT MISS BIRCH

HE gentlemen, and especially the younger and more tender
of these pupils, will have the advantage of the constant

superintendence and affectionate care of Miss Zoe Birch,
sister of the principal: whose dearest aim will be to supply (as
far as may be) the absent maternal friend."—Prosjwctus of Rod well
Regis School.

This is all very well in the Doctor's prospectus, and Miss Zoc
Birch—(a pretty blossom itis, fifty-five years old, during two score
of which she has dosed herself with pills; with a nose as red and a
face as sour as a crab-apple)—this is all mighty well insi prospectus.
But | should like to know who would take Miss Zoe for a mother,
or would have her for onel

The only persons in the house who are not afraid of her are
Miss Rosa and |—no, 1 am afraid of her, though | do know the
story about the French usher in 1830—but all the rest tremble
before the woman, from the Doctor down to poor Francis the knife-
boy, whom she bullies into his miserable blacking-hole.

The Doctor is a pompous and outwardly severe man—but
inwardly weak and easy; loving a joke and a glass of port-wine.
I get on with him, therefore, much better than Mr. Prince, who
scorns him for an ass, and under whose keen eyes the wcertliy Doctor
writhes like a convicted impostor; and many a sunshiny afternoon
would he have said, " Mr. T., sir, shall we try another glass of that
yellow sealed wine which you seem to like?" (and which he likes
even better than | do), had not the old harridan of a Zoe been
down upon us, and insisted on turning me out with her abominable
weak coffee.  She a mother indeed! A sour-milk generation she
would have nursed. She is always croaking, scolding, bullying—
yowling at the housemaids, snarling at Miss Raby, bowwowing
after the little boys, barking after the big ones.  She knows how
much every boy eats to an ounce; and her delight is to ply with
fat the little ones who can't bear it, and with raw meat those who
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hate underdone. It was she who caused the Doctor to be eaten
out three times; and nearly created a rebellion in the school because
she insisted on his flogging Goliath Longman.

The only time that woman is happy is when she comes in of a
morning to the little boys dormitories with acup of hot Epsom
salts, and a sippet of bread. Boo!—-the very notion makes me
quiver. She stands over them. | saw her do it to young Byles
only a few days since; and her presence makes the abomination
doubly abominable.

As for attending them in real illness, do you suppose that she
would watch asingle night for any one of them? Not she. When
poor little Charley Davison (that child a lock of whose soft hair
| have said how Miss Raby still keeps) lay ill of scarlet fever in
the holidays—for the Colonel, the father of these boys, was in
India—it was Anne Raby who attended the child, who watched
him all through the fever, who never left him while it lasted, or
until she had closed the little eyes that were never to brighten or
moisten more.  Anny watched and deplored him; but it was Miss
Birch who wrote the letter announcing his demise, and got the
gold chain and locket which the Colonel ordered as a memento of
his gratitude. It was through a row with Miss Birch that Frank
Davison ran away. | promise you that after he joined his regi-
ment in India, the Ahmednuggur Irregulars, which his gallant
father commands, there came over no more annual shawls and
presents to Doctor and Miss Birch; and that if she fancied the
Colonel was coming home to marry her (on account of her tender-
ness to his motherless children, which he was always writing about),
that notion was very soon given up. But these affairs are of early
date, seven years back, and | only heard of them in a very con-
fused manner from Miss Raby, who wasa girl, and had just come to
Rodwell Regis. She is always very much moved when she speaks
about those boys ; which is but seldom. | take it the death of the
little one still grieves her tender heart.

Yes, it is Miss Birch, who has turned away seventeen ushers and
second-masters in eleven years, and half as many French masters,
| suppose, since the departure of her favourite, M. Grinchc, with
her gold watch, &c.; but this is only surmise—that is, from hear-
say, and from Miss Rosa taunting her aunt, as she does sometimes,
in her graceful way : but besides this, | have another way of keeping
her in order.

Whenever she is particularly odious or insolent to Miss Raby, |
have but to introduce raspberry jam into the conversation, and the
woman holds her tongue. She will understand me. | need not
say more.
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NOTE, V2th December.—| may spesk now. | have left the
place and don't mind. | say then a once and without caring

twopence for the consequences, that | saw this woman, this mother
of the boys, EATING JAM WITH A SPOON OUT OF MASTER WIGGINS'

TRUNK IN THE Box-ROOM; and of this | am ready to take an
affidavit any day.
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WHO STOLE THE JAM ?









A SERIOUS CASE.
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A TRAGEDY
THE DRAMA OUGHT TO BE REPRESENTED IN ABOUT SIX ACTS

[The school is hushed. LAWRENCE the Prefect, and Custos
of the rods, is marching after the DOCTOR into the
operating-room. MASTER BACKHOUSE is about to

follow?

Master Backhouse—It's all very well, but you sec if | don't

pay you out after school—you sneak you !

Master Lurcher.—If you do I'll tell again.
[Exit BACKHOUSE.

[The rod is heard from, the adjoining apartment.
Jhvhish—hwhish—hwi sh—hwi sh—hwish—

h?vish—hwish !
[Re-enter BACKHOUSE.
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BRIGGS IN LUCK

Enter the Knife-boy—Hamper for Briggses !
Master Brown,—Hurray, Tom Briggs! ['ll lend you my knife.

F this story does not carry its own moral, what fable, does, |

wonder'? Before the arrival of that hamper, Master Briggs was

in no better repute than any other young gentleman of the
lower school; and in fact | had occason myself, only lately, to
correct Master Brown for kicking his friend's shins during the
writing-lesson. But how this basket, directed by his mother's
housekeeper and marked " Glass with care" (whence | conclude
that it contains some jam and some bottles of wine, probably, as
well as the usual cake and game-pie, and half a sovereign for the
elder Master B., and five new shillings for Master Decimus Briggs)
—how, | say, the arrival, of this basket alters all Master Briggs's
circumstances in life, and the estimation in which many persons
regard him!

If he is a good-hearted boy, as | have reason to think, the very
first thing he will do, before inspecting the contents of the hamper,
or cutting into them with the knife which Master Brown has so
considerately lent him, will be to read over the letter from home
which lies on the top of the parcel. He does so, as | remark to
Miss Raby (for whom | happened to be mending pens when the
little circumstance arose), with a flushed face and winking eyes.
Look how the other boys arc peering into the basket as he reads.—
| say to her, " Isn't it a pretty picture ? Part of the letterisin
avery large hand. This is from his little sister. And | would
wager that she netted the little purse which he has just taken out
of it, and which Master Lynx is eyeing.

"You are a droll man, and remark all sorts of queer things,"
Miss Raby says, smiling, and plying her swift needle and fingers
as quick as possible.

"1 am glad we are both on the spot, and that the little fellow
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lies under our guns as it were, and o is protected from some such
brutal school-pirate as young Duval for instance, who would rob
him, probably, of some of those good things; good in themsaves,
and better because fresh from home.  Seg there isapie as | sad,
and which | daresay is better than those which are served at our
table (but you never take any notice of such kind of things, Miss
Raby), a cake of course, abottle of currant-wine, jam-pots, and no
end of p as in the straw. With their money little Briggs will be
able to pay the tick which that imprudent child has run up with
Mrs. Ruggles, and | shall let Briggs Major pay for the pencil-case
which Bullock sold to him.—It will be a lesson to the young
prodigal for the future. But, | sy, what a change there will be
in his life for some time to come, and a least until his present
wedlth is spent! The boys who bully him will mollify towards
him, and accept his pie and sweetmeats. They will have feagts in
the bedroom; and that wine will taste more delicious to them than
the best out of the Doctor's celar. The cronies will be invited.
Young Master Wagg will tell his mogt dreadful story and sing his
best song for a dice of that pie. What a jolly night they will
havel When we go the rounds a night, Mr. Prince and | will
take care to make a noise before we come to Briggss room, so that
the boys may have time to put the light out, to push the things
away, and to scud into bed.  Doctor Spry may be put in reguisition
the next morning."

" Nonsense! you absurd creature," cries out Miss Raby, laugh-
ing; and | lay down the twelfth pen very nicely mended.

"Yes; after luxury comes the doctor, | say; after extravagance
a hdoe in the breechespocke. To judge from his disposition,
Briggs Mgor will not be much better off a couple of days hence
than he is now; and, if | am not mistaken, will end life a poor
man. Brown will be kicking his shins before a week is over,
depend upon it.  There are boys and men of all sorts, Miss R.—
There are sdfish snesks who hoard until the store they daren't use
grows mouldy—there are spendthrifts who fling away, parasites
who flatter and lick its shoes, and snarling curs who hate and envy,
good fortune.”

| put down the last of the pens brushing away with it the
quill-chips from her desk first, and she looked at me with a kind,
wondering face | brushed them away, clicked the penknife into
my pocket, made her a bow, and walked off—for the bell was
ringing for school.
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A YOUNG FELLOW WHO IS PRETTY
SURE TO SUCCEED

F Master Briggsis destined in all probability to be a poor man,
the chences are that Mr. Bullock will have avery different lot.

He is a son of a partner of the eminent banking firm of Bullock
and Hulker, Lombard Street, and very high in the upper school—
quite out of my jurisdiction, consequently.

He writes the mogt beautiful current-hand ever seen; and the
way in which he magered arithmetic (going away into recondite
and wonderful rules in the Tutor's Assistant, which some magters
even dare not gpproach), is described by the Doctor in terms of
admiration. He is Mr. Prince's best agebra pupil; and a very
fair dassic, too; doing everything well for which he has amind.

He does not busy himself with the sports of his comrades, and
holds a cricket-bat no better than Miss Raby would. He employs
the play-hours in improving his mind, and reading the newspaper ;
he is a profound politician, and, it must be owned, on the Libera
sde.  The eder boys despise him rather; and when Champion
Major peses, he turns his head, and looks down. | don't like the
expresson of Bullock's narrow, green eyes as they follow the eder
Champion, who does not seam to know or care how much the other
hetes him.

No. Mr. Bullock, though perhaps the cleverest' and most
accomplished boy in the school, assodates with the quite little boys
when he is minded for society. To thee he is quite afable
courteous, and winning. He never fagged or thrashed one of them.
He hes done the verses and corrected the exerdses of many, and
many is the little lad to whom he has lent alittle money.

It is true he charges at the rate of a penny aweek for every
sixpence lent out; but many a fdlow to whom tarts are a present
necessity is happy to pay this interest for the loan. These transac-
tions are kept secret.  Mr. Bullock, in rather awhining tone, when
he takes Master Green aside and does the requisite busness for him,
sys, " You know you'll go and talk about It everywhere, | don't
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want to lend you the money, | want to buy something with it. It's
only to oblige you; and yet | am sure you will go and make fun
of me."" Whereon, of course, Green, eager for the money, vows
solemnly that the transaction shall be confidential, and only speaks
when the payment of the interest becomes oppressive.

Thus it isthat Mr. Bullock's practices are at all known. At a
very early period, indeed, his commercial genius manifested itself:
and by happy speculations in toflfcy; by composing a sweet drink
made of stick-liquorice and brown sugar, and selling it at a profit
to the younger children; by purchasing a series of novels, which
ho let out at an adequate remuneration; by doing boys' exercises
for a penny, and other processes, he showed the bent of his mind.
At the end of the half-year he always went home richer than when
he arrived at school, with his purse full of money.

Nobody knows how much he brought: but the accounts are
fabulous. Twenty, thirty, fifty—it is impossible to say how many
sovereigns.  When joked about his money, he turns pale and
swears he has not a shilling: whereas he has had a banker's account
ever since he was thirteen.

At the present moment he is employed in negotiating the sade
of aknife with Master Green, and is pointing out to the latter the
beauty of the six blades, and that he need not pay until after the
holidays.

Champion Major has sworn that he will break every bone in
his skin the next time that he cheats a little boy, and is bearing
down upon him. Let us come away. It is frightful to see that
big peaceful clever coward moaning under well-deserved blows and
whining for mercy.



92 DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS

DUVAL THE PIRATE

JONESMINIMUS passes, laden with tarts.

Duval.—Hullo ! you small boy with thetarts! Come here, sr.
Jones Minimus—Please, Duval, they ain't mine.
Duval.— Oh, you abominable young story-teller.

[He confiscates the goods.

I think 1 like young Duval's mode of levying contributions
better than Bullock's. The former's, at least, has the merit of
more candour. Duval is the pirate of Birch's, and lies in wait for
small boys laden with money or provender. He scents plunder
from afar off: and pounces out on it. Woe betide the little fellow
when Duval boards him !

There was a youth here whose money | used to keep, as he was
of an extravagant and weak taste: and | doled it out to him in
weekly shillings, sufficient for the purchase of the necessary tarts.
This boy came to me one day for half a sovereign, for a. very parti-
cular purpose, he said. | afterwards found he wanted to lend the
money to Duval.

The young ogre burst out laughing, when in a great wrath and
fury | ordered him to refund to the little boy: and proposed a bill
of exchange at three months. It is true Duval's father does not
pay the Doctor, and the lad never has a shilling, save that which
he levies, and though he is always bragging about the splendour
of Freenystown, Co. Cork, and the foxhounds his father keeps, and
the claret they drink there—there comes no remittance from Castle
Freeny in these bad times to the honest Doctor; whois akindly man
enough, and never yet turned an insolvent boy out of doors.
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THE DORMITORIES

MASTER HEWLETT AND MASTER NIGHTINGALE
{Rather a cold winter night.)

Hewlett (flinging a shoe at Master Nightingale€'s bed, with
which he hits that young gentleman),—Hullo, you! Get up and
bring me that shoe!

Nightingale—Yes, Hewlett. (He gets up.)

Hewlett.—Don't drop it, and be very careful of it, sr.

Nightingale—Yes, Hewlett.

Hewlett.—Silence in the dormitory ! Any boy who opens his
mouth, I''Il murder him. Now, sir, are not you the boy what can
sng?

Nightingale—Yes, Hewlett.

Hewlett.—Ghaunt, then, till | go to deep, and if | wake when
you stop, you'll have this at your head.

[MASTER HEWLETT lays his Bluchers on the bed, ready
to shy at Master Nightingales head in the case
contemplated

Nightingale (timidly)—Please, Hewlett?
Hewlett—Well, sir?
Nightingale—M ay | put on my trousers, please?
Hewlett.—No, sir! Go on, or |'ll
Nightingale—
" Through pleasures and palaces
Though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble,
Ther€'s no place like home."
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A CAPTURE AND A RESCUE

is a late arrival among us; has much of the family quality

and good-nature; is not in the least a tyrant to the small
boys, but is as esger as Amadis to fight. He is boxing his way
up the school, emulating his great brother. He fixes his eye on a
boy above him in strength or sze, and you hear somehow that a
difference has arisen between them at football, and they have their
coas off presently. He has thrashed himsdlf over the heeds of
many youths in this manner: for instance, if Champion can lick
Dobson, who can thrash Hobson, how much more, then, can he
thrash Hobson1 Thus he works up and establishes his position in
the school. Nor does Mr. Prince think it advissble that we ushers
should walk much in the way when these little differences are
being settled, unless there is some gross disparity, or danger is
apprehended.

For instance, | own to having ssen the row depicted here as |
was shaving a my bedroom window. | did not hasten down to
prevent its consequences  Fogle had confiscated a top, the pro-
perty of Snivins; the which, as the little wretch was dways
pegging it at my toes, | did not regret.  Snivins whimpered; and
young Champion came up, lusting for battle. Directly he mede
out Fogle, he seered for him, pulling up his ceat desves and
clearing for action.

"Who spoke to you, young Champion?' Fogle said, and he
flung down the top to Master Snivins. | knew there would be no
fight; and perhaps Champion, too, was disappointed.

M Y young friend, Patrick Champion, George's younger brother,
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THE GARDEN

WHERE THE PARLOUR-BOARDERS GO

of a great Prince has been living with the Doctor for some

years—He is Lord George Gaunt's edest son, the noble
Plantageuet Gaunt Gaunt, and nephew of the Most Honourable the
Marquis of Steyne.

They are very proud of him at the Doctor's—and the two Misses
and Papa, whenever a stranger comes down whom they want to
dazzle, are pretty sure to bring Lord Steyne into the conversation,
mention the last party at Gaunt House, and cursorily to remark
that they have with them a young friend who will be, in all human
probability, Marquis of Steyne and Earl of Gaunt, &c.

Plantagenet does not care much about these future honours:
provided he can get some brown sugar on his bread-and-butter, or
sit with three chairs and play at coach-and-horses quite quietly by
himsdf, he is tolerably happy. He saunters in and out of school
when he likes, and looks at the masters and other boys with a
listless grin.  He usad to be taken to church, but he laughed and
talked in odd places, so they are forced to leave him at home now.
He will sit with a bit of string and play cat'scradle for many
hours. He likes to go and join the very small children at their
games. Some are frightened at him; but they soon cease to fear,
and order him about. | have seen him go and fetch tarts from
Mrs. Ruggles for a boy of eight years old; and cry bitterly if he
did not get a piece. He cannot speak quite plain, but very nearly;
and is not more, | supposg, than three-and-twenty.

Of course at home they know his age, though they never come
and s= him. But they forget that Miss Rosa Birch is no longer a
young chit as she was ten years ago, when Gaunt was brought to
the school. On the contrary, she has had no small experience in
the tender passon, and is at this moment smitten with a dis
interested affection for Plantagenet Gaunt.

Next to a little doll with a burnt nose, which he hides away

9 N

N OBL EM EN have been rather scarce at Birch's—but the heir
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in cunning places, Mr. Gaunt isvery fond of Miss Rosatoo. What
a pretty match it would make! and how pleased they would be
at Gaunt House, if the grandson and heir of the great Marquis of
Steyne, the descendant of a hundred Gaunts and Tudors, should
marry Miss Birch, the schoolmaster's daughter! It is true she
has the sense on her side, and poor Plantagenet is only an
idiot: but there he is, a zany, with such expectations and such
a pedigree!

If Miss Rosawould run away with Mr. Gaunt, she would leave
off bullying her cousin, Miss Anny Raby. Shall | put her up to
the notion, and offer to lend her the money to run away? Mr.
Gaunt is not allowed money. He had some once, but Bullock took
him into a corner, and got it from him. He has a moderate tick
opened at a tart-woman's. He stops at Rodwell Regis through
the year: school-time and holiday-time, it is all the same to him.
Nobody asks about him, or thinks about him, save twice a year,
when the Doctor goes to Gaunt House, and gets the amount of his
bills, and a glass of wine in the steward's room.

And yet you se somehow that he is a gentleman. His manner
is different to that of the owners of that coarse table and parlour
at which he is a boarder (I do not speak of Miss R. of course, for
her manners are as good as those of a duchess). When he caught
Miss Rosa boxing little Fiddes's ears, his face grew red, and he
broke into a fierce inarticulate rage. After that, and for some
days, he used to shrink from her; but they are reconciled now.
| saw them this afternoon in the garden where only the parlour-
boarders walk. He was playful, and touched her with his stick.
She raised her handsome eyes in surprise, and smiled on him
very kindly.

The thing was so clear, that | thought it my duty to speak to
old Zoe about it. The wicked old catamaran told me she wished
that some people would mind their own business, and hold their
tongues—that some persons were paid to teach writing, and not
to tell tales and make mischief: and | have since been thinking
whether | ought to communicate with the Doctor.
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THE OLD PUPIL

young fellow, with a tanned face and a blonde moustache,
who was walking up and down the green arm-in-arm with
Champion Major, and followed by a little crowd of boys.

They were talking of old times evidently. " What had become
of Irvine and Smith?"—"Where was Bill Harris and Jones: not
Squinny Jones, but Cocky Jones ?*—and so forth. The gentleman
was no stranger; he was an old pupil evidently, come to see if
any of his old comrades remained, and revisit the cari luoghi of
his youth.

Champion was evidently proud of his arm-felow. He eypied
his brother, young Champion, and introduced him. 'Come here,
sr," he caled. "The young 'un wasn't here in' your time,
Davison." " Pat, sr,” said he, " this is Captain Davison, one
of Birch's boys. Ask him who was among the first in the lines
at Sobraon ?"

Pat's face kindled up as he looked Davison full in the face, and
held out his hand. Old Champion and Davison both blushed. The
infantry set up a” Hurray, hurray, hurray,” Champion leading, and
waving his wide-awake. | protest that the scene did one good to
witness. Here was the hero and cock of the school come back to
e his old haunts and cronies. He had always remembered them.
Since he had seen them last, he had faced death and achieved honour.
But for my dignity | would have shied up my hat too.

With a resolute step, and his arm still linked in Champion's,
Captain Davison now advanced, followed by a wake of little boys,
to that corner of the green where Mrs. Ruggles has her tart-stand.

" Hullo, Mother Ruggles! don't you remember me?" he said,
and shook her by the hand.

"Lor', if it ain't Davison Major!" she said. " Well, Davison
Major, you owe me fourpence for two sausageralls from when you
went away."

Davison laughed, and all the little crew of boys set up a similar
chorus.

AS | came into the playgrounds this morning, | saw a dashing
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"1 buy the whole shop,” he said. "Now, young 'uns—eat
away!"

Then therewas such a " Hurray! hurray !" as surpassed the
former cheer in loudness. Everybody engaged in it except Piggy
Duff, who made an instant dash at the three-cornered puffs, but
was stopped by Champion, who said there should be a fair dis
tribution. And so there was, and no one lacked, neither of rasp-
berry, open tarts, nor of mélifluous bulls-cyes, nor of polonies,
beautiful to the sight and taste.

The hurraying brought out the old Doctor himsdf, who put his
hand up to his spectacles and started when he saw the old pupil.
Each blushed when he recognised the other; for seven years ago
they had parted not good friends.

"What—Davison?" the Doctor said, with a tremulous voice.
" God bless you, my dear fellow !"—and they shook hands. " A
half-holiday, of course boys" he added, and there was another
hurray : there was to be no end to the cheering that day.

" How's—how's the family, sr ?" Captain Davison asked.

"Come in and sc. Rosds grown quite a lady. Dine with
us, of course. Champion Major, come to dine at fivee Mr.
Titmarsh, the pleasure of your company?' The Doctor swung
open the garden-gate: the old master and pupil entered the house
reconciled.

I thought | would first peep into Miss Raby's room, and tell
her of this event. She was working away at her linen there, as
usual quiet and cheerful.

" You should put up,” | said with a smile; " the Doctor has
given us a half-holiday."

"1 never have holidays," Miss Raby replied.

Then | told her of the scene | had just witnessed, of the arrival
of the old pupil, the purchase of the tarts, the proclamation of the
holiday, and the shouts of the boys of " Hurraj', Davison ! "

" Who is it?" cried out Miss Raby, starting and turning as
white as a shest.

I told her it was Captain Davison from India; and described
the appearance and behaviour of the Captain. When | had
finished speaking, she asked me to go and get her a glass of
water; she felt unwell. But she was gone when | came back
with the water.

I know all now. After sitting for a quarter of an hour with
the Doctor, who attributed his guest's uneasness no doubt to his
desre to s Miss Rosa Birch, Davison started up and said he
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wanted to se Miss Raby. "You remember, sir, how kind she
was to my little brother, sir]" he said. Whereupon the Doctor,
with a look of surprise that anybody should want to see Miss
Raby, said she was in the little school-room; whither the Captain
went, knowing the way from old times.

A few minutes afterwards, Miss B. and Miss Z. returned from
a drive with Plantagenet Gaunt in their one-horse fly, and being
informed of Davison's arrival, and that he was closeted with Miss
Raby in the little school-room, of course made for that apartment
at once. | was coming into it from the other door. | wanted to
know whether she had drunk the water.

This is what both parties saw. The two were in this very
attitude.  "Well, upon my word!" cries out Miss Zoe; but
Davison did not let go his hold; and Miss Raby's head only sank
down on his hand.

"You must get another governess, sir, for the little boys,"
Frank Davison said to the Doctor. " Anny Raby has promised to
come with me."

Y ou may suppose | shut to the door on my side. And when
| returned to the little school-room, it was black and empty. Every-
body was gone. | could hear the boys shouting at play on the
green outside. The glass of water was on the table where | had
placed it. | took it and drank it myself to the health of Anny
Raby and her husband. It was rather a choker.

13ut of course | wasn't going to stop .on at Birch's. When his
young friends reassemble on the 1st of February next, they will
have two new masters.  Prince resigned too, and is at present
living with me at my old lodgings at Mrs. Cammysole's. If any
nobleman or gentleman wants a private tutor for his son, a note
to the Rev. F. Prince will find him there.

Miss Clapperclaw says we are both a couple of old fools; and
that she knew when | set off last year to Rodwell Regis, after
meeting the two young ladies at a party at General Champion's
house in our street, that | was going on a gooses errand. | shall
dine there on Christmas-day; and so | wish a merry Christmas to
all young and old boys.
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EPILOGUE

HE play is done; the curtain drops,
Slow falling, to the prompter's bell:
A moment yet the actor stops,
And looks around, to say farewell,
It is an irksome word and task;
And when hes laughed and said his say,
He shows, as he removes the mask,
A face that's anything but gay.

One word, ere yet the evening ends,
Let's dose it with a parting rhyme,

And pledge a hand to all young friends,
As fits the merry Christmas time.

On life's wide scene you, too, have parts,
That Fate ere long shall bid you play;
Good night! with honest gentle hearts
A Kkindly greeting go alway !

Good night! 1'd say the griefs, thejoys,
Just hinted in this mimic page,

The triumphs and defeats of boys,

Are but repeated in our age

I'd say, your woes were not less keen,
Your hopes more vain, than those of men;
Your pangs or pleasures of fifteen,

At forty-five played o'er again.

I'd say, we suffer and we strive

Not less nor more as men than boys;
With grizzled beards at forty-five,

As erst at twelve, in corduroys?

And if, in time of sacred youth,

We learned at home to love and pray,
Pray heaven, that early love and truth
May never wholly pass away.
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And in the world, as in the schodl,

I'd say, how fate may change and shift;
The prize be sometimes with the fool,
The race not always to the swift.

The strong may yield, the good may fall,
The great man be a vulgar clown,

The knave be lifted over all,

The kind cast pitilessly down.

Who knows the inscrutable design ]

Blessed be He who took and gave:

Why should your mother, Charles, not mine,
Be weeping at her darling's grave ?"

We bow to heaven that will'd it s,

That darkly rules the fate of all,

That sends the respite or the blow,

That's free to give or to recall.

This crowns his feast with wine and wit:
Who brought him to that mirth and state]
His betters, sg below him sit,

Or hunger hopdess at the gate.

Who bade the mud from Dives wheel

To spurn the rags of Lazarus?

Come, brother, in that dust we'll knedl,
Confessng heaven that ruled it thus.

So each shall mourn in lifé's advance,
Dear hopes, dear friends, untimely killed;
Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance,

A longing passon unfulfilled.

Amen : whatever Fate be sent,—

Pray God the heart may kindly glow,
Although the head with cares be bent,
And whitened with the winter snow.

Come wealth or want, come good or ill,
L et young and old accept their part,
And bow before the Awful Will,

And bear it with an honest heart.

' C. B., ob. Dec. 1843, st. 42.
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Who missss, or who winsthe prize 1
Go, lose or conquer as you can

But if you fail, or if you risg,

Be each, pray God, a gentleman.

A gentleman, or old or young:
(Bear kindly with my humble lays),
The sacred chorus first was sung
Upon the first of Chrissmas days.
The shepherds heard it overhead—
Thejoyful angds raised it then:
Glory to heaven on high, it sad,
And peece on earth to gentle men.

My song, svethis, islittleworth;

| lay the weary pen adde,

And wish you health, and love, and mirth,
Asfits the solemn Christmas tide.

As fits the holy Christmas birth,

Be this, good friends, our caral still —

Be peace on earth, be pesce on earth.

To men of gentle will.



BECo
. ROWENA,
Romapce o ROWANCE

CHAPTER |
THE OVERTURE-COMMENCEMENT OF THE BUSNESS

ELL-BELOVED nove-readers and gentle
patronesses of romance, assuredly it has often
occurred to every one of you, that the books
we delight in have very unsatisfactory con-
clusons, and end quite prematurely with
page 320 of the third volume. At that
epoch of the history it is well known that
the hero is sddom more than thirty years
old, and the heroine by consequence some
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seven or eight years younger; and | would ask any of you
whether it is fair to suppose that people after the above age have
nothing worthy of note in their lives, jand cesse to exist as tiiey
drive away from Saint George's, Hanover Square?  You, dear
young ladies, who get your knowledge of life from the circulating
library, may be led to imagine that when the marriage business
is done, and Emilia is whisked off in the new travelling-carriage,
by the side of the enraptured Earl; or Belinda, breaking away
from the tearful embraces of her excellent mother, dries her own
lovely eyes upon the throbbing waistcoat of her bridegroom—you
may be apt, | say, to suppose that all isover then; that Emilia and
the Earl are going to be happy for the rest of their lives in his
lordship's romantic castle in the North, and Belinda and her young
clergyman to enjoy uninterrupted bliss in their rose-trellised parson-
age in the West of England : but some there be among the novel-
reading classes—old experienced folks—who know better than this.
Some there be who have been married, and found that they have
still something to sc and to do, and to suffer mayhap; and that
adventures, and pains, and pleasures, and taxes, and sunrises and
settings, and the business and joys and griefs of life go on after, as
before the nuptial ceremony.

Therefore | say, it is an unfair advantage which the novelist
takes of hero and heroine, as of his inexperienced reader, to say
good-bye to the two former, as soon as ever they are made husband
and wife; and | have often wished that additions should be made
to all works of fiction which have been brought to abrupt termina-
tions in the manner described; and that we should hear what occurs
to the sober married man, as well as to the ardent bacl elor; to the
matron, as well as to the blushing spinster. And in this respect |
admire (and would desire to imitate), the noble and prolific French
author, Alexandre Dumas, who carries his heroes from early youth
down to the most venerable old age; and does not let them rest
until they are so old, that it is full time the poor fellows should get
alittle peace and quiet. A hero is much too valuable a gentleman
to be put upon the retired list, in the prime and vigour of his
youth; and | wish to know what lady among us would like to be
put on the shelf, and thought no longer interesting, because she
has a family growing up, and is four or five and thirty years
of age? | have known ladies at sixty, with hearts as tender
and ideas as romantic as any young misses of sixteen. Let us
have middie-aged novels then, as well as your extremely juvenile
legends: let the young ones be warned that the old folks have
a right to be interesting: and that a laxly may continue to have
a heart, althqugh she is somewhat stouter than she was when a
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school-girl, and a man his feelings, athough he gets his hair
from Truefitt's.

Thus | would desire that the biographies of many of our most
illustrious personages of romance should be continued by fitting
hands, and that they should be heard of, until at least a decent age.
—Look at Mr. Jamess heroes : they invariably marry young. Look
at Mr. Dickenss: they disappear from the scene when they are
mere chits. | trust these authors, who are still alive, will see the
propriety of telling us something more about people in whom we
took a considerable interest, and who must be at present strong and
hearty, and in the full vigour of health and intellect. And in the
tales of the great Sir Walter (may honour be to his name), | am
sure there are a number of people who are untimely carried away
from us, and of whom we ought to hear more.

My dear Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York, has aways, in my
mind, been one of these; nor can | ever believe that such awoman,
so admirable, so tender, so heroic, so beautiful, could disappear
altogether before such another woman as Rowena, that vapid, flaxen-
headed creature, who is, in my humble opinion, unworthy of Ivan-
hoe, and unworthy of her place as heroine. Had both of them got
their rights, it ever seemed to me that Rebecca would have had the
husband, and Rowena would have gone off to a convent and shut
herself up, where I, for one, would never have taken the trouble of
inquiring for her.

But after all she married lvanhoe. What is to be done?
There is no help for it. Thereitisin black and white at the end
of the third volume of Sir Walter Scott's chronicle, that the couple
were joined together in matrimony. And must the Disinherited
Knight, whose blood has been fired by the suns of Palestine, and
whose heart has been warmed in the company of the tender and
beautiful Rebecca, sit down contented for life by the side of such
afrigid piece of propriety as that icy, faultless, prim, niminy-piminy
Rowena? Forbid it fate, forbid it poetical justice! There is a
simple plan for setting matters right, and giving all parties their
due, which is here submitted to the novel-reader. Ivanhoe's history
must have had a continuation ; and it is this which ensues. | may
be wrong in some particulars of the narrative,—as what writer will
not be?—but of the main incidents of the history, | have in my
own mind no sort of doubt, and confidently submit them to that
generous public which likes to see virtue righted, true love rewarded,
and the brilliant Fairy descendf out of the blazing chariot at the end
of the pantomime, and make Harlequin and Columbine happy.
What, if reality be not so, gentlemen and ladies; and if, after
dancing a variety of jigs and antics, and jumping in and out of

9 0
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endless trap-doors and windows, through life's shifting scenes, no
fairy comes down to make us comfortable at the close of the per-
formance? Ah! let us give our honest novel-folks the benefit of
their position, and not be envious of their good luck.

No person who has read the preceding volumes of this history,
as the famous chronicler of Abbotsford has recorded them, can doubt
for a moment what was the result of the marriage between Sir
Wilfrid of I van hoe and Lady Rowena. Those who have marked
her conduct during her maidenhood, her distinguished politeness,
her spotless modesty of demeanour, her unalterable coolness under
all circumstances, and her lofty and gentle womanlike bearing, must
be sure that her married conduct would equa her spinster behaviour,
and that Rowena the wife would be a pattern of correctness for all
the matrons of England.

Such was the fact. For miles around Rotherwood her character
for piety was known. Her castle was a rendezvous for all the
clergy and monks of the district, whom she fed with the richest
viands, while she pinched herself upon pulse and water. There was
not an invalid in the three Ridings, Saxon or Norman, but the
palfrey of the Lady Rowena might be seen journeying to his door,
in company with Father Glauber, her aimoner, and Brother Thomas
of Epsom, her leech. She lighted up all the churches in Y orkshire
with wax-candles, the offerings of her piety. The bells of her chapel
began to ring at two o'clock in the morning; and all the domestics
of Rotherwood were called upon to attend at matins, at compline,
at nones, at vespers, and at sermon. | need not say that fasting
was observed with all the rigours of the Church; and that those of
the servants of the Lady Rowenawere looked upon with most favour
whose hair-shirts were the roughest, and who flagellated themselves
with the most becoming perseverance.

Whether it was that this discipline cleared poor Wamha's wits
or cooled his humour, it is certain that he became the most
melancholy fool iu England, and if ever he ventured upon a pun to
the shuddering poor servitors, who were mumbling their dry crusts
below the salt, it was such a faint and stale joke that nobody dared
to laugh at the innuendoes of the unfortunate wag, and a sickly
smile was the best applause he could muster. Once, indeed, when
Guffo, the goose-boy (a half-witted poor wretch), laughed outright
at a lamentably stale pun which Wamba palmed upon him at
supper-time (it was dark, and the torches being brought in, Wamba
said, "Guffo, they can't see their way in the argument, and are
going to throw a little light upon the subject"), the Lady Rowena,
being disturbed in a theological controversy with Father Willibald
(afterwards canonised as St. Willibald, of Bareacres, hermit and
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confessor), called out to know what was the cause of the unseemly
interruption, and Guffo and Wamba being pointed out as the
culprits, ordered them straightway into the courtyard, and three
dozen to be administered to each of them.

"1 got you out of Front-de-Boouf's castle,” said poor Wamba
piteously, appealing to Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, " and canst thou not
save me from the lash 7'

"Yes, from Front-de-Boauf's castle, where you were locked up
with the Jewess in the tower ! " said Rowena, haughtily replying to
the timid appeal of her husband. " Gurth, give him four dozen !"

And this was all poor Wamba got by applying for the mediation
of his master.

In fact, Rowena knew her own dignity so well as a princess of
the royal blood of England, that Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, her consort,
could scarcely call his life his own, and was made, in all things,
to feel the inferiority of his station. And which of us is there
acquainted with the sex that has not remarked this propensity in
lovely woman, and how often the wisest in the council are made to
be as fools at her board, and the boldest in the battle-field are
craven when facing her distaff?

" Where you were locked up with the Jewess in the tower" was
aremark, too, of which Wilfrid keenly felt, and perhaps the reader
will understand, the significancy. When the daughter of Isaac of
Y ork brought her diamonds and rubies—the poor, gentle victim !'—
and, meekly laying them at the feet of the conquering Rowena,
departed into foreign lands to tend the sick of her people, and to
brood over the bootless passion which consumed her own pure
heart, one would have thought that the heart of the royal lady
would have melted before such beauty and humility, and that she
would have been generous in the moment of her victory.

But did you ever know a right-minded woman pardon another
for being handsome and more love-worthy than herself? The Lady
Rowena did certainly say with mighty magnanimity to the Jewish
maiden, " Come and live with me as a sister," as the former part of
this history shows; but Rebecca knew in her heart that her lady-
ship's proposition was what is called bosh (in that noble Eastern
language with which Wilfrid the Crusader was familiar), or fudge,
in plain Saxon; and retired with a broken, gentle spirit, neither
able to bear the sight of her rival's happiness, nor willing to disturb
it by the contrast of her own wretchedness. Rowena, like the most
high-bred and virtuous of women, never forgave Isaac's daughter
her beauty, nor her flirtation with Wilfrid (as the Saxon lady chose
to term it); nor, above all, her admirable diamonds and jewels,
although Rowena was actually in possession of them.
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In aword, she was always flinging Rebecca into Ivanhoe's teeth.
There was not a day in his life but that unhappy warrior was made
to remember that a Hebrew damsdl had been in love with him, and
that a Christian lady of fashion could never forgive the insult. For
instance, if Gurth, the swineherd, who was now promoted to be a
gamekeeper and verderer, brought the account of a famous wild-boar
in the wood, and proposed a hunt, Rowena would say, " Do, Sir
Wilfrid, persecute these poor pigs. you know your friends the Jews
can't abide them!" Or when, as it oft would happen, our lion-
hearted monarch, Richard, in order to get a loan or a benevolence
from the Jews, would roast a few of the Hebrew capitalists, or
extract some of the principal rabbis teeth, Rowena would exult
and say, " Serve them right, the misbelieving wretches! England
can never be a happy country until every one of these monsters
is exterminated!"—or dse adopting a strain of still more savage
sarcasm, would exclaim, "lvanhoe, my dear, more persecution for
the Jews! Hadn't you better interfere, my love? His Majesty
would do anything for you; and, you know, the Jews were always
such favourites of yours' or words to that effect. But, neverthe-
less, her ladyship never lost an opportunity of wearing Rebecca's
jewels at court, whenever the Queen held a drawing-room; or at
the York asszes and ball, when she appeared there: not of course
because she took any interest in such things, but because she con-
sdered it her duty to attend, as one of the chief ladies of the
county.

Thus Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, having attained the height of his
wishes, was, like many a man when he has reached that dangerous
elevation, disappointed. Ah, dear friends, it is but too often so in
life! Many agarden, seen from a distance, looks fresh and green,
which, when beheld closdy, is dismal and weedy; the shady walks
melancholy and grass-grown; the bowers you would fain repose in,
cushioned with stinging-nettles. | have ridden in a caique upon
the waters of the Bosphorus, and looked upon the capital of the
Soldan of Turkey. As seen from those blue waters, with palace
and pinnacle, with gilded dome and towering cypress, it seemeth
a very Paradise of Mahound : but, enter the city, and it is but a
beggarly labyrinth of rickety huts and dirty alleys, where the "ways
are seep and the sméls arc foul, tenanted by mangy dogs and
ragged beggars—a dismal illusion! Life is such, ah, well-a-day!
It is only hope which is real, and reality is a bitterness and a
deceit.

Perhaps a man with Ivanhoe's high principleswould never bring
himsdlf to acknowledge this fact; but others did for him. He grew
thin, and pined away as much as if he had been in a fever under



COMMENCEMENT OF THE BUSINESS 111

the scorching sun of Ascalon. He had no appetite for his meds;
he slept i |1, though he was yawning all day. The jangling of the
doctors and friars whom Rowena brought together did not in the
least enliven him, and he would sometimes give proofs of somno-
lency during their disputes, greatly to the consternation of his lady.
He hunted a good deal, and, | very much fear, as Rowenarightly
remarked, that he might have an excuse for being absent from
home. He began to like wine, too, who had been as sober as a
hermit; and when he came back from Athelstane's (whither he
would repair not uufrequently), the unsteadiness of his gait and the
unnatural brilliancy of his eye were remarked by his lady: who,
you may be sure, was sitting up for him. As for Athelstane, he
swore by St. Wulfstan that he was glad to have escaped a marriage
with such a pattern of propriety ; and honest Cedric the Saxon
(who had been very speedily driven out of his daughter-in-law's
castle) vowed by St. Waltheof that his son had bought a dear
bargain.

So Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe became almost as tired of England
as his royal master Richard was (who aways quitted the country
when he had squeezed from his loyal nobles, commons, clergy, and
Jews, all the money which he could get), and when the lion hearted
Prince began to make war against the French King, in Normandy and
Guienne, Sir Wilfrid pined like a true servant to be in company of
the good champion, aongside of whom he had shivered so many
lances, and dealt such woundy blows of sword and battle-axe on the
plains of Jaffa or the breaches of Acre. Travellers were welcome
at Rotherwood that brought news from the camp of the good King:
and | warrant me that the knight listened with all his might when
Father Drono, the chaplain, read in the &. Jamess Chronykyll
(which was the paper of news he of lvanhoe took in) of "another
glorious triumph "—" Defeat of the French near Blois"—" Splendid
victory at Epte, and narrow escape of the French King: " the which
deeds of arms the learned scribes had to narrate.

However such tales might excite him during the reading, they
left the Knight of Ivanhoe only the more melancholy after listening:
and the more moody as he sat in his great hall silently draining his
Gascony wine.  Silently sat he and looked at his coats-of-mail hang-
ing vacant on the wall, his banner covered with spider-webs, and
his sword and axe rusting there. " Ah, dear axe," sighed he (into
his drinking-horn)—" ah, gentle steel! that was a merry time when
| sent thee crashing into the"pate of the Emir Abdul Melik as he
rode on the right of Saladin. Ah, my sword, my dainty headsman!
my sweet split-rib! my razor of infidel beards! is the rust to eat
thine edge off, and am | never more to wield thee in battle? What
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is the use of a shield on a wall, or a lance that has a cobweb for a
pennon? 0 Richard, my good king, would | could hear once more
thy voice in the front of the onset! Bones of Brian the Templar !
would ye could rise from your grave at Templestowe, and that we
might break another spear for honour and—and—" ***

" And Rebecca? he would have said; but the knight paused
here in rather a guilty panic : and her Royal Highness the Princess
Rowena (as she chose to style herself at home) looked so hard at
him out of her china-blue eyes, that Sir Wilfrid felt as if she were
reading his- thoughts, and was fain to drop his own eyes into his
flagon.

In a word, his life was intolerable. The dinner-hour of the
twelfth century, it is known, was very early; in fact, people dined
at ten o'clock in the morning: and after dinner Rowena sat mum
under her canopy, embroidered with the arms of Edward the Con-
fessor, working with her maidens at the most hideous pieces of
tapestry, representing the tortures and martyrdoms of her favourite
saints, and not allowing a soul to speak above his breath, except
when she chose to cry out in her own shrill voice when a hand-maid
made a wrong stitch, or let fall a ball of worsted. It was a dreary
life. Wamba, we have said, never ventured to crack ajoke, save
in a whisper, when he was ten miles from home; and then Sir
Wilfrid lvanhoe was too weary and blue-devilled to laugh; but
hunted in silence, moodily bringing down deer and wild-boar with
shaft and quarrel.

Then he besought Robin of Huntingdon, the jolly outlaw, nath-
less, to join him, and go to the help of their fair sire King Richard,
with a score or two of lances. But the Earl of Huntingdon was a
very different character from Robin Hood the forester. There was
no more conscientious magistrate in all the county than his lord-
ship : he was never known to miss church or gquarter-sessions; he
was the strictest game-proprietor in all the Riding, and sent scores
of poachers to Botany Bay. "A man who has a stake in the
country, my good Sir Wilfrid," Lord Huntingdon said, with rather
a patronising air (his lordship had grown immensely fat since the
King had taken him into grace, and required a horse as strong as
an elephant to mount him)—"a man with a stake in the country
ought to stay in the country. Property has its duties as well as
its privileges, and a person of my rank is bound to live on the land
from which he gets hisliving."

"Amen!" sang out the Reverend———Tuck, his lordship's
domestic chaplain, who had aso grown as seek as the Abbot of
Jorvaulx, who was as prim as a lady in his dress, wore bergamot
in his handkerchief, and had his poll shaved and his beard curled
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every day. And so sanctified was his Reverence grown, that he
thought it was a shame to kill the pretty deer (though he ate of
them still hugely, both in pasties and with French beans and
currant-jelly), and being shown a quarter-staff upon a certain
occasion, handled it curiously, and asked "what that ugly great
stick was ?"

Lady Huntingdon, late Maid Marian, had still some of her old
fun and spirits, and poor Ivanhoe begged and prayed that she
would come and stay at Rotherwood occasionaly, and egayer the
genera dulncss of that castle.  But her ladyship said that Rowena
gave herself such airs, and borerl her so intolerably with stories of
King Edward the Confessor, that she preferred any place rather
than Rotherwood, which was as dull as if it had been at the top of
Mount Athos.

The only person who visited it was Athelstane. " His Royal
Highness the Prince" Rowena of course called him, whom the lady
received with royal honours. She had the guns fired, and the foot-
men turned out with presented arms when he arrived; helped him
to all lvanhoe's favourite cuts of the mutton or the turkey, and
forced her poor husband to light him to the state bedroom, walking
backwards, holding a pair of wax-candles. At this hour of bed-time
the Thane used to be in such a condition, that he saw two pair of
candles and two lvanhoes reeling before him. Let us hope it was
not lvanhoe that was reeling, but only his kinsman's brains muddled
with the quantities of drink which it was his daily custom to con-
sume. Rowena said it was the crack which the wicked Bois
Guilbert, "the Jewesss other lover, Wilfrid my dear," gave him
on his royal skull, which caused the Prince to be disturbed so
easily; but added, that drinking became a person of royal blood,
and was but one of the duties of his station.

Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe saw it would be of no avail to ask this
man to bear him company on his projected tour abroad; but still
he himself was every day more and more bent upon going, and he
long cast about for some means of breaking to his Rowena his firm
resolution to join the King. He thought she would certainly fall
il if he communicated the news too abruptly to her: he would pre-
tend ajourney to York to attend a grand jury; then a call to
London on law business or to buy stock; then he would slip over
to Calais by the packet, by degrees as it were; and so be with
the King before his wife knew that he was out of sight of West-
minster Hall.

" Suppose your honour says you are going as your honour would
say Bo! to a goose, plump, short, and to the point," said Wamba
the Jester—who was Sir Wilfrid's chief counsellor and attendant—
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" depend on't her Highness would bear the news like a Christian
woman."

" Tush, malapert! | will give thee the strap," said Sir Wilfrid,
in a fine tone of high-tragedy indignation. " Thou knowest not the
delicacy of the nerves of high-born ladies. An she faint not, write
me down Hollander,"

"1 will wager my bauble against an Irish billet of exchange
that she will let your honour go off readily: that is, if you press
not the matter too strongly,” Wamba answered knowingly. And
this Ivanhoe found to his discomfiture : for one morning at breakfast,
adopting a ddgagd air, as he sipped his tea, he said, " My love, |
was thinking of going over to pay his Majesty a visit in Normandy."
Upon which, laying down her muffin (which, since the royal Alfred
baked those cakes, had been the chosn breakfast cate of noble
Anglo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered to her on a
salver, chased by the Florentine, Benvenuto Cellini),—"When do
you think of going, Wilfrid my dear?" the lady said; and the
moment the tea-things were removed, and the tables and their
trestles put away, she set about mending his linen, and getting
ready his carpet-bag.

So Sir Wilfrid was as disggusted at her readiness to part with
him as he had been weary of staying at home, which caused Wamba
the Fool to say, "Marry, gossip, thou art like the man on ship-
board, who, when the boatswain flogged him, did cry out ' Oh!'
wherever the ropesend fell on him : which caused Master Boatswain
to say, ' Plague on thee, fellow, and a pize on thee, knave, wherever
| hit thee there is no pleasing thee." "

" And truly there are some backs which Fortune is always be-
labouring," thought Sir Wilfrid with a groan, "and mine is one
that is ever sore”

So, with a moderate retinue, whereof the knave Wamba made
one, and a large woollen comforter round his neck, which his wifée's
own white fingers had woven, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe left home to
join the King his master. Rowena, standing on the steps, poured
out a series of prayers and blessngs, most edifying to hear, as her
lord mounted his charger, which his squires led to the door. " It
was the duty of the British female of rank," she said, " to suffer all
—all in the cause of her sovereign. She would not fear loneli-
ness during the campaign: she would bear up against widowhood,
desertion, and an unprotected situation.”

" My cousin Athelstane will protect thee" said Ivanhoe, with
profound emotion, as the tears trickled down his basenet; and
bestowing a chase salute upon the sted-clad warrior, Rowena
modestly said "she hoped his Highness would be so kind."
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Then Ivanhoe's trumpet blew : then Rowena waved her pocket-
handkerchief : then the household gave a shout: then the pursuivant
of the good Knight, Sir Wilfrid the Crusader, flung out his banner
(which was argent, a gules cramoisy with three Moors impaled sable):
then Wamba gave a lash on his mule's haunch, and Ivanhoe, heaving
a great sigh, turned the tail of his war-horse upon the castle of his
fathers.

As they rode along the forest, they met Athelstane the Thane
pounding along the road in the direction of Rotherwood on his great
dray-horse of a charger. " Good-bye, good luck to you, old brick,"
cried the Prince, using the vernacular Saxon. " Pitch into those
Frenchmen ; give it 'em over the face and eyes; and |'ll stop at
home and take care of Mrs. |"

"Thank you, kinsman," said Ivanhoe—looking, however, not
particularly well pleased; and the chiefs shaking hands, the train
of each took its different way—Athelstane's to Rotherwood, Ivanhoe's
towards his place of embarkation.

The ioor knight had his wish, and yet his face was a yard
long and as yellow as a lawyer's parchment; and having longed
to quit home any time these three years past, he found himself
envying Athelstane, because, forsooth, he was going to Rotherwood:
which symptoms of discontent being observed by the witless
Wamba, caused that absurd madman to bring his rebeck over his
shoulder from his back, and to sing—

"ATRA CURA.

" Before | lost my five poor wits,
I mind mo of a Romish clerk,
Who sang bow Care, the phantom dark,
Beside the belted horseman sits.
Methought | saw the griedy sprito
Jump up but now behind my Knight."

"Perhaps thou didst, knave," said lvanhoe, looking over his
shoulder; and the knave went on with hisjingle:

" And though he gallop as he may,
| mark that cursed monster black
Still sits behind his honour's back,
Tight squeezing of his heart alway.
Like two black Templars sit they there,
Beside one crupper, Knight and Care.

No knight am | with pennoned spear,
To prance upon a bold destrere :
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George ! ha, St. Richard! whom have wo here?" And he lifted
up his demi-culverin, or curtal-axe—a weapon weighing about
thirteen hundredweight—and was about to fling it at the intruder's
head, when the latter, kneeling gracefully on one knee, said calmly,
"Itis |, my good liege, Wilfrid of Ivanhoe."

"What, Wilfrid of Templestowe, Wilfrid the married man, Wilfrid
the henpecked !" cried the King with a sudden burst of good-
humour, flinging away the culverin from him, as though it had
been a reed (it lighted three hundred yards off, on the foot of Hugo
de Bunyon, who was smoking a cigar at the door of his tent, and
caused that redoubted warrior to limp for some days after).
"What, Wilfrid my gossip? Art come to se the lion's den?
There aro bones in it, man, bones and carcases, and the lion is
angry," said the King, with a terrific glare of his eyes. " But
tush! we will talk of that anon. Ho! bring two gallons of
hypocras for the King and the good Knight, Wilfrid of Ivanhoe.
Thou art come in time, Wilfrid, for, by St. Richard and St. George,
we will give a grand assault to-morrow. There will be bones
broken, ha!"

"1 care not, my liege,” said Ivanhoe, pledging the sovereign
respectfully, and tossing off the whole contents of the bowl of
hypocras to his Highness's good health. And he at once appeared
to be taken into' high favour: not a little to the envy of many of
the persons surrounding the King.

As his Mgjesty said, there was fighting and feasting in plenty
before Chalus. Day after day the besiegers made assaults upon the
castle, but it was held so stoutly by the Count of Chalus and his
gallant garrison, that each afternoon beheld the attacking-parties
returning disconsolately to their tents, leaving behind them many
of their own slain, and bringing back with them store of broken
heads and maimed limbs, received in the unsuccessful onset. The
valour displayed by lvanhoe in all these contests was prodigious;
and the way in which he escaped death from the discharges of
mangonels, catapults, battering'rains, twenty-four-pounders, boiling
oil, and other artillery, withwhich .the besieged received their enemies,
was remarkable.  After a day's fighting, Gurth and Wamba used to
pick the arrows out of their intrepid master's coat-of-mail, as if they
had been so many amonds in a pudding. 'Twas well for the good
knight, that under his first coat-of-armour he wore a choice suit of
Toledan steel, perfectly impervious to arrow-shots, and given to him
by a certain Jew, named Isaac of Y ork, to whom he had done some
considerable services a few years back.

If King Richard had not been in such arage at the repeated
failures of his attacks upon the castle, that all sense of justice was
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blinded in the lion-hearted monarch, he would have been the first
to acknowledge the valour of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, and would
have given him a Peerage and the Grand Cross of the Bath at
least a dozen times in the course of the siege : for lvanhoe led more
than a dozen storming-parties, and with his own hand killed as
many men (viz., two thousand three hundred and fifty-one) within
six, as were slain by the lion-hearted monarch himself. But his
Majesty was rather disgusted than pleased by his faithful servant's
prowess; ard all the courtiers, who hated Ivanhoe for his superior
valour and dexterity (for he would kill you off a couple of hundred
of them of Chalus, whilst the strongest champions of the King's
host could not finish more than their two dozen of a day), poisoned
the royal mind against Sir "Wilfrid, and made the King look upon
his feats of armswith an evil eye. Roger de Backbite snceringly
told the King that Sir Wilfrid had offered to bet an equal bet that
he would kill more men than Richard himself in the next assault:
Peter de Toadhole said that Ivanhoe stated everywhere, that his
Majesty was not the man he used to be; that pleasures and drink
had enervated him ; that he could neither ride, nor strike a blow
with sword or axe, as he had been enabled to do in the old times in
Palestine: and finally, in the twenty-fifth assault, in which they
had very nearly carried the place, and in which onset Ivanhoe slew
seven, and his Majesty six, of the sons of the Count de Chalus, its
defender, Ivanhoe almost did for himself, by planting his banner
before the King's upon the wall; and only rescued himself from
utter disgrace by saving his Majesty's life several times in the
course of this most desperate onslaught.

Then the luckless knight's very virtues (as, no doubt, my
respected readers know) made him enemies amongst the men—nor
was Ivanhoe liked by the women frequenting the camp of the gay
King Richard. His young Queen, and a brilliant court of ladies,
attended the pleasure-loving monarch. His Majesty would transact
business in the morning, then fight severely from after breakfast
till about three o'clock in the afternoon; from which time, until
after midnight, there was nothing but jigging and singing, feasting
and revelry, in theroyal tents.  Ivannoe, who was asked as a matter
of ceremony, and forced to attend these entertainments, not caring
about the blandishments of any of the ladies present, looked on at
their ogling and dancing with a countenance as glum as an under-
taker's, and was a perfect wet-blanket in the midst of the festivities.
His favourite resort and conversation were with a remarkably
austere hermit, who lived in the neighbourhood of Chalus, and
with whom Ivanhoe loved to talk about Palestine, and the JCWR,
and other grave matters of import, better than to mingle in the
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gayest amusements of the court of King Richard. Many a night,
when the Queen and the ladies were dancing quadrilles and polkas
(in which his Majesty, who was enormously stout as well as tall,
insisted upon figuring, and in which he was about as graceful as an
elephant dancing a hornpipe), Ivanhoe would steal away from the
ball, and come and have a night's chat under the moon with his
reverend friend. It pained him to see a man of the King's age and
size dancing about with the young folks. They laughed at his
Majesty whilst they flattered him: the pages and maids of honour
mimicked the royal mountebank almost to his face; and, if Ivanhoe
ever could have laughed, he certainly would one night, when the
King, in light-blue satin inexpressibles, with his hair in powder,
chose to dance the minuet de la cour with the little Queen
Bcrengaria

Then, after dancing, his Majesty must needs order a guitar, and
begin to sing. He was said to compose his own songs—words and
music—but those who have read Lord Campobello's " Lives of the
Lord Chancellors," are aware that there was a person by the name
of Blondel, who, in fact, did all the musical part of the King's
performances; and as for the words, when a King writes verses,
we may be sure there will be plenty of people to admire his poetry.
His Majesty would sing you a ballad, of which he had stolen every
idea, to an air that was ringing on all the barrel-organs of Christen-
dom, and, turning round to his courtiers, would say, " How do you
like that? | dashed it off this morning." Or, " Blondel, what do
you think of this movement in B flat ?* or what not; and the
courtiers and Blondel, you may be sure, would applaud with all
their might, like hypocrites as they were.

One evening—it was the evening of the 27th March 1199,
indeed—his Majesty, who was in the musical mood, treated the
court with a quantity of his so-called composition, until the people
were fairly tired of clapping with their hands and laughing in their
deeves. First he sang an original air and poem, beginning

" Cherries nice, cherries nice, nice, come choosg,
Fresh and fair ones, who'll refuse?' &c.

The which he was ready to take his affidavit he had composed the
day before yesterday. Then he sang an equally original heroic
melody, of which the chorus was

" Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the seq,
For Britonsnever, never, never davesshall bo," &c.

The courtiers applauded this song as they did the other, all except
Ivanhoe, who sat without changing a muscle, of his features, until
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the King questioned him, when the knight with a bow said "he
thought he had heard something very like the air and the words
dsawhere” His Majesty scowled at him a savage glance from
under his red bushy eyebrows; but Ivanhoe had saved the royal
life that day, and the King, therefore, with difficulty controlled his
indignation.

" Well," said he, "by St. Richard and St. George, but ye never
heard this song, for | composed it this very afternoon as | took my
bath after the meee. Did | not, Blondcl ?"

Blondel, of 'course was ready to take an affidavit that his
Majesty had done as he said, and the King, thrumming on his
guitar with his great red fingers and thumbs, began to sing out of
tune, and as follows :—

" COMMANDEES OF THE FAITHFUL.

" The Pope ho is a happy man,
His Palace is the Vatican,
And there he sits and drains his can:
The Pope he is a happy man.
| often say when I'm at home,
1'd like to he tho Pope of Rome.

And then there's Sultan Saladin,
That Turkish Sol dan full of sn ;
He has a hundred wives at least,
By which his pleasure is increased :
I've often wished, | hope no sin,
That | were Sultan Saladin.

But no, the Pope no wife may choose,
And so | would not wear hisshoos;
No wine may drink the proud Paynim,
And so |'d rather not be him :

My wife, my wine, | love | hope,

And would be neither Turk nor Pope."

" Encore! Encore! Bravo! Bis!" Everybody applauded the
King's song with all his might: everybody except Ivanhoe, who pre-
served his abominable gravity; and when asked aloud by Roger
de Backbite whether he had heard that too, said firmly, " Yes,
Roger de Backbite; and so hast thou if thou darest but tell
the truth.”

" Now, by St. Cicely, Inay | never touch gittern again,” bawled
the Kingin afury, " if every note, word, and thought be not mine;
may | die in to-morrow's ondaught if the song be not my song.
Sing thysdf, Wilfrid of the Lanthorn Jaws; thou could's sing a
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good soug in old times"  And with all his might, and with a forced
laugh, the King, who loved brutal practical jests, flung his guitar
at the head of lvanhoe.

Sir Wilfrid caught it gracefully with one hand, and making an
elegant bow to the sovereign, began to chant as follows :—

"KING CANUTE.

" King Canute was weary-hearted ; ho had reigned for years a spore,
Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing more ;
And he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea-shore.

" 'Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop walked the King with steps sedate,
Chamberlains and grooms came after, silversticks and goldsticks great,
Chaplains, aides-de-camp, and pages—all the officers of state.

" Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pause,
If a frown his face contracted, straight tho courtiers dropped their jaws ;
If to laugh the King was minded, out they burst in loud hee-haws.

" But that day a something vexed him, that was clear to old and young:
Thrice his Grace had yawned at table, when his favourite gleemen sung,
Once the Queen would have consoled him, but ho bade her hold her tongue.

" ' Something ails my gracious master,' cried the Kocpor of tho Seal.
' Sure, my lord, it istho lampreys served at dinner, or the veal ?'
! psha !I" exclaimed the angry monarch. ' Keeper, 'tisnot that | feel.

" "Tisthe heart, and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest impair :
Can aking be great as| am, prithee, and yet know no care?
Oh, I'm sck, and tired, and weary.'—£ome one cried, 'Tho King'sarm-chair !"

" Then towards the lackeys turning, quick my Lord the Keeper nodded.
Straight the King's great chair was brought him, by two footmen able-bodied ;
Languidly he sank intoit: it was comfortably wadded.

" ¢ Leading on my fierce companions,' cried ho, ' over storm and brine,
| have fought and | have conquered ! Where was glory like to mine ?'
Loudly all the courtiers echoed : ' Whereisglory like to thine ?'

" 'What avail me all my kingdoms? Weary am | now, and old ;
Those fair sons | have begotten, long to see mo dead and cold ;
Would | were, and quiet buried, underneath the silent mould |

" 'Oh, remorse, the writhing serpent! at my bosom tears and bites ;
Horrid, horrid things | look on, though | put out all the lights;
Ghogts of ghastly recollections troop about my bed of nights.

" ' Cities burning, convents blazing, red with sacrilegiousfires;
Mothers weeping, virgins screaming, vainly for their saughtered sres'—
' Such a tender constience cries the Bishop, ' every one admires.
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" 'But for such unpleasant bygones, cease, my gracious lord, to search,
They'reforgotten and forgiven by our Holy Mother Church ;
Never, never does she leave her benefactors in the lurch.

" "Look ! the land is crowned with minsters, which your Grace's bounty
raised;

Abbeys filled with holy men, whero you and Heaven are daily praised :

You, my lord, to think of dying? on my conscience |I'm amazed !

"' Nay, | foe', replied King Canute, ' that my end is drawing near .
* Don't say 0, exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeeze a tear).
'Sure your Graceis strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year.'

" ' Live these fifty years |' the Bishop roared, with actions made to suit.
"Areyou mad, my good Lord Keeper, thusto speak of King Canute ?
Men have lived a thousand years, and sure his Majesty will do't.

1+ Adam, Enoch, Lamech, Cainan, Mahaloel, M ethusela,
Lived nine hundred years apiece, and mayn't the King as well as they ?'
" Fervently," exclaimed the Keeper, ' fervently | trust ho may.'

" "Heto die? resumed the Bishop. ' Heamortal liketotts ?
Death was not for him intended, though communis omnibus :
Keeper, you areirreligious, for to talk and cavil thus.

¢ "With his wondrous skill in healing néer a doctor can compote,
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, start up clean upon their feet;
Surely he could raise the doad up, did his Highness think it meet.

" ' Did not once the Jewish captain stay the sun upon the hill,
And, the while ho dow the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still ?
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacred will.'

"' Might | stay the sun abovo us, good Sir Bishop ?* Canute cried ;
" Could | bid tho silver moon to pause upon her heavenly ride ?
If the moon obeys my orders, sure | can command the tide.

" "Will the advancing waves obey me, Bishop, if | make the sign ?
Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, ' Land and sea, my lord, are thine.
Canute turned towards the ocean—« Back !' he said, ' thou foaming brine

" "From the sacred shore | stand on, | command thee to retreat;
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, to approach thy master's seat:
Ocean, be thou still! | bid thee come not nearer to my feet 1'

" But the sullen ocean answered with a louder, deeper roar,
And the rapid waves drew nearer, falling sounding on the shore ;
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, back the King and courtiersbore.

" And he sternly bade them never more to kneel to human clay,
But alone to praise and worship That which earth and sess obey :
And his golden crown of empire never wore he from that day.
King Canute is dead and gone: Parasites exist alway."
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At this ballad, which, to be sure, was awfully long, and as
grave as a samon, some of the courtiers tittered, some yawned,
and some dfected to be adesp and snore outright.  But Roger de
Backbite, thinking to curry favour with the King by this piece of
vulgarity, his Maesty fetched him a knock on the nose and a buffet
on the ear, which, | warrant me, wakened Master Roger; to whom
the King said, " Listen and be civil, slave; Wilfrid is singing about
thee.—Wilfrid, thy ballad is long, but it is to the purpose, and |
have grown cool during thy homily. Give me thy hand, honest
friend. Ladies, good-night. Gentlemen, we give the grand assault
to-morrow; when | promise thee, Wilfrid, thy banner shall not be
before mine."—And the King, giving his arm to her Majesty, retired
into the private pavilion.
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CHAPTER I I
ST. GEORGE FORENGLAND

HIL ST the royal Richard and his court were feasting in
the camp outside the walls of Chalus, they of the castle

were in the most miserable plight that may be conceived.
Hunger, as well as the fierce assaults of the besegers had made
dire ravages in the place. The garrison's provisons of corn and
cattle, their very horses, dogs, and donkeys had been eaten up—
so that it might well be said by Wamba " that famine, as well as
daughter, had thinned the garrison." When the men of Chalus
came on the walls to defend it againgt the scaling parties of King
Richard, they were like so many skeletons in armour; they could
hardly pull their bow-gtrings at last, or pitch down gones on the
heads of his Majesty's party, so weak had their arms become; and
the gigantic Count of Chalus—a warrior as redoubtable for his size
and strength as Richard Plantagenet himself—was scarcey able to
lift up his battle-axe upon the day of that last assault, when Sir
Wilfrid of lvanhoe ran him through the——but we are advancing
matters.

What should prevent me from describing the agonies of hunger
which the Count (a man of large appetite) suffered in company
with his heroic sons and garrison >—Nothing, but that Dante has
already done the busness in the notorious history of Count Ugolino;
so that my efforts may be consdered as mere imitations. Why
should | not, if | were minded to revel in horrifying details, show
you how the famished garrison drew lots, and ate themseves during
the siege; and how the unlucky lot falling upon the Countess of
Chalus, that heroic woman, taking an affectionate leave of her
family, caused her large cauldron in the castle kitchen to be set
a-boiling, had onions, carrots and herbs, pepper and salt made
ready, to make a savoury soup, as the French like it; and when
all things were quite completed, kissed her children, jumped into
the cauldron from off a kitchen stool, and so was stewed down
in her flannel bed-gown] Dear friends, it is not from want of
imagination, or from having no turn for the terrible or pathetic,
that | spare you these details. | could give you some description
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that would spoil your dinner and night's rest, and make your hair
stand on end. But why harrow your fedings? Fancy all the
tortures and horrors that possbly can occur in a beleaguered and
famished castle: fancy the fedings of men who know that no
more quarter will be given them than they would get if they
were peaceful Hungarian citizens kidnapped and brought to trial
by his Majesty the Emperor of Austria; and then let us rush
on to the breach and prepare once more to meet the assault of
dreadful King Richard and his men.

On the 29th of March in the year 1199, the good King, having
copioudy partaken of breakfast, caused his trumpets to blow, and
advanced with his host upon the breach of the castle of Chalus.
Arthur de Pendennis bore his banner; Wilfrid of Ivanlioe fought
on the King's right hand. Molyneux, Bishop of Bullocksmithy,
doffed croder and mitre for that day, and though fat and pursy,
panted up the breach with the mos resolute spirit, roaring out
war-cries and curses, and wielding a prodigious mace of iron, with
which he did good execution. Roger de Backbite was forced to
come in attendance upon the sovereign, but took care to keep in
the rear of his august master, and to shelter behind his huge
triangular shield as much as possble.  Many lords of note followed
the King and bore the ladders;, and as they were placed against
the wall, the air was perfectly dark with the shower of arrows
which the French archers poured out at the bedegers and the
cataract of dones, kettles, bootjacks, chests of drawers, crockery,
umbrellas, congreverockets, bombshells, bolts and arrows and other
missiles which the desperate garrison flung out on the storming-
party. The King received a copper coal-scuttle right over his eye,
and a mahogany wardrobe was discharged at his morion, which
would have felled an ox, and would have done for the King had
not lvanhoe warded it off skilfully. Still they advanced, the
warriors falling around them like grass beneath the scythe of the
mower .

The ladders were placed in spite of the hail of death raining
round: and the King and Ivanhoe were, of course the first to
mount them. Chalus stood in the breach, borrowing strength from
despair; and roaring out, " Ha! Plantagenet, Saint Barbacue for
Chalus!" he dealt the King a crack across the helmet with his
battle-axe, which shore off the gilt lion and crown that surmounted
the steel cap. The King bent and reeled back; the besegers were
dismayed; the garrison and the Court of Chalus st up a shout of
triumph: but it was premature.

As quick as thought Ivanhoe was into the Count with a thrust
in tierce, which took him just at the joint of the armour, and ran
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him through as clean as a spit does a partridge. Uttering a horrid
shriek, he fell back writhing; the King recovering staggered up the
parapet; the rush of knights followed, and the union-jack was
planted triumphantly on the walls, just as Ivanhoe,—but we must
leave him for a moment.

" Ha, St. Richard '—ha, St. George!" the tremendous voice of
the Lion-king was heard over the loudest roar of the onset. At
every sweep of his blade a severed head flew over the parapet, a
spouting trunk tumbled, bleeding, on the flags of the bartizan.
The world hath never seen a warrior equal to that Lion-hearted
Plantagenet, as he raged over the keep, his eyes flashing fire
through the bars of his morion, snorting and chafing with the hot
lust of battle. One by one les enfans de Chains had fallen : there
was only one left at last of all the brave race that had fought
round the gallant Count:—only one, and but a boy, a fair-haired
boy, a blue-eyed boy! he had been gathering pansies in the fields
but yesterday—it was but a few years, and he was a baby in his
mother's arms!  "What could his puny sword do against the most
redoubted blade in Christendom?—and yet Bohemond faced the
great champion of England, and met him foot to foot! Turn away,
turn away, my dear young friends and kind-hearted ladies! Do
not look at that ill-fated poor boy ! his blade is crushed into
splinters under the axe of the conqueror, and the poor child is
beaten to his knee! . . .

" Now, by St. Barbacue of Limoges," said Bertram! de Gourd on,
" the butcher will never strike down yonder lambling! Hold thy
hand, Sir King, or, by St. Barbacue——"

Swift as thought the veteran archer raised his arblast to his
shoulder, the whizzing bolt fled from the ringing string, and the
next moment crashed quivering into the corselet of Plantagenet.

‘Twas a luckless shot, Bertrand of Gourdon! Maddened by the
pain of the wound, the brute nature of Richard was aroused: his
fiendish appetite for blood rose to madness, and grinding his teeth,
and witli a curse too horrible to mention, the flashing axe of the
royal butcher fell down on the blonde ringlets of the child, and the
children of Chalus were no more! . . .

| just throw this off by way of description, and to show what
might be done if | chose to indulge in this style of composition;
but asin the battles which are described by the kindly chronicler,
of one of whose works this present masterpiece is professedly a
continuation, everything passes off agreeably—the people are slain,
but without any unpleasant sensation to the reader; nay, some of
the most savage and blood-stained characters of history, such is the
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indomitable good-humour of the great novelist, become amiable,
jovial companions, for whom one has a hearty sympathy—so, if
you please, we will have this fighting business at Chalus, and the
garrison and honest Bertrand of Gourdon, disposed of; the former,
according to the usage of the good old times, having been hung up
or murdered to a man, and the latter killed in the manner described
by the late Dr. Goldsmith in his History.

As for the Lion-hearted, we all very well know that the shaft
of Bertrand de Gourdon put an end to the royal hero—and that from
that 29th of March he never robbed nor murdered any more. And
we have legends in recondite books of the manner of the King's
death.

" You must die, my son," said the venerable Walter of Rouen,
as Berengaria was carried shrieking from the King'stent. " Re
pent, Sir King, and separate yourself from your children ! "

" Itisill jestingwith adying man," replied theKing. " Children
have | none, my good lord bishop, to inherit after me."

" Richard of England,” said the archbishop, turning up his fine
eyes, " your vices are your children. Ambition is your eldest child,
Cruelty is your second child. Luxury is your third child; and you
have nourished them from your youth up. Separate yourself from
these sinful ones, and prepare your soul, for the hour of departure
draweth nigh."

Violent, wicked, sinful, as he might have been, Richard of
England met his death like a Christian man. Peace be to the soul
of the brave! When the news came to King Philip of France, he
sternly forbade his courtiers to rgoice at the death of his enemy.
" It is no matter of joy but of dolour,” he said, " that the bulwark
of Christendom and the bravest king of Europe is no more."

M eanwhile what has become of Sir Wilfrid of |vanhoe, whom
we left in the act of rescuing his sovereign by running the Count of
Chalus through the body ?

As the good knight stooped down to pick his sword out of the
corpse of his fallen foe, some one coming behind him suddenly
thrust a dagger into his back at a place where his shirt-of-mail was
open (for Sir Wilfrid had armed that morning in a hurry, and it
was his breast, not his back, that he was accusomed ordinarily to
protect); and when poor Wamba came up on the rampart, which
he did when the fighting was over,—being such a fool that he
could not be got to thrust his head into danger for glory's sake
—he found his dear knight with the dagger in his back lying
without life upon the body of the Count de Chalus whom he had
anon slain.
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Ah, what a howl poor Wamba set up when he found his master
killed! How he lamented over the corpse of that noble knight and
friend! What mattered it to him that Richard the King was
borne wounded to his tent, and that Bertrand de Gourdon was
flayed alive? At another time the sight of this spectacle might
have amused the simple knave; but now all his thoughts were of
his lord: so good, so gentle, so kind, so loyal, so frank with the
great, so tender to the poor, so truthful of speech, so modest re-
garding his own merit, so true a gentleman, in a word, that any-
body might, with reason, deplore him.

As Wamba opened the dear knight's corselet, he found a locket
round his neck, in which there was some hair; not flaxen like that
of my Lady Rowcna, who was almost as fair as an Albino, but as
black, Wamba thought, as the locks of the Jewish maiden whom
the knight had rescued in the lists of Templestowe. A bit of
Rowena's hair was in Sir Wilfrid's possession, too; but that was in
his purse along with his sea of arms, and a couple of groats: for
the good kniglit never kept any money, so generous was he of his
largesses when money came in.

Wamba took the purse, and seal, and groats, but he left the
locket of hair round his master's neck, and when he returned to
England never said a word about the circumstance. After all, how
should he know whose hair it was? It might have been the
knight's grandmother's hair for aught the fool knew; so he kept
his counsel when he brought back the sad news and tokens to the
disconsolate widow at Rotherwood.

The poor fellow would never have left the body at all, and in-
deed sat by it all night, and until the grey of the morning; when,
seeing two suspicious-looking characters advancing towards him, he
fled in dismay, supposing that they were marauders who were out
searching for booty among the dead bodies; and having not the
least courage, he fled from these, and tumbled down the breach,
and never stopped running as fast as his legs would carry him,
until he reached the tent of his late beloved master.

The news of the knight's demise, it appeared, had been known
at his quarters long before; for his servants were gone, and had
ridden off on his horses; his chests were plundered : there was not
so much as a shirt-collar left in his drawers, and the very bed and
blankets had been carried away by thesefaithful attendants.  Who
had slain lvanhoe ? That remains a mystery to the present day;
but Roger de Backbite, whose nose he had pulled for defamation,
and who was behind him in the assault at Chalus, was seen two
years afterwards at the court of King John in an embroidered
velvet waistcoat which Rowena could have sworn she had worked
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for lvanhoe, and about which the widow would have made some
little noise, but that—but that she was no longer a widow.

That she truly deplored the death of her lord cannot be
questioned, for she ordered the deepest mourning which any milliner
in York could supply, and erected a monument to his memory as
big as a minster. But she was alady of such fine principles, that
she did not allow her grief to overmaster her; and an opportunity
speedily arising for uniting the two best Saxon families in Eng-
land, by an alliance between herself and the gentleman who offered
himself to her, Rowena sacrificed her inclination to remain single,
to her snse of duty; and contracted a second matrimonial
engagement.

That Athelstane was the man, | suppose no reader familiar
with life, and novels which are a rescript of life, and are all strictly
natural and edifying, can for a moment doubt. Cardinal Pandulfo
tied the knot for them: and lest there should be any doubt about
Ivanhoe's death (for his body was never sent home after all, nor
seen after Wamba ran away from it), his Eminence procured a
Papal decree annulling the former marriage, so that Rowena be-
came Mrs. Athelstane with a clear conscience. And who shall be
surprised, if she was happier with the stupid and boozy Thane
than with the gentle and melancholy Wilfrid? Did women never
have a predilection for fools, | should like to know; or fall in love
with donkeys, before the time of the amours of Bottom and Titania?
Ah! Mary, had you not preferred an ass to a man, would you have
married Jack Bray, when a Michael Angelo offered? Ah ! Fanny,
were you not a woman, would you persist in adoring Tom Hiccups,
who beats you, and comes home tipsy from the Club? Yes,
Rowena cared a hundred times more about tipsy Athelstane than
ever she had done for gentle Ivanhoe, and so great was her infatua-
tion about the former, that she would sit upon his knee in the
presence of all her maidens, and let him smoke his cigars in the
very drawing-room.

This is the epitaph she caused to be written by Father Drono
(who piqued himself upon his Latinity) on the stone commemo-
rating the death of her late lord: —

hic eat Suilfrivus, belli dum birit abidus:

Cum gisdio et lancen, SRormannia et quogire Francia
Perbera bura dabar: per Turcos multum equitabat :
duilbectum occibic: arque Diecogolyms binit,

Beu! nunc sub fossa sunt tanti militis oosa,

8xor Atbelatani eot conjur rastiseima Thani.
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And thisis the translation which the doggerel knave Wamba made
of the Latin lines:

"REQUIESCAT.

" Under the stone you behold,
Buried, and coffined, and cold,
Lieth Sir Wilfrid the Bold.

Always ho marched in advance,
Warringin Flanders and France,
Doughty with sword and with lance.

Famous in Saracen fight,
Rode in his youth the good knight,
Scattering Paynims in flight.

Brian the Templar untrue,
Fairly in tourney he dew,
Saw Hierusalcm too.

Now ho is buried and gone,
Lying beneath the grey stone:
Where shall you find such a ono ?

Long timo his widow deplored,
Weeping the fate of her lord,
Sadly cut off by the sword.

When she was eased of her pain,
Came the good Lord Athelstane,
When her ladyship married again."

Athelstane burst into a loud laugh, when he heard it, at the
last line, but Rowenawould have had the fool whipped, had not the
Thane interceded; and to him, she said, she could refuse nothing.
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CHAPTER 1V
IVANHOE  REDIVIVUS

TRUST nobody will suppose, from the events described in the

last chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is really dead. Because

we have given him an epitaph or two and a monument, are
these any reasons that he should be really gone out of the world ?
No: as in the pantomime, when we se Clown and Pantaloon lay
out Harlequin and cry over him, we arc always sure that Master
Harlequin will be up at the next minute alert and shiningin his
glistening coat; and, after giving a box on the ears to the pair of
them, will be taking a dance with Columbine, or leaping gaily
through the clock-face, or into the three-pair-of-stairs’ window:—
so Sir Wilfrid, the Harlequin of our Christmas piece, may be run
through alittle, or may make believe to be dead, but will assuredly
rise up again when he is wanted, and show himself at the right
moment.

The suspicious-looking characters from whom Wamba ran away
were no cut-throats and plunderers, as the poor knave imagined,
but no other than Ivanhoe's friend, the hermit, and a reverend
brother of his, who visited the scene of the late battle in order to
e if any Christians still survived there, whom they might shrive
and get ready for heaven, or to whom they might possibly offer the
benefit of their skill as leeches. Both were prodigiously learned in
the healing art; and had about them those precious elixirs which
so often occur in romances, and with which patients are so miracu-
lously restored. Abruptly dropping his master's head from his lap
as he fled, poor Wamba caused the knight's pate to fall with rather
a heavy thump to the ground, and if the knave had but stayed a
minute longer, he would have heard Sir Wilfrid utter a deep groan.
But though the fool heard him not, the holy hermits did; and to
recognise the gallant Wilfrid, to withdraw the enormous dagger still
sticking out of his back, to wash the wound with a portion of the
precious elixir, and to pour a little of it down his throat, was with
the excellent hermits the work of an instant: which remedies being
applied, one of the good men took the knight by the heels and the
other by the head, and bore him daintily from the castle to their



IVANHOE REDIVIVUS 133

hermitage in a neighbouring rock. As for the Count of Chalus, and
the remainder of the slain, the hermits were too much occupied with
Ivanhoe's case to mind them, and did not, it appears, give them
any elixir: so that, if they are really dead, they must stay on the
rampart stark and cold: or if otherwise, when the scene closes upon
them as it does now, they may get up, shake themselves, go to the
slips and drink a pot of porter, or change their stage-clothes and go
Jome to supper. My dear readers, you may settle the matter
among yourselves as you like. |f you wish to kill the characters
really off, let them be dead, and have done with them: but, entre
nous, | don't believe they are any more dead than you or | are, and
sometimes doubt whether there is a single syllable of truth in this
whole story.

Well, Ivanhoe was taken to the hermits' cell, and there doctored
by the holy fathers for his hurts; which were of such a severe and
dangerous order, that he was under medical treatment for a very
considerable time.  When he woke up from his delirium, and asked
how long he had been ill, fancy his astonishment when lie heard
that he had been in the fever for six years! He thought the
reverend fathers were joking at first, but their profession forbade
them from that sort of levity; and besides, he could not possibly
have got well any sooner, because the story would have been sadly
put out had he appeared earlier. And it proves how good the
fathers were to him, and how very nearly that scoundrel of a Roger
de Backbite's dagger had finished him, that he did not get well
under this great length of time; during the whole of which the
fathers tended him without ever thinking of a fee. | know of a
kind physician in this town who does as much sometimes; but |
won't do him the ill service of mentioning his name here.

Ivanhoe, being now quickly pronounced well, trimmed his beard,
which by this time hung down considerably below his knees, and
calling for his suit of chain-armour, which before had fitted his
elegant person as tight as wax, now put it on, arid it bagged and
hung so loosely about him, that even the good friars laughed at his
absurd appearance. It was impossible that he should go about the
country in such a garb as that: the very boys would laugh at him ;
so the friars gave him one of their old gowns, in which he disguised
himself, and after taking an affectionate farewell of his friends, set
forth on his return to his native country. As he went aong, he
learned that Richard was dead, that John reigned, that Prince
Arthur had been poisoned, and was of course made acquainted with
various other facts of public importance recorded in Pinnock's
Catechism and the Historic Page.

Rut these subjects did not interest him near so much as his own
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private affairs; and | can fancy that his legs trembled under him,
and his pilgrim's staff shook with emotion, as at length, after many
perils, he came in sight of his paternal mansion of Rothcrwood, and
saw once more the chimneys smoking, the shadows of the oaks over
the grass in the sunset, and the rooks winging over the trees. He
heard the supper gong sounding : he knew his way to the door well
enough : he entered the familiar hall with a benedicite and without
any more words took his place.

You might have thought for a moment that the grey friar
trembled and his shrunken cheek looked deadly pale; but he re-
covered himself presently : nor could you s his pallor for the cowl
which covered his face

A little boy was playing on Athclstane's knee; Rowena, smiling
and patting the Saxon Thane fondly on his broad bull-head, filled
him a huge cup of spiced wine from a golden jug. He drained a
quart of the liquor, and, turning round, addressed the friar :(—

"And s, grey frere, thou sawest good King Richard fall at
Chalus by the bolt of that felon bowman ?"

" We did, an it please you. The brothers of our house attended
the good King in hislast moments: in truth, he made a Christian
ending!"

"And didst thou se the archer flayed alive? It must have
been rare sport,” roared Athelstane, laughing hugely at the joke.
" How the fellow must have howled !"

" My love!" said Rowena, interposing tenderly, and putting a
pretty white finger on his lip.

" | would have liked to sc it too," cried the boy.

" That's my own little Cedric, and so thou shalt. And, friar,
didst s2= my poor kinsman Sir Wilfrid of Ilvanhoe? They say he
fought well at Chalus! "

" My sweet lord," again interposed Rowena, " mention him not."

"Why? Because thou and he were so tender in days of yore
—when you could not bear my plain face, being all in love with his
pale one)"

"Those times are past now, dear Athelstaiie,” said his affec-
tionate wife, looking up to the celling.

"Marry, thou never could's forgive him the Jewess, Rowena."

" The odious hussy ! don't mention the name of the unbelieving
creature,” exclaimed the lady.

" Well, well, poor Wil was a good lad—a thought melancholy
and milksop though. Why, a pint of sack fuddled his poor brains."

" Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was a good lance" said the friar. " |
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have heard there was none better in Christendom. Helay in our
convent after his wounds, and it was there we tended him till he
died. Hewas buried in our north cloister.”

"And there's an end of him," said Athelstane. "But come,
thisis dismal talk. Where's Wamba the jester1 Let us have a
song. Stir up, Wamba, and don't lie like adog in thefire! Sing
us a song, thou crack-brained jester, and leave off whimpering for
bygones. Tush, man! There be many good fellows left in this
world."

" There be buzzards in eagles nests," Wamba said, who was
lying stretched before the fire, sharing the hearth with the Thane's
dogs. " There be dead men alive, and live men dead. There be
merry songs and dismal songs. Marry, and the merriest are the
saddest sometimes. | will leave off motley and wear black, gossip
Athelstane. | will turn howler at funerals, and then, perhaps, |
shall be merry. Motley isfit for mutes, and black for fools.. Give
me some drink, gossip, for my voice is as cracked as my brain."

"Drink and sing, thou beast, and cease prating," the Thane
said.

And Wamba, touching his rebeck wildly, sat up in the chimney-
side and curled his lean shanks together and began :(—

"LOVE AT TWO SCORE.

" Ho! pretty page, with dimpled chin,
That never has known the barber's shear,
All your aim is woman to win—
This is the way that boys begin—
Wait till you've come to forty year !

Curly gold locks cover foolish brains,
Billing and cooing is all your cheer,
Sighing and singing of midnight strains

Under Bonnybells window-panes.
Wait till you've come to forty year.

Forty times over let Michaelmas pass
Grizzling hair the brain doth clear;

Then yon know a boy is an ass

Then you know the worth of a lass,
Once you have come to forty year.

Pledge mo round, | bid ye declare,

All good fellows whose beards are grey:
Did not the fairest of the fair
Common grow, and wearisome, ere

Ever a pionth was passed away ?
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The reddest lips that ever have Kissed,
The brightest eyesthat ever havo shone,
May pray and whisper and we not list,
Or look away and never be missed,
Ere yet ever a month was gone.

Gillian's dead, Heaven rest her bier,
How | loved her twenty years syne !
Marian'smarried, but | sit here,
Aliveand merry at forty year,
Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine."

"Who taught thee that merry lay, Wamba, thou son of
Witless?" roared Athelstane, clattering his cup on the table and
shouting the chorus.

"It was a good and holy hermit, sir, the pious clerk of
Copmanhurst, that you wot of, who played many a prank with us
in the days that we knew King Kichard. Ah, noble sir, that was
ajovial time and a good priest."

"They say the holy priest is sure of the next bishopric, my
love," said Rowena. "His Majesty hath taken him into much
favour. My Lord of Huntingdon looked very well at the last ball;
but | never could se any beauty in the Countess—a freckled,
blowsy thing, whom they used to call Maid Marian: though, for
the matter of that, what between her flirtationswith Major Little-
john and Captain Scarlett, really "

"Jealous again—haw ! haw !" laughed Athelstane.

"1 am above jealousy, and scorn it," Rowena answered, drawing
herself up very majestically.

"Well, well, Wamba's was a good song," Athelstane said.

"Nay, a wicked song,” said Rowena, turning up her eyes as
usual. " What! rail at woman's love? Prefer a filthy wine-cup
to atrue wife? Woman's love is eternal, my Athelstane. He who
questions it would be a blasphemer were he not a fool. The well-
born and well-nurtured gentlewoman loves once and once only."

"I pray you, madam, pardon me, | — | am not well," said the
grey friar, rising abruptly from his settle, and tottering down the
steps of the dais. Wamba sprang after him, his bells jingling as he
rose, and casting his arms round the apparently fainting man, he
led him away into the court. " There be dead men alive and live
men dead," whispered he. "There be coffins to laugh at and
marriages to cry over. Said | not sooth, holy friar ?*  And when
they had got out into the solitary court, which was deserted by all
the followers of the Thane, who were mingling in the drunken
revelry in the hall, Wamba, seeing that none were by, knelt down,
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and kissing the friar's garment, said, " | knew thee, | knew thee,
my lord and my liege !"

" Get up," said Wilfrid of lvanhoe, scarcely able to articulate :
" only fools are faithful."

And he passed on, and into the little chapel where his father
lay buried. All night long the friar spent there: and Wamba the
Jester lay outside watching as mute as the saint over the porch.

When the morning came, Wamba was gone; and the knave
being in the habit of wandering hither and thither as he chose
little notice was taken of his absence by a master and mistress who
had not much sense of humour. As for Sir Wilfrid, a gentleman of
his delicacy of feelings could not be expected to remain in a house
where things so naturally disagreeable to him were occurring, and
he quitted Rotherwood incontinently, after paying a dutiful visit to
the tomb where his old father, Cedric, was buried; and hastened
on to York, at which city he made himself known to the family
attorney, a most respectable man, in whose hands his ready money
was deposited, and took up a sum sufficient to fit himself out with
credit, and a handsome retinue, as became a knight of consideration.
But he changed his name, wore a wig and spectacles, and disguised
himself entirely, so that it was impossible his friends or the public
should know him, and thus metamorphosed, went about whitherso-
ever his fancy led him. He was present at a public ball at Y ork,
which the lord mayor gave, danced Sir Roger de Coverley in the
very same set with Rowena—(who was disgusted that Maid Marian
took precedence of her)—he saw little Athelstane overeat himself
at the supper and pledge his big father in a cup of sack; he met
the Reverend Mr. Tuck at a missionary meeting, where he seconded
a resolution proposed by that eminent divine;—in fine, he saw a
score of his old acquaintances, none of whom recognised in him the
warrior of Palestine and Templestowe. Having a large fortune and
nothing to do, he went about this country performing charities,
slaying robbers, rescuing the distressed, and achieving noble feats of
arms. Dragons and giants existed in his day no more, or be sure
he would have had afling at them : for the truth is, Sir Wilfrid of
Ivanhoe was somewhat sick of the life which the hermits of Chalus
had restored to him, and felt himself so friendless and solitary that
he would not have been sorry to come to an end of it. Ah, my
dear friends and intelligent British public, are there not others who
are melancholy under a mask of gaiety, and who, in the midst of
crowds, are lonely ? Liston was a most melancholy man ; Grimakli
had feelings, and there are others | wot of:—but pshal—let us
have the next chapter.
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CHAPTER V
IVANHOE TO THE RESCUE

Richard of the Lion-heart conducted himself to all parties, to

his relatives, his nobles, and his people, is a matter notorious,
and sat forth clearly in the Historic Page: hence, although nothing,
except perhaps success, can, in my opinion, excuse disaffection to
the sovereign, or appearance in armed rebellion againg him, the
loyal reader will make allowance for two of the principal personages
of this narrative, who will have to appear in the present chapter in
the odious character of rebels to their lord and king. It must be
remembered, in partial exculpation of the fault of Athclstane and
Rowena (a fault for which they were bitterly punished, as you shall
presently hear), that the monarch exasperated his subjects in a
variety of ways,—that before he murdered his royal nephew, Prince
Arthur, therewas a great question whether he was the rightful King
of England at all,—that his behaviour as an uncle, and a family
man, was likely to wound the fedings of any lady and mother,—
finally, that there were palliations for the conduct of Rowena and
Ivanhoe, which it now becomes our duty to relate.

When his Majesty destroyed Prince Arthur, the Lady Rowena,
who was one of the ladies of honour to the Queen, gave up her place
at court at once and retired to her castle of Rotherwood. Expres
sons made use of by her, and derogatory to the character of the
sovereign, were carried to the monarch's ears, by some of those para-
sites, doubtless, by whom it is the curse of kings to be attended;
and John swore by St. Peter's teeth, that he would be revenged
upon the haughty Saxon lady,—a kind of oath which, though he
did not trouble himself about all other oaths, he was never known
to break. It was not for some years after he had registered this
vow, that he was enabled to keep it.

Had lvanhoe been present at Rouen when the King meditated
his horrid desgns against his nephew, there is little doubt that
Sir Wilfrid would have prevented them, and rescued the boy:
for Ivanhoe was, we need scarcely say, a hero of romance; and it
is the cusom and duty of all gentlemen of that professon to be

I HE rascally manner in which the chicken-livered successor of
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present on all occasons of historic interest, to be engaged in all
congpiracies, royal interviews, and remarkable occurrences. and
hence Sir Wilfrid would certainly have rescued the young prince,
had he been anywhere in the neighbourhood of Rouen, where the
foul tragedy occurred. But he was a couple of hundred leagues off,
at Chalus, when the circumstance happened; tied down in his bed
as crazy as a Bedlamite, and raving ceasdedy in the Hebrew tongue
(which he had caught up during a previous illness in which he was
tended by a maiden of that nation) about a certain Rebecca Ben
Isaacs, of whom, being a married man, he never would have thought,
had he been in his sound snses  During this delirium, what were
politics to him, or he to polities? King John or King Arthur
were entirely indifferent to a man who announced to his nurse-
tenders, the good hermits of Chalus before mentioned, that he was
the Marquis of Jericho, and about to marry Rebecca the Queen of
Sheba. In aword, he only heard of what had occurred when he
reached England, and his snses were restored to him. Whether
was he happier, sound of brain and entirely miserable (as any man
would be who found so admirable a wife as Rowena married again),
or perfectly crazy, the husband of the beautiful Rebecca? | don't
know which he liked best.

Howbeit the conduct of King John inspired Sir Wilfrid with
so thorough a detestation of that sovereign, that he never could be
brought to take service under him; to get himself presented at St.
Jamess, or in any way to acknowledge, but by stern acquiescence,
the authority of the sanguinary successor of his beloved King
Richard. It was Sir Wilfrid of lvanhoe, | need scarcey say, who
got the Barons of England to league together and extort from
the king that famous instrument and palladium of our liberties at
present in the British Museum, Great Russell Street, Bloomsbury—
the Magna Charta. His name does not naturally appear in the
list of Barons, because he was only a knight, and a knight in dis-
guise too: nor does Athelstane's signature figure on that docu-
ment. Athelstane, in thefirst place, could not write; nor did he
care a pennypiecc about politics, so long as he could drink his
wine at home undisturbed, and have his hunting and shooting in
quiet.

It was not until the King wanted to interfere with the sport
of every gentleman in England (as we know by reference to the
Historic Page that this odious monarch did), that Athelstane broke
out into open rebellion, aloiig with several Yorkshire squires and
noblemen. It is recorded of the King, that he forbade every man
to hunt his own deer; and, in order to sscure an obedience to his
orders, this Herod of a monarch wanted to secure the eldest sons
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of all the nobility and gentry, as hostages for the good behaviour
of their parents.

Athelstane was anxious about his game—Rowena was anxious
about her son. The former swore that he would hunt his deer in
spite of all Norman tyrants—the latter asked, should she give
up her boy to the ruffian who had murdered his own nephew 1'
The speeches of both were brought to the King at York; and,
furious, he ordered an instant attack upon Rotherwood, and that
the lord and lady of that castle should be brought before him dead
or alive.

Ah, where was Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, the unconquerable champion,
to defend the castle against the royal party ? A few thrusts from
his lance would have spitted the leading warriors of the King's
host: a few cuts from his sword would have put John's forces to
rout. But the lance and sword of Ivanhoe were idle on this occa
sion. "No, be hanged to me!" said the knight bitterly, " this
is aquarrel in which | can't interfere.  Common politeness forbids.
Let yonder ale-swilling Athelstane defend his—ha, ha—tvife; and
my Lady Rowena guard her—ha, ha, ha—son," And he laughed
wildly and madly; and the sarcastic way in which he choked and
gurgled out the words "wife" and "son" would have made you
shudder to hear.

When he heard, however, that, on the fourth day of the sege,
Athelstane had been slain by a cannon-ball (and this time for good,
and not to come to life again as lie had done before), and that the
widow (if so the innocent bigamist may be called) was conducting
the defence of Rotherwood herself with the greatest intrepidity,
showing herself upon the walls with her littlo son (who bellowed
like a bull, and did not like the fighting at all), pointing the
guns and encouraging the garrison in every way—better feelings
returned to the bosom of the Knight of Ivanhoe, and summoning
his men, he armed himself quickly, and determined to go forth to
the rescue.

He rode without stopping for two days and two nights in the
direction of Rotherwood, with such swiftness and disregard for
refreshment, indeed, that his men dropped one by one upon the
road, and he arrived alone at the lodge-gate of the park. The
windows were smashed; the door stove in; the lodge, a neat little
Swiss cottage, with a garden where the pinafores of Mrs. Gurth's
children might have been seen hanging on the gooseberry-bushes in
moreePeacefuI times, was now a ghastly heap of smoking ruins:
cottage’, bushes, pinafores, children lay mangled together, destroyed.

' See Hume, Giraldus Cambrenss, The Monk of Croyland, and Pinnock'a
Catechism.
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by the licentious soldiery of an infuriate monarch! Far be it
from me to excuse the disobedience of Athelstane and Rowena to
their sovereign; but surely, surely this cruelty might have been
spared

Gurth, who was lodge-keeper, was lying dreadfully wounded
and expiring at the flaming and violated threshold of his lately
picturesque home. A catapult and a couple of mangonels had done
his business. The faithful fellow, recognising his master, who had
put up his visor and forgotten hiswig and spectacles in the agitation
of the moment, exclaimed, " Sir Wilfrid ! my dear master—praised
be St. Waltheof—there may be yet time—my beloved mistr—
master Atheist . . ." He sank back, and never spoke again.

Ivanhoe spurred on his horse Bavieca madly up the chestnut
avenue. The castle was before him; the western tower was in
flames; the besiegers were pressing at the southern gate; Athel-
staue's banner, the bull rampant, was still on the northern bartizan.
"An lvanhoe, an Ivanhoe!" he bellowed out, with a shout that
overcame all thedin of battle : " Nostre Dame alarescousse ! " And
to hurl his lance through the midriff of Reginald de Bracy, who was
commanding the assault—who fell howling with anguish—to wave
his battle-axe over his own head, and cut off those of thirteen men-
at-arms, was the work of an instant. " An Ivanhoe, an lvanhoe! "
he still shouted, and down went a man as sure as he said " hoe !"

"lvanhoe! lvanhoe!" a shrill voice cried from the top of the
northern bartizan. Ivanhoe knew it.

" Rowena my love, | come! " heroared on his part. " Villains!
touch but a hair of her head, and I . . ."

Here, with a'sudden plunge and a squeal of agony, Bavieca
sprang forward wildly, and fell as wildly on her back, rolling over
and over upon the knight. Al was dark before him; his brain
reeled; it whizzed; something came crashing down on his forehead.
St. Waltheof and all the saints of the Saxon calendar protect the
knight! . . .

When lie came to himself, Wamba and the lieutenant of his
lances were leaning over him with a bottle of the hermit's elixir.
"We arrived here the day after the battle," said the fool; "marry,
| have a knack of that."

" Your worship rode so deucedly quick, there was no keeping up
with your worship," said the lieutenant.

"The day—after—the bat—" groaned lvanhoe. "Where is
the Lady Rowena?"

" The castle has been taken and sacked,” the lieutenant said,
and pointed to what once was Rotherwood, but was now only a
heap of smoking ruins. Not a tower was left, not a roof, not a
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floor, not a single human being! Everything was flame and ruin,
smash and murthcr!

Of course lvanhoe fell back fainting again among the ninety-
seven men-at-arms whom he had slain ; and it was not until Wamba
had applied a second and uncommonly strong dose of the elixir that
he came to life again. The good knight was, however, from long
practice, so accustomed to the severest wounds, that he bore them
far more easily than common folk, and thus was enabled to reach
Y ork upon alitter, which his men constructed for him, with toler-
able ease.

Rumour had as usual advanced before him; and he heard at
the hotel where he stopped, what had been the issue of the affair
at Rotherwood. A minute or two after his horse was stabbed, and
Ivanhoe knocked down, the western bartizan was taken by the
storining-party which invested it, and every soul slain, except
Rowena and her boy; who were tied upon horses and carried away
under a secure guard, to one of the King's castles—nobody knew
whither : and lvanhoe was recommended by the hotel-keeper (whose
house he had used in former times) to reassume his wig and
spectacles, and not call himself by his own name any more, lest
some of the King's people should lay hands on him. However,
as he had killed everybody round about him, there was but little
danger of his discovery; and the Knight of the Spectacles, as he
was called, went about York quite unmolested, and at liberty to
attend to his own affairs.

We wish to be brief in narrating this part of the gallant hero's
existence; for hislife was one of feeling rather than affection, and
the description of mere sentiment is considered by many well-in-
formed persons to be tedious. What were his sentiments now, it
may be asked, under the peculiar position in which he found himself?
He had done his duty by Rowena, certainly : no man could say
otherwise. But as for being in love with her any more, after what
had occurred, that was a different question. Well, come what
would, he was determined still to continue doing his duty by her;
—but as she was whisked away the deuce knew whither, how could
he do anythingl So he resigned himself to the fact that she was
thus whisked away.

He, of course, sent emissaries about the country to endeavour to
find out where Rowena was : but these came back without any sort
of intelligence; and it was remarked, that he still remained in a
perfect state of resignation. He remained in this condition for a
year, or more; and it was said that he was becoming more cheerful,
and he certainly was growing rather fat. The Knight of the
Spectacles was voted an agreesble man in a grave way; and gave
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some very elegant though quiet parties, and was received in the
best society of Y ork.

It was just at assizetime, the lawyers and barristers had
arrived, and the town was unusually gay; when, one morning,
the attorney, whom we have mentioned as Sir Wilfrid's man of
business, and a most respectable man, called upon his gallant
client at his lodgings, and said he had a communication of import-
ance to make. Having to communicate with a client of rank, who
was condemned to be hanged for forgery, Sir Roger de Backbite,
the attorney said, he had been to visit that party in the condemned
cell; and on the way through the yard, and through the bars of
another cell, had seen and recognised an old acquaintance of Sir
Wilfrid of lvanhoe—and the lawyer held him out, with a particular
look, a note, written on a piece of whitey-brown paper.

What were lvanhoe's sensations when he recognised the hand-
writing of llowenal—he tremblingly dashed open the billet, and
read as follows :—

"M Y DEAREST IVANHOE,—For | am thine now a erst, and
my first love was ever—ever dear to me. Have | been near thee
dying for a whole year, and didst thou make no effort to rescue
thy llowena? Have ye given to others—I| mention not their name
nor their odious creed—the heart that ought to be mine? | send
thee my forgiveness from my dying pallet of straw.—I forgive thee
the insults | have received, the cold and hunger | have endured,
the failing health of my boy, the bitterness of my prison, thy in-
fatuation about that Jewess, which made our married life miserable,
and which caused thee, | am sure, to go abroad to look after her.
| forgive thee all my wrongs, and fain would bid thee farewell.
Mr. Smith hath gained over my gaoler—he will tell thee how I
mey e thee. Come and console my last hour by promising that
thou wilt care for my boy—his boy who fell like a hero (when thou
wert absent) combating by the side of ROWENA."

The reader may consult his own feelings, and say whether
Ivanhoe was likely to be pleased or not by this letter; however,
he inquired of Mr. Smith, the solicitor, what was the plan which
that gentleman had devised for the introduction to Lady Rowena,
and was informed that he was to get a barrister's gown and wig,
when the gaoler would introduce him into the interior of the prison.
These decorations, knowing' several gentlemen of the Northern
Circuit, Sir Wilfrid of lvanhoe easily procured, and with feelings
of no small trepidation, reached the cell, where, for the space of a
year, poor Ilowena had been immured.
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If any person have a doubt of the correctness, of the historical
exactness of this narrative, | refer him to the " Biographie Univer-
selle" (article Jean sans Terre), which says, " La femme d'un baron
auquel on vint demander son fils, rdpondit, 'Le roi pensc-t-il que je
conficrai inon fils a un hommc qui a €gorgeé son neveu de sa propre
main ? Jean fit enlever la mere et Fenfant, et la laissa mourir de
aim dans les caehots.”

| picture to myself, with a painful sympathy, Rowena under-
going this disagreeable sentence. Al her virtues, her resolution,
her chaste energy and perseverance, shine with redoubled lustre,
and, for the first time since the commencement of the history, |
feel that | am partially reconciled to her. The weary year
—she grows weaker and more languid, thinner and thinner! At
length Ivanhoc, in the disguise of a barrister of the Northern
Circuit, isintroduced to her cell, and finds his lady in the last stage
of exhaustion, on the straw of her dungeon, with her little boy in
her arms.  She has preserved his life at the expense of her own,
giving him the whole of the pittance which her gaolers allowed her,
and perishing herself of inanition.

There is a scene! | fed as if | had made it up, as it were,
with this lady, and that we part in peace, in consequence of my
providing her with so sublime a death-bed. Fancy Ivanhoe's
entrauce—their recognition—the faint blush upon her worn features
—the pathetic way in which she gives little Cedric in charge to him,
and his promises of protection.

"Wilfrid, my early loved," slowly gasped she, removing her
grey hair from her furrowed temples, and gazing on her boy fondly,
as he nestled on Ivanhoe's knee—"promise mc, by St. Waltheof
of Tern pies to we —promise me one boon !"

"1 do," said lvanhoe, clasping the boy, and thinking it was to
that little inuocent the promise was intended to apply.

"By St. Waltheof?"

"By St. Waltheof!"

"Promise me, then," gasped Rowena, staring wildly at him,
" that you never will marry a Jewess! "

" By St. Waltheof," cried Ivanhoe, " this istoo much, Rowena !"
—But he felt his hand grasped for a moment, the nerves then
relaxed, the pale lip ceased to quiver—she was no more !
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CHAPTER VI
IVANHOE THE WIDOWER

AV I NG placed young Cedric at schoal at the Hall of Dothe-
boyes, in Yorkshire, and arranged his family affairs, Sir
Wilfrid of Ivanhoe quitted a country which had no longer

any charms for him, and in which his stay was rendered the less
agreeable by the notion that King John would hang him, if ever
he could lay hands on the faithful follower of King Richard and
Prince Arthur.

But there was always in those days a home and occupation
for a brave and pious knight. A saddle on a gallant war-horse, a
pitched field againgt the Moors, a lance wherewith to spit a turbaned
infidel, or a road to Paradise carved out by his scimitar,—these
were the height of the ambition of good and religious warriors;
and so renowned a champion as Sir Wilfrid of lvanhoe was sure
to be well received wherever blows were stricken for the cause of
Christendom. Even among the dark Templars, he who had twice
overcome the most famous lance of their Order was a respected
though not a welcome guest: but among the opposition company
of the Knights of St. John, he was admired and courted beyond
measure; and always affectioning that Order, which offered him,
indeed, its first rank and commanderies, he did much good service;
fighting in their ranks for the glory of heaven and St. Waltheof,
and slaying many thousands of the heathen in Prussia, Poland, and
those savage Northern countries. The only fault that the great
and gallant, though severe and ascetic Folko of Heydenbraten, the
chief of the Order of St. John, found with the melancholy warrior,
whose lance did such good service to the cause, was, that he did
not persecute the Jews as so religious a knight should. He let off
sundry captives of that persuason whom he had taken with his
sword and his spear, saved others from torture, and actually
ransomed the two last grinders of a venerable rabbi (that Roger de
Cartright, an English knight of the Order, was about to extort from
the elderly Israelite), with a hundred crowns and a gimmal ring,
which were all the property he possessed.  Whenever he so ransomed
or benefited one of this religion, he would moreover give them a
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little token or a mesage (were the good knight out of money),
saying, " Take this token, and remember this deed was done by
Wilfrid the Disinherited, for the services whilome rendered to him
by Rebecca, the daughter of Isaac of York!" So among them-
sves, and in their meetings and synagogues, and in their restless
travels from land to land, when they of Jewry cursed and reviled
all Christians, as such abominable heathens will, they nevertheless
excepted the name of the Desdichado, or the doubly-disinherited as
he now was, the Desdichado-Doblado.

The account of all the battles, ssorms, and scaladoes in which
Sir Wilfrid took part, would only weary the reader; for the
chopping off one heathen's head with an axe must be very like
the decapitation of any other unbeliever. Suffice it to say, that
wherever this kind of work was to be done, and Sir Wilfrid wasin
the way, he was the man to perform it. It would astonish you
were you to se the account that Wamba kept of his magse's
achievements, and of the Bulgarians, Bohemians, Croatians, dain
or maimed by his hand. And as in those days, a reputation for
valour had an immense effect upon the soft hearts of women, and
even the ugliest man, were he a stout warrior, was looked upon
with favour by Beauty: so Ivanhoe, who was by no means ill-
favoured, though now becoming rather elderly, made conquests over
female breasts as well as over Saracens, and had more than one
direct offer of marriage made to him by princesses, countessss, and
noble ladies possessing both charms and money, which they were
anxious to place at the disposal of a champion so renowned. It is
related that the Duchess Regent of Kartoffelberg offered him her
hand, and the ducal crown of Kartoffelberg, which he had rescued
from the unbeélieving Prussians; but |vanhoe evaded the Duchesss
offer, by riding away from her capital secretly at midnight and
hiding himself in a convent of Knights Hospitallers on the borders
of Poland. And it is a, fact that the Princess Rosalia Seraphina
of Pumpernickel, the most lovely woman of her time, became so
frantically attached to him, that she followed him on a campaign,
and was discovered with his baggage disguised as a horseboy. But
no princess, no beauty, no female blandishments had any charms
for lvanhoe: no hermit practised a more austere cdibacy. The
severity of his morals contrasted so remarkably with the lax and
dissolute manner of the young lords and nobles in the courts which
he frequented, that these young springalds would sometimes sneer
and call him Monk and Milksop; but his courage in the day of
battle was so terrible and admirable, that | promise you the youth-
ful libertines did not sneer then; and the most reckless of them
often turned pale when they couched their lances to follow Ivanhoe,
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Holy Waltheof! it was an awful sight to see him with his pale
calm face, his shiddd upon his breast, his heavy lance before him,
charging a squadron of heathen Bohemians, or a regiment of
Cossackss  Wherever he saw the enemy, Ivanhoe assaulted him :
and when people remonstrated with him, and said if he attacked
such and such a pogt, breach, castle, or army, he would be dain,
" And suppose | bel" he answered, giving them to understand that
he would as lief the Battle of Life were over altogether.

While he was thus making war against the Northern infidels
news was carried all over Christendom of a catastrophe which had
befallen the good cause in the South of Europe, where the Spanish
Christians had met with such a defeat and massacre at the hands
of the Moors as had never been known in the proudest days of
Saladin.

Thursday, the 9th of Shaban, in the 605th year of the Hejira,
is known all over the West as the amun-al-ark, the year of the
battle of Alarcos, gained over the Christians by the Mosems of
Andaluz, on which fatal day Christendom suffered a defeat so
signal, that it was feared the Spanish peninsula would be entirely
wrested away from the dominion of the Cross. On that day the
Franks lost 150,000 men and 30,000 prisoners. A man-dave sold
among the unbelievers for a dirhem; a donkey, for the same; a
svord, half a dirhem; a horsg, five dirhems. Hundreds of thou-
sands of these various sorts of booty were in the possesson of the
triumphant followers of Yakoob-al-Mansocr. Curses on his head!
But he was a brave warrior, and the Christians before him seemed
to forget that they were the descendants of the brave Cid, the
Kanbitoor, as the Moorish hounds (in their jargon) denominated
the famous Campeador.

A general move for the rexcue of the faithful in Spain—a
crusade againgt the infidels triumphing there, was preached through-
out Europe by all the most doquent clergy; and thousands and
thousands of valorous knights and nobles, accompanied by well-
meaning varlets and vassals of the lower Bort, trooped from all
sgdes to the rescue The straits of Gibel-al-Tariff, at which spot
the Moor, passng from Barbary, first planted his accursed foot on
the Christian soil, were crowded with the galleys of the Templars
and the Knights of St. John, who flung succours into the menaced
kingdoms of the peninsula; the inland sea swarmed with their
ships hasting from their' forts and idands, from Rhodes and
Byzantium, from Jaffa and Askalon. The Pyrenean peaks beheld
the pennons and glittered with the armour of the knights marching
out of France into Spain; and, finally, in a ship that set sail direct
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from Bohemia, where Sir Wilfrid happened to be quartered at the
time when the news of the defeat of Alarcos came and alarmed all
good Christians, lvanhoe landed at Barcelona, and proceeded to
daughter the Moore forthwith.

He brought letters of introduction from his friend Folko of
Heydenbraten, the Grand Master of the Knights of Saint John,
to the venerable Baldomero de Garbanzos, Grand Master of the
renowned order of Saint Jago. The chief of Saint Jago's knights
paid the greatest respect to a warrior whose fame was already so
widely known in Christendom; and Ivanhoe had the pleasure of
being appointed to all the posts of danger and forlorn hopes that
could be devised in his honour. He would be called up twice or
thrice in a night to fight the Moors: he led ambushes, scaled
breaches, was blown up by mines, was wounded many hundred
times (recovering, thanks to the elixir, of which Wamba always
carried a supply); he was the terror of the Saracens, and the
admiration and wonder of the Christians.

To describe his deeds would, | say, be tedious; one day's battle
was like that of another. | am not writing in ten volumes like
Monsieur Alexandre Dumas, or even in three like other great
authors. We have no room for the recounting of Sir Wilfrid's
deeds of valour. Whenever he took a Moorish town, it was
remarked, that he went anxiously into the Jewish quarter, and
inquired amongst the Hebrews, who were in great numbers in
Spfiin, for Rebecca the daughter of Isaac. Many Jews, according
to his wont, he ransomed, and created so much scandal by this
proceeding, and by the manifest favour which he showed to the
people of that nation, that the Master of Saint Jago remonstrated
with him, and it is probable he would have been cast into the
Inquisition and roasted, but that his prodigious valour and success
against the Moors counterbalanced his heretical partiality for the
children of Jacob.

It chanced that the good knight was present at the dege of
Xixona in Andalusia, entering the breach first, according to his
wont, and daying, with his own hand, the Moorish lieutenant of
the town, and several hundred more of its unbelieving defenders.
He had very nearly done for the Alfaqui, or governor—a veteran
warrior with a crooked scimitar and a beard as white as snow—
but a couple of hundred of the Alfaqui's bodyguard flung them-
sves between Ivanhoe and their chief, and the old fellow escaped
with his life, leaving a handful of his beard in the grasp of the
English knight. The strictly military business being done, and
such of the garrison as did not exape put, as by right, to the
sword, the good knight, Sir Wilfrid of lvanhoe, took no further
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part in the proceedings of the conquerors of that ill-fated place.
A sene of horrible massacre and frightful reprisals ensued, and
the Christian warriors, hot with victory and flushed with daughter,
were, it is to be feared, as savage in their hour of triumph as ever
their heathen enemies had been.

Among the most violent and least scrupulous was the ferocious
Knight of Saint Jago, Don Beltran de Cuchillay Trabuco y Espade
y Espelon. Raging through the vanquished city like a demon,
he daughtered indiscriminately all those infidels of both sexes
whose wealth did not tempt him to a ransom, or whose beauty did
not reserve them for more frightful calamities than death. The
saughter over, Don Beltran took up his quarters in the Albaycen,
where the Alfaqui had lived who had so narrowly escaped the sword
of Ivanhoc; but' the wealth, the treasure, the daves, and the family
of the fugitive chieftain, were left in posssdion of the conqueror
of Xixona. Among the treasures, Don Beltran recognised with
a savage joy the coat-armours and ornaments of many brave and
unfortunate companions-in-arms who had fallen in the fatal battle
of Alarcos. The sight of those bloody relics added fury to his cruel
disposition, and served to steed a heart already but little disposed
to sentiments of mercy.

Three days after the sack and plunder of the place, Don Beltran
was seated in the hall-court lately occupied by the proud Alfaqui,
lying in his divan, dressed in his rich robes, the fountains playing
in the centre, the daves of the Moor ministering to his scarred
and rugged Christian conqueror. Some fanned him with peacocks
pinions, some danced before him, some sang Moors meodies to
the plaintive notes of a guzla, one—it was the only daughter of
the Moor's old age, the young Zutulbe, a rosebud of beauty—sat
weeping in a corner of the gilded hall; weeping for her dain
brethren, the pride of Moslem chivalry, whose heads were blacken-
ing in the blazing sunshine on the portals without, and for her
father, whose home had been thus made desolate.

He and his guest, the English knight Sir Wilfrid, were playing
at chess a favourite amusement with the chivalry of the period,
when a messenger was announced from Valencia, to treat, if possible
for the ransom of the remaining part of the Alfaqui's family. A
grim smile lighted up Don Beltran's features as he bade the black
dave admit the mesenger. He entered. By his costume it was
at once sen that the bearer of the flag of truce was a Jew—the
people were employed continually then as ambassadors between
the two races at war in Spain.

"1 come" said the old Jew (in a voice which made Sir Wilfrid
start), " from my lord the Alfaqui to my noble sdior, the invincible
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Don Beltran de Cuchilla, to treat for the ransom of the Moor's only
daughter, the child of his old age and the pearl of his affection.”

" A pearl is a valuable jewel, Hebrew. What does the Moorish
dog bid for her ?" asked Don Beltran, still smiling grimly.

"The Alfaqui offers 100,000 dinars, twenty-four horses with
their caparisons, twenty-four suits of plate-armour, and diamonds
and rubies to the amount of 1,000,000 dinars."

" Ho, daves!" roared Don Beltran, " show the Jew my treasury
of gold. How many hundred thousand pieces are th rc?" And
ten enormous chests were produced in which the accountant counted
1000 bags of 1000 dirhems each, and displayed several caskets of
jewels containing such a treasure of rubies, smaragds, diamonds,
and jacinths, as made the eyes of the aged ambassador twinkle with
avarice.

" How many horses are there in my stable 1" continued Don
Beltran; and Muley, the master of the horse, numbered three
hundred fully caparisoned; and there was, likewise, armour of the
richest sort for as many cavaliers, who followed the banner of this
doughty captain.

" | want neither money nor armour,” said the ferocious knight;
“tell this to the Alfaqui, Jew. And | will keep the child, his
daughter, to serve the messes for my dogs and clean the platters
for my scullions.”

"Deprive not the old man of his child,” here interposed the
Knight of Ivanhoe; " bethink thee, brave Don Beltran, she is but
an infant in years."

" Sheismy captive, Sir Knight," replied the surly Don Beltran ;
"1 will do with my own as becomes me."

"Take 200,000 dirhems!" cried the Jew; "more! anything!
The Alfaqui will give his life for his child !"

" Come hither, Zutulbe!—come hither, thou Moorish pearl!"
yelled the ferocious warrior; "come coser, my pretty black-eyed
houri of heathenesse ! Hast heard the name of Beltran de Espada
y Trabuco?"

" There were three brothers of that name at Alarcos, and my
brothers dew the Christian dogs!" said the proud young girl,
looking boldly at Don Beltran, who foamed with rage.

" The Moors butchered my mother and her little ones at mid-
night in our castle of Murcia,” Beltran said.

" Thy father fled like a craven, as thou didst, Don Beltran!"
cried\the high-spirited girl.

"'By Saint Jago, this is too much!" screamed the infuriated
nobleman; and the next moment there was a shriek, and the
maidea fell to the ground with Don Beltran's dagger in her side.
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" Death is better than dishonour!" cried the child, rolling on
the blood-gtained marble pavement. "1 — | spit upon thee, dog of
a Christian!" and with this, and with a swage laugh, she fell
back and died.

" Bear back this news, Jew, to the Alfaqui," howled the Don,
spurning the beauteous corpse with his foot. " | would not have
ransomed her for all the gold in Barbary !"  And shuddering, the
old Jew left the apartment, which Ivanhoe quitted likewise.

When they were in the outer court, the knight said to the Jew,
"Isaac of York, dost thou not know me?' and threw back his
hood, and looked at the old man.

The old Jew stared wildly, rushed forward, as if to saze his
hand, then started back, trembling convulsively, and clutching his
withered hands over his face said, with a burst of grief, "Sir
Wilfrid of lvanhoe !—no, no ! — | do not know thee!"

" Holy mother! what has chanced 7' said Ivanhoe, in histurn
becoming ghastly pale; " whereisthy daughter—where is Rebecca?'

"Away from me!" said the old Jew, tottering. " Away !
Rebecca is—dead!"

When the Disinherited Knight heard that fatal announcement,
he fell to the ground snHess and was for some days as one
perfectly distraught with grief. He took no nourishment and
uttered no word. For weeks he did not relgpse out of his moody
slence, and when he came partially to himself again, it wes to bid
his people to horsg, in a hollow voice, and to make a foray against
the Moors. Day after day he issued out againg these infidels, and
did nought but day and day. He took no plunder as other knights
did, but left that to his followers; he uttered no war-cry, as was
the manner of chivalry, and he gave no quarter, insomuch that the
"silent knight" became the dread of all the Paynims of Granada
and Andalusia, and more fell by his lance than by that of any the
most clamorous captains of the troops in ams against them. Thus
the tide of battle turned, and the Arab historian, EI Makary,
recounts how, at the great Tmttle of Al Akab, cadled by the
Spaniards Las Navas, the Chridtians retrieved their defeat at
Alarcos, and absolutely killed half a million of Mahometans.  Fifty
thousand of these, of course, Don Wilfrid took to his own lance;
and it was remarked that the melancholy warrior seamed somewhat
more essy in spirits after that famous feet of arms.
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CHAPTER VI
THE END OF THE PERFORMANCE

N a short time the terrible Sir Wilfrid of lvanhoe had killed ofl
so many of the Moors, that though those unbelieving miscreants
poured continual reinforcements into Spain from Barbary, they

could make no head against the Christian forces, and in fact came
into battle quite discouraged at the notion of meeting the dreadful
silent knight. 1t was commonly believed amongst them, that the
famous Malek Ric, Richard bf England, the conqueror of Saladin,
had come to life again, and was battling in the Spanish hosts—that
this, his second life, was a charmed one, and his body inaccessible to
blow of scimitar or thrust of spear—that after battle he ate the
hearts and drank the blood of many young Moors for his supper:
a thousand wild legends were told of Ivanhoe, indeed, so that the
Morisco warriors came half vanquished into the field, and fell an
easy prey to the Spaniards, who cut away among them without
mercy. And although none of the Spanish historians whom | have
consulted make mention of Sir Wilfrid as the real author of the
numerous triumphs which now graced the arms of the good causg,
this is not in the least to be wondered at in a nation that has
always been notorious for bragging, and for the non-payment of
their debts of gratitude as of their other obligations, and that writes
histories of the Peninsular war with the Emperor Napoleon, without
making the dightest mention of his Grace the Duke ot Wellington,
or of the part taken by BRITISH VALOUR in that transaction. Well,
it must be confessed, on the other hand, that we brag enough of our
fathers feats in those campaigns : but this is not the subject at
present under consideration.

To be brief, Ivanhoe made such short work witli the un-
believers, that the monarch of Aragon, King Don Jayme, saw
himself speedily enabled to besege the city of Valencia, the last
stronghold which the Moors had in his dominions, and garrisoned
by many thousands of those infidels under the command of their
King Aboo Abdallah Mahommed, son of Yakoob-al-Mansoor. The
Arabian historian EI Makary gives a full account of the military
precautions taken by Aboo Abdallah to defend his city; but as |
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do not wish to make a parade of my learning, or to write a costume
novel, | shall pretermit any description of the city under its Moorish
governors.

Besides the Turks who inhabited it, there dwelt within its walls
great store of those of the Hebrew nation, who were always pro-
tected by the Moors during their unbelieving reign in Spain; and
who were, as we very well know, the chief physicians, the chief
bankers, the chief statesmen, the chief artists and musicians, the
chief everything, under the Moorish kings. Thus it isnot surprising
that the Hebrews, having their money, their liberty, their teeth,
their lives secure under the Mahometan domination, should in-
finitely prefer it to the Christian sway; beneath which they were
liable to be deprived of every one of these benefits.

Among these Hebrews of Valencia, lived a very ancient Israelite
—no other than Isaac of York before mentioned, who came into
Spain with his daughter, soon after lvanhoe's marriage, in the third
volume of the first part of this history. Isaac was respected by
his people for the money which he possessed, and his daughter for
her admirable good qualities, her beauty, her charities, and her re-
markable medical skill.

The young Emir Aboo Abdullah was so struck by her charms,
that though she was considerably older than his Highness, he offered
to marry her, and instal her as Number 1 of his wives; and Isaac
of York would not have objected to the union (for such mixed
marriages were not uncommon between the Hebrews and Moors in
those days), but Rebecca firmly yet respectfully declined the pro-
posals of the prince, saying that it was impossible she should unite
herself with a man of a creed different to her own.

Although Isaac was, probably, not over-well pleased at losing
this chance of being father-in-law to a royal highness, yet as he
passed among his people for a very strict character, and there were
in his family several rabbis of great reputation and severity of con-
duct, the old gentleman was silenced by this objection of Rebeccals,
and the young lady herself applauded by her relatives for her
resolute behaviour.  She took their congratulations in a very frigid
manner, and said that it was her wish not to marry at all, but
to devote herself to the practice of medicine altogether, and to help-
ing the sick and needy of her people. Indeed, although she did not
go to any public meetings, she was as benevolent a creature as the
world ever saw; the poor blessed her wherever they knew her, and
many benefited by her who guessed not whence her gentle bounty
came.

But there are men in Jewry who admire beauty, and, as | have
even heard, appreciate money too, and Rebecca had such a quantity
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of both, that all the most desirable bachelors of the people were
ready to bid for her. Ambassadors came from all quarters to
propose for her. Her own uncle, the venerable Ben Solomons,
with a beard as long as a Cashmere goat's, and a reputation for
learning and piety which still lives in his nation, quarrelled with
his son Moses, the red-haired diamond-merchant of Trebizond, and
his son Simeon, the bald bill-broker of Bagdad, each puttingin a
claim for their cousn. Ben Minories came from London and knelt
at her feet; Ben Jochanan arrived from Paris, and thought to
dazzle her with the latest waistcoats from the Palais Royal; and
Ben Jonah brought her a present of Dutch herrings, and besought
her to come back and be Mrs. Ben Jonah at the Hague.

Rebecca temporised as best she might.  She thought her uncle
was too old. She besought dear Moses and dear Simeon not to
quarrel with each other, and offend their father by pressing their
suit. Ben Minories from London, she said, was too young, and
Jochanan from Paris, she pointed out to Isaac of York, must be a
spendthrift, or he would not wear those absurd waistcoats. As for
Ben Jonah, she said, she could not bear the notion of tobacco and
Dutch herrings: she wished to stay with her papa, her dear papa.
In fine, she invented a thousand excuses for delay, and it was plain
that marriage was odious to her. The only man whom she received
with anything like favour, was young Bevis Marks of London, with
whom she was very familiar. But Bevis had come to her with a
certain token that had been given to him by an English knight,
who saved him from a faggot to which the ferocious Hospitaller
Folko of Heydenbraten was about to condemn him. It was but
a ring, with an emerald in it, that Bevis knew to be sham, and
not worth a groat. Rebecca knew about the value of jewels too;
but ah! she valued this one more than all the diamonds in Prester
John's turban. She kissed it; she cried over it; she wore it in
her bosom always; and when she knelt down at night and morning,
she held it between her folded hands on her neck. . . . Young
Bevis Marks went away finally no better off than the others; the
rascal sold to the King of France a handsome ruby, the very size
of the bit of glass in Rebecca's ring; but he always said he would
rather have had her than ten thousand pounds: and very likely
he would, for it was known she would at once have a plum to her
fortune.

These delays, however, could not continue for ever; and at a
great family meeting held at Passover-time, Rebecca was solemnly
ordered to chooe a husbhand out of the gentlemen there present;
her aunts pointing out the great kindness which had been shown
to her by her father, in permitting her to choose for hersdf. One
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aunt was of the Solomon faction, another aunt took Simeon's side,
a third most venerable old lady—the head of the family, and a
hundred and forty-four years of age—was ready to pronounce a
curse upon her, and cast her out, unless she married before the
month was over. All the jewelled heads of all the old ladies in
council, all the beards of all the family wagged against her: it
must have been an awful sight to witness.

At last, then, Rebecca was forced to speak. " Kinsmen!" she
said, turning, pale, " when the Prince Abou Abdil asked me in
marriage, | told you | would not wed but with one of my own
faith."

" She hasturned Turk," screamed out the ladies. " She wants
to be a princess, and has turned Turk," roared the rabbis.

"Well, well," said Isaac, in rather an appeased tone, "let us
hear what the poor girl has got to say. Do you want to marry his
royal highness, Rebecca] Say the word, yes or no."

Another groan burst from the rabbis—they cried, shrieked,
chattered, gesticulated, furious to lose such a prize; as were the
women, that she should reign over them a sscond Esther.

" Slence" cried out Isaac; " let the girl speak. Speak boldly,
Rebecca dear, theré's agood girl."

Rebecca was as pale as a sone.  She folded her arms on her
breast, and felt thering there.  She looked round all the assembly,
and then at Isaac. " Father," she said, in a thrilling low steady
voice, " | am not of your religion—I am not of the Prince Boabdil's
religion—I—I am of hisreligion."

" His! whose in the name of Moses, girl ?" cried Isaac.

Rebecca clagped her hands on her beating chest and looked
round with dauntless eyes " Of his" she said, "who saved my
life and your honour: of my dear, dear champion's. | never can
be his, but | will be no other's.  Give my money to my kinsmen;
it is that they long for. Take the dross Simeon and Solomon,
Jonah and Jochanan, and divide it among you, and leave me. |
will never be yours, | tell you, never. Do you think, after know-
ing him and hearing him speak,—after watching him wounded on
his pillow, and glorious in battle" (her eyes melted and kindled
again as she gpoke these words), " | can mate with such as you ?
Go. Leave me to mysdf. | am none of yours. | love him—I
love him. Fate divides us—long, long miles separate us; and |
know we may never meet again. But | love and bless him always.
Yes, always. My prayers are his; my faith is his.  Yes, my
faith isyour faith, Wilfrid—W.ilfrid! | have no kindred more'—
| am a Christian "

At this last word there was such a row in the assembly, as my
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feeble pen would in vain endeavour to depict. Old Isaac staggered
back in a fit, and nobody took the least notice of him. Groans,
cursss, yells of men, shrieks of women filled the room with such a
furious jabbering, as might have appalled any heart less stout than
Rebecca's; but that brave woman was prepared for all; expecting,
and perhaps hoping, that death would be her instant lot. There
was but one creature who pitied her, and that was her cousin and
father's clerk, little Ben Davids, who was but thirteen, and had
only just begun to carry a bag, and whose crying and boo-hooing,
as she finished speaking, was drowned in the screams and maledic-
tions of the eder Israelites. Ben Davids was madly in love with
his cousn (as boys often are with ladies of twice their age), and he
had presence of mind suddenly to knock over the large brazen lamp
on the table, which illuminated the angry conclave; then, whisper-
ing to Rebecca to go up to her own room and lock hersef in, or
they would kill her dse, he took her hand and led her out.

From that day she disappeared from among her people. The
poor and the wretched missed her, and asked for her in vain. Had
any violence been done to her, the poorer Jews would have risen
and put all Isaac's family to death; and besdes, her old flame,
Prince Boabdil, would have also been exceedingly wrathful. She
was not killed then, but, so to speak, buried alive, and locked up in
Isaac's back-kitchen : an apartment into which scarcdy any light
entered, and where she was fed upon scanty portions of the most
mouldy bread and water. Little Ben Davids was the only person
who visited her, and her sole consolation was to talk to him about
Ivanhoe, and how good and how gentle he was; how brave and how
true; and how he dew the tremendous knight of the Templars, and
how he married a lady whom Rebecca scarcely thought worthy of
him, but with whom she prayed he might be happy; and of what
colour his eyes were, and what were the arms on his shield—viz.
atreewith theword " Desdichado" written underneath, &c. &c. & c.:
all which talk would not have interested little Davids, had it
come from anybody dsds mouth, but to which he never tired of
listening as it fell from her sweet lips.

So, in fact, when old Isaac of York came to negotiate with Don
Beltran de Cuchilla for the ransom of the Alfaqui's daughter of
Xixona, our dearest Rebecca was no more dead than you and I;
and it was in his rage and fury againgt Ivanhoe that Isaac told that
cavalier the falsehood which caused the knight so much pain and
such a prodigious deal of bloodshed to the Moors: and who knows,
trivial asit may seem, whether it was not that very circumstance
which caused the destruction in Spain of the Moorish power ?

Although Isaac, we may be sure, never told his daughter that
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Ivanhoe had cast up again, yet Master Ben Davids did, who heard
it from hisemployer; and he saved Rebecca's life by communicating
theintelligence, for the poor thing would haveinfallibly perished but
for thisgood news. She had now been in prison four years three
months and twenty-four days, during which time she had partaken
of nothing but bread and water (except such occasional tit-bits as
Davids could bring her—and these were few indeed; for old Isaac
was always a curmudgeon, and sddom had more than a pair of eggs
for his own' and David's dinner); and she was languishing away,
when the news came suddenly to revive her. Then, though in the
darkness you could not sc her cheeks, they began to bloom again :
then her heart began to beat and her blood to flow, and she kissed
the ring on her neck a thousand times a day at least; and her
constant question was, " Ben Davids! Ben Davids! when is he
coming to besege Valencia?' She knew he would come: and,
indeed, the Christians were encamped before the town ere a month
was over.

And now, my dear boys-and girls, | think | perceive behind
that dark scene of the back-kitchen (which is just a smple flat,
painted sone-colour, that shifts in a minute), bright streaks of light
flashing out, as though they were preparing a most brilliant,
gorgeous, and altogether dazzling illumination, with effects never
before attempted on any stage. Yes, the fairy in the pretty pink
tights and spangled muslin is getting into the brilliant revolving
chariot of the realms of bliss—Yes, most of the fiddlers and trum-
peters have gone round from the orchestra to join in the grand
triumphal processon, where the whole strength of the company is
already assembled, arrayed in cosumes of Moorish and Christian
chivalry, to ceebrate the "Terrible Escalade” the "Rescue of
Virtuous Innocence"—the " Grand Entry of the Christians into
Valencia" —" Appearanceof theFairy Day-Star," and" Unexampled
displays of pyrotechnic festivity." Do you not, | say, perceive that
we are come to the end of our history; and, after a quantity of
rapid and terrific fighting, brilliant change of scenery, and songs,
appropriate or otherwise, are bringing our hero and heroine together 1
Who wants a long scene at the last? Mammas are putting the
girls cloaks and boas on; papas have gone out to look for the
carriage, and left the box-door swinging open, and letting in the
cold air: if there were any stage-conversation, you could not hear
it, for the scuffling of the people who are leaving the pit. See, the
orange-women are preparing to retire. To-morrow their play-bills
will be as so much waste-paper—so will some of our masterpieces,
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woe isme: but lo! here we come to Scene the last, and Valencia
is besieged and captured by the Christians.

Who is the first on the wall, and who hurls down the green
standard of the Prophet? Who chops off the head of the Emir
Aboo What-d'ye-caH'im, just as the latter has cut over the cruel
Don Beltran de Cuchillay &c.? Who, attracted to the Jewish
quarter by the shrieks of the inhabitants who are being slain by the
Christian soldiery, and by alittle boy by the name of Ben Davids,
who recognises the knight by his shield, finds Isaac of York egorge
on a threshold, and clasping a large back-kitchen key ? Who but
Ilvanhoe—who but Wilfrid? "An Ivanhoe to the reseue," he
bellows out; he has heard that news from little Ben Davids which
makes him sing. And who is it that comes out of the house—
trembling—panting—with her arms out—in a white dress—with
her hair down—who is it but dear Rebecca? Look, they rush
together, and Master Wamba is waving an immense banner over
them, and knocks down a circumambient Jew with a ham, which
he happens to have in his pocket. ... As for Rebecca, now her
head is laid upon Ivanhoe's heart, | shall not ask to hear what she
is whispering, or describe further that scene of meeting; though I
declare | am quite affected when | think of it. Indeed | have
thought of it any time these five-and-twenty years—ever since, as a
boy at school, | commenced the noble study of novels—ever since
the day when, lying on sunny dopes of half-holidays, the fair
chivalrous figures and beautiful shapes of knights and ladies were
visible to me—ever since | grew to love Rebecca, that sweetest
creature of the poet's fancy, and longed to see her righted.

That she and Ivanhoe were married, follows of course; for
Rowena's promise extorted from him was, that he would never wed
a Jewess, and a better Christian than Rebecca now was never said
her catechism. Married | am sure they were, and adopted little
Cedric; but | don't think they had any other children, or were
subsequently very boisterously happy. Of some sort of happiness
melancholy is a characteristic, and | think these were a solemn pair,
and died rather early.
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION

BEING

AN ESSAY ON THUNDER AND SMALL BEER

present edition of the " History of the Kickleburys Abroad,"

had best be warned in time, that the Times newspaper
docs not approve of the work, and has but a bad opinion both of
the author and his readers. Nothing can be fairer than this state-
ment : if you happen to take up the poor little volumeat a railroad
station, and read this sentence, lay the book down, and buy some-
thingdse.  You are warned. What more can the author say 1 If
after this you will buy,—amen ! pay your money, take your book,
and fall to. Between oursdves, honest reader, it is no very strong
potation which the present purveyor offers to you. It will not
trouble your head much in the drinking. It wasintended for that
sort of negus which is offered at Christmas parties; and of which
ladies and children may partake with refreshment and cheerfulness.
Last year | tried a brew which was old, bitter, and strong; and
scarceany one would drink it. This year we send round a milder
tap, and it isliked by cusomers : though the critics (who like strong
ale, therogues!) turn up their nosss  In heaven's name, Mr. Smith,
serve round the liquor to the gentlefolks. Pray, dear madam,
another glass; it is Christmas time, it will do you no harm. It is
not intended to keep long, this sort of drink. (Come, froth up,
Mr. Publisher, and pass quickly round !) And asfor the professional
gentlemen, we must get a stronger sort for them some day.

The Times' gentleman (a very difficult gent to please) is the
loudest and noisest of all, and has made more hideous faces over
the refreshment offered to him than any other critic. Thereisno
use shirking this statement! when a man has been abused in the
Times, he can't hide it, any more than he could hide the knowledge
of his having been committed to prison by Mr. Henry, or publicly
caned in Pall Mall.

ANY reader who may have a fancy to purchase a copy of this
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You s it in your friends eyes when they meet you. They
know it. They have chuckled over it to a man. They whisper
about it at the club, and look over the paper at you. My next-
door neighbour came to sse me this morning, and | saw by his face
that he had the whole story pat. " Hem!" says he, " well, | have
heard of it; and the fact is, they were talking about you at dinner
last night, and mentioning that the Times had—ahem !—' walked
into you.'"

" My good M——" | say—and M will corroborate, if need
be, the statement | make here—" here is the Times article, dated
January 4th, which states so and 0, and here is a letter from the
publisher, likewise dated January 4th, and which says :—

" MY DEAR SIR,—Having this day sold the last copy of the
first edition (of x thousand) of the 'Kickleburys Abroad,” and
having orders for more, had we not better proceed to a second
edition'? and will you permit me to endose an order on,” &c. &c. ?

Singular coincidence! And if every author who was so abused
by a critic had a similar note from a publisher, good Lord! how
easly would we take the critic's censure!

" Yes, yes" you say ; " itisall very well for a writer to affect
to be indifferent to a critique from the Times. You bear it asa
boy bears aflogging at school, without crying out; but don't swagger
and brag as if you liked it."

Let us have truth before all. | would rather have a good word
than a bad onefrom any person : but if a critic abusss me from a
high place, and it is worth my while, | will appeal. If 1 can show
that the judge who is delivering sentence agains me, and laying
down the law and making a pretence of learning, has no learning
and no law, and is neither more nor less thau a pompous noodle,
who ought not to be heard in any respectable court, | will do so;
and then, dear friends, perhaps you will have something to laugh at
in this book.—

"THE KICKLEBURYS ABROAD.

" IT has been customary, of late years, for the purveyors of amusing
literature—the popular authors of the day—to put forth certain
opuscules, denominated ' Christmas Books' with the ostensible
intention of swelling the tide of exhilaration, or other expansive
emations, incident upon the exodus of the old and the inauguration
of the new year. We have said that their ogtensible intention was
such, because there is another motive for these productions, locked
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up (as the popular author deems) in his own breast, but which
betrays itself, in the quality of the work, as his principal incentive.
Oh ! that any muse should be set upon a high stool to cast up
accounts and balance a ledger! Yet so it is; and the popular
author finds it convenient to fill up the declared deficit, and place
himselfin a position the more effectually to encounter those liabilities
which sternly assert themselves contemporaneously and in contrast
with the careless and free-handed tendencies of the season by the
emission of, Christmas books—a kind of literary as&ignats repre-
senting to the emitter expunged debts, to the receiver an investment
of enigmatical value. For the most part bearing the stamp of their
origin in the vacuity of the writer's exchequer rather than in the
fulness of his genius, they suggest by their feeble flavour the rinsings
of a void brain after the more important concoctions of the expired
year. Indeed, we should as little think of taking these compositions
as examples of the merits of their authors as we should think of
measuring the valuable services of Mr. Walker, the postman, or
Mr. Bell, the dust-collector, by the copy of verses they leave at our
doors as a provocative of the expected annual gratuity—effusions
with which they may fairly be classed for their intrinsic worth no
less than their ultimate purport.

"In the Christmas book presently under notice, the author
appears (under the thin disguise of Mr. Michael Angelo Titmarsh)
in 'proprid persond' as the popular author, the contributor to
Punchy the remorseless pursuer of unconscious vulgarity and feeble-
mindedness, launched upon a tour of relaxation to the Rhine. But
though exercising, as is the wont of popular authors in their moments
of leisure, a plentiful reserve of those higher qualities to which
they are indebted for their fame, his professional instincts are not
altogether in abeyance. From the moment his eye lights upon a
luckless family group embarked on the same steamer with himself,
the sight of his accustomed quarry—vulgarity, imbecility, and affec-
tation—reanimates his relaxed sinews, and, playfully fastening his
satiric fangs upon the familiar prey, he dallies witli it in mimic
ferocity like a satiated mouser.

"Though faintly and carelessly indicated, the characters are
those with which the author loves to surround himself. A tuft-
Hunting county baronet's widow, an inane captain of dragoons, a
graceless young baronet, a lady with groundless pretensions to feeble
health and poesy, an obsequious nonentity her husband, and aflimsy
and artificial young lady, are the personages in whom we are ex-
pected to find amusement. Two individuals aloneform an exception
to the above category, and are offered to the respectful admiration
of the reader,—the one, a shadowy serjeant-at-law, Mr. Titmarsh's
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travelling companion, who escapes with a few sde puffs of flattery,
which the author struggles not to render ironical, and a mysterious
countess, spoken of in a tone of religious reverence, and apparently
introduced that we may learn by what delicate discriminations our
adoration of rank should be regulated.

" To those who love to hug themselves in a sense of superiority
by admeasurement with the most worthless of their species in their
most worthless aspects, the Kickleburys on the Rhine will afford
an agreeable treat, epecially as the purveyor of the feagt offers his
own moments of human weakness as a modest entreein thisbanquet
of erring mortality. To our own, perhaps unphilosophical taste,
the aspirations towards sentimental perfection of another popular
author are infinitely preferable to these sardonic divings after the
pear| of truth, whose lustreis eclipsed in the display of the diseased
oyster. Much, in the present ingtance, perhaps all the disagreeable
effect of his subject is no doubt attributable to the absence of Mr.
Thackeray's usual brilliancy of style. A few flashes, however, occur,
such as the description of M. Lenoir's gaming establishment, with
the momentous crisis to which it was subjected, and the quaint and
imaginative sallies evoked by the whole town of Eougetnoirbourg
and its lawful prince. These, with the illustrations, which are
spirited enough, redeem the book from an absolute ban. Mr.
Thackeray's pencil is more congenial than his pen. He cannot draw
his men and women with their skins off, and, therefore, the efigies
of his characters are pleasanter to contemplate than the flayed
anatomies of the letter-press.”

There is the whole article. And the reader will sc (in the
paragraph preceding that memorable one which winds up with the
dissased oyster) that he must be a worthless creature for daring to
like the book, as he could only do so from a desire to hug liimsclf
in a snse of superiority by admeasurement with the most worthless
of his fellow-creatures!

The reader is worthless for liking a book of which all the char-
acters are worthless, except two, which are offered to his respectful
admiration; and of these two the author does not respect one, but
struggles not to laugh in his face; whilst lie apparently speaks of
ancther in a tone of religious reverence, because the lady is a coun-
tess, and because he (the author) is a sneak. So reader, author,
characters, are rogues all. Be there any honest men left, Hal]
About Printing-house Square, mayhap you may light on an honest
man, asgueamish man, a proper moral man, a man that shall talk
you Latin by the half-column if you will but hear him.

And what a style it is, that great man'sl What hoighth of
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foine language entoirely ! How he can discoorse you in English for
all theworld as if itwas Latin! For instance, suppose you and
| had to announce the important news that some writers published
what are called Christmasbooks; that Christmas books are so called
because they are published at Christmas : and that the purpose of
the authors is to try and amuse people. Suppose, | say, we had,
by the sheer force of intellect, or by other means of observation or
information, discovered these great truths, we should have announced
them in so many words. And there it is that the difference lies
between a great writer and a poor one; and we may se how an
inferior man may fling a chance away. How does my friend of the
Times put these propositions1 " It has been customary,” says he,
" of late years for the purveyors of amusing literature to put forth
certain opuscules, denominated Christmas books, with the ostensible
intention of swelling the tide of exhilaration, or other expansive
emotions, incident upon the exodus of the old or the inauguration of
the new year." That is something like a sentence; not a word
scarcely but's in Latin, and the longest and handsomest out of the
whole dictionary. That is proper economy—as you see a buck from
Holywell Street put every pinchbeck pin, ring, and chain which he
posseses about his shirt, hands, and waistcoat, and then go and cut
a dash in the Park, or swagger with his order to the theatre. It
costs him no more to wear all his ornaments about his distinguished
person than to leave them at home. If you can be a swell at a
cheap rate, why not? And | protest, for my part, | had no idea
what | was really about inwriting and submitting my little book
for sale, until my friend the critic, looking at the article, and ex-
amining it with the eyes of a connoisseur, pronounced that what |
had fancied simply to be a book was in fact "an opuscule denomi-
nated so-and-so, and ostensibly intended to swell the tide of expansive
emotion incident upon the inauguration of the new year." | can
hardly believe as much even now—so little do we know what we
really are after, until men of genius come and interpret.

And besides the ostensible intention, the reader will perceive
that my judge has discovered another latent motive, which | had
"locked up in my own breast." The sly rogue! (if we may so
speak of the court.) There is no keeping anything from him; and
this truth, like the rest, has come out, and isall over England by
this time. Oh, that all England, which has bought the judge's
charge, would purchase the prisoner's plea in mitigation! "Oh,
that any muse should be set on a high stool,” says the bench, " to
cast up accounts and balance a ledger! Yet so it is; and the
popular author finds it convenient to fill up the declared deficit by
the emission of Christmas books—a kind of assignats that bear the
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stamp of their origin in the vacuity of the writer's exchequer."
There is a trope for you! You rascal, you wrote because you
wanted money! His lordship has found out what you were at,
and that thereis a deficit in your till. But he goes on to say that
we poor devils are to be pitied in our necessity; and that these
compositions arc no more to be taken as examples of our merits
than the versss which the dustman leaves at his lordship's door,
" as a provocative of the expected annual gratuity,” areto be con-
sdered as measuring his, the scavenger's, valuable services—never-
theless the author's and the scavenger's "effusons may fairly be
clased, for their intrinsic worth, no less than their ultimate
purport."

Heaven bless his lordship on the bench—What a gentleman-
like badinage he has and what a charming and playful wit always
at hand ! What a sense he has for a simile, or what Mrs. Mala-
prop calls an odorous comparison, and how gracefully he conducts it
to " its ultimate purport.” A gentleman writing a poor little book
is a scavenger asking for a Christmas-box!

As | try this small beer which has called down such a deal of
thunder, 1 can't help thinking that it is not Jove who has inter-
fered (the caee was scarce worthy of his divine vindictiveness); but
the Thunderer's man, Jupiter Jeames, taking his mager's place,
adopting his manner, and trying to dazzle and roar like his awful
employer. That figure of the dustman has hardly been flung from
heaven : that " ultimate purport” is a subject which the Immortal
would hardly handle. Well, well; let us allow that the book is
not worthy of such a polite critic—that the beer is not strong
enough for a gentleman who has taste and experience in beer.

That opinion no man can ask his honour to alter; but (the
beer being the question) why make unpleasant allusons to the
Gazette, and hint at the probable bankruptcy of the brewer ? Why
twit me with my poverty; and what can the Times critic know
about the vacuity of my exchequer? Did he ever lend me any
money? Does he not himself write for money? (and who would
grudge it to such a polite and generous and learned author?) If
he finds no disgrace in being paid, why should | ? If lie has ever
been poor, why should hejoke at my empty exchequer ? Of course
such a genius is paid for his work: with such neat logic, such a
pure style, such a charming poetical turn of phrase, of course a
critic gets money. Why, a man who can say of a Christmas book
that " it is an opuscule denominated so-and-so, and ostensibly in-
tended to swell the tide of expansive emotion incident upon the
exodus of the old year," must evidently have had immense sums
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and care expended on his early education, and deserves a splendid
return. You can't go into the market, and get scholarship like
that, without paying for it: even the flogging that such a writer
must have had in early youth (if he was at a public school where
the rods were paid for), must have cost his parents a good sum.
Where would you find any but an accomplished classical scholar to
compare the books of the present (or indeed any other) writer to
"sardonic divings after the pearl of truth, whose lustre is eclipsed
in the display of the diseased oyster;" mere Billingsgate doesn't
turn out oysters like these; they are of the Lucrine lake:—this
satirist has pickled his rods in Latin brine. Fancy, not merely a
diver, but a sardonic diver: and the expression of his confounded
countenance on discovering not only a pearl, but an eclipsed pearl,
which was in a diseased oyster! | say it is only by an uncommon
and happy combination of taste, genius, and industry, that a man
can arrive at uttering such sentiments in such fine language,—that
such a man ought to be well paid, as | have no doubt he is, and
that he is worthily employed to write literary articles, in large
type, in the leading journal of Europe. Don't we want men of
eminence and polite learning to sit on the literary bench, and to
direct the public opinion1

But when this profound scholar compares me to a scavenger
who leaves a copy of verses at his door and begs for a Christmas-
box, | must again cry out and say, " My dear sir, it is true your
simile is offensive, but can you make it out? Are you not hasty
in your figures and allusions?' If | might give a hint to so
consummate a rhetorician, you should be more careful in making
your figures figures, and your similes like: for instance, when you
talk of a book "swelling the tide of exhilaration incident to the
inauguration of the new year,” or of a book " bearing the stamp
of its origin in vacuity," &c,—or of a man diving sardonically;
or of a pearl eclipsed in the display of a diseased oyster—there
are some people who will not apprehend your meaning: some will
doubt whether you had a meaning: some even will question your
great powers, and say, " Is this man to be a critic in a newspaper,
which knows what English, and Latin too, and what sense and
scholarship are?" | don't quarrel with you—I take for granted
your wit and learning, your modesty and benevolence—but why
scavenger—Jupiter Jeaxnes—why scavenger ? A gentleman, whose
biography the Examiner was fond of quoting before it took its
present serious and orthodox turn, was pursued by an outraged
wife to the very last stage of his existence with an appea almost
as pathetic—Ah, sir, why scavenger ?

How can | be like a dustman that rings for a Christmas-box
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at your hall-door? | never was there in my life. | never left at
your door a copy of verses provocative of an annual gratuity, as
your noble honour styles it. Who are you? If you are the man
| take you to be, it must have been you who asked the publisher
for my book, and not | who sent it in, and begged a gratuity of
your worship.  You abused me out of the Times window; but if
ever your noble honour sent me a gratuity out of your own door,
may | never drive another dust-cart. " Provocative of a gratuity ! "
O splendid swell! How much was it your worship sent out to me
by the footman? Every farthing you have paid | will restore to
your lordship, and | swear | shall not be a halfpenny the poorer.

As before, and on similar seasons and occasions, | have com-
pared myself to a person following a not dissimilar calling: let
me suppose now, for a minute, that | am awriter of a Christmas
farce, who sits in the pit, and sees the performance of his own
piece. There comes applause, hissing, yawning, laughter, as may
be: but the loudest critic of all is our friend the cheap buck, who
sits yonder and makes his remarks, so that all the audience may
hear. " This afarce!" says Beau Tibbs: " demmy ! it's the work
of a poor devil who writes for money,—confound his vulgarity!
This a farce! Why isn't it a tragedy, or a comedy, or an epic
poem, stap my vitals? This a farce indeed! It's a feller as sends
round his 'at, and appeals to charity. Let's 'ave our money back
again, | say." And he swaggers off;—and you find the fellow
came with an author's order.

But if, in spite of Tibbs, our "kyind friends," &0. &c. &c.—
if the little farce, which was meant to amuse Christmas (or what
my classical friend calls Exodus), is asked for, even up to Twelfth
Night,—shall the publisher stop because Tibbs is dissatisfied 1
Whenever that capitalist calls to get his money back, he may se
the letter from the respected publisher, informing the author that
all the copies are sold, and that there are demands for a new
edition. Up with the curtain, then! Vivat Regina! and no
money returned, except the Times " gratuity " !

M. A. TITMARSH.
January 5, 1851.



THE KICKLEBURYS
ON THE RHINE

HE cabman, when he brought us to the wharf, and made his
usual charge of six times his legal fare, before the settlement
of which he pretended to refuse the privilege of an exeat

regno to our luggage, glared like a disappointed fiend when Lankin,
calling up the faithful Hutchison, his clerk, who was in attendance,
said to him, "Hutchison, you will pay this man. My name is
Serjeant Lankin, my chambers are in Pump Court. My clerk will
settlewith you, sir."  The cabman trembled ; we stepped on board ;
our lightsome luggage was speedily whisked away by the crew; our
berths had been secured by the previous agency of Hutchison ;
and a couple of tickets, on which were written, "Mr. Serjeant
Lankin,” "Mr. Titmarsh" (Lankin's, by the way, incomparably
the best and comfortablest sleeping place), were pinned on to two
of the curtains of the beds in a side cabin when we descended.

Who was on board? There were Jews, with Sunday papers
and fruit; there were couriers and servants straggling about; there
were those bearded foreign visitors of England, who always seem
to decline to shave or wash themselves on the day of a voyage, and,
on the eve of quitting our country, appear inclined to carry away
as much as possible of its soil on their hands and linen : there were
parties already cosily established on deck under the awning; and
steady-going travellers for'ard, smoking already the pleasant morning
cigar, and watching the phenomena of departure.

The bell rings: they leave off bawling, "Anybody ese for the
shore?"  The last grape and Bell's Life merchant has scuffled over
the plank : the Johns of the departing nobility and gentry line the
brink of the quay, and touch their hats; Hutchison touches his
hat to me—to me Heaven bless him! | turn round inexpressibly
affected and delighted, and whom do | see but Captain Hicks!

"Hallo! you here?" says Hicks, in a tone which seems to

mean, " Confound you, you are everywhere."
169
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Hicks is one of those young men who ssem to be everywhere a
great deal too often.

How are they always getting leave from their regiments? If
they are not wanted in this country (as wanted they cannot be,
for you se them sprawling over the railing in Rotten Row all day,
and shaking their heds at every ball in town),—if they are not
wanted in this country, | say, why the deuce are th8y not sent off
to India, or to Demerara, or to Sierra Leone, by Jove ?>—the farther
the better; and | should wish a good unwholesome climate to try
'em and make 'em hardy. Here is this Hicks, then—Captain
Launcelot Hicks, if you please—whose life is nothing but breakfast,
smoking, riding-schoal, billiards, mess, polking, billiards, and smok-
ing again, and da capo—pulling down his moustaches, and going to
take a tour after the immense labours of the season.

"How do you do, Captain Hicks?" | say. "Where are you
going ?"

" Oh, | am going to the Whine," says Hicks; " evewybody goes
to the Whine." The Whine indeed ! | dare say he can no more
spell properly than he can speak.

" Who is on board—anybody ?" | ask, with the air of a man of
fashion. " To whom docs that immense pile of luggage belong—
under charge of the lady'smaid, the courier, and the British foot-
man? A large white K is painted on all the boxes"

"How the deuce should know?" says Hicks, looking, as |
fancy, both red and angry, and strutting off with his great cavalry
lurch and. swagger : whilst my friend the Serjeant looks at him lost
in admiration, and surveys his shining little boots, his chains and
brdoques, his whiskers and ambrosial moustaches, his gloves and
other dandifications, with a pleased wonder; as the ladies of the
Sultan's harem surveyed the great Lady from Park Lane who paid
them a visit; or the smple subjects of Montezuma looked at one of
Cortess heavy dragoons.

" That must be a marquis at least,” whispers Lankin, who con-
sults me on paints of society, and is pleased to have a great opinion
of my experience.

| burst out in a scornful laugh. " That " | say; " he is a
captain of dragoons, and his father is an attorney in Bedford Row.
The whiskers of a roturier, my good Lankin, grow as long as the
beard of a Plantagenet. It don't require much noble blood to learn
the polka. If you were younger, Lankin, we might go for a shilling
a night, and dance every evening at M. Laurent's Casino, and skip
about in a little time as well as that fellow. Only we despise the
kind of thing you know,—only were too grave, and too steady.”

" And too fat," whispers Lankin, with alaugh.
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"Speak for yourself, you maypole,” says |I. "I f you can't
dance yourself, people can dance round you—put awreath of flowers
upon your old poll, stick you up in avillage green, and so make
use of you."

"1 should gladly be turned into anything so pleasant," Lankin
answers; "and so, at least, get a chance of seeing a pretty girl now
and then. They don't show in Pump Court, or at the University
Club, where | dine. You arealucky fellow, Titmarsh, and go about
in the world., Asfor me, never "

"And the judges' wives, you rogue?" | say. " Well, no man
is satisfied; and the only reason | | haveto be angry with the
captain yonder is, that, the other night, at Mrs. Perkins's, being in
conversation with a charming young creature—who knows all my
favourite passages in Tennyson, and takes a most delightful little
line of opposition in the Church controversy—just as we were in
the very closest, dearest, plcasantest part of the talk, comes up
young Hotspur yonder, and whisks her away in a polka. What
have you and | to do with polkas, Lankin? He took her down to
supper—what have you and | to do with suppers'?'

"Our duty is to leave them alone" said the philosophical
Serjeant.  "And now about breakfast— shall we have some?'
And as he spoke, a savoury little procession of stewards and
stewards' boys, with drab tin dish-covers, passed from the caboose,
and descended the stairs to the cabin. The vessel had passed
Greenwich by this time, and had worked its way out of the mast-
forest which guards the approaches of our city.

The owners of those innumerable boxes, bags, oil-skins, guitar-
caes, whereon the letter K was engraven, appeared to be three
ladies, with a slim gentleman of two or three and thirty, who was
probably the husband of one of them. He had numberless shawls
under his arm and guardianship. He had a strap full of Murray's
Handbooks and Continental Guides in his keeping; and a little
collection of parasols and umbrellas, bound together, and to be
carried in state before the chief of the party, like the lictor's fasces
before the consul.

The chief of the party was evidently the stout lady. One
parasol being left free, she waved it about, and commanded the
luggage and the menials to and fro. " Horace, we will sit there,"
she exclaimed, pointing to a comfortable place on the deck. Horace
went and placed the shawls and the Guidebooks. "Hirsch, avy
vou conty les bagages ? tront sett morso ong too?" The German
courier said, "Oui, miladi," and bowed a rather sulky assent.
" Bowman, you will see that Finch is comfortable, and send her to

0 T
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me." The gigantic Bowman, a gentleman in an undress uniform,
with very large and splendid armorial buttons, and witli traces of
the powder of the season still lingering in his hair, bows, and speeds
upon my lady's errand.

| recognise Hirsch, a well-known face upon the European high-
road, where he has travelled with many acquaintances. With whom
is he making the tour now?—Mr. Hirsch is acting as courier to
Mr. and Mrs. Horace Milliken. They have not been married many
months, and they are travelling, Hirsch says, with acontraction of
his bushy eyebrows, with miladi, Mrs. Milliken's mamma. "And
who is her ladyship ? " Hirsch's brow contracts into deeper furrows.
"1t is Miladi Grigglebury," he says, "Mr. Didmarsh. Berhabs
you know her." He scowls round at her, as she cals out loudly,
" Hirsch, Hirsch !" and obeys that summons.

It is the great Lady Kicklebury of Pocklington Square, about
whom | remember Mrs. Perkins made so much ado at her last ball;
and whom old Perkins conducted to supper. When Sir Thomas
Kicklebury died (he was one of the first tenants of the square), who
does not remember the scutcheon with the coronet with two balls,
that flamed over No. 36?7 Her son was at Eton then, and has
subsequently taken an honorary degree at Oxford, and been au
ornament of "Piatt's" and the "Oswestry Club." He fled into
St. James's from the great house in Pocklington Square, and from
St. Jamess to Italy and the Mediterranean, where he has been for
some time in awholesome exile. Her eldest daughter's marriage
with Lord Roughhead was talked about last year; but Lord Rough-
head, it is known, married Miss Brent; and Horace Milliken, very
much to his surprise, found himself the affianced husband of Miss
LaviniaKicklebury, after an agitating evening at L ady Polkimore's,
when Miss Lavinia feeling herself faint, went out on to the leads
(the terrace, Lady Polkimore will call it), on the arm of Mr.
Milliken. They were married in January: it's not a bad match
for Miss K. Lady Kicklebury goes and stops for six months of the
year at Pigeoncot with her daughter and son-in-law; and now that
they are come abroad, she comes too. She must be with Lavinia
under the present circumstances.

When | am arm-in-arm, | tell this story glibly off to Lankin,
who is astonished at my knowledge of the world, and says, " Why,
Titmarsh, youknow everything."

"1 do know a few things, Lankin, my boy," is my answer.
" A man don't live in society, and pretty good society, let me tell
you, for nothing."

The fact is, that all the above details are known to almost any
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man in our neighbourhood. Lady Kicklebury does not meet with
us much, and has greater folks than we can pretend to be at her
parties. But we know about them. She'll condescend to come
to Perkins's, with whose Jirm she banks, and she may overdraw
her account; but of that, of course, | know nothing.

When Lankin and | go downstairs to breakfast, we find, if not
the best, at least the most conspicuous places in occupation of Lady
Kicklebury's party, and the hulking London footman making adark-
ness in the cabin, as he stoops through it bearing cups and plates
to his employers,

[Why do they always put mud into coffee on board steamers?
Why does the tea generally taste of boiled boots? Why is the
milk scarce and thin? And why do they have those bleeding legs
of boiled mutton for dinner? | ask why? In the steamers of
other nations you are well fed. Is it impossible that Britannia,
who confessedly rules the waves, should attend to the victuals a
little, and that meat should be w'ell cooked under a Union Jack ?
I just put in this question, this most interesting question, in a
momentous parenthesis, and resume the tale.]

When Lankin and | descend to the cabin, then, the tables are
full of gobbling people; and though there do seem to be a couple
of places near Lady Kicklebury, immediately she sees our eyes
directed to the inviting gap, she slides out, and with her ample
robe covers even more than that large space to which by art and
nature she is entitled, and calling out, "Horace, Horace!" and
nodding, and winking, and pointing, she causes her son-in-law to
extend the wing on his side. We are cut 5ff that chance of a
breakfast. We shall have the tea at its third water, and those
two damp black mutton-chops, which nobody else will take, will
fall to our cold share.

At this minute a voice, clear and sweet, from a tall lady in
ablack veil, says, "Mr. Titmarsh," and | start and murmur an
ejaculation of respectful surprise, as | recognise no less a person
than the Right Honourable the Countess of Knightsbridge, taking
her tea, breaking up little bits of toast with her slim fingers, and
sitting between a Belgian horse-dealer and a German violoncello-
player who has a congi after the opera—like any other mortal.

I whisper her Ladyship's name to Lankin. The Serjeant looks
towards her with curiosity and awe. Even he, in his Pump Court
solitudes, has heard of that star of fashion—that admired amongst
men, and even women—that Diana severe yet simple, the accom-
plished Aurelia of Knightsbridge. Her husband has but a small
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share of her qualities. How should he? The turf and the fox-
chase are his delights—the smoking-room at the " Traveller's"—
nay, shall we say it 7—the illuminated arcades of " Vauxhall," and
the gambols of the dishevelled Terpsichore. Knightsbridge has his
faults—ah ! even the peerage of England is not exempt from them.
With Diana for his wife, he flies the halls where she sits severe
and serene, and is to be found (shrouded in smoke, 'tis true) in
those caves where the contrite chimney-sweep sngs his terrible
death-chaunt, or the Bacchanalian judge administers a satiric law.
Lord Knightsbridge has his faults, then; but he has the gout at
Rougetnoirbourg, near the Rhine, and thither his wife is hastening
to minister to him.

" | have done" says Lady Knightsbridge, with a gentle bow,
as she rises; "you may have this place, Mr. Titmarsh; and |
am sorry my breakfast is over: | should have prolonged it had
| thought that you were coming to sit by me. Thank you—my
glove" (Such an absurd little glove, by the way.) " We shall
meet on the deck when you have done."

And she moves away with an august curtsey. | can't tell
how it is, or what it is, in that lady : but she says, " How do you
do?" as nobody dse knows how to say it. In all her actions,
motions, thoughts, | would wager there is the same calm grace and
harmony. She is not very handsome, being very thin, and rather
sad-looking.  Sheis not very witty, being only up to the conversa-
tion, whatever it may be; and yet, if she were in black serge |
think one could ndr help seeing that she was a Princess, and Serene
Highness; and if she were a hundred years old, she could not be
but beautiful. | saw her performing her devotions in Antwerp
Cathedral, and forgdt to look at anything ese there;—so calm and
pure, such a sainted figure hers seemed.

When this great lady did the present writer the honour to
shake his hand (I had the honour toteach writing and the rudiments
of Latin to theyoung and intelligent Lord Viscount Pimlico), there
seemed to be a commotion in the Kicklebury party—heads were
nodded together, and turned towards L ady Knightsbridge; in whose
honour, when Lady Kicklebury had sufficiently reconnoitred her
with her eyeglass, the baronet's lady rose and swept a reverential
curtsey, backing until she fell up against the cushions at the stern
of the boat. Lady Knightsbridge did not se this salute, for she
did not acknowledge it, but walked away slimly (she ssems to glide
in'and out of the room), and disappeared up the stair to the deck.

Lankin and | took our places, the horse-dealer making room
for us; and | could not help looking, with a little air of triumph,
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over to the Kicklebury faction, as much as to say, "You fine
folks, with your large footman and supercilious airs, see what we
can do."

As | looked—smiling, and nodding, and laughing at me, in a
knowing, pretty way, and then leaning to mammaas if in explana-
tion, what face should | see but that of the young lady at Mrs.
Perkins's, with whom | had had that pleasant conversation which
had been interrupted by the demand of Captain Hicks for a dance ?
So, then, that was Miss Kicklebury, about whom Miss Perkins, my
young friend, has so often spoken to me (the young ladies were in
conversation when | had the happiness of joining them; and Miss
P. went away presently, to look to her guests)—that is Miss
Fanny Kicklebury.

A sudden pang shot athwart my bosom—Lankin might have
perceived it, but the honest Serjeant was so awe-stricken by his
late interview with the Countess of Knightsbridge, that his mind
was unfit to grapple with other subjects—a pang of feeling (which
| concealed under the grin and graceful bow wherewith Miss Fanny's
salutations were acknowledged) tore my heart-strings—as | thought
of—I need not say—of HICKS.

He had danced with her, he had supped with her—he was here,
on board the boat. Where was that dragoon? | looked round for
him. In quite a far corner,—but so that he could command the
Kicklebury party, | thought,—he was eating his breakfast, the
great healthy oaf, and consuming one broiled egg after another.

In the course of the afternoon, all parties, as it may be supposed,
emerged upon deck again, and Miss Fanny and her mamma began
walking the quarter-deck, with a quick pace, like a couple of post-
captains. When Miss Fanny saw me, she stopped and smiled, and
recognised the gentleman who had amused her so at Mrs. Perkins's.
What a dear sweet creature Eliza Perkinswas! They had been at
school together. She was going to write to Eliza everything that
happened on the voyage.

" Everything ?" | said, in my particularly sarcastic manner.

"Well, everything that was worth telling. There was a great
number of things that were very stupid, and of people that were
very stupid. Everything that you say, Mr. Titmarsh, | am sure
| may put down. You have seen Mr. Titmarsh's funny books,
mammal"

Mamma Baid she had heard—she had no doubt they were very
amusing. "Was not that—ahem—Lady Knightsbridge, to whom
| saw you speaking, sir?"

"Yes; she is going to nurse Lord Knightsbridge, who has the
gout at Rougetnoirbourg."
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"Indeed! how very fortunate! what an extraordinary coinci-
dence! We are going too," said Lady Kicklebury.

| remarked " that everybody was going to Rougetnoirbourg this
year; and | heard of two gentlemen—Count Carambole and Colonel
Cannon—who had been obliged to sleep there on a billiard-table for
want of a bed."

"My son Kicklebury—are you acquainted with Sir Thomas
Kicklebury?" her ladyship said, with great stateliness—"is at
Noirbourg, and will take lodgings for us. The springsr are particu-
larly recommended for my daughter, Mrs. Milliken; and, at great
personal sacrifice, | am going thither myself: but what will not a
mother do, Mr. Titmarsh? Did | understand you to say that you
have the—the entrie at Knightsbridge House? The parties are not
what they used to be, | am told. Not that have any knowledge.
| am but a poor country baronet's widow, Mr. Titmarsh; though
the Kickleburys date from Henry 1'11., and my family is not of the
most modern in the country. Y ou have heard of General Guff, my
father, perhaps? aide-de-camp to the Duke of York, and wounded
by his Royal Highness's side at the bombardment of Valenciennes.
We move in our own sphere”

" Mrs. Perkins is avery kind creature,”" | said, "and it was a
very pleasant ball. Did you not think so, Miss Kicklebury ?"

"1 thought it odious," said Miss Fanny. "1 mean, it was
pleasant until that—that stupid man—what was his name?—came
and took me away to dance with him."

"What! don't you care for a red coat and moustaches?" |
asked.

"1 adore genius, Mr. Titmarsh," said the young lady, with a
most killing look of her beautiful blue eyes, " and | have every one
of your works by heart—all, except the last, which | can't endure.
I think it's wicked, positively wicked—My darling Scott!—how
can you? And are you going to make a Christmas-book this
year?"

"Shall | tell you about it?"

"Oh, do tell us about it," said the lively, charming creature,
clapping her hands: and we began to talk, being near Lavinia
(Mrs. Milliken) and her hushand, who was ceaselessly occupied in
fetching and carrying books, biscuits, pillows, and cloaks, scent-
bottles, the Italian greyhound, and the thousand and one necessities
of the pale and interesting bride. Oh, how she did fidget! how
she did grumble! how she altered and twisted her position! and
how she did make poor Milliken trot!

After MissFanny and | had talked, and | had told her my plan,
which she pronounced to be delightful, she continued:—"I never
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was so provoked in my life, Mr. Titmarsh, as when that odious
man came and interrupted that dear delightful conversation."

" On your word? The odious man is on board the boat: | se
him smoking just by the funnel yonder, look! and looking at us"

"He is very stupid,” said Fanny; "and all that | adore is
intellect, dear Mr. Titmarsh."

"But why ishe on board?" said I, with a,Jin sourire.

" Whyisheon board? Why iseverybody on board? How do
we meet ? (and oh, how glad | am to meet you again!) You don't
auppose that  know how the horrid man came here]"

" Eh! he may be fascinated by a pair of blue eyes, Miss Fanny!
Others have been 0" | said.

" Don't be crud to a poor girl, you wicked, satirical creature”
she said. "I think Captain Hicks odious—there! and | was
quite angry when | saw him on the boat. Mamma does not know
him, and she was so angry with me for dancing with him that
night: though there was nobody of any particular mark at poor
dear Mrs. Perkins's—that is, except you, Mr. Titmarsh."

" And | am not a dancing man," | said, with a sigh.

" | hate dancing men; they can do nothing but dance"

" Oh yes they can. Some of them can smoke and some can
ride, and some can even spell very well."

" You wicked, satirical person. |'m quite afraid of you !"

"And some of them call the Rhine the 'Whine,'" | said,
giving an admirable imitation of poor Hicks's drawling manner.

Fanny looked hard at me, with a peculiar expresson on her
face. At last she laughed. " Oh, you wicked, wicked man," she
said, "what a capital mimic you are, and so full of cleverness
Do bring up Captain Hicks—isn't that his namel—and trot him
out for us Bring him up, and introduce him to mamma: do
now, go!"

Mamma, in the meanwhile, had waited her time, and wasjust
going to step down the cabin-stairs as Lady Knightsbridge ascended
from them. To draw back, to make a most profound curtsey, to
exclaim, " Lady Knightsbridge! | have had the honour of seeing
your ladyship at—hum—hum—hum" (this word 1 could not
catch)—" House," —all these feats were performed by Lady Kickle-
bury in one instant, and acknowledged with the usual calmness by
the younger lady.

"And may | hope" continues Lady Kicklebury, "that that
most beautiful of all children—a mother may say so—thai Lord
Pimlico has recovered his whooping-cough ? We were so anxious
about him, Our medical attendant is Mr. Topham, and he used
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to come from Knightsbridge House to Pocklington Square, often
and often. | am interested about the whooping-cough. My own
dear boy had it most severely; that dear girl, my eldest daughter,
whom you see stretched on the bench—she is in a very delicate
state, and only lately married—not such a match as | could have
wished: but Mr. Milliken is of a good family, distantly related to
your ladyship's. A Milliken, in George the Third's reign, married
a Boltimore, and the Boltimores, | think, are your first cousns
They married this year, and Laviniais so fond of me, that she
can't part with me, and | have come abroad just to please her.
We are going to Noirbourg. | think | heard from my son that
Lord Knightsbridge was at Noirbouvg."

"l believe | have had the pleasure of seeing Sir Thomas
Kicklebury at Knightsbridge House" Lady Knightsbridge said,
with something of sadnes

"Indeed ! " and Kicklebury had never told her ! He laughed
at her when she talked about great people: lie told her all sorts
of ridiculous stories when upon this theme. But, at any rate, the
acquaintance was made: Lady Kicklebury would not leave Lady
Knightsbridge; and, even in the throes of sea-dckness and the
scret recesess of the cabin, would talk to her about the world,
Lord Pimlico, and her father, General Guff, late aide-de-camp to
the Duke of York.

That those throes of sickness ensued, | need not say. A short
time after pasing Ramsgatc, Serjeant Lankin, who had been ex-
ceedingly gay and satirical—(in his calm way; he quotes Horace,
my favourite bits as an author, to mysdf, and has a quiet snigger,
and, so to speak, amontillado flavour, exceedingly pleasant)—L ankin,
with a rueful and livid countenance, descended into his berth, in
the which that six foot of serjeant packed himself I don't know how.

When Lady Knightsbridge went down, down went Kicklebury.
Milliken and his wife stayed, and were ill together on deck. A
palm of glory ought to be awarded to that man for his angelic
patience, energy, and suffering. It was he who went for Mrs.
Milliken's maid, who wouldn't come to her mistress;, it was he,
the shyest of men, who stormed the ladies cabin—that maritime
harem—in order to get her mother's bottle of salts; it was he
who went for the brandy-and-water, and begged, and prayed, and
besought his adored Lavinia to taste a leetle drop. Lavinia's
reply was, " Don't—go away—don't tease, Horace," and so forth.
And, when not wanted, the gentle creature subsded on the bench,
by his wife's feet, and was sick in silence.

[Afem—In married life, it ssems to me, that it is almost always
Milliken and wife, or just the contrary. The angels minister to
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the tyrants; or the gentle, henpecked husband cowers before the
superior partlet. If ever | marry, | know the sort of woman

will choose; and | won't try her temper by over-indulgence, and
destroy her fine qualities by a ruinous subserviency to her wishes)]

Little Miss Fanny stayed on deck, as well as her sster, and
looked at the stars of heaven, as they began to shine there, and
at the Foreland lights as we passed them. | would have talked
with her; | would have suggested images of poesy, and thoughts
of beauty; | would have whispered the word of sentiment—the
delicate allusion—the breathing of the soul that longs to find a
congenial heart—the sorrows and aspirations of the wounded spirit,
stricken and sad, yet not quite despairing; still knowing that the
hope-plant lurked in its crushed ruins—still able to gaze on the
stars and the ocean, and love their blazing sheen, their boundless
azure. | would, | say, have taken the opportunity of that stilly
night to lay bare to her the treasures of a heart that, | am happy
to say, is young still; but circumstances forbade the frank out-
pouring of my poet soul: in a word, | was obliged to go and lie
down on the flat of my back, and endeavour to control other emotions
which struggled in my breast.

Once, in the night-watches, | arose, and came on deck; the
vessel was not, methought, pitching much; and yet—and vyet
Neptune was inexorable. The placid stars looked down, but they
gave me no peace Lavinia Milliken seemed adeep, and her
Horace, in a death-like torpor, was huddled at her feet. Miss
Fanny had quitted the larboard side of the ship, and had gone
to starboard; and | thought that there was a gentleman besde
her; but | could not s very clearly, and returned to the horrid
crib, where Lankin was adeep, and the German fiddler underneath
him was snoring like his own violoncello.

In the morning we were all as brisk as bees We were in the
smooth waters of the lazy Scheldt. The stewards began preparing
breakfast with that matutinal eagerness which they always show.
The degpers in the cabin were roused from their horse-hair couches
by the stewards boys nudging, and pushing, and flapping table-
cloths over them. | shaved and made a neat toilette, and came
upon deck just as we lay off that little Dutch fort, which is, |
dare say, described in "Murray's Guidebook,” and about which
| had some rare banter with poor Hicks and Lady Kicklebury,
whose ssnee of humour is certainly not very keen. He had, some-
how, joined her ladyship's party, and they were looking at the fort,
and its tricoloured flag—that floats familiar in Vandevelde's pictures
—and at the lazy shipping, and the tall roofs, and dumpy church
towers, and flat pastures, lying before us in a Cuyp-like haze.
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| am sorry to say, | told them the most awful fibs about that
fort. How it had been defended by the Dutch patriot, Van
Swammerdam, against the united forces of the Duke of Alva and
Marshal Turenne, whose leg was shot off as he was leading the
last unsuccessful assault, and who turned round to his aide-de-camp
and said, " Allez dire au Premier Consul, que je meurs avec regret
de ne pas avoir asez fait pour la France!" which gave Lady
Kicklebury an opportunity to placer her story of the Duke of
York, and the bombardment of Valenciennes; and caused young
Hicks to look at me in a puzzled and appealing manner and hint
that | was " chaffing."

" Chaffing indeed ! " says |, with a particularly arch eye-twinkle

at Miss Fanny. "1 wouldn't make fun of you, Captain Hicks!
If you doubt my historical accuracy, look at the 'Biographie
Universale." | say—look at the ' Biographie Universelle."™

He said, "O0—ah—the 'Biogwaphie Universelle' may be all
vewy well, and that; but | never can make out whether you are
joking or not, somehow; and | aways fancy you are going to
cawickachaw me. Ha ha!" And he laughed, the good-natured
dragoon laughed, and fancied he had made ajoke.

| entreated him not to be so severe upon me; and again he
said, "Haw haw!" and told me, " | mustn't expect to have it all
my own way, and if | gave a hit, | must expect a Punch in return.
Haw haw ! " Oh, you honest young Hicks!

Everybody, indeed, was in high spirits. The fog cleared off,
the sun shone, the ladies chatted and laughed, even Mrs. Milliken
was in good humour (" My wife is all intellect," Milliken says,
looking at her with admiration), and talked with us freely and gaily.
She was kind enough to say that it was a great pleasure to meet
with a literary and well-informcd person—that one often lived with
people that did not comprehend one.  She asked if my companion,
that tall gentleman—Mr. Serjeant Lankin, was he?—was literary.
And when | said that Lankin knew more Greek, and more Latin,
and more law, and more history, and more everything, than all the
passengers put together, she vouchsafed to look at him with interest,
and enter into a conversation with my modest friend the Serjeant.
Then it was that her adoring husband said "his Lavinia was all
intellect;"—Lady Kicklebury saying that she was not a literary
woman: that in her day few acquirements were requisite for the
British female; but that she knew the spirit of the age, and her
duty as a motJier, and that " Lavinia and Fanny had had the best
masters and the best education which money and constant maternal
solicitude could impart." If our matrons are virtuous, as they are, and
it is Britain's boast, permit me to say that they certainly know it.






"WE CALL THOSE HOODS UGLIES! CAPTAIN HICKS"
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The conversation growing powerfully intellectual under Mrs.
Milliken, poor Hicks naturally became uneasy, and put an end to
literature by admiring the ladies head-dresses. " Cab-heads, hoods,
what do you call 'em ?" he asked of Miss Kicklebury. Indeed, she
and her sister wore a couple of those blue silk over-bonnets, which
have lately become the fashion, and which | never should have
mentioned but for the young lady's reply.

" Those hoods!"' she said—" we call those hoods Uglies!
Captain Hicks."

Oh, how pretty she looked as she said it! The blue eyes
looked up under the blue hood, so archly and gaily; ever so many
dimples began playing about her face ; her little voice rang so fresh
and swegt, that a heart which has never loved a tree or flower but
the vegetable in question was sure to perish—a heart worn down
and sickened by repeated disappointment, mockery, faithlessness—
a heart whereof despair is an accusomed tenant, and in whose
desolate and lonely depths dwells an abiding gloom, began to throb
once more—began to beckon Hope from the window—began to
admit sunshine—began to———0 Folly, Folly! 0 Fanny! 0 Miss
K., how lovely you looked as you said, "We call those hoods
Uglies! " Ugly indeed !

This is a chronicle of fedings and characters, not of events and
places, so much. All this time our vessd was making rapid way
up the river, and we saw before us the slim towers of the noble
cathedral of Antwerp soaring in the rosy sunshine. Lankin and
| had agreed to go to the "Grand Laboureur,” on the Place de
Meir. They give you a particular kind of jam-tarts there—called
Nun's tarts, | think—that | remember, these twenty years, as the
very best tarts—as good as the tarts which we ate when we were
boys. The" Laboureur " is a dear old quiet comfortable hotel; and
there is no man in England who likes a good dinner better than
Lankin.

" What hotel doyou goto?" | asked of Lady Kicklebury.

" We go to the ' Saint Antoine,' of course.  Everybody goes to
the 'Saint Antoine,'" her ladyship said. "We propose to rest
here; to do the Rubcns's, and to proceed to Cologne to-morrow.
Horace, call Finch and Bowman; and your courier, if he will
have the condescenson to wait upon me, will perhaps look to the
baggage.”

"1 think, Lankin," said |, " as everybody seems going to the
' Saint Antoine,’ we may as well go, and not spoil the party.”

"1 think 1'Il go too," says Hicks; as if he belonged to the
party.

9 u
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And oh, it was a great sight when we landed, and at every
place at which we paused afterwards, to sse Hirsch over the Kickle-
bury baggege, and hear his polyglot maledictions at the porters!
If aman sometimes feds sad and lonely at his bachelor condition,
if some fedings of envy pervade his heart, at seeing beauty on
another's arm, and kind eyes directed towards a happier mug than
his own—at least there are some consolations in travelling, when
afellow has but ore little portmanteau or bag which he can easly
shoulder, and thiuks of the innumerable bags and trunks which the
married man and the father drags after him. The married Briton
on a tour is but a luggage overseer: his luggage is his morning
thought, and his nightly terror. When he floats dong the Rhine
he has one eye on aruin, and the other on his luggage. When he
is on the railroad he is dways thinking, or ordered by hiswife to
think, "Is the luggage safe?' It clings round him. It never
leaves him (except when it does leave him, as a trunk or two
will, and make him doubly miserable). His carpet-bags lie on his
chest at night, and his wife's forgotten bandbox haunts his turbid
dreams.

| think it was after she found that Lady Kicklebug proposed
to go to the " Grand Saint Antoine” that Lady Knightsbridge put
hersdf with her maid into a carriage and went to the other inn.
We saw her at the cathedral, where she kept aoof from our party.
Milliken went up the tower, and so did Miss Fanny, | am too
old a tra]yellgrk_ to moggtf gp thots)ze immeasurable dtairs, for th(fe

rpose of making m Izzy by gazing upon a vast mgp O
Fgw countries stretched beneath me, ang waited with Mrs. MiIEIT)ken
and her mother below.

When the tower-climbers descended, we asked Miss Fanny and
her brother what they had seen.

" We saw Captain Hicks up there," remarked Milliken. " And
| am very glad you didn't come, Laviniamy love. The excitement
would have been too much for you, quite too much."

All this while Lady Kicklebury was looking at Fanny, and
Fanny was holding her eyes down; and | knew that between her
and this poor Hicks there could be nothing serious, for she had
laughed at him and mimicked him to me hdf-adozen timesin the
course of the day.

We "do the Rubenss” as Lady Kicklebury says; we trudge
from cathedral to picture-gallery, from church to church. We s
the cam old city, with its towers and gables the bourse, and the
vast town-hall; and | have the honour to give Lady Kicklebury
my arm during these peregrinations, and to hear a hundred parti-
culars regarding her ladyship's life and family. How Milliken has
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been recently building at Pigeoncot; how hewill have two thousand
ayear more when his uncle dies; how she had peremptorily to put
a stop to the assiduities of that unprincipled young man, Lord
Roughhead, whom Lavinia always detested, and who married Miss
Brent out of sheer pique. It was a great ecge for her darling
Lavinia. Roughhead Is a most wild and dissipated young man,
one of Kicklebury's Christchurch friends, of whom her son has
too many, aas! and she enters into many particulars respecting
the conduct, of Kicklebury—the unhappy boy's smoking, his love
of billiards, his fondness for the turf: she fears he has dready
injured his income, she fears he is even now playing a Noirbourg;
ghe is going thither to wean him, if possible, from his companions
and his gaieties—what may not a mother effect? She only wrote
to him the day before they left London to announce that she was
marching on him with her family. He is in many repects like
his poor father—the same gpenness and frankness, the same easy
disposition : das! the same love of pleasure.  But she had reformed
the father, and will do her utmost to call back her dear misguided
boy. She had an advantageous match for him in view—a lady
not beautiful in person, it is true, but possessed of every good
principle, and a very, very handsome fortune. It was under pre-
tence of flying from this lady that Kicklebury left town. But she
knew better.

| say young men will be young men, and sow their wild oats;
and think to myself that the invasion of his mammawill be perhaps
more surprising than pleasant to young Sir Thomas Kicklebury,
and that she possibly talks about herself and her family, and her
virtues and her daughters, a little too much: but she will make
a confidant of me, and all the time we are doing the Rubenss
ghe is talking of the pictures at Kicklebury, of her portrait by
Lawrence, pronounced to be his finest work, of Lavinias talent
for drawing, and the expense of Fanny's music-masters, of her
house in town (where she hopes to ss2 me); of her parties which
were stopped by the illness of her butler. She talks Kicklebury
until I amsick. And oh, Miss Fanny, all of this | endure, like an
old fool, for an occasiond sight of your bright eyes and rosy face!

[Another parenthesis—"We hope to se you in town, Mr.
Titmarsh." Foolish mockery! If all the people whom one has
met abroad, and who have said, "We hope to meet you often in
town," had but made any the dightest efforts to redise their hopes
by sending a smple line of invitation through the penny post, what
an enormous dinner acquaintance one would have had! But |
mistrust people who say, " We hope to s you in town."]
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Lankin comes in at the end of the day, just before dinner-time.
He has paced the whole town by himself—church, tower, and forti-
fications, and Rubens, and all. He is full of Egmont and Alva.
He is up to all the history of the sege, when Chasee defended,
and the French attacked the place. After dinner we stroll along
the quays, and over the quiet cigar in the hotel court, Monsieur
Lankin discourses about the Rubens pictures, in a way which shows
that the learned Serjeant has an eye for pictorial beauty as well
as other beauties in this world, and can rightly admire the vast
energy, the prodigal genius, the royal splendour of 'the King of
Antwerp. In the most modest way in the world he has remarked
a student making clever sketches at the Museum, and has ordered
a couple of copies from him of the famous Vandyke and the
wondrous adoration of the Magi, "a greater picture” says he,
"than even the cathedral picture) in which opinion those may
agree who like. He says he thinks Miss Kicklebury is a pretty
little thing; that all my swans are geese; and that as for that
old woman, with her airs and graces, she is the most intolerable
old nuisance in the world. There is much good judgment, but
there is too much sardonic humour about Lankin. He cannot
appreciate women properly. He is spoiled by being an old
bachelor, and living in that dingy old Pump Court; where, by
the way, he has a cdlar fit for a Pontiff. We go to rest; they
have given us humble lodgings high up in the building, which we
accept like philosophers who travel with but a portmanteau apiece.
The Kickleburys have the grand suite, as becomes their dignity.
Which, which of those twinkling lights illumines the chamber of
Miss Fanny?

Hicks is sitting in the court too, smoking his cigar. He, and
Lankin met in the fortifications. Lankin says he is a senshle fellow,
and seems to know his professon. " Every man can talk well about
something," the Serjeant says " And one man can about every-
thing," says |; at which Lankin blushes; and we take our flaring
tallow candles and go to bed. He has us up an hour before the
starting time, and we have that period to admire Hcrr Oberkellner,
who swaggers as becomes the Oberkellner of a house frequented by
ambassadors, who contradicts us to our faces and whose own
countenance is ornamented with yesterday's beard, of which, or of
any part of his clothing, the graceful youth does not appear to have
divested himself since last we left him. We recognise, somewhat
dingy and faded, the elaborate shirt-front which appeared at yester-
day's banquet. Farewell, Herr Oberkellner! May we never se
your handsome countenance, washed or unwashed, shaven or un-
shorn, again!






HIRSCH AND THE LUGGAGE.
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Here come the ladies: "Good morning, Miss Fanny." "I
hope you slept well, Lady Kicklebury?" ™A tremendous bill'?"
" No wonder; how can you expect otherwise, when you have such
a bad dinner?" Hearken to Hirsch's comminations over the
luggage? Look at the honest Belgian soldiers, and that fat Frey-
schiitz on guard, his rifle in one hand, and the other hand in his
pocket. Captain Hicks bursts into a laugh at the sight of the fat
Freyschiitz, and says, " By Jove, Titmarsh, you must cawickachaw
him." And, we take our seats at length and at leisure, and the
railway trumpets blow, and (save for a brief halt) we never stop
till night, trumpeting by green flats and pastures, by broad canals
and old towns, through Lidge and Verviers, through Aix and
Cologne, till we are landed at Bonn at nightfall.

We all have supper, or tea—we have become pretty intimate—
we look at the strangers book, as a matter of course, in the great
room of the " Star Hotel." Why, everybody is on the Rhine!
Here are the names of half one's acquaintance.

"I s&¢ Lord and Lady Exborough are gone on," says Lady
Kicklebury, whose eye fastens naturally on her kindred aristocracy.
"Lordand Lady Wyebridge and suite, Lady Zedland and her family."

"Hallo! here's Cutler of the Onety-oneth, and MacMull of
the Greens, en route to Noirbourg," says Hicks confidentially.
"Know MacMull ? Devilish good fellow—such afellow to smoke."

Lankin, too, readsandgrins. " Why, are they going the Rhenish
circuit ?' he says, and reads:

Sir Thomas Minos, Lady Minos, nebst Begleitung, aus England.

Sir John iEacus, mit Familie und Dienerschaft, aus England.

Sir Roger Rhadamanthus.

Thomas Smith, Serjeant.

Serjeant Brown and Mrs. Brown, aus England.

Serjeant Tomkins, Anglais. Madame Tomkins, Mesdemoiselles
Tomkins.

Monsieur Kewsy, Conseiller de S. M. la Reine d'Anglcterre.
Mrs. Kewsy, three Miss Kewsys.

And to thislist Lankin, laughing, had put down his own name,
and that of the reader's obedient servant, under the august autograph
of Lady Kicklebury, who signed for herself, her son-in-law, and her
suite.

Yes, we all flock the one after the other, we faithful English
folks. We can buy Harvey Sauce, and Cayenne Pepper, and
Morison's Pills, in every city in the world. We carry our nation
everywhere with us; and arein our island, wherever we go. Toto
divisos orbe—aways separated from the people in the midst of
whom we are.
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When we came to the steamer next morning, " the castled crag
of Drachenfels" rose up in the sunrise before, and looked as pink as
the cheeks of Master Jacky, when they have been just washed in
the morning. How that rosy light, too, did become Miss Fanny's
pretty dimples, to be sure! How good acigar is at the early dawn !
| maintain that it has a flavour which it docs not posess at later
hours, and that it partakes of the freshness of all Nature. And
wine, too: wine is never so good as at breakfast; only one can't
drink it, for tipsnesss sake.

See! there is a young fellow drinking soda-water and brandy
already. He puts down his glasswith a gag of satisfaction. It is
evident that he had need of that fortifier and refresher. Ho puts
down the beaker and says, "How are you, Titmarsh? | was so
cut last night. My eyes, wasn't I!  Not in the least: that's all."

It is the youthful descendant and heir of an ancient line: the
noble Earl of Grimsby's son, Viscount Talboys. He is travelling
with the Rev. Baring Leader, his tutor; who, having a great natural
turn and liking towards the aristocracy, and having inspected Lady
Kicklebury's cards on her trunks, has introduced himself to her
ladyship already, and has inquired after Sir Thomas Kicklebury,
whom he remembers perfectly, and whom he had often the happi-
ness of meeting when Sir Thomas was an undergraduate at Oxford.
There are few characters more amiable, and delightful to watch and
contemplate, than some of those middleaged Oxford bucks who
hang about the university and live with the young tufts. Leader
can talk racing and boating with the fasest young Christchurch
gentleman. Leader occasionally rides to cover with Lord Talboys;
isagood shot, and sddom walks out without a setter or a spanie
at his heds Leader knows the "Peerage" and the "Racing
Calendar " as well as the Oxford cram-books. Leader comes up to
town and dineswith Lord Grimsby. Leader goes to Court every
two years. He is the greatest swell in his common-room. He
drinks claret, and can't stand port-wine any longer; and the old
felows of his college admire him, and pet him, and get all their
knowledge of the world and the aristocracy from him. | admire
those kind old dons when they appear affable and jaunty, men of
the world, members of the " Camford and Oxbridge Club," upon the
London pavement. | like to se them over the Morning Post in
the common-room; with a" Ha, | s Lady Rackstraw has another

daughter.” " Poppleton there has been at another party at X
House, and you weren't asked, my boy."—"Lord Coverdale has
got a large party staying at Coverdale. Did you know him at
Christchurch? He was a very handsome man before he broke his
nose fighting the bargeman at Iffley: a light weight, but a beautiful
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sparrer,” &c. Let me add that Leader, although he does love a
tuft, has a kind heart: as his mother and ssters in Yorkshire
know; as all the village knows too—which is proud of his position
in the great world, and welcomes him very kindly when he comes
down and takes the duty at Christmas, and preaches to them one
or two of " the very sermons which Lord Grimsby was good enough
to like, when | delivered them at Talboys."

"You are not acquainted with Lord Talboys?" Leader asks,
with a degagi air. " | shall have much pleasure in introducing you
to him. Talboys, let me introduce you to Lady Kicklebury. Sir
Thomas Kicklebury was not at Christchurch in your time; but you
have heard of him, | daresay. Your son has left a reputation at
Oxford."

" | should think | have, too. He walked a hundred milesin a
hundred hours. They said he bet that hed drink a huudred pints
of beer in a hundred hours: but | don't think he could do it—not
strong beer; don't think any man could. The beer here isn't
worth a——"

"My dear Talboys" says Leader, with a winning smile, "I
suppoe Lady Kicklebury is not a judge of beer—and what an
unromantic subject of conversation here, under the castled crag
immortalised by Byron."

" What the deuce does it mean about peasant-girls with dark
blue eyes, and hands that offer corn and wine?" asks Talboys.
" Fve never sen any peasant-girls, except the—ugliest set of women
| ever looked at."

" The poet'slicence. | sg Milliken, you are making a charming
sketch.  You used to draw when you were at Brasenose, Milliken;
and play—yes, you played the violoncello."

Mr. Milliken still posessed these accomplishments. He was
taken up that very evening by a soldier at Ooblentz, for making a
sketch of Ehrenbreitstein. Mrs. Milliken sketches immensely too,
and writes poetry: such dreary pictures, such dreary poems! but
professonal people arc proverbially jealous; and | doubt whether
our felow-passenger, the German, would even allow that Milliken
could play the violoncdlo.

Lady Kicklebury gives Miss Fanny a nudge when Lord Talboys
appears, and orders her to exert all her fasinations. How the
old lady coaxes, and she wheedles! She pours out the Talboys
pedigree upon him; and asks after his aunt, and his mother's
family. Is he going to Noirbourg? How delightful! There is
nothing like British spirits; and to see an English matron well set
upon ayoung man of large fortune and high rank, isagreat and
curious sight.
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And yet, somehow, the British doggedness does not aways
answer.  "Do you know that old woman in the drab jacket,
Titmarsh ?* my hereditary legidator asks of me. " What the devil
is she bothering me for, about my aunts, and setting her daughter
a mel | ain't such afool as that. | ain't cever, Titmarsh; |
never said | was. | never pretend to be clever, and that—but
why does that old fool bother me, hay? Heigho! I'm devilish
thirsty. | was devilish cut last night. | think | must have
ancther go-off. Halloyou! Kellner! Garsong! Ody soda, Oter
petty vare do dyvee de Conac. That's your sort; isn't it, Leader ? "

"You will spesk French well enough, if you practise” says
Leader with a tender voice; " practice is everything. Shall we
dine at the table-d'hote ? Waiter ! put down the name of Viscount
Taboys and Mr. Leader, if you please.’

The boat is full of all sorts and conditions of men. For'ard,
there are pessants and soldiers: stumpy, placid-looking little
warriors for the mogt part, smoking feeble cigars and looking quite
harmless under their enormous helmets. A poor stunted dull-
looking boy of sixteen, staggering before a black-striped sentry-box,
with an enormous musket on his shoulder, does not ssam to me a
martial or awe-inspiring object. Has it not been said that we carry
our prejudices everywhere, and only admire what we are accustomed
to admirein our own country 1

Yonder waks a handsome young soldier who has just been
marrying a wife. How happy they sssm ! and how pleased that
everybody should remark their happiness. It is afact that in the
full sunshine, and before a couple of hundred people on board the
Joseph Miller steamer, the soldier absolutely kissed Mrs. Soldier;
at which the sweet Fanny Kicklebury was mede to blush.

We were standing together looking at the various groups. the
pretty pessant-woman (really pretty for once), with the red head-
dress and fluttering ribbons, and the child in her arms; thejolly
fat old gentleman (who little thought he would ever be a frontis-
piece in thislife), and who was drinking Rhine-wine before noon,
and turning his back upon all the castles, towers, and ruins, which
reflected their crumbling pesks in the water; upon the handsome
young students who came with us from Bonn, with their national
colours in their cgps with their picturesque looks, their yellow
ringlets, their budding mougtaches, and with cuts upon amost every
one of their noses obtained in duels a the university: most
picturesque are these fellows, indeed—nbut ah, why need they have
such black hands?

Near us is a type, too : a man who adorns his own tale, and
points his own moral. " Yonder, in his carriage, sits the Count de
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Reineck, who won't travel without that disma old chariot, though
it is shabby, costly, and clumsy, and though the wicked red repub-
licans come and smoke under his very nose Yes, Miss Fanny, it
is tlhgz lusty young Germany, pulling the nose of the worn-out old
world."

"Law, what do you mean, Mr. Titmarsh?" cries the dear
Fanny.

"And here comes Mademoisdle de Reineck, with her com-
panion. You, se she is wearing out one of the faded silk gowns
which she hes spoiled a the Residenz during the season: for the
Reinecks are economicd, though they are proud; and forced, like
many other insolvent grandees to do and to wear shabby things.

"It is very kind of the young countess to call her companion
"Louise and to let Louise call her 'Laure’; but if faces may be
trusted,—and we can read in one countenance conceit and tyranny;
deceit and dyness in another,—dear Louise has to suffer some hard
raps from dear Laure: and, to judge from her dress | don't think
poor Louise has her sdary paid very regularly.

"What a comfort it is to live in a country where there is
neither insolence nor bankruptcy among the great folks, nor cringing,
nor flattery among the small. Isn'tit, Miss Fanny %"

Miss Fanny says, that she can't understand whether | am joking
or serious; and her mamma calls her away to look at the ruins of
Wigginstein. Everybody looks at Wigginstein. You are told in
Murray to look at Wigginstein.

Lankin, who has been standing by, with a grin every now and
then upon his sardonic countenance, comes up and says, " Titmarsh,
how can you be so impertinent ?*

" Impertinent! as how 7'

" The girl must understand what you mean : and you shouldn't
laugh at her own mother to her. Did you ever s anything like
the way in which that horrible woman is following the young lord
about ?"

"Seel You se it every day, my dear fellow; only the trick
is better done, and Lady Kicklebury Is rather a clumsy practitioner.
Seel why nobody is better aware of the springes which are sat to
catch him than that young fellow himsdf, who is as knowing as
any veteran in May Fair. And you don't suppose that Lady
Kicklebury fancies that she is doing anything mean, or anything
wrong? Heaven bless you! she never did anything wrong in her
life. She has no idea but that everything she says and thinks,
and does is right. And no doubt she never did rob a church:
and was a faithful wife to Sir Thomas, and pays her tradesmen.
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Confound her virtue! It is that which makes her so wonderful—
that brass armour in which she walks impenetrable—not knowing
what pity is, or charity; crying sometimes when she is vexed, or
thwarted, but laughing never; cringing, and domineering by the
same natural instinct—never doubting about hersdlf above all. Let
usrise, and revolt againg those people, Lankin. Let uswar with
them, and smite them utterly. It is to use againg these, especially,
that Scorn and Satire were invented.”

" And the animal you attack,” says Lankin, " is provided with
a hide to defend him—it is a common ordinance of nature."

And so we pass by tower and town, and float up the Rhine. We
don't describe the river. Who does not know it? How you se
people adeep in the cabins at the most picturesgue parts, and angry
to be awakened when they fire off those stupid guns for the echoes
It is as familiar to numbers of people as Greenwich; and we know
the merits of theinns along the road as if they were the " Trafalgar”
or the " Star and Garter." How stale everything grows! If we
were to live in a garden of Eden, now, and the gate were open, we
should go out, and tramp forward, and push on, and get up early in
the morning, and push on again—anything to keep moving, any-
thing to get a change: anything but quiet for the restless children
of Cain.

So many thousands of English folks have been at Rougetnoir-
bourg in this and past ssasons that it is scarcey needful to alter
the name of that pretty little gay, wicked place. There were so
many British barristers there this year that they called the " Hotel
des Quatre Saisons" the " Hotel of Quarter Sessons” There were
judges and their wives, Serjeants and their ladies, Queen's counsd
learned in the law, the Northern circuit and the Western circuit:
there were officers of half-pay and full-pay, military officers naval
officers, and sheriffs officees.  There were people of high fashion
and rank, and people of no rank at all; there were men and women
of reputation, and of the two kinds of reputation; there were
English boys playing cricket; English pointers putting up the
German partridges, and English guns knocking them down; there
were women whose husbands, and men whose wives were at home;
there were High Church and L ow Church—England turned out for
a holiday, in a word. How much farther shall we extend our
holiday ground, and where shall we camp next? A winter at
Cairo is nothing now. Perhaps ere long we shall be going to
Saratoga Springs, and the Americans coming to Margate for the
summer.
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Apartments befitting her dignity and the number of her family
had been secured for Lady Kicklebury by her dutiful son, in the
same house in which one of Lankin's friends had secured for us
much humbler lodgings. Kicklebury received his mother's advent
with a great deal of good-humour; and a wonderful figure the
good-natured little baronet was when he presented himself to his
astonished friends, scarcely recognisable by his own parent and
sisters, and the staring retainers of their house.

" Mercy, Kicklebury ! have you become a red republican ?' his
mother asked.

"1 can't find a place to kiss you," said Miss Fanny, laughing to
her brother ; and he gave her pretty cheek such a scrub with his red
beard, as made some folks think it would be very pleasant to be
Miss Fanny's brother.

In the course of his travels, one of Sir Thomas Kicklebury's
chief amusements and cares had been to cultivate this bushy auburn
ornament. He said that no man could pronounce German properly
without a beard to his jaws; but he did not appear to have got
much beyond this preliminary step to learning; and, in spite of his
beard, his honest English accent came out, as hisjolly English face
looked fortli from behind that fierceand bristly decoration, perfectly
good-humoured and unmistakable. We try our best to look like
foreigners, but we can't. Every Italian mendicant or Pont Neuf
beggar knows his Englishman in spite of blouse, and beard, and
slouched hat. "There is a peculiar high-bred grace about us" |
whisper to Lady Kicklebury, "an aristocratic je ne S%as quoi,
which is not to be found in any but Englishmen; and it is that
which makes us so immensely liked and admired all over the
Continent." Well, this may be truth or joke—this may be a sneer
or a simple assertion: our vulgarities and our insolences may,
perhaps, make us as remarkable as that high breeding which we
assume to possess. It may be that the Continental society ridicules
and detests us, as we walk domineering over Europe: but, after
all, which of us would denationalise himself? who wouldn't be an
Englishman? Come, sir, cosmopolite as you are, passing all your
winters at Rome or at Paris; exiled by choice, or poverty, from
your own country; preferring easier manners, cheaper pleasures, a
simpler life : are you not still proud of your British citizenship ? and
would you like, to be a Frenchman ?

Kicklebury has a great acquaintance at Noirbourg, and as he
walks into the great concert-room at night, introducing his mother
and sisters there, he seemed to look about with alittle anxiety, lest
all of his acquaintance should recognise him. There are some in
that most strange and motley company with whom he had rather
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not exchange salutations, under present circumstances. Pleasure
seekers from every nation in the world are here, sharpers of both
sxes, wearers of the stars and cordons of every court in Europe:
Russian princesses, Spanish grandess, Belgian, French, and English
nobles, every degree of Briton, from the ambassador, who has his
congt, to the London apprentice who has come out for his fortnight's
lark. Kicklebury knows them all, and has a good-natured nod for
each.

"'Who is that lady with the three daughters who saluted you,
Kicklebury ?" asks his mother.

" That is our Ambassadress at X., ma'am. | saw her yesterday
buying a penny toy for one of her little children in Frankfort Fair."

Lady Kicklebury looks towards Lady X .: she makes her exce-
lency an undeveloped curtsey, as it were; she waves her plumed
head (Lady K. is got up in great style, in a rich dgeuner toilette,
perfectly regardless of expense); she salutes the ambassadress with
a sweeping gesture from her chair, and backs before her as before
royalty, and turns to her daughters large eyes full of meaning, and
spreads out her silks in state.

" And who is that distinguished-looking man who just passd,
and who gave you a reserved nod ?* asks her ladyship. " Is that
LordX ?

Kicklebury burst out laughing. " That, ma'am,isMr. Higmore,
of Conduit Street, tailor, draper, and habit-maker: and | owe him
a hundred pound."

" The insolence of that sort of people is really intolerable” says
Lady Kicklebury. "There must be some distinction of dasses
They ought not to be allowed to go everywhere. And who is
yonder, that lady with the two boys and the—the very high com-
plexion ?" Lady Kicklebury asks.

" That is a Russian princess. and one of those little boys, the
one who is sucking a piece of barley-sugar, plays, and wins five
hundred louis in a night."

" Kicklebury, you do not play? Promise your mother you do
not! Swear to me at this moment you do not! Where are the
horrid gambling-rooms? There, at that door where the crowd is?
Of course, | shall never enter them !"

" Of course not, ma'am,"” says the affectionate son on duty.
" And if you come to the balls here, please don't let Fanny dance
with anybody, until you ask me first: you understand? Fanny,
you will take care."

"Yes, Tom," says Fanny.

" What, Hicks, how are you, old fellow ? How is Platts? Who
would have thought of you being here ? When did you come ? "
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"1 had the pleasure of travelling with Lady Kicklebury and
her daughtersin the London boat to Antwerp," says Captain Hicks,
making the ladies a bow. Kicklebury introduces Hicks to his
mother as his most particular friend—and he whispers Fanny that
"he's as good a fellow as ever lived, Hicks is" Fanny says "He
seems very kind and good-natured ; and—and Captain Hickswaltzes
very well," says Miss Fanny with a blush, " and | hope | may have
him for one of my partners.”

What a Babel of tongues it is in this splendid hall with gleam-
ing marble piflars: a ceasdess rushing whisper as if the band were
playing its music by a waterfall ? The British lawyers are all got
together, and my friend Lankin, on his arrival, has been carried off
by his brother Serjeants, and becomes once more a lawyer. " Well,
brother Lankin," says old Sir Thomas Minos, with his venerable
kind face, "you have got your rule, | s=" And they fall into
talk about their law matters, as they always do, wherever they are
—at aclub, in a ball-room, at a dinner-table, at the top of Chim-
borazo. Some of the young barristers appear as bucks with un-
common splendour, and dance and hang about the ladies. But they
have not the easy languid deuce-may-care air of the young bucks of
the Hicks and Kicklebury school—they can't put on their clothes
with that happy negligence; their neckcloths sit quite differently
on them, somehow: they become very hot when they dance, and
yet do not spin round near so quickly as those London youths, who
have acquired experience in corpore vili, and learned to dance easily
by the practice of a thousand casinos.

Above the Babel tongues and the clang of the music, as you
listen in the great saloon, you hear from a neighbouring room a
certain sharp ringing clatter, and a hard clear voice cries out " Zero
rouge or " Trente-cing noir. Impair et pase" And then there
is a pause of a couple of minutes, and then the voice says, " Faites
lejeu, Messieurs. Lejeu es fait, rien ne va plus" —and the sharp
ringing clatter recommences.  You know what that room is ? That
isHades. That iswhere the spirited proprietor of the establishment
takes his toll, and thither the people go who pay the money which
supports the spirited proprietor of this fine palace and gardens. L et
us enter Hades, and see what is going on there.

Hades is not an unpleasant placee. Most of the people look
rather cheerful. You don't see any frantic gamblers gnashing their
teeth or dashing down their last stakes. The winners have the
most anxious faces, or the poor shabby fellows who have got
systems, and are pricking down the alternations of red and black
on cards, and don't seem to be playing at all. Onfete days the
country people come in, men and women, to gamble; and they seem
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to be excited as they put down their hard-earned florins with
trembling rough hands, and watch the turn of the wheel. But
what you call the good company is very quiet and easy. A man
loses his mass of gold, and gets up and walks off, without any
particular mark of despair. The only gentleman whom | saw at
Noirbourg who seemed really affected was a certain Count de
Mustacheff, a Russian of enormous wealth, who clenched his fists,
beat his breast, cursed his stars, and absolutely cried with grief:
not for losing money, but for neglecting to win and play upon a
coup de vingt, a series in which the red was turned up twenty
times running: which series, had he but played, it is clear that he
might have broken M. Lenoir's bank, and shut up the gambling-
house, and doubled his own fortune—when he would have been no
happier, and all the balls and music, all the newspaper-rooms and
parks, all the feasting and pleasure of this delightful Rougetnoir-
bourg would have been at an end.

For though heis awicked gambling prince, Lenoir, he is beloved
in all these regions; his establishment gives life to the town, to the
lodging-house and hotel-keepers, to the milliners and hackney-coach-
men, to the letters of horse-flesh, to the huntsmen and gardes-de-
chasse; to all these honest fiddlers and trumpeters who play so
delectably. Were Lenoir's bank to break, the whole little city
would shut up; and all the Noirbourgers wish him prosperity, and
benefit by his good fortune.

Three years since the Noirbourgers underwent a mighty panic.
There came, at a time when the chief Lenoir was at Paris, and the
reins of government were in the hands of his younger brother, a
company of adventurers from Belgium, with a capital of three
hundred thousand francs, and an infallible system for playing rouge
et noir, and they boldly challenged the bank of Lenoir, and sat down
before his croupiers, and defied him. They called themselvesin their
pride the Oontrebanque de Noirbourg: they had their croupiers
and punters, even as Lenoir had his: they had their rouleaux of
napoleons, stamped with their Oontrebanquish seal:—and they
began to play.

As when two mighty giants step out of a host and engage, the
armies stand still in expectation, and the puny privates and com-
monalty remain quiet to witness the combat of the tremendous
champions of the war: so it is said that when the Oontrebanque
arrived, and ranged itself before the officers of Lenoir—rouleau to
rouleau, bank-note to bank-note, war for war, controlment for
controlment—all the minor punters and gamblers ceased their
peddling play, and looked on in silence, round the verdant plain
where the great combat was to be decided.
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Not used to the vast operations of war, like his elder brother,
Lenoir junior, the lieutenant, telegraphed to his absent chief the
news of the mighty enemy who had come down upon him, asked
for instructions, and in the meanwhile met the foeman like a man.
The Contrebanque of Noirbourg gallantly opened its campaign.

The Lenoir bank was defeated day after day, in numerous
savage encounters. The tactics of the Contrebanquist generals
were irresistible: their infernal system bore down everything be-
fore it, and they marched onwards terrible and victorious as the
Macedonian phalanx. Tuesday, a loss of eighteen thousand florins;
Wednesday, a loss of twelve thousand florins, Thursday, a loss of
forty thousand florins; night after night the young Lenoir had to
chronicle these disasters in melancholy despatches to his chief.
What was to be done? Night after night the Noirbourgers retired
home doubtful and disconsolate; the horrid Contrebanquists gathered
up their spoils and retired to a victorious supper. How was it
to end?

Far away at Paris, the elder Lenoir answered these appeals of
his brother by sending reinforcements of money. Chests of gold
arrived for the bank. The Prince of Noirbourg bade his beleaguered
lieutenant not to lose heart: he himself never for amoment blenched
in this trying hour of danger.

The Contrebanquists still went on victorious. Rouleau after
rouleau fell into their possesson. At last the news came: The
Emperor hasjoined the Grand Army. Lenoir himself had arrived
from Paris, and was once more among his children, his people.
The daily combats continued: and still, still, though Napoleon was
with the Eagles, the abominable Contrebanquists fought and
conquered. And far greater than Napoleon, as great as Ney him-
self under disaster, the bold Lenoir never lost courage, never |ost
good-humour, was affable, was gentle, was careful of his subjects
pleasures and comforts, and met an adverse fortune with a daunt-
less smile.

With a devilish forbearance and coolness, the atrocious Contre-
banque—Ilike Polyphemus, who only took one of his prisoners out
of the cave at a time, and so ate them off at leisure—the horrid
Contrebanquists, | say, contented themselves with winning so much
before dinner, and so much before supper—say five thousand florins
for each meal. They played and won at noon: they played and won
at eventide. They of Noirbourg went home sadly every night: the
invader was carrying all before him. What must have been the
feelings of the great Lenoir ? What were those of Washington before
Trenton, when it seemed all up with the cause of American Inde-
pendence ; what those of the virgin Elizabeth, when the Armada
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was signalled; what those of Miltiades, when the multitudinous
Persian bore down on Marathon? The people looked on at the
combat, and saw their chieftain stricken, bleeding, fallen, fighting
still.

At last there came one day when the Contrebanquists had won
their allotted sum, and were about to leave the tables which they
had swept so often. But pride and lust of gold had seized upon
the heart of one of their vainglorious chieftains; and he said, " Do
not let us go yet—let us win a thousand florins more!"  So they
stayed and st the bank yet a thousand florins. The Noirbourgers
looked on, and trembled for their prince.

Some three hours afterwards—a shout, a mighty shout was
heard around the windows of that palace: the town, the gardens,
the hills, the fountains took up and echoed the jubilant acclaim.
Hip, hip, hip, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! People rushed into each
others arms; men, women, and children cried and kissed each
other. Croupiers, who never fed, who never tremble, who never
care whether black wins or red losss, took snuff from each others
boxes, and laughed for joy; and Lenoir the dauntless, the I N -
VINCIBLE Lenoir, wiped the drops of perspiration from his cam
forehead, as he drew the enemy's last rouleau into his till. He
had conquered. The Persans were beaten, horse and foot—the
Armada had gone down. Since Wellington shut up his telescope
at Waterloo, when the Prussians came charging on to the field, and
the Guard broke and fled, there had been no such heroic endurance,
such utter defeat, such signal and crowning victory. Vive Lenoir!
I am a Lenoirite. | have read his newspapers, strolled in his
gardens, listened to his music, and regoice in his victory: | am
glad he beat those Contrebanquists. Dissipati sunt. The game
is up with them.

The instances of this man's magnanimity are numerous, and
worthy of Alexander the Great, or Harry the Fifth, or Robin Hood.
Most gentle is he, and thoughtful to the poor, and merciful to the
vanquished. When Jeremy Diddler, who had lost twenty pounds
at his table, lay in inglorious pawn at his inn—when O'Toole could
not leave Noirbourg until he had receved his remittances from
Ireland—the noble Lenoir paid Diddler'sinn bill, advanced O'Toole
money upon his well-known signature, franked both of them back
to their native country again; and has never, wonderful to state,
been paid from that day to this. If you will go play at his table,
you may; but nobody forces you. If you lose, pay with a cheerful
heart. Dulce est desipere in loco. This is not a treatise of morals.
Friar Tuck was not an exemplary ecclesastic, nor Robin Hood a
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model man; but he was a jolly outlaw: and | dare say the Sheriff
of Nottingham, whose money he took, rather relished his feast at
Robin's green table.

And if you lose, worthy friend, as possbly you will, at Lenair's
pretty games, console yoursdf by thinking that it is much better
for you in the end that you should lose, than that you should win.
Let me, for my part, make a clean breast of it, and own that your
humble servant did, on one occason, win a score of napoleons,
and beginning with a sum of no less than five shillings. But until
1 had logt ftiem again | was so feverish, excited, and uneasy, that
I had neither delectation in reading the most exciting French novels,
nor pleasure in seeing pretty landscapes, nor appetite for dinner.
The moment, however, that gracdess money was gone, equanimity
was restored: Paul Feval and Eugene Sue began to be terrifically
interesting again; and the dinners at Noirbourg, though by no
means good culinary specimens, were perfectly sufficient for my
easy and tranquil mind. Lankin, who played only a lawyer's
rubber at whist, marked the salutary change in his friend's condi-
tion; and, for my part, | hope and pray that every honest reader
of this volume who plays at M. Lenoir's table will lose every
shilling of his winnings before he goes away. Where arc the
gamblers whom we have read of? Where are the card-players
whom we can remember in our early days% At one time almost
every gentleman played, and there were whist-tables in every lady's
drawing-room. But trumps are going out along with numbers of
old-world institutions; and, before very long, a black-leg will be as
rare an animal as a knight in armour.

There was a little dwarfish, abortive, counter-bank st up at
Noirbourg this year: but the gentlemen soon disagreed among
themselves, and, let us hope, were cut off in detail by the great
Lenoir. And there was a Frenchman at our inn who had won two
napoleons per day for the last six weeks, and who had an infallible
system, whereof he kindly offered to communicate the secret for
the condderation of a hundred louis; but there came one fatal
night when the poor Frenchman's system could not make head
against fortune, and her wheel went over him, and he disappeared
utterly.

With the early morning everybody rises and makes his or her
appearance at the Springs, where they partake of water with a
wonderful energy and perseverance. They say that people get to
be fond of this water at last; as to what tastes cannot men
accustom themselves? | drank a couple of glasses of an abomiuable
sort of feeble salts in a state of very gentle effervescence but,
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though there was a very pretty girl who served it, thie drink was
abominable, and it was a marvel to se the various topers, who
tossed off glass after glass, which the fair-haired little Hebe delivered
sparkling from the well.

Seeing my wry faces, old Captain Carver expostulated, with a
jolly twinkle of his eye, as he absorbed the contents of a sparkling
crystal beaker. " Pooh! take another glass, sir: you'll like it
better and better every day. It refreshes you, sir : it fortifies you:
and as for liking it—gad! | remember the time when, | didn't like
claret. Times are altered now, ha! ha! Mrs. Fantail, madam, |
wish you avery good morning. How is Fantail ? He don't come
to drink the water: so much the worse for him."

To se Mrs. Fantail of an evening is to behold a magnificent
sight.  She ought to be shown in a room by herself; and, indeed,
would occupy a moderate-sized one with her person and adornments.
Marie Antoinette's hoop is not bigger than Mrs. Fantail's flounces.
Twenty men taking hands (and, indeed, she likes to have at least
that number about her) would scarcely encompass her. Her chest-
nut ringlets spread out in a halo round her face: she must want
two or three coiffeurs to arrange that prodigious head-dress; and
then, when it is done, how can she endure that extraordinary gown ?
Her travelling bandboxes must be as large as omnibuses.

But see Mrs. Fantail in the morning, having taken in all sail:
the chestnut curls have disappeared, and two limp bands of brown
hair border her lean, sallow face; you see before you an ascetic,
a nun, a woman worn by mortifications, of a sad yellow aspect,
drinking salts at the well: a vision quite different from that rap-
turous one of the previous night's ball-room. No wonder Fantail
does not come out of a morning; he had rather not see such a
Rebecca at the well.

Lady Kicklebury came for some mornings pretty regularly, and
was very civil to Mr. Leader, and made Miss Fanny drink when his
lordship took a cup, and asked L ord Talboys and his tutor to dinner.
But the tutor came, and, blushing, brought an excuse from Talboys;
and poor Milliken had not avery pleasant evening after Mr. Baring
Leader rose to go away.

But though the water was not good the "sun was bright, the
music cheery, the landscape fresh and pleasant, and it was always
amusing to see the vast varieties of our human species that congre-
gated at the Springs, and trudged up and down the green allies.
One of the gambling conspirators of the roulette-table it was good
to s here, in his private character, drinking down pints of salts
like any other sinner, having a homely wife on his arm, and between
them a poodle on which they lavished their tenderest affection.
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Y ou see these people care for other things besides trumps; and are
not always thinking about black and red:—as even ogres are repre-
sented, in their histories, as of cruel natures, and licentious appetites,
and, to be sure, fond of eating men and women; but yet it appears
that their wives often respected them, and they had a sincere liking
for their own hideous children. And, besides the card-players, there
are band-players : every now and then afiddle from the neighbouring
orchestra, or a disorganised bassoon, will step down and drink a
glass of the wajter, and jump back into his rank again.

Then come the burly troops of English, the honest lawyers,
merchants, and gentlemen, with their wives and buxom daughters,
and stout sons, that, almost grown to the height of manhood, are
boys still, with rough wideawake hats and shooting-jackets, full of
lark and laughter. A French boy of sixteen has had des passions
ere that time, very likely, and is already particular in his dress, an
ogler of the women, and preparing tokill. Adolphe saysto Alphonse
—" Lavoila cette charmante Miss Fanni, la belle Kickleburi! je te
donne ma parole, €elle est fraiche comme une rose! la crois-tu riche,
Alphonse ? "Je me range, mon ami, vois-tu? Lavie de garjon
me pese.  Ma parole d'honneur! je me range."

And he gives Miss Fanny a killing bow, and a glance which
sems to say, "Sweet Anglaise, | know that | have won your
heart."

Then besides the young French buck, whom we will willingly
suppose harmless, you se specimens of the French raff, who goes
aux eaux: gambler, speculator, sentimentalist, duellist, travelling
with madame his wife, at whom other raffs nod and wink familiarly.
This rogue is much more picturesque and civilised than the similar
person in our own country: whose manners betray the stable ; who
never reads anything but Bel's Life and who is much more at
eae in conversing with a groom than with his employer. Here
come Mr. Boucher and Mr. Fowler: better to gamble for a score of
nights with honest Monsieur Lenoir, than to sit down in private
once with those gentlemen. But we have said that their profession
is going down, and the number of Greeks daily diminishes. They
are travelling with Mr. Bloundell, who was a gentleman once, and
still retains about him some faint odour of that time of bloom ; and
Bloundell has put himself on young Lord Talboys, and istrying to
get some money out of that young nobleman. But the English
youth of the present day is a wideawake youth, and male or female
artifices are expended pretty much in vain on our young travelling
companion.

Who come yonder ? Those two fellows whom we met at the
table-d'hdte at the " Hdtel de Russie" the other day: gentlemen
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of splendid costume, and yet questionable appearances, the eldest of
whom called for the list of wines, and cried out loud enough for
all the company to hear, "Lafitte, six florins. 'Any, shall we
have some Lafitte? You don't mind? No more do | then. |
say, waiter, let's 'ave a pint of ordinaire.” Truth is stranger than
fiction. You good fellow, wherever you are, why did you ask 'Arry
to 'ave that pint of ordinaire in the presence of your obedient
servant ? How could he do otherwise than chronicle the seech ?

And see here is a lady who is doubly desrous to be put
into print, who encourages it and invites it. It appears that on
Lankin's first arrival at Noirbourg with his travelling companion,
a certain sensation was created in the little society by the rumour
that an emissary of the famous M r. Punch had arrived in the place;
and, as we were smoking the cigar of peace on the lawn after dinner,
looking on at the benevolent, pretty scene Mrs. Hopkins, Miss
Hopkins, and the excellent head of the family, walked many times
up and down before us; eyed us severely face to face and then
walking away, shot back fierce glances at us in the Parthian
manner; and at length, at the third or fourth turn, and when
we could not but overhear so fine a voice, Mrs. Hopkins looks at
us steadily, and says " I'm sure he may put ME in if he likes:
| don't mind."

Oh, ma'am! Oh, Mrs. Hopkins! how should a gentleman,
who had never seen your face or heard of you before, want to put
you in ? What interest can the British public havein you? But
as you wish it, and court publicity, here you are. Good luck go
with you, madam. | have forgotten your real name, and should
not know you again if | saw you. But why could not you leave
a man to take his coffee and smoke his pipe in quiet ]

We could never have time to make a catalogue of all the
portraits that figure in this motley gallery. Among the travellers
in Europe, who are daily multiplying in numbers and increasing
in splendour, the United States dandies must not be omitted.
They seem as rich as the Milor of old days; they crowd in
European capitals; they have dbowed out people of the old
country from many hotels which we used to frequent; they adopt
the French fashion of dressing rather than our§ and they grow
handsomer beards than English beards: as some plants are found
to flourish and shoot up prodigioudy when introduced into a new
s0il. The ladies seam to be as well dressed as Parisians, and as
handsome; though somewhat more dédlicate, perhaps, than the
native English roses They drive the finest carriages, they keep
the grandest houses they frequent the grandest company—and, in
a word, the Broadway Swell has now taken his station and asserted
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his dignity amongst the grandees of Europe. He is fond of asking
Count Reineck to dinner, and Grafinn Laura will condescend to
look kindly upon a gentleman who has millions of dollars. Here
comes a pair of New Yorkers. Behold their elegant curling beards,
their velvet coats, their delicate primrose gloves and cambric hand-
kerchiefs, and the aristocratic beauty of their boots. Why, if you
had sixteen quarterings, you could not have smaller feet than those ;
and if you were descended from a line of kings you could not smoke
better or bigger cigars.

Lady Kicklebury degns to think very well of these young
men, dnce she has sen them in the company of grandees and
heard how rich they are. "Who is that very stylish-looking
woman, to whom Mr. Washington Walker spoke just now?" she
asks of Kicklebury.

Kicklebury gives a twinkle of his eye. " Oh, that, mother!
that is Madame La Princesse de M ogador—it's a French title."

" She danced last night, and danced exceedingly well; | remarked
her. There'savery high-bred grace about the princess."

"Yes, exceedingly. We'd better come on,” says Kicklebury,
blushing rather as he returns the princess's nod.

It is wonderful how large Kicklebury's acquaintance is. He
has a word and a joke, in the bet German he can muster, for
everybody—for the high well-born lady, as for the German peasant
maiden, who stood for the lovely portrait which faces this page;
as for the pretty little washerwoman, who comes full sail down
the streets, a basket on her head and one of Mrs. Fantail's
wonderful gowns swelling on each arm. As we were going to
the Schloss-Garten | caught a sight of the rogues grinning face
yesterday, close at little Gretel's ear under her basket; but spying
out his mother advancing, he dashed down a by-street, and when
we came up with her, Gretel was alone.

One but s8dom ses the English and the holiday visitors in
the ancient parts of Noirbourg; they keep to the streets of new
buildings and garden villas, which have sprung up under the magic
influence of M. Lenoir, under the white towers and gables of the
old German town. The Prince of Trente et Quarante has quite
overcome the old serene sovereign of Noirbourg, whom one cannot
help fancying a prince like a prince in a Christmas pantomime—
a burlesque prince with twopence-halfpenny for a revenue, jolly
and irascible, a prime-minister-kicking prince, fed upon fabulous
plum-puddings and enormous pasteboard joints, by cooks and valets
with large heads which never alter their grin. Not that this
portrait is from the life. Perhaps he has no life. Perhaps there
is no prince in the great white tower, that we se for miles before
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we enter the little town. Perhaps he has been mediatised, and
sold his kingdom to Monsieur Lenoir. Before the palace of Lenoir
thereis a grove of orangetrees in tubs, which Lenoir bought from
another German prince; who went straightway and lost the money,
which he had been paid for his wonderful orangetrees, over Lenoir's
green tables, at his roulette and trente-et-quarante. A great prince
is Lenoir in hisway; a generous and magnanimous prince. You
may come to his feast and pay nothing, unless you please. You
may walk in his gardens, sit in his palace, and read his thousand
newspapers.  You may go and play at whist in his small drawing-
rooms, or dance and hear concerts in his grand saloon—and there
is not a penny to pay. His fiddlers and trumpeters begin trumpet-
ing and fiddling for you at the early dawn—they twang and blow
for you in the afternoon, they pipe for you at night that you may
dance—and there is nothing to pay—Lenoir pays for all. Give
him but the chances of the table, and he will do all this and
more. It is better to live under Prince Lenoir than a fabulous
old German Durchlaucht whose cavalry ride wicker horses with
petticoats, and whose prime minister has a great pasteboard head.
Vive le Prince Lenoir !

There is a grotesque old carved gate to the palace of the
Durchlaucht, from which you could expect none but a pantomime
processon to pass. The place looks asleep; the courts are grass
grown and deserted. |s the Sleeping Beauty lying yonder, in the
great white tower ? What is the little army about ? It seems a
sham army: a sort of grotesque military. The only charge of
infantry was this: one day when passing through the old town,
looking for sketches. Perhaps they become croupiers at night.
What can such a fabulous prince want with anything but a sham
armyl My favourite walk was in the ancient quarter in the town
—the dear old fabulous quarter, away from the noisy actualities of
life and Prince Lenoir's new palace—out of eye and earshot of the
dandies and the ladies in their grand best clothes at the promenades
—and the rattling whirl of the roulette wheel—and | liked to
wander in the glum old gardens under the palace wall, and imagine
the Seeping Beauty within there.

Some one persuaded us one day to break the charm, and see the
interior of the palace. | am sorry we did. There was no Sleeping
Beauty in any chamber that we saw; nor any fairies, good or
malevolent. There was a shabby st of clean old rooms, which
looked as if they had belonged to a prince hard put to it for money,
and whose tin crown jewels would not fetch more than King
Stephen's pantaloons. A fugitive prince, a brave prince struggling
with the storms of fate, a prince in exile may be poor; but a prince
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looking out of his own palace windows with a dressing-gown out
at elbows, and dunned by his subject washerwoman—I say this is
a painful object. When they get shabby they ought not to be
seen. " Don't you think so, Lady Kicklebury 1" Lady Kicklebury
evidently had calculated the price of the carpets and hangings, and
set them justly down at alow figure. " These German princes,"
she said, " are not to be put on alevel with English noblemen."
"Indeed," we answer, "there is nothing so perfect as England:
nothing so good as our aristocracy; nothing so perfect as our
institutions." " Nothing! nothing! " says Lady K.

An English princess was once brought to reign here; and almost
the whole of the little court was kept upon her dowry. The people
still regard her name fondly; and they show, at the Schloss, the
rooms which she inhabited. Her old books are still there—her old
furniture brought from home; the presents and keepsakes sent by
her family are as they were in the princesss lifetime: the very
clock has the name of a Windsor maker on its face; and portraits
of all her numerous race decorate the homely walls of the now
empty chambers. There is the benighted old king, his beard
hanging down to the star on his breast; and the first gentleman
of Europe—so lavish of his portrait everywhere, and so chary of
showing his royal person—all the stalwart brothers of the now all
but extinct generation are there; their quarrels and their pleasures,
their glories and disgraces, enemies, flatterers, detractors, admirers,
—all now buried. Is it not curious to think that the King of
Trumps now virtually reigns in this place, and has deposed the
other dynasty ?

Very early one morning, wishing to have a sketch of the White
Tower in which our English princess had been imprisoned, | repaired
to the gardens, and set about a work, which, when completed, will
no doubt have the honour of a place on the line at the Exhibition;
and, returning homewards to breakfast, musing upon the strange
fortunes and inhabitants of the queer, fantastic, melancholy place,
behold, | came suddenly upon a couple of persons, a male and a
female; the latter of whom wore a blue hood or "ugly," and
blushed very much on seeing me. The man began to laugh behind
his moustaches, the which cachinnation was checked by an appealing
look from the young lady; and he held out his hand and said,
"How d'ye do, Titmarsh? Been out making some cawickachaws,
hay ?"

I need not say that the youth before me was the heavy dragoon,
and the maiden was Miss Fanny Kicklebury. Or need | repeat
that, in the course of my blighted being, | never loved a young
gazelle to glad me with its dark blue eye, but when it came to, & c,
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the usual disappointment was sure to ensue? There is no necessity
why | should allude to my fedings at this most manifest and out-
rageous cax | gave a withering glance of scorn at the pair, and,
with a stately salutation, passed on.

Miss Fanny came tripping after me. She held out her little
hand with such a pretty look of deprecation, that | could not but
take it; and she said, " Mr. Titmarsh, if you please, | want to
speak to you, if you please;" and, choking with emotion, | bade
her speak on.

" My brother knows all about it, and highly approves of Captain
Hicks," she said, with her head hanging down; " and oh, hes very
good and kind: and | know him much better now, than | did when
we were on board the steamer."

I thought how I had mimicked him, and what an ass | had
been.

" And you know," she continued, " that you have quite deserted
me for the last ten days for your great acquaintances.

"1 have been to play chess with Lord Knightsbridge, who has
the gout.”

" And to drink tea constantly with that American lady; and
you have written verses in her album, and in Lavinia's album; and
as | saw that you had quite thrown me off, why |—my brother
approves of it highly; and—and Captain Hicks likes you very
much, and says you amuse him very much—indeed he does" says
the arch little wretch. And then she added a postscript, as it were
to her letter, which contained, as usual, the point which she wished
to urge.—

" You—won't break it to mamma—uwill you be so kind? My
brother will do that"—and | promised her; and she ran away,
kissing her hand to me. And | did not say a word to Lady
Kicklebury, and not above a thousand people at Noirbourg knew
that Miss Kicklebury and Captain Hicks were engaged.

And now let those who are too confident of their virtue listen
to the truthful and meanchaoly story which | have to relate, and
humble themselves, and bear in mind that the most perfect among
us are occasonally liable to fall. Kicklebury was not perfect,—I
do not defend his practice.  He spent a great deal more time and
money than was good for him at M. Lenair's gaming-table, and the
only thing which the young fellow never lost was his good-humour.
If Fortune shook her swift wings and fled away from him,, he
laughed at the retreating pinions, -and you saw him dancing and
laughing as gaily after losing a rouleau, as if he was made of money,
and really had the five thousand a year which his mother said was
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the amount of the Kicklebury property. But when her ladyship's
jointure, and" the young ladies alowances, and the interest of
mortgages were paid out of the five thousand a year, | grieve to 3/
that the gallant Kicklebury's income was to be counted by hundreds
and not by thousands; so that, for any young lady who wants a
carriage (and who can live without one ?) our friend the baronet is
not a desirable specimen of bachelors.  Now, whether it was that
the presence of his mamma interrupted his plessures, or certain of
her ways did not plesse him, or that he had lost all his money at
roulette and could afford no more, certain it is, that after about a
fortnight's stay a Noirbourg, he went off to shoot with Count
Einhorn in Westphalia; he and Hicks parting the dearest of
friends, and the baronet going off' on a pony which the captain lent
to him. Between him and Milliken, his brother-in-law, there was
not much sympathy: for he pronounced Mr. Milliken to be what
is called a muff; and had never been familiar with his elder sister
Lavinia, of whose poems he had a mean opinion, and who usad to
teese and worry him by teaching him French, and telling tales of
him to his mamma, when he was a schoolboy home for the holidays.
Wheress, between the baronet and Miss Fanny there ssemed to be
the dosest affection: they walked to%ether every morning to the
waters; they joked and laughed with exch other as ha%pily as
possble. Fanny was aimost ready to tell fibs to screen her brother's
malpractices from her mamma: she cried when she heard of his
mishaps, and that he had lost too much money a the green table;
and when Sir Thomas went away, the good little soul brought him
five louis; which was all the money she had : for you see she paid
her mother handsomely for her board; and when her little glove
and milliner's bills were settled—how much wes there left out of
two hundred a year'? And she cried when she heard that Hicks
had lent Sir Thomas money, and went up and said, " Thank you,
Captain Hicks;" and shook hands with the captain so eagerly, that
| thought he was alucky fellow, who had a father awealthy attorney
in Bedford Bow. Heigh-ho! | saw how matters were going. The
birds must sing in the spring-time, and the flowers bud.

Mrs. Milliken, in her character of invalid, took the advantage of
her situation to have her husband constantly about her, reading to
her, or watching her whilst she was dozing, and so forth; and
Lady Eacklebury found the life which this pair led rather more
monoctonous than that sort of existence which she liked, and would
leave them aone with Fanny (Captain Hicks not uncommonly
coming in to take teawith the three), whilst her ladyship went to
the Redoute to hear the music, or read the papers, or play a game
of whist there.
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The newspaper-room at Noirbourg is next to the roulette-room,
into which the doors are adways open; and Lady K. would come,
with newspaper in hand, into this play-room, sometimes, and look
on a the gameders. | have mentioned a little Russan boy, a
little imp with the most mischievous intelligence and good-humour
in his face, who was suffered by his parents to play as much as he
choe, and who pulled bonbons out of one pocket and napoleons
oe;JbtI of the other, and ssamed to have quite a diabolical luck at the
table.

Lady Kicklebury's terror and interest a seeing this boy were
extreme. She watched him and watched him, and he seemed
adwaystowin; and at last her ladyship put down just a florin—
only just one florin—on one of the numbers at roulette which the
little Russan imp was backing. Number twenty-seven came up,
and the croupiers flung over three gold pieces and five florins to
Lady Kicklebury, which she raked up with atrembling hand.

She did not play any more that night, but sat in the play-room,
pretending to read the Times newspaper; but you could s her
eye peering over the sheet, and aways fixed on the littleimp of a
Russan. He had very good luck that night, and his winning
made her very savage.  As he retired, rolling his gold piecesinto
his pocket and sucking his barley-sugar, she glared after him with
angry eyes, and went home, and scolded everybody, and had no
deep. | could hear her scolding.  Our apartments in the Tissisch
House overlooked LadK Kicklebury's suite of rooms: the great
windows were open in theautumn. Yes; | could hear her scolding,
and s some other people sitting whispering in the embrasure, or
looking out on the harvest moon.

The next evening, Lady Kicklebury shirked away from the
concert; and | saw her in the play-room again, going round and
round the table; and, lying in ambush behind the Journal des
Debats, | marked how, after looking stealthily round, my lady
whipped a piece of money under the croupier's ebow, and (there
having been no coin there previoudly) | saw aflorin on the Zero.

She lost that, and walked away. Then she came back and put
down two florins on a number, and lost again, and became very red
and angry; then she retreated, and came back athird time, and a
seat being vacated by a player, Lady Kicklebury sat down at the
verdant board. Ah me! She had a pretty good evening, and
caried off a little money again that night. The next day was
Sunday: she gave twoflorinsat the collection at church, to Fanny's
surprise a mammds liberality. On this night of course there was
no play. Her ladyship wrote letters, and read a sermon.

But the next night she was back at the table; and won very
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plentifully, until the little Russian sprite made his appearance,
when it seemed that her luck changed. She began to bet upon
him, and the young Calmuck lost too. Her ladyship's temper went
along with her money : first she backed the Calmuck, and then she
played against him. When she played against him, hisluck turned,
and he began straightway to win. She put on more and more
money as she lost: her winnings went: gold came out of secret
pockets.  She had but aflorin left at last, and tried it on a number,
and failed. , She got up to go away. | watched her, and | watched
Mr. Justice iEacus, too, who put down a napoleon when he thought
nobody was looking.

The next day my Lady Kicklebury walked over to the money-
changers, where she changed a couple of circular notes. She was
at the table that night again: and the next night, and the next
night, and the next.

By about the fifth day she was like a wild woman.  She scolded
30, that Hirsch, the courier, said he should retire from monsieur's
service, as he was not hired by Lady Kicklebury: that Bowman
gave warning, and told another footman in the building that he
wouldn't stand the old cat no longer, blow him if he would: that
the maid (who was a Kicklebury girl) and Fanny cried: and that
Mrs. Milliken's maid, Finch, complained to her mistress, who
ordered her husband to remonstrate with her mother. Milliken
remonstrated with his usual mildness, and, of course, was routed by
her ladyship. Mrs. Milliken said, "Give me the daggers,” and
cane to her husband's rescue. A battle royal ensued; the scared
Milliken hanging about his blessed Lavinia, and entreating and
imploring her to becam. Mrs. Milliken was calm. She asserted
her dignity as mistress of her own family: as controller of her
own household, as wife of her adored husband; and she told her
mamma, that with her or hers she must not interfere; that she
knew her duty as a child: but that she aso knew it as a wife,
asa———The rest of the sentence was drowned, as Milliken,
rushing to her, called her his soul's angel, his adored blessing.

Lady Kicklebury remarked that Shakspeare was very right in
stating how much sharper than a thankless tooth it is to have a
serpent child.

Mrs. Milliken said the conversation could not be carried on in
this manner: that it was best her mamma should now know, once
for all, that the way in which she assumed the command at
Pigeoncot was intolerable; that all the servants had given warning,
and it was with the greatest difficulty they could be soothed : and
that, as their living together only led to quarrels and painful re-
criminations (the calling her, after her forbearance, a serpent child,
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was an expression which she would hope to forgive and forget),
they had better part.

Lady Kicklebury wears a front, and, | make no doubt, a
complete jasey; or she certainly would have let down her back
hair at this minute, so overpowering were her feelings, and so bitter
her indignation at her daughter's black ingratitude. She intimated
some of her sentiments, by ejaculatory conjurations of evil. She
hoped her daughter might not feel what ingratitude was; that she
might never have children to turn on her and bring her to the
grave with grief.

" Bring me to the grave with fiddlestick!" Mrs. Milliken said
with some asperity. " And, as we are going to part, mamma, and
as Horace has paid everything on the journey as yet, and we have
only brought a very few circular notes with us, perhaps you will
have the kindness to give him your share of the travelling expenses
—for you, for Fanny, and your two servants whom you wowvid bring
with you: and the man has only been a perfect hindrance and great
usdless log, and our courier has had to do everything.  Your share
is now eighty-two pounds."

Lady Kicklebury at this gave three screams, so loud that even
the resolute Lavinia stopped in her speech. Her ladyship looked
wildly: "Lavinial Horace! Fanny, my child," she said, " come
here, and listen to your mother's shame."

" What ?' cried Horace, aghast.

"lamruined! | am abeggar! Yes; abeggar. | have lost
all—all at yonder dreadful table."-

"How do you mean all? How much is all?" asked Horace.

"All the money | brought with me, Horace. | intended to
have paid the whole expenses of thejourney : yours, this ungrateful
child's—everything. But, aweek ago, having seen a lovely baby's
lace dress at the lace-shop; and—and—won enough at wh-wh-
whoo-ist to pay forit, all but two-two florins—in an evil moment
| went to the roulette-table—and lost—every shilling: and now,
on my knees before you, | confess my shame."

| am not a tragic painter, and certainly won't attempt to depict
this harrowing scene. But what could she mean by saying she
wished to pay everything? She had but two twenty-pound notes:
and how she was to have paid all the expenses of the tour with
that small sum, | cannot conjecture.

The confession, however, had the effect of mollifying poor
Milliken and his wife: after the latter had learned that her mamma
had no money at all at her London bankers, and had overdrawn
her account there, Lavinia consented that Horace should advance
her fifty pounds upon her ladyship's solemn promise of repayment.
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And now it was agreed that this highly respectable lady should
return to England, quick as she might: somewhat sooner than all
the rest of the public did; and leave Mr. and Mrs. Horace Milliken
behind her, as the waters were still considered highly salutary to
that most interesting invalid. And to England Lady Kicklebury
went; taking advantage of Lord Talboys' return thither to place
herself under his lordship's protection: as if the enormous Bowman
was not protector sufficient for her ladyship; and as if Captain
Hicks would have allowed any mortal man, any German student,
any French tourist, any Prussian whiskerando, to do a harm to
Miss Fanny ! For though Hicks is not a brilliant or poetical
genius, | am bound to say that the fellow has good sense, good
manners, and a good heart; and with these qualities, a competent
sum of money, and a pair of exceedingly handsome moustaches,
perhaps the poor little Mrs. Launcelot Hicks may be happy.

No accident befell Lady Kicklebury on her voyage homewards :
but she got one more lesson at Aix-la-Chapelle, which may serve to
make her ladyship more cautious for the future : for, seeing Madame
la Princesse de Mogador enter into a carriage on the railway, into
which Lord Talboys followed, nothing would content Lady Kickle-
bury but to rush into the carriage after this noble pair; and the
vehicle turned out to be what is called on the German lines, and
what | wish were established in England, the Ranch Coupt.
Having seated himself in this vehicle, and looked rather sulkily at
my lady, Lord Talboys began to smoke: which, as the son of an
English earl, heir to many thousands per annum, Lady Kicklebury
permitted him to do. And she introduced herself to Madame la
Princesse de Mogador, mentioning to her highness that she had the
pleasure of meeting Madame la Princesse at Rougetnoirbourg; that
she, Lady K., was the mother of the Chevalier de Kicklebury, who
had the advantage of the acquaintance of Madame la Princesse;
and that she hoped Madame la Princesse had enjoyed her stay at
the waters. To these advances the Princess of Mogador returned
a gracious and affable salutation, exchanging glances of peculiar
meaning with two highly respectable bearded gentlemen who
travelled in her suite; and, when asked by milady whereabouts
her highness's residence was at Paris, said that her hotel was in
the Rue Notre Dame de Lorette: where Lady Kicklebury hoped
to have the honour of waiting upon Madame la Princesse de
Mogador.

But when one of the bearded gentlemen called the princess by
the familiar name of Fifine, and the other said, " Veux-tu fumer,
Mogador?" and the princess actually took a cigar and began to

9 z
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smoke, Lady Kicklebury was aghast, and trembled; and presently
Lord Talboys burst into a loud fit of laughter.

"What is the cause of your lordship's amusement ?" asked the
dowager, looking very much frightened, and blushing like a maiden
of sixteen.

" Excuse me, Lady Kicklebury, but | can't help it," he said.
" You've been talking to your opposite neighbour—she don't under-
stand a word of English—and calling her princess and highness, and

shés no more a princess than you or I.  She is alittle milliner in
the street she mentioned, and she dances at Mabille and Chitteau
Rouge."

Hearing these two familiar names, the princess looked hard at
Lord Talboys, but he never lost countenance, and at the next
station Lady Kicklebury rushed out of the smoking-carriage and
returned to her own place; where, | daresay, Captain Hicks and
Miss Fanny were delighted once more to have the advantage of her
company and conversation. And so they went back to England,
and the Kickleburys were no longer seen on the Rhine. If her
ladyship is not cured of hunting after great people, it will not be
for want of warning; but which of us in life has not had many
warnings; and is it for lack of them that we stick to our little
failings still ?

When the Kickleburys were gone, that merry little Rougetnoir-
bourg did not seem the same place to me, somehow. The sun shone
still, but the wind came down cold from the purple hills; the band
played, but their tunes were stale; the promenaders paced the
alleys, but | knew all their faces. as | looked out of my windows
in the Tisssch House upon the great blank casements lately occupied
by the Kickleburys, and remembered what a pretty face | had seen
looking thence but a few days back, | cared not to look any longer;
and though Mrs. Milliken did invite meto tea, and talked finearts
and poetry over the meal, both the beverage and the conversation
seemed very weak and insipid to me, and | fell adegp once in my
chair opposite that highly cultivated being. "Let us go back,
Lankin," said | to the Serjeant, and he was nothing loth; for most
of the other Serjeants, barristers, and Queen's counsd were turning
homewards by this time, the period of term time summoning them
all to the Temple.

So we went straight one day to Biberich on the Rhine, and
found the little town full of Britons, all trooping home like our-
sves Everybody comes and everybody goes away again, at
about the same time. The Rhine innkeepers say that their
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customers ceee with a sngle day almost:—that in three days they
shall have ninety, eighty, a hundred guests; on the fourth, ten or
eight. We do as our neighbours do. Though we don't speek to
each other much when we are out apleasuring, we take our holiday
in common, and go back to our work in gangs  Little Biberich was
so full, that Lankin and | could not get roomaat the large inns
frequented by other persons of fashion, and could only procure a
room between us " a the German House, where you find English
comfort," says the advertisement, " with German prices."

But oh, the English comfort of those beds! How did Lankin
manege in his, with his great long legs? How did | toss and
tumble in mine; which, small as it was, | was not destined to
enjoy done, but to pass the night in company with anthropophagous
wretched reptiles, who took their horrid meal off an English
Christian! | thought the morning would never come; and when
the tardy dawn at length arrived, and as | wasin my first deep,
dreaming of Miss Fanny, behold | was wakened up by the Serjeant,
dready dressed and shaven, and who said, "Rise, Titmarsh, the
geamer will be herein three-quarters of an hour." And the modest
gentleman retired, and left me to dress

The next morning we had pessed by the rocks and towers, the
old familiar landscapes, the gleaming towns by the river-side, and
the green vineyards combed along the hills, and when | woke up,
it was at a great hotel at Cologne, and it was not siinrise yet.

Deutz lay opposte, and over Deutz the dusky sky was reddened.
The hills were veiled in the mist and the grey. The grey river
flowed undernegth us; the deamers were roosting aong the quays,
alight keeping watch in the cabins here and there, and its reflec-
tions quivering in the water. As | look, the sky-line towards the
e grows redder and redder. A long troop of grey horsemen
winds down the river road, and pesses over the bridge of boats.
You might take them for ghosts, those grey horsemen, so shadowy
do they look; but you hear' the trample of their hoofs as they pass
over the planks. Every minute the dawn twinkles up into the
twilight; and over Deutz the heaven blushes brighter. The quays
begin to fill with men: the carts begin to cresk and rattle, and
wake the deeping echoes  Ding, ding, ding, the steamers bells
begin to ring: the people on board to stir and wake: the lights
may be extinguished, and take their turn of sleep: the active boats
shake themsdves, and push out into the river: the great bridge
opens, and gives them passage: the church bells of the city begin
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to clink: the cavalry trumpets blow from the opposite bank: the
sailor is at the wheel, the porter at his burden, the soldier at his
musket, and the priest at his prayers . . .

And lo! in aflash of crimson splendour with blazing scarlet
clouds running before his chariot, and heralding his majestic
approach, God's sun rises upon the world, and all nature wakens
and brightens.

O glorious spectacle of light and life! O beatific symbol of
Power, Love, Joy, Beauty! Let us look at thee with humble
wonder, and thankfully acknowledge and adore. 'What gracious
forethought is it—what generous and loving provision, that deigns
to prepare for our eyes and to soothe our hearts with such a splendid
morning festival! For these magnificent bounties of heaven to us,
let us be thankful, even that we can fed thankful—(for thanks
surely is the noblest effort, as it is the greatest delight, of the gentle
soul)—and so, a grace for this feadt, let all say who partake of it.

See! the mist clears off Drachenfels, and it looks out from the
distance, and bids us a friendly farewell. Farewell to holiday and
sunshine; farewell to kindly sport and pleasant leisure! Let us
say good-bye to the Rhine, friend. Fogs, and cares, and labour are
awaiting us by the Thames; and a kind face or two looking out
for us to cheer and bid us welcome.
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PRELUDE

T happened that the undersigned spent the last Christmas season
in a foreign city where there were many English children.

In that city, if you wanted to give a child's party, you could
not even get a magic-lantern or buy Twelfth-Night characters—
those funny painted pictures of the King, the Queen, the Lover, the
Lady, the Dandy, the Captain, and so on—with which our young
ones are wont to recreate themselves at this festive time.

My friend Miss Bunch, who was governess of a large family
that lived in the Piano Mobile of the house inhabited by myself
and my young charges (it was the Palazzo Poniatowski at Rome,
and Messrs. Spillrnann, two of the best pastrycooks in Christendom,
have their shop on the ground lioor): Miss Bunch, | say, begged
me to draw a set of Twelfth-Night characters for the amusement of
our young people.

She is a lady of great fancy and droll imagination, and having
looked at the characters, she and | composed a history about them,
which was recited to the little folks at night, and served as our
FIRESIDE PANTOMIME.

Our juvenile audience was amused by the adventures of Giglio
and Bulbo, Eosalba and Angelica. | am bound to say the fate of
the Hall Porter created a consderableSensation; and the wrath of

Countess GrufFanuff was received with extreme pleasure.
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If these children are pleased, thought |, why should not others
be amused also? In a few days Dr. Birch's young friends will be
expected to reassemble at Rodwell Regis, where they will learn
everything that is useful, and under the eyes of careful ushers
continue the busness of their little lives.

But, in the meanwhile, and for a brief holiday, let us laugh and
be as pleasant aswe can. And you dder folk—a littlejoking, and
dancing, and fooling will do even you no harm. The author wishes
you a merry Christmas, and welcomes you to the Fireside
Pantomime.

M. A. TITMARSH.

December 1854.
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THE ROSE AND THE RING

SHOWSHOW THE ROYAL FAMILY SAT DOWN
TOBREAKFAST

HIS is Vdoroo XXI1V., King of Pdlagonia, seted with
his Quen and only child a their royd breskfas-table,
and receiving the letter which anounces to his Mgedty a
proposad visit from Prince Bulbo, heir of Peddla, reigning King of
Orim Tatary. Remak the ddight upon the monachs roya



218 ROYAL FOLKS AT BREAKFAST TIME

features. He is so absorbed in the perusal of the King of Crim
Tartary's letter, that he allows his eggs to get cold, and leaves his
august muffins untasted.

"What! that wicked, brave, delightful Prince Bulbo!" cries
Princess Angelica; "so handsome, so accomplished, so witty—
the congueror of Rimbombamento, where he slew ten thousand
giants!"”

"Who told you of him, my dear?" asks his Majesty.

"Alittlebird," says Angelica.

" Poor Giglio !" says mamma, pouring out the tea.

"Bother Giglio!" cries Angelica, tossing up her head, which
rustled with a thousand curl-papers.

"1 wish," growls the King—" 1 wish Giglio was ...

"Was better? Yes, dear, he is better," says the Queen.
" Angelica's little maid, Betsinda, told me so when she came to
my room this morning with my early tea."

"You are always drinking tea," said the Monarch, with a
scowl.

"It is better than drinking port or brandy-and-water," replies
her Majesty.

"Well, well, my dear, | only said you were fond of drinking
tea," said the King of Paflagonia, with an effort as if to command
his temper. " Angelica! | hope you have plenty of new dresses,
your milliners' bills are long enough. My dear Queen, you must
se and have some parties. | prefer dinners, but of course you
will be for balls. Your everlasting blue velvet quite tires me:
and, my love, | should like you to have a new necklace. Order
one. Not more than a hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand
pounds

"And Giglio, dear ?* says the Queen.

"GIGLIO MAY GO TO THE .

" Oh, sir," screams her Majesty. " Your own nephew! our
late King's only son."

" Giglio may go to the tailor's, and order the bills to be sent in
to Glumboso to pay. Confound him! | mean bless his dear
heart. He need want for nothing; give him a couple of guineas
for pocket-money, my dear; and you may as well order yourself
bracelets while you are about the necklace, Mrs. V."

Her Mgjesty, or Mrs. V. as the monarch facetiously called her
(for even royalty will have its sport, and this august family were
very much attached), embraced her husband, and, twining her arm
round her daughter's waist, they quitted the breakfast-room in
order to make all things ready for the princely stranger.

When they were gone, the smile that had lighted up the eyes
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of the husband and father fled—the pride of the King fled—
the MAN was alone. Had | the pen of a G. P. R. James, |
would describe Valoroso's torments in the choicest language; in
which | would also depict his flashing eye, his distended nostril—
his dressng-gown, pocket-handkerchief, and boots But | need
not say | have not the pen of that novelist; suffice it to say,
Valoroso was alone.

He rushed to the cupboard, seizing from the table one of the
many egg-cups with which his princely board was served for the
matin meal, dr'ew out- a bottle of right Nantz or Cognac, filled and
emptied the cup several times, and laid it down with a hoarse
" Ha, ha, ha! now Valoroso is a man again."

" But oh!" he went on (still sipping, | am sorry to say), " ere
I was a king, | needed not this intoxicating draught; once |
detested the hot brandy wine, and quaffed no other fount but
nature's rill. 1t dashes not more quickly dea the rocks, than I
did, as with blunderbuss in hand, | brushed away the early
morning dew, and shot the partridge, snipe, or antlered deer ! Ah'!
well may England's dramatist remark, ' Uneasy lies the head that
wears a crown!" Why did | steal my nephew's, my young
Giglio's—>? Steal! said I] no, no, no, not steal, not steal.
Let me withdraw that odious expresson. | took, and on my
manly head | s, the royal crown of Paflagonia; | took, and with
my royal arm | wield, the sceptral rod of Paflagonia; | took, and
in my outstretched hand | hold, the royal orb of Paflagonia!
Could a poor boy, a snivelling, drivelling boy—was in his nursg's
arms but yesterday, and cried for sugar-plums and puled for pap
—bear up the awful weight of crown, orb, sceptre? gird on the
sword my royal fathers wore, and meet in fight the tough Crimean
foe?"

And then the monarch went on to argue in his own mind
(though we need not say that blank verse is not argument) that
what he had got it was his duty to keep, and that, if at one time
he had entertained ideas of a certain restitution, which shall be
nameess, the prospect by a certain marriage of uniting two
crowns and two nations which had been engaged in bloody and
expensive wars, as the Paflagonians and the Crimeans had been,
put the idea of Giglio's restoration to the throne out of the
question: nay, were his own brother, King Savio, alive, he would
certainly will away the crown from his own son in order to bring
about such a desirable union.

Thus easily do we deceive oursdves! Thus do we fancy what
we wish is right! The King took courage, read the papers,
finished his muffins and eggs, and rang the bell for his Prime-
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Minister. The Queen, after thinking whether she should go up
and se Giglio, who had been sck, thought " Not now. Busness
first; pleasure afterwards. | will go and se dear Giglio this
afternoon; and now | will drive to the jeweller's, to look for the
necklace and bracelets” The Princess went up into her own room,
and made Betsinda, her maid, bring out all her dresses; and as for
Giglio, they forgot him as much as | forget what | had for dinner
last Tuesday twelvemonth.
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HOW KING VALOROSO GOT THE CROWN, AND PRINCE
GIGLIO WENT WITHOUT

FLAGONIA, ten or twenty thousand years ago, gopears to
have ben one of those kingdoms where the laws of successon

were not settled; for when King Savio died, leaving his
brother Regent of the kingdom, and guardian of Savio's orphan
infant, this unfaithful regent took no sort of regard of the late
monarch's will; had himself proclaimed sovereign of Peflagonia
under the title of King Vaoroso X X1V., had a most splendid
coronation, and ordered all the nobles of the kingdom to pay him
homage So long as Vdoroso gave them plenty of balls at Court,
plenty of money and lucrative places, the Paflagonian nobility did
not care who was king; and, as for the people, in those early times
they were equaly indifferent. The Prince Giglio, by reason of his
tender age at hisroyal father's death, did not fed the loss of his
crown and empire.  As long as he had plenty of toys and swesdt-
megts, a holiday five times aweek, and a horse and gun to go out
shooting when he grew a little older, and, aove all, the company
of hisdarling cousin, the King's only child, poor Giglio was perfectly
contented; nor did he envy his uncle the royal robes and sceptre,
the great hot uncomfortable throne of state, and the enormous
cumbersome crown in which that monarch appeared from morning
till night. King Vdoroso's portrait has been left to us; and |
think you will agree with me that he must have been sometimes
rather tired of hisvelvet, and his diamonds, and his ermine, and
his grandeur. | shouldn't liketo sit in that stifling robe, with such
athing as that on my head.
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No doubt, the Quean must have been lovely in her youth; for
though dhe grew rather stout in after life, yet her features as

- ‘“HL?'." ‘
: g -I{! il\ ,|r|

shown in her portrait, are certainly pleasing. If she was fond of
flattery, scanda, cards, and fine clothes, let us ded gently with her
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infirmities, which, after all, may be no greater than our own. She
was kind to her nephew; and if she had any scruples of conscience

about her hushand's taking the young Princes crown, consoled
hersef by thinking that the King, though a usurper, was a most
92A
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respectable man, and that at his death Prince Giglio would be
restored to his throne, and share it with his cousin, whom he loved
so fondly.

The Prime Minister was Glumboso, an old statesman, who
most cheerfully swore fidelity to King Valoroso, and in whose
hands the monarch left all the affairs of his kingdom. All
Valoroso wanted was plenty of money, plenty of hunting, plenty
of flattery, and as little trouble as possible. As long as he had
his sport, this monarch cared little how his people paid forit: he
engaged in some wars, and of course the Paflagcnian newspapers
announced that he gained prodigious victories: he had statues
erected to himself in every city of the empire; and of course his
pictures placed everywhere, and in all the print-shops: he was
Vaoroso the Magnanimous, Valoroso the Victorious, Valoroso the
Great, and so forth;—for even ill these early times courtiers and
people knew how to flatter.

This royal pair had one only child, the Princess Angelica,
who, you may be sure, was a paragon in the courtiers' eyes, in
her parents, and in her own. It was said she had the longest
hair, the largest eyes, the slimmest waist, the smallest foot, and
the most lovely complexion of any young lady in the Paflagonian
dominions. Her accomplishments were announced to be even
superior to her beauty; and governesses used to shame their
idle pupils by telling them what Princess Angelica could do.
She could play the most difficult pieces of music at sight.
She could answer any one of MangnalVs Questions. She knew
every date in the history of Paflagonia, and every other country.
She knew French, English, Italian, German, Spanish, Hebrew,
Greek, Latin, Cappadocian, Samothracian, iEgean, and Crim
Tartar. Inaword, she was a most accomplished young creature;'
and her governess and lady-in-waiting was the severe Countess
Gruffanuff.

Would you not fancy, from this picture, that Gruffanuff must
have been a person of the highest birth? She looks so haughty
that | should have thought her a Princess at the very least,
with a pedigree reaching as far back as the Deluge. But this
lady was no better born than many other ladies who give them-
sdves airs; and all sensible people laughed at her absurd
pretensions.

The fact is, she had been maid-servant to the Queen when her
Majesty was only Princess, and her husband had been head foot-
man ; but after his death or disappearance, of which you shall
hear presently, this Mrs. Gruffanuff, by flattering, toadying, and
wheedling her royal mistress, became a favourite with the Queen
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(who was rather a wesk woman), and her Mgesty gave her atitle,
and made her nursery governess to the Princess.

And now | must tell you about the Princesss learning and
accomplishments, for which she had such a wonderful character.

Clever Angelica certainly was, but as idle as possible. Play at
sight, indeed! she could play one or two pieces and pretend that
she had never ssn them before she could answer hdf-a-dozen
Mangnall's Questions; but then you must take care to ask the
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right ones  As for her languages, she had masters in plenty, but
I doubt whether she knew more than a few phrases in each, for
all her pretence; and as for her embroidery and her drawing, she
showed beautiful specimens, it is true, but who did them ?

This obliges me to tell the truth, and to do so | must go back
ever o far, and tell you about the FAIRY BLACKSTICK.
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TELLS WHO THE FAIRY BLACKSTICK WAS, AND WHO WERE
EVER SO MANY GRAND PERSONAGES BESDES

there lived a mysterious personage, who was known in those

countries as the Fairy Blackstick, from the ebony wand or
crutch which she carried; on which she rode to the moon some-
times, or upon other excursions of business or pleasure, and with
which she performed her wonders.

When she was young, and had been first taught the art of
conjuring by the necromancer, her father, she was always practising
her skill, whizzing about from one kingdom to another upon her
black stick, and conferring her fairy favours upon this Prince or
that. She had scores of royal godchildren; turned numberless
wicked people into beasts, birds, millstones, clocks, pumps, boot-
jacks, umbrellas, or other absurd shapes; and in a word was one
of the most active and officious of the whole College of fairies.

But after two or three thousand years of this sport, | suppose
Blackstick grew tired of it. Or perhaps she thought, " What good
am | doing by sending this Princess to sleep for a hundred years?
by fixing a black pudding on to that booby's nose? by causing
diamonds.and pearls to drop from one little girl's mouth, and
vipers and toads from another's? | begin to think | do as much
harm as good by my performances. | might as well shut my
incantations up, and allow things to take their natural course.

' There were my two young goddaughters, King Savio's wife,
and Duke Padella's wife: | gave them each a present, which was

BETWEEN the kingdoms of Paflagonia and Crim Tartary,
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to render them charming in the eyes of their husbands and
scure the affection of those gentlemen as long as they lived.
What good did my Ros and my Ring do these two women 1
None on earth. From having all their whims indulged by
their husbands, they became capricious, lazy, ill-humoured, ab-
surdly vain, and leered and languished, and fancied themsdves
irresistibly beautiful, when they were really quite old and hideous,
the ridiculous creaturesl They used actually to patroniss me
when | went to pay them a visit;—me, the Fairy Blackstick,
who knows all the wisdom of the necromancers, and who could
have turned them into baboons, and all their diamonds into
strings of onions, by a single wave of my rod! So she locked
up her books in her cupboard, declined further magical per-
formances, and scarcely used her wand at all except as a cane
to walk about with.

So when Duke Padela's lady had a little son (the Duke
was at that time only one of the principal noblemen in Crim
Tartary), Blackstick, although invited to the christening, would
not so much as attend; but merely sent her compliments and
a slver papboat for the baby, which was really not worth a
couple of guineas. About the same time the Queen of Paflagonia
presented his Majesty with a son and heir; and guns were fired,
the capital illuminated, and no end of feasts ordained to cde
brate the young Princés birth. It was thought the fairy, who
was asked to be his godmother, would at least have presented
him with an invisible jacket, a flying horse, a Fortunatus's purse,
or some other valuable token of her favour; but instead, Black-
stick went up to the cradle of the child Gigiio, when everybody
was admiring him and complimenting his royal papa and mamma,
and said—

" My poor child, the best thing | can send you is a little mis-
fortung" and this was all she would utter, to the disgust of
Gigiio's parents, who died very soon after, when Gigiio's uncle
took the throne, as we read in Chapter |.

In like manner, when CAVOLFIORE, King of Crim Tartary,
had a christening of his only child, ROSALBA, the Fairy Black-
stick, who had been invited, was not more gracious than in
Prince Gigiio's ca2 Whilst everybody was expatiating over the
beauty of the darling child, and congratulating its parents, the
Fairy Blackstick looked very sadly at the baby and its mother,
and said—

"My good woman—(for the Fairy was very familiar', and
no more minded a Queen than a washerwoman)—my good woman,
these people who are following you will be the first to turn against
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you; and, as for this little lady, the best thing | can wish
her is a little misfortune.” So she touched Rosalba with her
black wand, looked severely at the courtiers, motioned the Queen
an adieu with her hand, and sailed slowly up into the air out
of window.

When she was gone, the Court people, who had been awed and
silent in her presence, began to spesk.

"What an odious Fairy she is (they said)—a pretty Fairy,
indeed! Why, she went to the King of Paflagonias christening,
and pretended to do all sorts of things for that family ; and what
has happened—the Prince, her godson, has been turned off his
throne by his unclee. Would we allow our sweet Princess to
be deprived of her rights by any enemy? Never, never, never,
never!"

And they all shouted in a chorus, "Never, never, never,
never!"

Now, | should like to know, how did these fine courtiers show
their fidelity? One of the King Cavolfiore's vassas, the Duke
Padella just mentioned, rebelled against the King, who went out to
chastise his rebellious subject.

" Any one rebel against our beloved and august Monarch!"
cried the courtiers; "any one resist him? Pooh! He is invin-
cible, irresistible. He will bring home Padella a prisoner, and tie
him to a donkey's tail, and drive him round the town, saying,
'This is the way the great Cavolfiore treats rebels "

The King went forth to vanquish Padella; and the poor Queen,
who was a very timid, anxious creature, grew so frightened and
ill, that 1 am sorry to say she died; leaving injunctions with her
ladies to take care of the dear little Rosalba—Of course they
said they would. Of course they vowed they would die rather
than any harm should happen to the Princess. At first the Crim
Tartar Court Journal stated that the King was obtaining great
victories over the audacious rebel: then it was announced that
the troops of the infamous Padella were in flight: then it was
said that the royal army would soon come up with the enemy,
and then—then the news came that King Cavolfiore was vanquished
and slain by his Majesty, King Padella the First!

At this news, half the courtiers ran off to pay their duty to
the conquering chief, and the other half ran away, laying hands
on all the best articles in the palace; and poor little Rosalba was
left there quite alone—quite alone; and she toddled from one
room to another, crying, " Countess! Duchess! (only she said
'‘Tountess, Duttess,' not being able to speak plain) bring me my
mutton sop; my Royal Highness hungy ! Tountess! Duttess!"”
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And she went from the private apartments into the throne-
room and nobody was there;—and thence into the ball-room and
nobody was there;—and thence into the pages room and nobody
was there;—and she toddled down the great saircase into the hall
and nobody was ther e;—ani the door was open, aud she went into

the court, and into the garden, and thence into the wilderness, and
thence into the forex where the wild beasts live, and was never
heard of any more!

A piece of her torn mantle and one of her shoes were founfl in
the wood in the mouths of two lionesss cubs, whom KING PADELLA
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and aroyal hunting party shot—for he was King now, and reigned
over Grim Tartary.

" So the poor little Princess is done for," said he; " well, what's
done can't be helped. Gentlemen, let us go to luncheon!" And
ore of the courtiers took up the shoe and put it in his pocket.
And there was an end of Rosdba!
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v

HOW BLACKSTICK WAS NOT ASKED TO THE PRINCESS
ANGELICA'S CRISTENING

HEN the Princess Angelica was born, her parents not

only did not ask the Fairy Blackstick to the christening

party, but gave orders to their porter absolutely to
refuse her if she called. This porter's name was GrufFanuff, and
he had been sdected for the post by their Royal Highnesses
because he was a very tall fierce man, who could say "Not at
home" to a tradesman or an unwelcome visitor with a rudeness
which frightened most such persons away. He was the husband
of that Countess whose picture we have just seen, and as long
as they were together they quarrelled from morning till night.
Now this fellow tried his rudeness once too often, as you shall
hear. For the Fairy Blackstick coming to call upon the Prince
and Princess, who were actually sitting at the open drawing-room
window, GrufFanuff not only denied them, but made the most
odious vulgar sign as he was going to slam the door in the Fairy's
facel " Git away, hold Blackstick !" said he. "1 tell you,
Master and Missis ain't at home to you;" and he was, as we have
said, going to slam the door.

But the Fairy, with her wand, prevented the door being shut;
and GruffanufF came out again in a fury, swearing in the most
abominable way, and asking the Fairy " whether she thought he
was a going to stay at that there door hall day 1"

"You are going to stay at that door all day and all night, and
for many along year,." the Fairy said, very majestically; and Gruff-
anuff, coming out of the door, straddling before it with his great
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caves, burst out laughing, and cried " Ha, ha, ha! this is a good
un! Ha—ah—what's this? Let me down—0—o—H'm!" and

then he was dumb !
For, as the Fairy waved her wand over him, he felt himself

l ‘“,” |]|mm| i ~ 1

rising off the ground, and fluttering up againgt the door, and then,
as if a screw ran into his somach, he felt a dreadful pain there,
and was pinned to the door; and then his arms flew up over his
head; and his legs, after writhing about wildly, twisted under his
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body; and hefelt cold, cold, growing over him, as if he was turning
into metal; and he said, " 0—o—H'm !" and could say no more,
because he was dumb.

He tvas turned into metal! He was, from being brazen, brass!
He was neither more nor less than a knocker! And there he was,
nailed to the door in the blazing summer day, till he burned almost
red-hot; and there he was, nailed to the door all the bitter winter
nights, till his brass nose was dropping with icicles. And the
postman came and rapped at him, and the vulgarest boy with a
letter came and hit him up against the door. And'the King and

RING ALSD
|IL |{Hu

Queen (Princess and Prince they were then) coming home from a
walk that evening, the King said, " Hullo, my dear! you have had
a new knocker put on the door. Why, it's rather like our Porter
in the face! What has become of that boozy vagabond ?* And
the housemaid came and scrubbed his nose with sand-paper; and
once when the Princess Angdlica's little sisser was born, he was
tied up in an old kid glove; and another night, some larking
young men tried to wrench him off, and put him to tha most
excruciating agony with a turnscrew. And then the Queen had
a fancy to have the colour of the door altered, and the painters
dabbed him over the mouth and eyes, and nearly choked him, as
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they painted him peagreen. | warrant he had leisure to repent
of having been rude to the Fairy Blackstick !

As for hiswife, she did not miss him; and as lie was dways
guzzling beer at the public-house, and notorioudly quarrelling with
his wife, and in debt to the tradesmen, it was supposad he had run
away from all these evils, and emigrated to Australia or America
And when the Prince and Princess choe to become King and
Queen, they left their old house and nobody thought of the Porter
any more.
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v
HOW PRINCESS ANGELICA TOOK A LITTLE MAID

NE day, when the Princess Angdlica was quite a little girl,

she was walking in the garden of the paace, with Mrs.

Gruffanuff, the goveness holding a parasol over her head,
to keep her sweet complexion from the freckles and Angelica was
carrying a bun, to feaed the swans and ducks in the royal pond.

They had not reached the duck-pond, when there came toddling
up to them such a funny little girl! She had a great quantity of
hair blowing about her chubby little chesks and looked as if she
had not ben washed or combed for ever s0 long. She wore a
ragged bit of a cloak, and had only one shoe on.

" You little wretch, who let you in here?" asked Gruffanuff.

" Dive me dat bun," said the little girl, " me vely hungy."

"Hungry! what is that ?' asked Princess Angelica, and gave
the child the bun.

" Oh, Princess!" sys Gruffanuff, " how good, how kind, how
truly angelicd you are! See your Maesties” se sad to the
King and Quemn, who now came up, aong with their nephew,
Prince Giglio, "how kind the Princess is! She met this little
dirty wretch in the garden—I can't tell how she came in here, or
why the guards did not shoot her deed at the gate '—and the dear
darling of a Princess has given her the whole of her bun !"

"l didn't want it," sad Angelica

"But you ae a darling little angd all the same" sys the
governess.
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"Yes; | know | am," sad Angdlica. "Dirty little girl, don't
you think | am very pretty 1" Indeed, she had on the finest of
little dreses and hats; and, as her hair was carefully curled, she
really looked very well.

" Oh, pooty, pooty!" says the little girl, capering about,
laughing, and dancing, and munching her bun; and as she ate it
she begen to sing, " Oh, what fun to have a plum bun! how | wis

it never wes done!" At which, and her funny accent, Angelica,
Giglio, and the King and Queen began to laugh very merrily.

" | can dance & well as sing," says the little girl. " | can
dance, and | can sing, and | can do all sorts of ting." And se ran
to a flower-bed, and pulling a few polyanthuses, rhododendrons,
and other flowers, made hersdf a little wreath, and danced before

the King and Quesn so droUy and prettily, that everybody was
delighted,
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" Who was your mother—who were your relations, little girl ?"
sad the Queen.
The little girl sad, "Little lion was my brudder; great big

lioness my miulder; neber heard of any udder." And she capered
away on her one shoe, and everybody was exceedingly diverted.
So Angelica said to the Queen, " Mamma, my parrot flew awvay
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yesterday out of its cage, and | don't care any more for any of my
toys; and | think this funny little dirty child will amuse me. |
will take her home, and give her some of my old frocks."

" Oh, the generous darling! " says Gruffanuff.

"Which | have worn ever so many times, and am quite tired
of," Angelica went on; "and she shall be my little maid. Will
you come home with me, little dirty girl ?"

The child clapped her hands, and said, " Go home with you—
yes!  You pooty Princess !'—Have a nice dinner, and wear a new
dress!"

And they all laughed again, and took home the child to the
palace, where, when she was washed and combed, and had one of
the Princesss frocks given to her, she looked as handsome as
Angelica, amost. Not that Angelica ever thought so; for this
little lady never imagined that anybody in the world could be as
pretty, as good, or as ckver as herself. In order that the little
girl should not become too proud and conceited, Mrs. Gruffanuff
took her old ragged mantle and one shoe, and put them into a
glass box, with a card laid upon them, upon which was written,
" These were the old clothes in which little BETSINDA was found
when the great goodness and admirable kindness of her Royal
Highness the Princess Angelica received this little outcast." And
the date was added, and the box locked up.

For a while little Betsinda was a great favourite with the
Princess, and she danced, and sang, and made her little rhymes,
to amuse her mistress. But then the Princess got a monkey, and
afterwards a little dog, and afterwards a doll, and did not care
for Betsinda any more, who became very melancholy and quiet,
and sang no more funny songs, because nobody cared to hear her.
And then, as she grew older, she was made a little lady's-maid to
the Princess; and though she had no wages, she worked and
mended, and put Angelica's hair in papers, and was never cross
when scolded, and was always eager to please her mistress, and
was always up early and to bed late, and at hand when wanted,
and in fact became a perfect little maid. So the two girls grew
up, and, when the Princess came out, Betsinda was never tired
of waiting on her; and made her dresses better than the best
milliner, and was useful in a hundred ways. Whilst the Princess
was having her masters, Betsinda would sit and watch them;
and in this way she picked up a great deal of learning; for she
was always awake, though her mistress was not, and listened to
the wise professors when Angelica was yawning or thinking of the
next ball. And when the dancing-master came, Betsinda learned
along with Angelica; and when the music-master came, she watched
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him, and practised the Princesss pieces when Angelica was away
at balls and parties; and when the drawing-master came, she took
note of all he said and did; and the same with French, Italian,
and all other languages—she learned them from the teacher who
came to Angelica.  When the Princess was going out of an evening
she would say, " My good Betsinda, you may as well finish what
| have begun." "Yes, miss," Betsinda would say, and sit down
very cheerful, not to finish what Angelica began, but to do it.

For instance, the Princess would begin a hegji of a warrior,
let us say, and when it was begun it was something like this—

(only handsomer still if possible), and the Princess put her name
to the drawing; and the Court and King and Queen, and above
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all poor Giglio, admired the picture of all things, and said, " Was
there ever a genius like Angelica?® So, | am sorry to say,
was it with the Princess's embroidery and other accomplishments;
and Angelica actually believed that sbe did these things herself,
and received all the flattery of the Court as if every word of it
was true. Thus she began to think that there was no young
woman in all the world equal to herself, and that no young man
was good enough for her. As for Betsinda, as she heard none
of these praisrjs, she was not puffed up by them, and being a most
grateful, good-natured girl, she was only too anxious to do every-
thing which might give her mistress pleasure. Now you begin
to perceive that Angelica had faults of her own, and was by no
means such a wonder of wonders as people represented her Royal
Highness to be.
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VI
HOW PRINCE GIGLIO BEHAVED HIMSELF

reigning monarch of Pailagonia.
in page 221, that as long as he had a smart coat to wear, a
horse to ride, and money in his pocket, or rather to take out

N D now let us spesk about Prince Giglio, the nephew of the
A It hes dready been dtated,
of his pocket, for he was very good-natured, my young Prince did
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not care for the loss of his crown and sceptre, being a thoughtless
youth, not much inclined to politics or any kind of learning.  So his
tutor had asinecure. Giglio would not learn dassics or mathematics,
and the Lord Chancdlor of Paflagonia, SQUARET0OSO, pulled a very
long face because the Prince could not be got to study the Paflagonian
laws and constitution; but, on the other hand, the King's game-
keepers and huntsmen found the Prince an apt pupil; the dancing-

master pronounced that he was amost eegant and assiduous scholar;
the First Lord of the Billiard Table gave the most flattering reports
of the Prince's skill; so did the Groom of the Tennis Court; and
as for the Captain of the Guard and Fencing Master, the valiant
and veteran Count KUTASOFF HEDZOFF, he avowed that since he
ran the Generd of Crim Tartary, the dreadful Grumbuskin, through
the body, he never had encountered so expert a swordsman as
Prince Giglio.

| hope you do not imagine that there was any impropriety in
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the Prince and Princess walking together in the palace garden, and
because Giglio kissed Angdica's hand in a polite manner. In the
first place they are cousins; next, the Queen iswalkingin the garden
too (you cannot se her, for she happens to be behind that tree), an4
her Majesty always wished that Angelica and Giglio should marry:
so did Giglio: so did Angelica sometimes, for she thought her cousin

very handsome, brave, and good-natured: but then you know she
was so clever and knew so many things, and poor Giglio knew nothing,
and had no conversation. When they looked at the stars, what did
Giglio know of the heavenly bodies? Once, when' on a sweet night
in a balcony where they were standing, Angelica said, " Thereis the
Bear." "Where?" says Giglio. "Don't be afraid, Angelica! if a
dozen bears come, | will kill them rather than they shall hurt you."
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" Oh, you silly creature!" says he: "you ae very good, but you
are not very wise" When they looked at the flowers, Giglio was
utterly unacquainted with botany, and had never heard of Linnaeus
When the butterflies passed, Giglio knew nothing about them, being
as ignorant of entomology as | am of dgebra. S0 you sg Angelica,

though she liked Giglio pretty well, despised him on account of his
ignorance. | think she probably vaued her own learning rather
too much; but to think too well of ongs sdif is the fault of people
of all ages and both sxes Finally, when nobody dse was there,
Angdica liked her cousn well enough.

King Vaoroso was very ddlicate in health, and withal so fond of
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good dinners (which were prepared for him by his French cook
Marmitonio), that it was supposed he could not live long. Now
the idea of anything happening to the King struck the artful Prime
Minister and the designing old lady-in-waiting with terror. For,
thought Glumboso and the Countess, " when Prince Giglio marries
his cousn and comes to the throne, what a pretty position we
shall be in, whom he didikes, and who have always been unkind
to him. We shall lose our places in a trice; Gruflanufi will have

to give up all the jewels, laces snuffboxes, rings, and watches
which belonged to the Queen, Giglio's mother; and Glumboso will
be forced to refund two hundred and seventeen thousand millions,
nine hundred and eighty-seven thousand, four hundred and thirty-
nine pounds, thirteen shillings, and sixpence halfpenny, money left
to Prince Giglio by his poor dear father." So the Lady of Honour
and the Prime Minister hated Giglio because they had done him
a wrong; and these unprincipled people invented a hundred
cruel stories about poor Giglio, in order to influence the King,
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Queen, and Princess against him; how he was so ignorant that
he could not spell the commonest words, and actually wrote
Valoroso Valloroso, and spelt Angdica with two I's; how he drank
a great deal too much wine at dinner, and was always idling in
the dstables with the grooms; how he owed ever so much money
at the pastrycook's and the haberdasher's, how he used to go to
deep at church; how he was fond of playing cards with the pages

So did the Queen like playing cards; so did the King go to deep
at church, and eat and drink too much; and, if Giglio owed a
trifle for tarts, who owed him two hundred and seventeen
thousand millions, nine hundred and eighty-seven thousand, four
hundred and thirty-nine pounds, thirteen shillings, and sixpence
halfpenny, | should like to know ? Detractors and talebearers (in
my humble opinion) had much better look at home. All this back-
biting and dandering had effect upon Princess Angelica, who began
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to look coldly on her cousin, then to laugh at him and scorn him for
being so stupid, then to snear at him for having vulgar associates,
and at Court balls, dinners, and so forth, to treat him so unkindly that
poor Giglio became quiteill, took to his bed, and sent for the doctor

His Majesty King Valoroso, as we have seen, had his own ressons
for disliking his nephew; and as for those innocent readers who ask
why ?—I beg (with the permission of their dear parents) to refer them
to Shakepeare's pages, where they will read why King John disliked
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Prince Arthur.  With the Queen, his royal but weak-minded aunt,
when Giglio was out of sight he was out of mind. While she had
her whist and her evening-parties, she cared for little else.

| daresay two villains, who shall be nameless, wished Doctor
Pildrafto, the Court Physician, had killed Giglio right out, but
ho only bled and physicked him so severely, that the Prince
was kept to his room for several months, and grew as thin as a
post.

Whilst he was lying sick in this way, there came to the Court
of Paflagonia a amous painter, whose name was Tomaso Lorenzo,
and who was Painter in Ordinary to the King of Crim Tartary,
Paflagonia's neighbour.  Tomaso Lorenzo painted all the Court,
who were delighted with his works; for even Countess Gruffanuff
looked young and Glumboso good-humoured in his pictures. "He

flatters very much," some people said. " Nay !" says Princess
Angelica, "I am above flattery, and | think he did not make my
picture handsome enough. | can't bear to hear a man of genius

unjustly cried down, and | hope my dear papa will make Lorenzo
a knight of his Order of the Cucumber."

The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed her Royal
Highness could draw so beautifully that the idea of her taking
lessons was absurd, yet chose to have Lorenzo for a teacher, and
it was wonderful, as long as she painted in his studio, what
beautiful pictures she made!  Some of the performances were
engraved for the Book of Beauty: others were sold for enormous
sums at Charity Bazaars. She wrote the signatures under the
drawings, no doubt, but I think | know who did the pictures—
this artful painter, who had come with other designs on Angelica
than merely to teach her to draw.

One day, Lorenzo showed the Princess a portrait of a young
man in armour, with fair hair and the loveliest blue eyes, and
an expression at once melancholy and interesting.

" Dear Signor Lorenzo, who is this?" asked the Princess.

"1 never saw any one so handsome," says Countess Gruffanuff
(the old humbug).

" That," said the painter, " that, madam, is the portrait of my
august young master, his Royal Highness Bulbo, Crown Prince of
Crim Tartary, Duke of Acroceraunia, Marquis of Poluphloisboio,
and Knight Grand Cross of the Order of the Pumpkin. That is
the Order of the Pumpkin glittering on his manly breast, and
received by his Royal Highness from his august father, his Majesty
KingPAPELLAI ., forhisgallantry at thebattle of Rimbombamento,
when he slew with his own princely hand the King of Ograria and
two hundred and eleven giants of the two hundred and eighteen
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who formed the King's body-guard. The remainder were destroyed
by the brave Orim Tartar army after an obstinate combat, in which

the Crim Tartars suffered severdy."
What a Prince! thought Angelica: so brave—so cam-looking

—s0 young—what a hero !

"He is as accomplished as he is brave," continued the Court
Painter. "He knows all languages perfectly: sings deliciously:
plays every instrument; composss operas which have been acted a
thousand nights running at the Imperial Theatre of Orim Tartary,
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and danced in a ballet there before the King and Queen ; in which
he looked so beautiful, that his cousin, the lovely daughter of the
King of Circassia, died for love of him."

"Why did he not marry the poor Princess?' asked Angelica,
with asigh.

" Because they were first cousins, madam, and the clergy forbid
these unions," said the Painter. " And, besides, the young Prince
had given his royal heart elsewhere"

" And to whom ?" asked her Royal Highness.

"l am not d?liberty to mention the Princesss name," answered
the Painter.

"But you may tell me the first letter of it," gasped out the
Princess.

"That your Royal Highness is at liberty to guess'" says
Lorenzo.

" Does it begin with a Z ?" asked Angelica.

The Painter said it wasn't a Z; then she tried a Y; then an
X; then a W, and went so backwards through almost the whole
alphabet.

When she came to D, and it wasn't D, she grew very much
excited; when she came to C, and it wasn't C, she was still more
nervous; when she came to B, and it tvasn't 72, " O dearest Gruff-
anufF," she said, lend me your smelling-bottle!" and, hiding her
head in the Countess's shoulder, she faintly whispered, " Ah, Signor,
can it be A?"

"It is A ; and though | may not, by my Royal Master's orders,
tell your Royal Highness the Princesss name, whom he fondly,
madly, devotedly, rapturously loves, | may show you her portrait,"
says the slyboots: and leading the Princess up to a gilt frame,
he drew a curtain which was before it.

O goodness! the frame contained A LOOKING-GLASS! and
Angelica saw her own face!
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VI
HOW GIGUO AND ANGELICA HAD A QUARREL

HE Court Painter of his Majesty the King of Crim Tartary
returned to that monarch's dominions, carrying away a
number of sketches which he had made in the Paiiagonian

capital (you know, of course, my dears, that the name of that
capital is Blombodinga); but the most charming of all his pieces
was a portrait of the Princess Angelica, which all the Crim Tartar
nobles came to see. With this work the King was so delighted,
that he decorated the Painter with his Order of the Pumpkin
(sixth class), and the artist became Sir Tomaso Lorenzo, K.P.,
thenceforth.

King Valoroso dso sent Sir Tomaso his Order of the Cucumber,
besides a handsome order for money, for he painted the King,
Queen, and principal nobility while at Blombodinga, and became
all the fashion, to the perfect rage of all the artists in Paflagonia,
Where the King used to point to the portrait of Prince Bulbo,
which Sir Tomaso had left behind him, and say, "Which among
you can paint a picture like that 1"

It hung in the royal parlour over the royal sideboard, and
Princess Angelica could always look at it as she sat making the
tea. Each day it seemed to grow handsomer and handsomer, and
the Princess grew so fond of looking at it, that she would often
spill the tea over the cloth, at which her father and mother would
wink and wag their heads, and say to each other, " Aha! we se
how things are going."

In the meanwhile poor Giglio lay upstairs very sick in his
chamber, though he took all the doctor's horrible medicines like
a good young lad; as | hope you do, my dears, when you are ill
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and mamma sends for the medical man. And the only person
who visited Giglio (besides his friend the captain of the guard, who
was almost always busy or on parade), was little Betsinda the
housemaid, who usad to do his bedroom and sitting-room out, bring
him his gruel, and warm his bed.

When the little housemaid came to him in the morning and
evening, Prince Giglio used to say, "Betsinda, Betsinda, how is
the Princess Angelica ?"

And Betsinda used to answer, "The Princess is very well,
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thank you, my Lord." And Giglio would heave asigh, and think,
if Angelica were sick, | am sure  should not be very well.

Then Giglio would say, " Betsinda, has the Princess Angelica
asked for me to-day?" And Betsinda would answer, "No, my
Lord, not to-day;" or, " she was very busy practising the piano
when | saw her;" or, " she was writing invitations for an evening-
party, and did not speak to me:" or make some excuse or other,
not strictly consonant with truth: for Betsinda was such a good-
natured creature, that she strove to do everything to prevent
annoyance to Prince Giglio, and even brought him up roast chicken
and jellies from the kitchen (when the Doctor allowed them, and
Giglio was getting better), saying, "that the Princess had made
the jelly or the bread sauce with her own hands, on purpose for
Giglio."

When Giglio heard this he took heart, and began to mend
immediately; and gobbled up all the jelly, and picked the last
bone of the chicken—drumsticks, merry-thought, sides-bones, back,
pope's nose, and all—thanking his dear Angelica: and he felt so
much Dbetter the next day, that he dressed and went downstairs,
where, whom should he meet but Angelica going into the drawing-
room? All the covers were off the chairs, the chandeliers taken
out of the bags, the damask curtains uncovered, the work and
things carried away, and the handsomest albums on the tables.
Angelica had her hair in papers : in aword, it was evident there
was going to be a party.

" Heavens, Giglio ! " cries Angelica: "you here in such a dress!
What a figure you are ! "

"Yes, dear Angelica, | am come downstairs, and feel so well
to-day, thanks to thefowl and the jelly”

"What do | know about fowls and jellies, that you alude to
them in that rude way ?" says Angelica

"Why, didn't—didn't you send them, Angelica dear?" says
Giglio.

"1 send them indeed ! Angelica dear! No, Giglio dear," says
she, mocking him, " was engaged in getting the rooms ready for
his Royal Highness the Prince of Crim Tartary, who is coming to
pay my papas Court a visit."

"The—Prince—of—Crim—Tartary !" Giglio said, aghast.

"Yes, the Prince of Crim Tartary," says Angelica, mocking
him. "1 daresay you never heard of such a country. What did
you ever hear of? You don't know whether Crim Tartary is on
the Red Sea or on the Black Sea | daresay."

"Yes, | do, it's on the Red Sea" says Giglio, at which the
Princess burst out laughing at him, and said, " 0 you ninny ! You
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are so ignorant, you are really not fit for society! You know
nothing but about horses and dogs, and are only fit to dine in a
messroom with my Royal father's heaviest dragoons. Don't look
so surprised at me, sir: go and put your best clothes on to receive
the Prince, and let me get the drawing-room ready."

Giglio said, "0 Angedlica, Angelica, | didn't think this of
you. This wasn't your language to me when you gave me
this ring, and | gave you mine in the garden, and you gave me
that k—"

But what k— was we never shall know, for Angelica in a
rage, cried, " Get out, you saucy, rude creature! How dare you
to remind me of your rudeness? As for your little trumpery two-
penny ring, there, sir, there!™ And she flung it out of the
window.

" It was my mother's marriage-ring," cried Giglio.

" don't care whose marriagering it was" cries Angelica.
" Marry the person who picks it up if shésawoman; you shan't
marry me. And give me back my ring. |'ve no patience with
people who boast about the things they give away ! know wha'll
give me much finer things than you ever gave me. A beggarly
ring indeed, not worth five shillings !"

Now Angelica little knew that the ring which Giglio had given
her was a fairy ring: if a man wore it, it made all the women
in love with him; if a woman, all the gentlemen. The Queen,
Giglio's mother, quite an ordinary-looking person, was admired
immensdy whilst she wore this ring, and her husband was frantic
when shewas ill. But when she called her little Giglio to her,
and put thering on his finger, King Savio did not seem to care for
his wife so much any more, but transferred all his love to little
Giglio. So did everybody love him as long as he had the ring;
but when, as quite a child, he gave it to Angelica, people began
to love and admire her; and Giglio, as the saying is, played only
scond fiddle

" Yes" says Angelica, going on in her foolish ungrateful way,
"1 know who'll give me much finer things than your beggarly little
pearl nonsnse"

" Very good, miss! You may take back your ring, too!" says
Giglio, his eyes flashing fire at her, and then, as if his eyes had been
suddenly opened, he cried out, " Ha! what does this mean? Is
this the woman | have been in lovewith all my life? Have | been
such a ninny as to throw away my regard upon yem? Why—
actually—yes—you are a little crooked !"

" Oh, you wretch!" cries Angelica.

" And, upon my conscience, you—you squint a little."

9 20
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"Eh!" cries Angdica

" And your hair is red—and you are marked with the small-
pox—and what ? you have three fase teeth—and one leg shorter
than the other!"

"You brute, you brute, you!" Angelica screamed out: and as
she ssized the ring with one hand, she dedlt Giglio one, two, three
gmacks on the face and would have pulled the hair off his head had
he not started laughing, and crying—

"0 dear me, Angdlica, don't pull out my hair, it hurts! You
might remove agreat deal of your own, as| perceive, without stissors
or pulling a all. Oh, ho, ho! ha ha hal he he he!"

And he nearly choked himself with laughing, and shewith rage;
when, with a low bow, and dressed in his Court habit, Count
Gambabella, the first lord-in-waiting, entered and said, "Royal
Highnesses! Their Mgesties expect you in the Pink Throne-room,
where they await the arrival of the Prince of CRIM TARTARY .
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VI

HOW GRUFFANUFF PICKED THE FAIRY RING UP, AND
PRINCE BULBO CAME TO COURT

INCE BULBO'S arrival,had s&t all the court in a flutter:
everybody was ordered to put his or her best clothes on:
the footmen had their gala liveries; the Lord Chancdlor his
new wig; the Guards their last new tunics; and Countess GruiF
anuff you may be sure was glad of an opportunity of decorating her
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od pasn with he finet things She was walking through the
court of the Palace on her way to wait upon their Majegties, when
she ied something glittering on the pavement, and bade the boy in

buttons who was holding up her train, to go and pick up the article
shining yonder. He was an ugly little wretch, in some of thelate
groom-porter's old dothes cut down, and much too tight for him; and
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yet, when he had taken up the ring (as it turned out to be), and
was carrying it to his migress, she thought he looked like a little
Cupid. He gave the ring to her; it was a trumpery little thing
enough, but too small for any of her old knuckles, so she put it
into her pocket.

"0 mum!" says the boy, looking at her, " how—how beyouti-
ful you do look, mum, to-day, mum !"

"And you, too, Jacky," she was going to say; but, look-
ing down at him—no, he was no longer good-looking at all—
but only the cajroty-haired little Jacky of the morning. How-
ever, praise is welcome from the ugliet of men or boys and
Gruffanuff, bidding the boy hold up her train, walked on in
high good-humour. The guards saluted her with peculiar re-
gect. Captain Hedzoff, in the anteroom, said, "My dear
madam, you look like an ange to-day." And s, bowing and
smirking, GrufFanuff went in and took her place behind her Royal
Master and Mistress, who were in the thronerroom, awaiting
the Prince of Crim Tartary. Princess Angelica sat at their feet,
and behind the King's chair good Prince Giglio, looking very
savage.

The Prince of Crim Tartary made his appearance, attended by
Baron Sleibootz, his chamberlain, and followed by a black page,
carrying the mogt beautiful crown you ever saw! He was dressed
in his travelling cogume, and his hair was a little in disorder. " |
have ridden three hundred miles since breakfast,” said he, "o
eager was | to behold the Prin—the Court and august family of
Paflagonia, and | could not wait one minute before appearing in
your Majesties presences”

Giglio, from behind the throne, burst out intoaroar of contemp-
tuous laughter; but all the Royal party, in fact, were so flurried,
that they did not hear this little outbreak. "Your R. H. is
welcome in any dress” says the King. " Glumboso, a chair for
his Royal Highness."

" Any dress his Royal Highness wears is a Court dress” says
Princess Angdlica, smiling gracioudly.

" Ah! but you should ss¢ my other clothes" said the Prince.
"l should have had them on, but that stupid carrier has not
brought them. Who's that laughing 1"

It was Giglio laughing. "I was laughing,” he said,
"because you said just now t at you were in such a hurry to
e the Princess, that you could not wait to change your dress;
and now you say you come in those clothes because you have
no others"

" And who are you ?" says Prince Bulbo, very fiercely.
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" My father was King of this country, and | am his only son,
Prince!" replies Giglio, with equal haughtiness.

"Ha!" said the King and Glumboso, looking very, flurried;
but the former, collecting himsdf, said, " Dear Prince Bulbo, |
forgot to introduce to your Eoyal Highness my dear nephew, his
Royal Highness Prince Giglio! Know each other! Embrace each
other! Giglio, give his Royal Highness your hand!" And Giglio,
giving his hand, squeezed poor Bulbo's, until the tears ran out of
his eyes.  Glumboso now brought a chair for the Royal visitor,
and placed it on the platform on which theé' King, Queen, and
Prince were seated; but the chair was on the edge of the platform,
and as Bulbo sat down, it toppled over, and he with it, rolling over
and over, and bellowing like a bull. Giglio roared still louder at
this disaster, but it was with laughter; so did all the Court when
Prince Bulbo got up; for though when he entered the room he
appeared not very ridiculous, as he stood up from his fall for a
moment, he looked so exceedingly plain and foolish, that nobody
could help laughing at him. When he had entered the room, he
was observed to carry a rose in his hand, which fell out of it as he
tumbled.

"My rose! my rose!" cried Bulbo; and his chamberlain
dashed forwards and picked it up, and gave it to the Prince, who
put it in his waistcoat. Then people wondered why they had
laughed; there was nothing particularly ridiculous in him. He
was rather short, rather stout, rather red-haired, but, in fine, for a
Prince, not so bad.

So they sat and talked, the royal personages together, the Crim
Tartar officers with those of Paflagonia—Giglio very comfortable
with Gruffanuff behind the throne. He looked at her with such
tender eyes that her heart was all in a flutter. " Oh, dear Prince,"
she said, " how could you speak so haughtily in presence of their
Majestiesl | protest | thought | should have fainted."

"1 should have caught you in my arms" said Giglio, looking
raptures.

" Why were you so cruel to Prince Bulbo, dear Prince?" says
Gruff.

" Becausel hatehim," saysGil.

"You are jealous of him, and still love poor Angdlica," cries
Gruffanuff, putting her handkerchief to her eyes.

"I did, but | love her no more!" Giglio cried. " | desise
her! Were she heress to twenty thousand thrones, | would
despise her and scorn her. But why speak of thrones? | have
lost mine. | am too weak to recover it—| am alone, and have
nofriend."
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" Oh, sy nat 0, dear Prince!" says GrufFanuff.

" Beddes' sayshe " | am s0 happy here behind the throne,
thatlcli would not change my place no, not for the throne of the
world!"

"What are you two people chattering about there?' sys
the Quemn, who was rather good-natured, though not over-
burthened with wisdom. " It istime to dress for dinner. Giglio,

show Prince Bulbo to his room. Prince if your dothes have
not comg we shal be very happy to se you as you are'
But when Prince Bulbo got to his bedroom, his luggage was
there and unpacked; and the. hairdresr coming in, cut and
curled him entirdy to his own satisfaction; and when the
dinner-bell rang, the royal company had not to wait above five-
and-twenty minutes until Bulbo appeared, during which time
the King, who could not bear to wait, grew as sulky as possble,
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As for Giglio, he never left Madam Gruffanuff all this time,
but dood with her in the embrasure of a window, paying
her compliments. At length the Groom of the Chambers
announced his Royal Highness the Prince of Crim Tartary!
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and the noble company went into the royal dining-room. It
was quite a small party; only the King and Queen, the Princess,
whom Bulbo took out, the two Princes, Countess Gruffanuff,
Glumboso the Prime Minister, and Prince Bulbo's chamberlain.
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You may be sure they had a very good dinner—let every boy
or girl think of what he or she likes best, and fancy it on the
table.'

The Princess talked incessantly all dinner-time to the Prince
of Crimea, who ate an immense deal too much, and never took
his eyes off his plate, except when Giglio, who was carving a
gooe, sent a quantity of suffing and onion sauce into one of
them. Giglio only burst out a laughing as the Crimean Prince
wiped his shirt-front and face with his scented pocket-handker chief.
He did not mak« Prince Bulbo any apology. When the Prince
looked at him, Giglio would not look that way. When Prince
Bulbo said, " Prince Giglio, may | have the honour of taking a
glass of wine with you?" Giglip wouldn't answer. All his talk
and his eyes were for Countess GrufFanuff, who you may be sure
was pleased with Giglio's attentions—the vain old creature! When
he was not complimenting her, he was making fun of Prince
Bulbo, so loud that Gruffanuff was always tapping him with her
fan, and saying—

" 0 you satirical Prince! O fie, the Prince will hear !"

" Well, | don't mind," says Giglio, louder still.

The King and Queen luckily did not hear; for her Majesty
was a little deaf, and the King thought so much about his own
dinner, and, besdes, made such a dreadful noise, hob-gobbling in
eating it, that he heard nothing ds  After dinner, his Majesty
and the Queen went to deep in their arm-chairs.

This was the time when Giglio began his tricks with Prince
Bulbo, plying that young gentleman with port, sherry, madeira,
champagne, marsala, cherry-brandy and pale ale, of all of which
Master Bulbo drank without stint. But in plying his gues,
Giglio was obliged to drink himsdf, and, | am sorry to say, took
more than was good for him, so that the young men were very
noisy, rude, and foolish when they joined the ladies after dinner;
and dearly did they pay for that imprudence, as r,ow, my darlings,
you shall hear!

Bulbo went and sat by the piano, where Angelica was playing
and singing, and he sang out of tune, and he upset the coffee when
the footman brought it, and he laughed out of place, and talked
absurdly, and fell adeep and snored horridly. Booh, the nasty
pig! But as he lay there stretched on the pink satin sofa, Angelica
still persisted in thinking him the most beautiful of human beings.
No doubt the magic rose which Bulbo wore caused this infatuation

' Here a very pretty game may be played by all the children saying what
they like best for dinner. «
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on Angdlicds part; but is she the first young woman who has
thought a silly fdlow charming ?

Giglio must go and sit by GruffanufF, whose old face he too
every moment began to find more lovely. He paid the most
outrageous compliments to her : —There never was such a darling.
Older than he was 1—Fiddle-de-dee ! He would marry her—he
would have nothing but her!

To marry the heir to the throne! Here was a chance! The
artful hussy actually got a sheat of paper, and wrote upon it,
"Thisis to give notice that I, Giglio, only son af Savio, King of
Paflagonia, hereby promise to marry the charming and virtuous
Barbara Grisdda, Countess Gruffanuff, and widow of the late
Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esg."

"What is it you are writing? you charming Gruffy!" says
Giglio, who was tolling on the sofg, by the writing-table.

" Only an order for you to sign, dear Prince, for giving cods
and blankets to the poor, this cold weather. Look! the King
anﬂ dQueen are both adeep, and your Royal Highnesss order
will do"

So Giglio, who was very good-natured, as Gruffy well knew,
signed the order immediately; and, when she had it in her pocket,
you may fancy what airs e gave hersdf. She was ready to
flounce out of the room before the Queen hersdf, as now she wes
the wife of the rightful King of Paflagonial She would not spesk
to Glumboso, whom she thought a brute, for depriving her dear
husband of the crown! And when candles cane and she had
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hdped to undress the Quemn and Princess she went into her own
room, and actually practised on a shet of paper, "Grisdda
Paflagonia," " Barbara Regina," " Grisdda Barbara, Paf. Reg.," and

| don't know what dgnatures beides againg the day when she
should be Queen, forsoath !
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HOW BETSINDA GOT THE WARMING-PAN

ITTLE Betsinda cane in to put Gruffanuff's hair in papers;
and the Countess was S0 plessed, that, for a wonder, she
complimented Betsinda. " Betsinda! " she said, " you dressd

my hair very nicely to-day; | promised you a little present! Here
are five sh— no, here is a pretty little ring, that | picked—that |
have had some time." And she gave Betsinda the ring she had
picked up in the court. It fitted Betsinda exactly.
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"It's like the ring the Princess used to wear," says the
maid.

"No such thing," says Gruffanuff, "l have had it this ever
so long. There—tuck me up quite comfortable; and now, as
it's a very cold night (the snow was beating in at the window)
you may go and warm dear Prince Giglio's bed, like a good girl,
and then you may unrip my green silk, and then you can just
do me up a little cap for the morning, and then you can mend
that hole in my silk stocking, and then you can go to bed,
Betsinda. Mincj® | shall want my cup of tea at five o'clock in the
morning."

" | suppose | had best warm both the young gentlemen's beds,
ma'am," says Betsinda.

Gruffanuff, for reply, said, " Hau-au-ho !—Grau-haw-hoo!—
Hong-hrho ! " In fact, she was snoring sound asleep.

Her room, you know, is next to the King and Queen, and the
Princess is next to them. So pretty Betsinda went away for the
codls to the kitchen, and filled the royal warming-pan.

Now, she was a very kind, merry, civil, pretty girl; but
there must have been something very captivating about her this
evening, for all the women in the servants-hall began to scold
and abuse her. The housekeeper said she was a pert, stuck-up
thing: the upper-housemaid asked, how dare she wear such
ringlets and ribands, it was quite improper! The cook (for there
was a woman-cook as well as a man-cook) said to the kitchen-
maid that she never could see anything in that creetur: but as
for the men, every one of them, Coachman, John, Buttons the
page, and Monsieur, the Prince of Crim Tartary's valet, started
up, and said—

"My eyes!"

" O mussey "

" O jemmany!"

"Ociel!"

"Hands off; none of your impertinence, you vulgar, low
people!" says Betsinda, walking off with her pan of coas. She
heard the young gentlemen playing at billiards as she went
upstairs: first to Prince Giglio's bed, which she warmed, and
then to Prince Bulbo's room.

He came in just as she had done; and as soon as he saw her,
"O!l O! O! O! O! O! what a beyou—oo—ootiful creature you
are! You angel—you peri—you rosebud, let me be thy bulbul—
thy Bulbo, too! Fly to the desert, fly with me! | never saw
a young gazelle to glad me with its dark blue eye that had eyes
like thine. Thou nymph of beauty, take, take this young heart.

" What a pretty girl Betsindais!"
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A truer never did itself sustain within a soldier's waistcoat. Be
mine! Be mine! Be Princess of Crim Tartary! My Roya
Father will approve our union: and, as for that little carroty-
haired Angelica, | do not care afig for her any more."

"Go away, your Roya Highness, and go to bed, plesse” said
Betsinda, with the warming-pan.

But Bulbo said, "No, never, till thou swearest to be mine,
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thou lovely, blushing, chambermaid divine! Here, at thy feet,
the Roya Bulbo lies, the trembling captive of Betsnda's eyes.”

And he went on, making himself so absurd and ridiculous,
that Betsinda, who was full of fun, gave him a touch with the
warming-pan, which, | promise you, made him cry " O-0-0-0!"
in avery different manner.

Prince Bulbo made such a noise that Prince Giglio, who heard
him from the next room, came in to se what was the matter. As
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oon as he saw what was taking place, Griglio, in a fury,
rushed on Bulbo, kicked him in the rudest manner up to the
ceiling, and went on kicking him till his hair was quite out
of curl.

Poor Betsinda did not know whether to laugh or to cry;
the kicking certainly must hurt the Prince, but then he looked
so droll! When Griglio had done knocking him up and down
to the ground, and whilst he went into a corner rubbing him-
«df, what do you think Giglio does? He goes down on his
own knees to Betsinda, takes her hand, begs her to accept his
heart, and offers to marry her that moment. Fancy Betsinda's
condition, who had been in love with the Prince ever snce she
first ssw him in the palace garden, when she was quite a little
child.

"Oh, divine Betsinda!" says the Prince, "how have | lived
fifteen years in thy company without seeing thy perfections!
What woman in all Europe, Asia, Africa, and America, nay, in
Australia, only it is not yet discovered, can presume to be thy
equal? Angelica? Pish! GrufFanuff? Phoo! The Queen? Ha,
ha! Thou art my Queen. Thou art the real Angelica, because
thou art really angdlic."

" Oh, Prince! | am but a poor chambermaid,” says Betsinda,
looking, however, very much pleased.

"Didst thou not tend me in my sckness, when all forsook
me?" continues Giglio. " Did not thy gentle hand smooth my
pillow, and bring mejelly and roast chicken ?"

"Yes, dear Prince, | did," says Betsinda, "and | sewed your
Royal Highness's shirt-buttons on too, if you please, your Royal
Highness," cries this artless maiden.

When poor Prince Bulbo, who was now madly in love with
Betsinda, heard this declaration, when he saw the unmistakable
glances which she flung upon Giglio, Bulbo began to cry bitterly,
and tore quantities of hair out of his head, till it all covered the
room like so much tow.

Betsinda had left the warming-pan on the floor while the
Princes were going on with their conversation, and as they began
now to quarrel and be very fierce with one another, she thought
proper to run away.

"You great big blubbering booby, tearing your hair in the
corner there; of course you will give me satisfaction for insulting
Betsinda.  You dare to kneel down at Princess Giglio's knees and
kiss her hand ! "

" Shées not Princess Giglio !" roars out Bulbo. " She shall b’
Princess Bulbo, no other shall be Princess Bulbo."
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"You are engaged to my cousin ! " bellows out Giglio.
"| hate your cousin," says Bulbo.
"You shall give me satisfaction for insulting her !" cries Giglio
in a fury.
"Til haveyourlife."
“1"I'l run you through."
" I'll cut your throat."
“1'll blow your brains out."
"1'l'l knock your head off."
"1'll send afriend to you in the morning."
I'I'l send a bullet into you in the afternoon.”
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"We'll meet again,” says Giglio, shaking his fist in Bulbo's
face; and sdizing up the warming-pan, he kissed it, because for-
sooth, Betsinda had carried it, and rushed downstairs. What
should he s on the landing but his Mgesty talking to Betsinda,
whom he called by all sorts of fond names His Mgesty had
heard a row in the building, so he stated, and' smelling something
burning, had come out to s what the matter was.

" It's the young gentlemen smoking, perhaps, sir," says Betsinda.

"Charming chambermaid,” says the King (like all the rest
of them), " never mind the young men! Turn thy eyes on a
hmiddle-aged autocrat, who has been congdered not ill-looking in

istime."
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" Oh, sir! what will her Majesty say ?* cries Betsinda.

" Her Majesty!" laughs the monarch. " Her Majesty be
hanged. Am | not Autocrat of Paflagonia? Have | not blocks,
ropes, axe', hangmen—ha? Runs not a river by my palace wall?
Have | not sacks to sew up wives withal ? Say but the word,
that thou wilt be mine own,—-your mistress straightway in a sack
is sewn, and thou the sharer of my heart and throne."

When Giglio heard these atrocious sentiments, he forgot the
respect usually paid to Royalty, lifted up the warming-pan, and
knocked down tine King as flat as a pancake ; after which, master
Giglio took to his heels and ran away, and Betsinda went oft'
screaming, and the Queen, Gruffanuff, and the Princess, all came
out of their rooms. Fancy their feelings on beholding their husband,
father, sovereign in this posture !
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X
HOW KING VALOROSO WAS IN A DREADFUL PASSION
0on as the cods began to burn him, the King came to

AS himself and stood up. " Ho! my captain of the guards! "
his Mgesty exclamed, stamping his royal feet with rage
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0 piteous spectacle! the King's nose was bent quite crooked by
the blow of Prince Giglio! His Magesty ground his teeth with
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rage. " Hedzoff" he sad, taking a death-warrant out of his
dressing-gown pocket, "Hedzoff, good Hedzoff, saze upon the
Prince.  Thou'lt find him in his chamber two pair up. But
now he dared, with sacrilegious hand, to strike the sacred night-cap
of a king—Hedzoff, and floor me with a warming-pan!  Away,
no more demur, the villain dies! s it be done or dse—h'm |—
hal—h'm! mind thine own eyes!" and followed by the ladies,

and lifting up the tails of his dressng-gown, the King entered his
own apartment.

Captain Hedzoff wes very much affected, having a sincere love
for Giglio. " Poor, poor Giglio!" he sad, the tears rolling over
his manly face, and dripping down his moustachios;, "my noble
young Prince, is it my hand must lead thee to death 7'

"Lead him to fiddlestick, Hedzoff,” said a femde voice. It
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was Gruffanuff, who had come out in her dressing-gown when she
heard the noise. "The King said you were to hang the Prince.
Well, hang the Prince."

"l don't understand you," says Hedzoff, who was not a very
clever man.

"You Gaby ! he didn't say which Prince," says Gruffanuff.

"No; hedidn't say which, certainly," said Hedzoff.

" Well then, take Bulbo, and hang him!"

When Captain Hedzoff heard this, he began to dance about for
joy. " Obedience is a soldier's honour," says he. " Prince Bulbo's
head will do capitally," and he went to arrest the Prince the very
first thing next morning.

He knocked at the door. "Who's there?" says Bulbo.
"Captain Hedzoff? step in, pray, my good Captain; |I'm delighted
to s you; | have been expecting you."

" Have you ?" says Hedzoff.

"Sleibootz, my Chamberlain, will act for me" says the
Prince.

"1 beg your Royal Highness's pardon, but you will have to act
for yourself, and it's a pity to wake Baron Sleibootz."

The Prince Bulbo still seemed to take the matter very coolly.
"Of course, Captain," says he, "you are come about that affair
with Prince Giglio ?"

' Precisely," says Hedzoff, "that affair of Prince Giglio."

"lIs it to be pistols, or swords, Captain?" asks Bulbo.
"I'm a pretty good hand with both, and I'll do for Prince
Giglio as sure as my name is my Royal Highness Prince
Bulbo."

"There's some mistake, my Lord," says the Captain. "The
business is done with axes among us."

" Axes? That's sharp work," says Bulbo. " Call my
Chamberlain, he'll be my second, and in ten minutes, | flatter
myself, you'll see faster Giglio's head off his impertinent shoulders,
I'm hungry for his blood. Hoo-o00, aw!" and he looked as savage
as an ogre.

"1 beg your pardon sir, but by this warrant | am to take you
prisoner, and hand you over to—to the executioner.”

"Pooh, pooh, my good man!—Stop, | say,—ho!—hulloa!"
was all that this luckless Prince was enabled to say, for Hedzoffs
guards seizing him, tied a handkerchief over his mouth and face,
and carried him to the place of execution.

The King, who happened to be talking to Glumboso, saw him
pass and took a pinch of snuff, and said, "So much for Giglio.
Now let's go to breakfast."
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The Captain of the Guard handed over his prisoner to the
Sheriff, with the fatal order,

"AT SIGHT CUT OFF THE BEARERS HEAD.
"VALOROSO XXIV."
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"It's a mistake," says Bulbo, who did not ssam to understand
the busness in the least.

"Poo—poo—pooh,” says the Sheriff. "Fetch Jack Ketch
instantly. Jack Ketch!"
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And poor Bulbo was led to the scaifold, where an executioner
with a block and a tremendous axe wes always ready in cae he
should be wanted.

But we must now revert to Giglio and Betsinda.
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X1
WHAT GRUFFANUFF DID TO GIGLIO AND BETSINDA

RUFFANUFF, who had ssen what had happened with the

King, and knew that Giglio must come to grief, got up

very early the next morning, and went to devise some
plans for rescuing her darling husband, as the silly old thing
inssted on calling him. She found him walking up and down
the garden, thinking of a rhyme for Betsinda (tinder and winda
were all he could find), and indeed having forgotten all about
the past evening, except that Betsinda was the most lovely of
beings.

" Well, dear Giglio," says Gruff.

" Well, dear Gruffy," says Giglio, only he was quite satirical.

"1 have been thinking, darling, what you must do in this
srape. . You must fly the country for a while."

" What strape?—fly the country ? Never without her | love,
Countess," says Giglio.

"No, she will accompany you, dear Prince she says in her
most coaxing accents. " First, we must get the jewels belonging
to our royal parents, and those of her and his present Majesty.
Here is the key, duck; they are all yours, you know, by right,
for you are the rightful King of Paflagonia, and your wife will be
therightful Queen."

"Will she?" says Giglio.

" Yes; and having got the jewels, go to Glumboso's apartment,
where, under his bed, you will find sacks containing money to the
amount of £217,000,987,439, 13s. 6¥«., all belonging to you, for
he took it out of your royal father's room on the day of his death.
With this we will fly."



278 SHE HAS GIGLIO'S PLIGHTED TROTH

" We will fly?" says Giglio.

" Yes, you and your bride—your dfianced love—your Gruffy !"
sys the Countess, with alanguishing leer.

"“"You my bride!" sas Giglio. You, you hideous old
woman!"

" Oh, you—you wretch! didn't you give me this paper
promising marriage ?" cries Gruff.

"Get away, you old goose! | love Betsnda, and Betsinda

onllyd!" And in a fit of terror lie ran from her as quickly as he
could.

"He! he! he!" shrieks out Gruff; "a promise is a promise
if there are laws in Paflagonial  And as for that monder, that
wretch, that fiend, that ugly little vixen—as for that upstart, that
ingrate, that beest Betsinda, Master Giglio will have no little
difficulty in discovering her wheresbouts. He may look very
long before finding her, | warrant. He little knows that Miss
Betsinda is——"
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Is—what? Now, you shall hear. Poor Betsinda got up at
five on a winter's morning to bring her cruel mistress her tea; and
instead of finding her in a good humour, found Gruffy as cross as
two sticks.  The Countess boxed Betsinda's ears half-a-dpzen times
whilst she was dressing; but as poor little Betsindawas used to
this kind of treatment, she did not feel any special alarm. " And
now," says she, " when her Magjesty rings her bell twice, | 'l | trouble
you, miss, to attend."

So when the Queen's bell rang twice, Betsinda came to her
Majesty and made a pretty little curtsey. The Queen, the Princess,
and Gruffanuff weVe all three in the room. As soon as they saw
her they began.

"Youwretch! " says the Queen.

"You little vulgar thing!" says the Princess.

"You beast!" says Gruffanuff.

" Get out of my sight!" says the Queen.

"Go away with you, do!" says the Princess.

Y Quit the premises! " says Gruffanuff.

Alas! and woe is me! very lamentable events had occurred
to Betsinda that morning, and all in consequence of that fatal
warming-pan business of the previous night. The King had
offered to marry her; of course her Majesty the Queen was
jealous: Bulbo had fallen in love with her; of course Angelica
was furious: Giglio was in love with her, and oh, what a fury
Gruffy was in!

" Tokggt that cap | |

l gown said, all at once,
and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsinda.
" How dare vou the PJ ng ?' Cried the Queer l:he
flirt with Princes Bulbo?" princess, and
l Prince Giglio ?" J Countess.

" Give her the rags she wore when she came iato the house, and
turn her out of it!" cries the Queen.

"Mind she does not go with my shoes on, which | lent her so
kindly," says the Princess; and indeed the Princesss shoes were a
great deal too big for Betsinda.

"Come with me, you filthy hussy!" and taking up the
Queen's poker, the cruel Gruffanuff drove Betsinda into her
room.

The Countess went to the glass box in which she had kept
Betsinda's old cloak and shoe this ever so long, and said, " Take
those rags, you little beggar creature, and strip off everything
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belonging to honest people, and go about your business;" and she
actually tore off the poor little delicate thing's back amost all her
things, and told her to be off out of the house.

Poor Betsinda huddled the cloak round her back, on which were

il JJII{UJ

y i 'l||||'|||

embroidered the letters PRIN . ... ROSAL . . . and then came a
grest rent.

As for the shoe, what was she to do with one poor little tootsey
sanda ? the string was still toit, so she hung it round her neck.
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" Won't you give me a pair of shoes to go out in the snow,
mum, if you please, mum?" cried the poor child.

" No, you wicked beast!" says Gruffanuff, driving her along
with the poker—driving her down the cold stairs—driving her
through the cold hall—flinging her out into the cold street, so that
the knocker itself shed tears to see her !

But a kind fairy made the soft snow warm for her little
feet, and she wrapped herself up in the ermine of her mantle,
and was gonel!

" And now I&t us think about breakfast,” says the greedy Queen.

"What dress shall | put on, mamma?" the pink or the pea-
green?" says Angelica. " Which do you think the dear Prince
will like best?"

"Mrs. V. !I" dngs out the King from his dressing-room, " let
us have sausages for breakfast! Remember we have Prince Bulbo
staying with us!"

And they all went to get ready.

Nine o'dock came, and they were all in the breakfast-room, and
no Prince Bulbo as yet. The urn was hissng and humming: the
muffins were smoking—such a heap of muffins! the eggs were done,
there was a pot of raspberry jam, and coffee and a beautiful chicken
and tongue on the side-table. Marmitonio the cook brought in the
sausages.  Oh, how nice they smelt!

"Where is Bulbo?" said the King. "John, where is his
Royal Highness ?"

John said he had a took up his Roailighnessesses shaving-water,
and his clothes and things, and he wasn't in his room, which he
gosed his Royliness was just stepped hout.

" Stepped out before breakfast in the snow ! Impossible " says
the King, sticking his fork into a sausage " My dear, take one
Angelica, won't you have a saveloy?' The Princess took one,
being very fond of them; and at this moment Glumboso entered
with Captain HedzofF, both looking very much disturbed.

" | am afraid your M ajesty—" cries Glumboso.

" No busnes before breakfast, Glum!" says the King.
" Breakfast first, busness next. Mrs. V., some more sugar!"

" Sire, | am afraid if we wait till after breakfast it will be too
late," says Glumboso. "He—he—he'll be hanged at half-past
nine."

" Don't talk about hanging and spoil my breakfast, you unkind
vulgar man you," cries the Princess. " John, some mustard. Pray
who is to be hanged ?"

" Sire, it isthe Prince," whispers Glumboso to the King.
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"Talk about business after breakfast, | tell you!" says his
Majesty, quite sulky.

"We shall have a war, Sire, depend on it," says the Minister.
" His father, King Padelia

"His father, King who?" says the King. "King Padelia
is not Giglio's father. My brother, King Savio, was Giglio's
father."

"It's Prince Bulbo they are hanging, Sire, not Prince Giglio,"
says the Prime Minister.

"You told me to hang the Prince, and | took the ugly one"
says Hedzoff. "I didn't, of course, think your'Majesty intended
to murder your own flesh and blood ! "

The King for all reply flung the plate of sausages at Hedzoff s
head. The Princess cried out " Hee-karee-karec! " and fell down
in a fainting fit.

"Turn the cock of the urn upon her Royal Highness," said
the King, and the boiling water gradually revived her. His
Majesty looked at his watch, compared it by the clock in the
parlour, and by that of the church in the square opposite; then
he wound it up; then lie looked at it again. " The great question
i3," says he, "am | fast or am | slow? If I'm slow, we may as
well go on with breakfast. If I'm fast, why, there is just the
possibility of saving Prince Bulbo. "It's a doosid awkward
mistake, and upon my word, Hedzoff, | have the greatest mind to
have you hanged too."

" Sire, | did but my duty; a soldier has but his orders. |
didn't expect after forty-seven years of faithful service that my
sovereign would think of putting me to a felon's death ! "

" A hundred thousand plagues upon you! Can't you see that
while you are talking my Bulbo is being hanged ?" screamed the
Princess.

"By Jove! she's always right, that girl, and 1'm so absent,”
says the King, looking at his watch again. "Ha! Hark, there go
the drums! Whdfc a doosid awkward thing though ! "

"0 papa, you goose! Write the reprieve, and let me run with
it," cries the Princess—and she got a sheet of paper, and pen and
ink, and laid them before the King.

" Confound it! where are my spectacles1" the Monarch ex-
claimed. " Angelical Go up into my bedroom, look under my
pillow, not your mamma's; there you'll sse my keys. Bring them
down to me, and—Well, well! what impetuous things these girls
are!" Angelica was gone, and had run up panting to the bedroom,
and found the keys, and was back again before the Kiug had finished
a muffin. " Now, love," says he, "you must go all the way back
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for my desk, in which my spectacles are.  If you would but have
heard me out ... Be hanged to her! There she is off again.
Angelical ANGELICA !" When his Majesty called in his loud voice,
she knew she must obey, and came back.

"My dear, when you go out of a room, how often have |
told you, shut the door. That's a darling. That's all." At
last the keys and the desk and the spectacles were got, and the
King mended his pen, and signed his name to a reprieve, and
Angelica ran with it as swift as the wind. " You'd better stay,
my love, and finish the muffins. There's no use going. Be sure
it's too late. Hand me over that raspberry jam, please," said the
Monarch. " Bong! Bawong! There goes the half-hour. | knew
it was."

Angelica ran, and ran, and ran, and ran. She ran up Fore
Street, and down High Street, and through the Market-place, and
down to the left, and over the bridge, and up the blind alley, and
back again, and round by the Castle, and so along by the Haber-
dasher's on the right, opposite the lamp-post, and round the
square, and she came—she came to the Execution place, where
she saw Bulbo laying his head on the block!!! The executioner
raised his axe, but at that moment the Princess came panting
up and cried " Reprieve !" " Reprieve!" screamed the Princess.
" Reprieve !" shouted all the people. Up the scaffold stairs she
sprang, with the agility of a lighter of lamps; andflinging herself
in Bulbo's arms, regardless of all ceremony, she cried out, " O my
Prince! my lord! my love!l my Bulbo! Thine Angelica has
been in time to save thy precious existence, sweet rosebud; to
prevent thy being nipped in thy young bloom ! Had aught befallen
thee, Augelica too had died, and welcomed death that joined her
to her Bulbo."

"H'm! there's no accounting for tastes," said Bulbo, looking
so very much puzzled and uncomfortable, that the Princess, in
tones of tenderest strain, asked the cause of his disquiet.

"I tell you what it is, Angelica," said he: "since | came
here yesterday, there has been such a row, and disturbance, and
quarrelling, and fighting, and chopping of heads off, and the deuce
to pay, that | am inclined to go back to Crim Tartary."

"But with me as thy bride, my Bulbo! Though wherever thou
art is Crim Tartary to me, my bold, my beautiful, my Bulbo!"

"Well, well, | suppose we must be married," says Bulbo.
" Doctor, you came to read the Funeral Service—read the Marriage
Service, will you? What must be, must. That will satisfy
Angelica, and then, in the name of peace and quietness, do let
us go back to breakfast."
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Bulbo had carried a rose in his mouth all the time of the
dismal ceremony. It was a fairy rose, and he was told by his
mother that he ought never to part with it. So he had kept it
between his teeth, even when he laid his poor head upon the
block, hoping vaguely that some chance would turn up in his
favour. As he began to spesk to Angelica, he forgot about the
rose, and of course it dropped out of his mouth. The romantic
Princess instantly stooped and seized it. " Sweet rose!" she
exclaimed, "that bloomed upon my Bulbo's lip, never, never will
| part from thee!" and she placed it in her bosom. And you
know Bulbo couldrit ask her to give the rose back again. And
they went to breakfast; and as they walked, it appeared to Bulbo
that Angelica became more exquisitely lovely every moment.

He was frantic until they were married; and now, strange to
say, it was Angelica who didn't care about him! He knelt down,
he kissed her hand, he prayed and begged; he cried with admira-
tion; while she for her part said she really thought they might
wait; it seemed to her he was not handsome any more—no, not
at all, quite the reverse ; and not clever, no, very stupid; and not
well bred, like Giglio; no, on the contrary, dreadfully vul

What, | cannot say, for King Valoroso roared out "Pooh,
stuff!" in aterrible voice. " We will have no more of this shilly-
shallying! Call the Archbishop, and let the Prince and Princess
be married offhand ! "

So, married they were, and | am sure for my part | trust they
will be happy.
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X1l

HOW BETSINDA FLED, AND WHAT BECAME OF HER

ETSINDA wandered on and on, till she passed through the
town gates and so on the great Crim Tartary road, the
very way on which Giglio too was going. " Ah!" thought
she, as the diligence passad her, of which the conductor was blowing
a delightful tune on his horn, " how | should like to be on that
coach!" But the coach and the jingling horses were very soon
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gone.  She little knew who was in it, though very likely she
was thinking of him all the time.

Then cane an empty cart, returning from market; and the
driver being a kind man, and seeing such a very pretty girl trudg-
ing dong the road with bare feet, most good-naturedly gave her
asa. He sad he lived on the confines of the forest, where his
old father was a woodman, and, if she liked, he would take her

so far on her road. All roads were the same to little Betsinda,
so0 she very thankfully took this one.

And the carter put a cloth round her bare feet, and gave her
some bread and cold bacon, and wes very kind to her. For all
that she was very cold and melancholy. When after travelling
on and on, evening cane and all the black pines were bending
with snow, and there, at last, was the comfortable light beaming
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in the woodman's windows; and so they arrived, and went into
his cottage. He was an old man, and had a number of children,
who were just at supper, with nice hot bread-and-milk, when their
elder brother arrived with the cart.  And they jumped and clapped
their hands; for they were good children; and he had brought
them toys from the town. And when they saw the pretty stranger,
they ran to her, and brought her to the fire, and rubbed her poor
little feet, and brought her bread-and-milk.

" Look, father!" they said to the old woodman, " look at this
poor girl, and se what pretty cold feet she has They are as
white as our milk! And look and se what an odd cloak she
hes, just like the bit of velvet that hangs up in our cupboard,
and which you found that day the little cubs were killed by
King Paddla, in the forest! And look, why, bless us all! she

hes got round her neck just such another little shoe as that you
grqought home, and have shown us so often—a little blue velvet
oel"

" What," said the old woodman, "what is all this about a shoe
and a cloak 7'

And Betsinda explained that she had bean left, when quite a
little child, at the town with this cloak and this shoe And the
persons who had taken care of her had—had been angry with her,
for no fault, she hoped, of her own. And they had sent her away
with her old clothes—and here, in fact, e was. She remem-
bered having been in a foret—and perhaps it was a dream—it
was 0 very odd and strange—having lived in a cave with lions
there; and, before that, having lived in a very, very fine house,
asfineas the King's, in the town.
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When the woodman heard this, he was so astonished, it was
quite curious to se how astonished he was. He went to his
cupboard, and took out of a stocking a five-shilling piece of King
Cavolfiore, and vowed it was exactly like the young woman. And
then he produced the shoe and the piece of velvet which he had
kept so long, and compared them with the things which Betsinda
wore. In Betsinda's little shoe was written, "Hopkins, maker to
the Royal Family"; so in the other shoe was written, " Hopkins,
maker to the Royal Family." In the inside of Betsinda's piece
of cloak was embroidered, " PRIN ROSAL ;" in the other piece of
cloak was embroidered " CESS BA. No. 246." So that when put
together you read, "PRINCESS ROSALBA. NO. 246."

On seeing this, the dear old woodman fell down on his knee,
saying: "0 my princess, 0 my gracious royal lady, O my rightful
Queen of Crim Tartary,—I hail thee—I acknowledge thee—I do
thee homage!" And in token of his fealty, he rubbed his venerable
nose three times on the ground, and put the Princesss foot on
his head.

"Why," said she, " my good woodman, you must be a noble-
man of my royal father's Court! " For in her lowly retreat, and
under the name of Betsinda, HER MAJESTY ROSALBA, Queen of
Crim Tartary, had read of the customs of all foreign courts and
nations.

"Marry, indeed am |, my gracious liege—the poor Lord
Spinachi, once—the humble woodman these fifteen years syne.
Ever since the tyrant Padella (may ruin overtake the treacherous
knave!) dismissed me from my post of First Lord."

"First Lord of the Toothpick and Joint Keeper of the Snuff-
box? | mind me! Thou heldest these posts under our royal Sire.
They are restored to thee, Lord Spinachi! | make thee knight of
the second class of our Order of the Pumpkin (the first class being
reserved for crowned heads alone). Rise, Marquis of Spinachi!"
And with indescribable majesty, the Queen, who had no sword
handy, waved the pewter spoon with which she had been taking
her bread-and-milk, over the bald head of the old nobleman, whose
tears absolutely made a puddle on the ground, and whose dear
children went to bed that night Lords and Ladies Bartolomeo,
Ubaldo, Catarina, and Ottavia degli Spinachi!

The acquaintance HER MAJESTY showed with the history, and
noble families of her empire, was wonderful. "The House of
Broccoli should remain faithful to us," she said; " they were ever
welcome at our Court. Have the Articiocchi, as was their wont,
turned to the Rising Sun? The family of Sauerkraut must sure
be with us—they were ever welcome in the halls of King Cavol-
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fiore" And so she went on enumerating quite a list of the nobility
and gentry of Crim Tartary, so admirably had her Mgesty profited
by her sudies while in exile.

The old Marquis of Spinachi said he could answer for them all;
that the whole country groaned under Padellds tyranny, and longed
to return to its rightful sovereign; and late as it was, he sent his
children, who knew the forest well, to summon this nobleman and
that; and when his ddest son, who had been rubbing the horse

down and giving him his supper, cane into the house for his own,
the Marquis told him to put his boots on, and a saddle on the mare,
and ride hither and thither to such and such people.

When the young man heard who his companion in the cart had
been, he too knelt down and put her royal foot on his head; he too
bedewed the ground with his tears; he was frantically in love with
her, as everybody now was who saw her: so were the young Lords
Bartolomeo and Ubaldo, who punched esch other's little heeds out
of jealousy; and s, when they cane from est and west at the
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summons of the Marquis degli Spinachi, were the Crim Tartar Lords
who still remained faithful to the House of Cavalfiore. They were
such very old gentlemen for the most part, that her Magjesty never
suspected their asurd passion, and went among them quite unaware
of the havoc her beauty was causing, until an old blind Lord who
had joined her party, told her what the truth was; after which, for
fear of making the people too much in love with her, she dways
wore aveil. She went about privately, from one nobleman's castle
to another: and they visited among themsdves again, and had
meetings, and composad proclamations and counter-proclamations,
and distributed all the best places of the kingdom amongst one
another, and sdected who of the opposition party should be executed
when the Queen came to her own. And soin about ayear they
were ready to move.

The party of Fidelity wasin truth composad of very feeble old
fogeys for the most part; they went about the country waving their
old swords and flags, and calling " God save the Queen !" and King
Padella happening to be absent upon an invasion, they had their
own way for a little, and to be sure the people were very en
thusiastic whenever they saw the Queen; otherwise the vulgar took
matters very quietly, for they said, as far as they could recollect,
they were pretty well as much taxed in Cavolfiores time, as now
in Paddlas.
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X111

HOW QUEEN ROSALBA CAME TO THE CASTLE OF THE
BOLD COUNT HOGGINARMO

ER MAJESTY, having indeed nothing else to give, made

all her followers Knights of the Pumpkin, and Marquises,

Earls, and Baronets; and they had a little court for her,
and made her a little crown of gilt paper, and a robe of cotton
velvet; and they quarrelled about the places to be given away
in her court, and about rank and precedence and dignities;—you
can't think how they quarrelled! The poor Queen was very tired
of her honours before she had had them a month, and | daresay
sighed sometimes even to be a lady's-rnaid again. But we must
all do our duty in our respective stations, so the Queen resigned
herself to perform hers.

We have said how it happened that none of the Usurper's
troops came out to oppose this Army of Fidelity: it pottered
along as nimbly as the gout of the principal commanders allowed:
it consisted of twice as many officers as soldiers: and at length
passed near the estates of one of the most powerful noblemen of
the country, who had not declared for the Queen, but of whom
her party had hopes, as he was always quarrelling with King
Padella.

When they came close to his park gates, this nobleman sent
to say he would wait upon her Majesty: he was a most powerful
warrior, and his name was Count Hogginarmo, whose helmet it
took two strong negroes to carry  He knelt down before her and
said, " Madam and liege lady! it becomes the great nobles of the
Crimean realm to show every outward sign of respect to the wearer
of the Crown, whoever that may be. We testify to our own
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nobility in acknowledging yours. The bold Hogglnarmo bends the
knee to the first of the aristocracy of his country.”

Rosaba said, " The bold Count of Hogginarmo was uncommonly
kind." But e felt afraid of him, even while he was kneeling,

it |l
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and his eyes scowled at her from between his whiskers, which
grew up to them.

"The first Count of the Empire, madam,” he went on, "salutes
the Sovereign. The Prince addressss himself to the not more



SURELY NOTHI NG COULD BE RUDER 293

noble lady! Madam, my hand is free, and | offer it, and my
heart and my sword to your servicel My three wives lie buried
in my ancestral vaults. The third perished but ayear since; and
this heart pines for a consort! Deign to be mine, and | swear to
bring to your bridal table the head of King Padella, the eyes and
nose of his son Prince Bulbo, the right hand and ears of the usurp-
ing Sovereign of Paflagonia, which country shall thenceforth be an
appanage to your—to onr Crown! Say yes; Hogginarmo is not
accustomed to be denied. Indeed | cannot contemplate the
possibility of a refusal; for frightful will be the result; dreadful
the murders; furious the devastations, horrible the tyranny;
tremendous the tortures, misery, taxation, which the people of this
realm will endure, if Hogginarmo's wrath be aroused! | se
consent in your Majesty's lovely eyes—their glances fill my soul
with rapture!”

"0 sir!" Rosaba said, withdrawing her hand in great fright.
"Your Lordship is exceedingly kind; but I am sorry to tell you
that | have a prior attachment to a young gentleman by the name
(ﬁf—Prince—Giglio—and never—never can marry any one but

im."

Who can describe Hogginarmo's wrath at thisremark1  Rising
up from the ground, he ground his teeth so that fire flashed out of
his mouth, from which at the same time issued remarks and language,
so loud, violent, and improper, that this pen shall never repeat
them! " R-r-r-r-r-r—Rejected 1 Fiends and perdition! The bold
Hogginarmo rejected! Al theworld shall hear of my rage; and you,
madam, you above all shall rueit!" And kicking the two negroes
before him, he rushed away, his whiskers streaming in the wind.

Her Majesty's Privy Council was in a dreadful panic when they
saw Hogginarmo issue from the royal presence in such a towering
rage, making footballs of the poor negroes—a panic which the events
justified. They marched off from Hogginarmo's park very crest-
fallen; and in another half-hour they were met by that rapacious
chieftain with a few of his followers, who cut,»slashed, charged,
whacked, banged, and pommelled amongst them, took the Queen
prisoner, and drove the Army of Fidelity to | don't know where.

Poor Queen ! Hogginarmo, her conqueror, would not condescend
to see her. " Get a horse-van !" he said to his grooms, " clap the
hussy into it, and send her, with my compliments, to his Majesty
King Padella."

Along with his lovely prisoner, Hogginarmo sent a letter full of
servile compliments and loathsome flatteries to King Padella, for
whose life, and that of his royal family, the hypocritical humbug
pretended to offer the most fulsome prayers. And Hogginarmo
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promised speedily to pay his humble homege at his august madter's
throne, of which he begged leave to be counted the most loyal and
constant defender.  Such awary old bird as King Padella was not
to be caught by Master Hogginarmo's chaff, and we shall hear
presently how the tyrant treated his upstart vassd. No, no;
depend on't, two such rogues do not trust one another.

So this poor Queen was laid in the straw like Margery Daw,
and driven dongin the dark ever so many miles to the Court, where
King Padella had now arrived, having vanquished all his enemies,
murdered most of them, and brought some of the richest into
captivity with him for the purpose of torturing them and finding
out where they had hidden their money.
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Rosalba heard their shrieks and groans in the dungeon in which
she was thrust; a mogt awful black hole, full of bats rats, mice, toads,
frogs mosquitoes bugs fleas serpents and every kind of horror. No
light was let into it, otherwise the gaders might have ssn her and

fallen in love with her, as an owl that lived up in the roof of the
tower did, and a cat, you know, who can se in the dark, and
having st its grem eyes on Rosalba, never could be got to go back
to the turnkey's wife to whom it bedonged. And the toads in the
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dungeon came and kissed her fed, and the vipers wound round
her neck and arms, and never hurt her, so charming was this poor
Princess in the midst of her misfortunes.

At lagt, after she had been kept in this place ever so long, the
door of the dungeon opened, and the terrible KING PADELLA
care in.

But what he said and did must be reserved for another chapter,
as we must now go back to Prince Giglio.
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X1V
WHAT BECAME OF GIGLIO

HE idea of marrying such an old creature as Grufiauuff,

frightened Prince Giglio so, that he ran up to his room,

packed his trunks, fetched in a couple of porters, and was
off' to the diligence office in a twinkling.

It was well that he was so quick in his operations, did not
dawdle over his luggage, and took the early coach, for as soon as
the mistake about Prince Bulbo was found out, that cruel Glumboso
sent up a couple of policemen to Prince Giglio's room, with orders
that he should be carried to Newgate, and his head taken off be-
fore twelve o'clock. But the coach was out of the Pafiagonian
dominions before two o'clock; and | daresay the express that was
sent after Prince Giglio did not ride very quick, for many people
in Paflagonia had a regard for Giglio, as the son of their old
sovereign; a Prince who, with all his weaknesses, was very much
better than his brother, the usurping, lazy, careless, passionate,
tyrannical, reigning monarch. That Prince bgsied himself with
the balls, fetes, masguerades, hunting-parties, and so forth, which
he thought proper to give on occasion of his daughter's marriage to
Prince Bulbo; and let us trust was not sorry in his own heart that
his brother's son had escaped the scaffold.

It was very cold weather, and the snow was on the ground, and
Giglio, who gave his name as simple Mr. Giles, was very glad to
get a comfortable place on the coupd of the diligence, where he sat
with the conductor and another gentleman. At the first stage from
Blombodinga, as they stopped to change horses, there came up to
the diligence a very ordinary, vulgar-looking woman, with a bag
under her arm, who asked for a place. All the inside places were

9 ' 2F
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taken, and the young woman was informed that if she wished to
travel, she must go upon the roof; and the passenger inside with
Giglio (a rude person, | should think), put his head out of the
window, and said, " Nice weather for travelling outside! | wish

you a pleasant journey, my dear." The poor woman coughed very
much, and Giglio pitied her. "I will give up my place to her,"
sys he "rather than she should travel in the cold air with that
horrid cough." On which the vulgar traveller said, " You'd keep
her warm, | am sure, if it's a muff she wants." On which Giglio
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pulled his nose, boxed his ears hit him in the eye and gave this
vulgar person a warning never to call him muff again.

Then he sprang up gaily on to the roof of the diligence, and
made himself very comfortable in the straw. The vulgar traveller
got down a the next station, and Giglio took his place again, and
talked to the person next to him. She gopeared to be a most
agreeble, well-informed, and entertaining femae. They travelled
together till night, and she gave Giglio all sorts of things out of
the bag which she carried, and which indeed seamed to contain
the most wonderful collection of articles. He was thirsty—out
there came a pint bottle of Basss pde de and a silver mug!
Hungry—she took out a cold fowl, some dices of ham, bread,

N

sdt, and a most delicious piece of cold plum-pudding, and a little
glass of brandy afterwards.

As they travelled, this plain-looking, queer woman talked to
Giglio on a variety of subjects, in which the poor Prince showed
his ignorance as much as se did her capacity. He owned, with
many blushes, how ignorant he was, on which the lady said,
"My dear Gigl—my good Mr. Giles, you are a young man, and
have plenty of time before you. You have nothing to do but to
improve yoursdlf. Who knows but that you may find use for
your knowledge some day| When—when you may be wanted
a home, as some people may be.”

" Good heavens, madam !" says he, " do you know me 7'

"1 know a number of funny things," says the lady. "1 have
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been at some peoples christenings, and turned away from other
folks doors. | have seen some people spoilt by good fortune,
and others, as | hope, improved by hardship. | advise you
to stay at the town where the coach stops for the night. Stay
{(herde"and study, and remember your old friend to whom you were
Ind.

" And who is my old friend ?" asked Giglio.

" When you want anything,” says the lady, " look in this bag,
which | leave to you as a present, and be grateful to——"

" To whom, madam ?" says he.

"To the Fairy Blackstick," says the lady, flying out of the
window. And when Giglio asked the conductor if he knew where
the lady was ?

"What lady?" says the man; "there has been no lady in
this coach, except the old woman, who got out at the last stage"
And Giglio thought he had been dreaming. But there was the
bag which Blackstick had given him lying on his lap; and when
he came to the town he took it in his hand and went into the inn.

They gave him a very bad bedroom, and Giglio, when he woke
in the morning, fancying himself in the Koyal Palace at home,
called, " John, Charles, Thomas! My chocolate—my dressing-
gown—my dlippers;" but nobody came. There was no bell, so
he went and bawled out for the waiter on the top of the stairs.

The landlady came up, looking—looking like this—

" What are you a hollering and a bellaring for here, young man ?"
saysshe.
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" There's no warm water—no servants : my boots are not even
cleaned.”

"He, he! Clean 'em yourself," says the landlady. " You
young students give yourselves pretty airs. | never heard such
impudence.”

"1 "1l quit the house thisinstant,” says Giglio.

"The sooner the better, young man.  Pay your bill and be
off. All my rooms is wanted for gentlefolks, and not for such
as you."

"You may well keep the Bear Inn," said Giglio. " You should
have yourself painted as the sign."

The landlady of the Bear went away growling. And Giglio
returned to his room, where the first thing he saw was the fairy
bag lying on the table, which seemed to give a little hop as he
came in.

"1 hope it has some breakfast in it," says Giglio, " for | have
only avery little money left."

But on opening the bag, what do you think was there? A
blacking-brush and a pot of Warren's jet, and on the pot was
written—

" Poor young men their boots must black:
Use mo and cork me and put me back."

So Giglio laughed and blacked his boots, and put back the brush
and the bottle into the bag.

When he had done dressing himself, the bag gave another little
hop, and he went to it and took out—

1. A tablecloth and a napkin.

2. A sugar-basin full of the best loaf-sugar.

4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, and a pair

of sugar-tongs, and a butter knife, all marked G.

11, 12, 13. A teacup, saucer, and slop-basin.

14. A jug full of delicious cream.

15. A canister with black tea and green.

16. A large tea-urn and boiling water.

17. A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done.

18. A quarter of a pound of best Epping butter.

19. A brown loaf.

And if he hadn't enough now for a good breakfast, | should like
to know who ever had one?

Giglio, having had his breakfast, popped all the things back into
the bag, and went out looking for lodgings. | forgot to say that this
celebrated university town was called Bosforo.
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He took a modest lodging opposite the Schools, paid his bill at
theinn, and went to his apartment with histrunk, carpet-bag, and
not forgetting, we may be sure, his other bag.

When he opened histrunk, which the day before he had filled
-

with his best clothes, he found it contained only books. And in
the first of them which he opened there was written—

" Clothes for the back, books for the head;
Read, and remember them when they areread."

And in his bag, when Giglio looked init, he found a student's cap
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and gown, a writing-book full of paper, an inkstand, pens, and a
Johnson's dictionary, which was very useful to him, as his spelling
had been sadly neglected.

So he sat down and worked away, very, very hard for a
whole year, during which " Mr. Giles" was quite an example to
all the students in the University of Bosforo. He never got
into any riots or disturbances. The Professors all spoke well of
him, and the students liked him too; so that, when at Examina-
tions he took all the prizes, viz. :—

The Spelling Prize The French Prize
The Writing Prize The Arithmetic Prize
The History Prize The Latin Prize

The Catechism Prize The Good Conduct Prize,

all his fdlow-students said, " Hurray! Hurray for Giles! Giles
is the boy—the sudent's joy! Hurray for Giles!" And he
brought quite a quantity of medals, crowns, books and tokens of
distinction home to his lodgings.

One day after the Examinations, as he was diverting him-
sf at a ooffeehouse with two friends—(Did | tell you that
in his bag, every Saturday night, he found just enough to pay
his bills, with a guinea over, for pocket-money? Didn't | tell
you? Well, he did, as sure as twice twenty makes forty-five)—
he chanced to look in the Bosforo Chronicle, and read off quite
easly (for he could spell, read, and write the longest words now)
the following:—

"ROMANTIC CIRCUMSTANCE.—One of the most extraordinary
adventures that we have ever heard has set the neighbouring
country of Crim Tartary in a state of great excitement.

"1t will be remembered that when the present revered
sovereign of Crim Tartary, his Majesty King Padella, took
posssson of the throne, after having vanquished, in the
terrific battle of Blunderbusco, the late King Cavolfiore, that
Princés only child, the Princess Rosalba, was not found in
the royal palace, of which King Padella took possesson, and,
it was said, had strayed into the forest (being abandoned by
all her attendants), where she had been eaten up by those
ferocious lions, the last pair of which were captured some time
snce, and brought to the Tower, after killing several hundred
persons.

"His Majesty King Padella, who has the kindest heart in
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the world, was grieved at the accident which had occurred to the
harmless little Princess, for whom his Majesty's known benevolence
would certainly have provided a fitting establishment. But her
death seemed to be certain. The mangled remains of a cloak,
and a little shog, were found in the forest, during a hunting-party,
in which the intrepid sovereign of Orim Tartary dew two of the
lions cubs with his own spear. And these interesting relics of
an innocent little creature were carried home and kept by their
finder, the Baron Spinachi, formerly an officer in Gavolfiore's house
hold. The Baron was disgraced in consequence of his known
legitimist opinions, and has lived for some timp, in the humble
capacity of a woodcutter, in a forest on the outskirts of the King-
dom of Crim Tartary.

"Last Tuesday week Baron Spinachi and a number of
gentlemen attached to the former dynasty, appeared in arms,
crying, ' God save Rosalba, the First Queen of Crim Tartary!
and surrounding a lady whom report dexribes as beautiful
exceedingly. Her history may be authentic, is certainly most
romantic.

"The personage calling herself Rosalba states that she was
brought out of the forest, fifteen years dnce by a lady in a car
drawn by dragons (this account is certainly improbable), that
she was left in the Palace Garden of Blombodinga, where her
Royal Highness the Princess Angelica, now married to his
Royal Highness Bulbo, Grown Prince of Crim Tartary, found
the child, and, with that elegant benevolence which has always
digtinguished the heiress of the throne of Paflagonia, gave the
little outcast a shelter and a home!  Her parentage not being
known, and her garb very humble, the foundling was educated
in the Palace in a menial capacity, under the name of
Betsinda.

"She did not give satisfaction, and was dismissed, carrying
with her, certainly, part of a mantle and a shoe which she
had on when firsg found. According to her statement she
quitted Blombodinga about a year ago, dnce which time she
has been with the Spinachi family. On the very same morning
the Prince Giglio, nephew to the King of Paflagonia, a young
Prince whose character for talent and order were, to say truth,
none of the highest, also quitted Blombodinga, and has not been
since heard of!"

"What an extraordinary story!" said Smith and Jones, two
young students, Giglio's especial friends.
" Ha! what istips?" Giglio went on, reading:
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"SECOND EDITION, EXPRESS.—We hear that the troop, under
Baron Spinachi has been surrounded, and utterly routed, by
General Count Hogginarmo, and the soi-distant Princess is sent
a prisoner to the capital.

"UNIVERSITY NEWS. — Yesterday, at the Schools the dis
tinguished young student, Mr. Giles, read a Latin oration,
and was complimented by the Chancedlor of Bosforo, Doctor
Prugnaro, with the highest University honour — the wooden
spoon.”

" Never mind that stuff," says Giles, greatly disturbed. " Come
home with me, my friends. Gallant Smith! intrepid Jones!
friends of my studies—partakers of my academic toils—I have
that to tell shall astonish your honest minds."

" Goit, old boy! " cried the impetuous Smith.

" Talk away, my buck ! " says Jones, a lively fellow.

With an air of indescribable dignity, Giglio checked their
natural, but no more seemly, familiarity. "Jones, Smith, my
good friends" said the PRINCE, "disguise is henceforth usdess;
I am no more the humble student Giles, | am the descendant of
aroyal line"

" Atavis edite regibus, | know, old co——," cried Jones. He
was going to say old cock, but a flash from TIIE ROYAL EYE again
awed him.

"Friends," continued the Prince, "I am that Giglio, | am
in fact Pailagonia. Rise, Smith, and kneel not in the public
street.  Jones, thou true heart! My faithless uncle, when |
was a baby, filched from me that brave crown my father left
me, bred me all young and cardess of my rights, like unto
hapless Hamlet, Prince of Denmark; and had | any thoughts
about my wrongs, soothed me with promises of near redress. |
should epouse his daughter, young Angelica; we two indeed
should reign in Pailagonia. His words wera false—false as
Angedlica’'s heart!—false as Angdica's hair, colour, front teeth !
She looked with her skew eyes upon young Bulbo, Crim Tar-
tary's stupid heir, and she preferred him. 'Twas then | turned
ray eyes upon Betsinda—Rosalba, as she now is. And | saw in
her the blushing sum of all perfection; the pink of maiden
modesty; the nymph that my fond heart had ever woo'd in
dreams" &c. &c.

(I don't give this speech, which was very fine, but very long;
and though Smith and Jones knew nothing about the circumstances,
my dear reader does so | go on.)
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The Prince and his young friends hastened home to his apart-
ment, highly excited by the intelligence, as no doubt by the
royal narrator's admirable manner of recounting it; and they
ran up to his room where he had worked so hard at his
books.

On his writing-table was his bag, grown so long that the Prince
could not help remarkingit. Hewent to it, opened it, and what
do you think hefound init1l

A splendid long, gold-handled, red-velvet-scabbarded, cut-and-
thrust sword, and on the sheath was embroidered " ROSALBA FOR
EVER!"

He drew out the sword, which flashed and illuminated the
whole room, and called out " Rosalba for ever!" Smith and Jones
following him, but quite respectfully this time, and taking the time
from his Royal Highness.

And now his trunk opened with a sudden pong, and out there
came three ostrich feathersin a gold crown, surrounding a beautiful
shining steedl helmet, a cuirass, a pair of spurs, finally a complete
suit of armour.

The books on Giglio's shdves were all gone  Where there
had been some great dictionaries, Giglio's friends found two
pairs of jack-boots labelled, "Lieutenant Smith," Jones,
Esg.," which fitted them to a nicety. Beddes there were helmets,
back- and breast-plates, swords, & c, just like in Mr. G. P. JE
Jamess novels; and that evening three cavaliers might have been
seen issuing from the gates of Bodforo, in whom the porters,
proctors, &c., never thought of recognisng the young Prince and
his friends.

They got horses at a livery stable-keeper's, and never drew
bridle until they reached the last town on the frontier before you
come to Orim Tartary. Here, as their animals were tired, and
the cavaliers hungry, they stopped and refreshed at an hostel. |
could make a chapter of this if | were like some writers, but |
like to cram ray measure tight down, you s, and give you a great
deal for your money, and, in a word, they had some bread and
cheese and ale upstairs 0% the balcony of the inn. Asthey were
drinking, drums and trumpets sounded nearer and nearer, the
market-place was filled with soldiers, and his Royal Highness
looking forth, recognised tho Paflagonian banners, and the Pafla-
gonian national air which the bands were playing.

The troops all made for tho tavern at once, and as they
came up Giglio exclaimed, on beholding their leader, "Whom
dol ¢ ? Yes! No! Itis itis! Phoo! No,itcan'tbe!l Yesl
it is my friend, my gallant faithful veteran, Captain Hedzoff!
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Ho! Hedzoffl Knowest thou not thy Prince, thy Giglio? Good
Corporal, methinks we once were friends. Ha, sergeant, an
my memory saves me right, we have had many a bout at
singlestick."

"F faith, we have, a many, good my lord,” says the s-
geant.

"Tell me, what means this mighty armament,” continued
his Royal Highness from the balcony, "and whither march my
Paflagonians 7'

Hedzoffs head fell. " My lord,” he said, "we march as the
allies of great Padella, Orim Tartary's monarch."

"Crim Tartary's usurper, gallant Hedzoff! Crim Tartary's
grim tyrant, honest Hedzoff!" said the Prince, on the balcony,
quite sarcagtically.

" A soldier, Prince, must needs obey his orders. mine are to
help his Majesty Padella. And also (though alack that | should
say it!) to seize wherever | should light upon him——"

" First catch your hare! ha, Hedzoff!" exclaimed his Royal

Highness.
"—On the body of Giglio, whilome Prince of Paflagonia,”
Hedzoff went on, with indescribable emotion. " My Prince, give

up your sword without ado. Look! we are thirty thousand men
to one!"

" Give up my sword! Giglio give up his sword!" cried the
Prince; and stepping well forward on to the balcony, the royal
youth, without preparation, delivered a spesth so magnificent,
that no report can do justice to it. It was all in blank verse
(in which, from this time, he invariably spoke, as more becoming
his majestic station). It lasted for three days and three nights,
during which not a single person who heard him was tired, or
remarked the difference between daylight and dark. The soldiers
only cheering tremendously, when occasionally, once in nine hours,
the Prince paused to suck an orange, which OPQS took out of
the bag. He explained, in terms which we say."'$ shall not
attempt to convey, the whole history of the previous *nsaction,
and his determination not only not to give up hib sword,
but to asume his rightful crown; and at the end of this
extraordinary, this truly gigantic effort, Captain Hedzoff flung
up his helmet, and cried, " Hurray! Hurrav! Long live King
Giglio!"

Such were the consequences of having employed his time well
at College!

When the excitement had ceased, beer was ordered out for the
army, and their sovereign himself did not disdain a little! And
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now it was with some alarm that Captain Hedzoff told him his
division was only the advanced guard of the Paflagonian contingent,
hastening to King Padellds aid. The main force being a day's
march in the rear under his Roya Highness Prince Bulbo.

"We will wait here, good friend, to beat the Prince” his
Majesty said, " and then will make his royal Father wince."
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XV
WE RETURN TO ROSALBA

ING PADELLA made very similar proposals to Rosalba to
those which she had received from the various Princes who,
as we have seen, had fallen in love with her. His Majesty

was a widower, and offered to marry his fair captive that instant,
but she declined his invitation in her usual polite gentle manner,
stating that Prince Giglio was her love, and that any other union
was out of the question. Having tried tears and supplications in
vain, this violent-tempered monarch menaced her with threats and
tortures; but she declared she would rather suffer all these than
accept the hand of her father's murderer, who left her finally,
uttering tho most awful imprecations, and bidding her prepare for
death on the following morning.

All night long the King spent in advising how he should get
rid of this obdurate young creature. Cutting off her head was
much too easy a death for her; hanging was so common in his
Majesty's dominions that it no longer afforded him any sport:
finally, he bethought himself of a pair of fierce lions which had
lately been sent to him as presents, and he determined, with these
ferocious brutes, to hunt poor Rosalba down. Adjoining his castle
was an amphitheatre where the Prince indulged in bull-baiting,
rat-hunting, and other ferocious sports. The two lions were kept
in a cage under this place; their roaring might be heard over the
whole city, the inhabitants of which, | am sorry to say, thronged
in numbers to see a poor young lady gobbled up by two wild
beasts.

The King took Jus place in the royal box, having the officers
of the Court around and the Count Hogginarmo by his side, upon

9 2a
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whom his Majesty was ocbsarved to look very fiercdy; the fact is
royal gies had told the monarch of Hogginarmo's behaviour, his
proposals to Rosalba, and his dfer to fight for the crown.  Black
as thunder looked King Paddla at this proud noble, as they sat in

the front seats of the theatre waiting to se the tragedy whereof
poor Rosalba was to be the heroine

At length that Princess was brought out in her night-gown,
with all her beautiful hair falling domn her back, and looking so
pretty that even the bedf-eaters and kepers of the wild animals
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wept plentifully at seeng her. And she walked with her poor
little feet (only luckily the arena was covered with sawdust), and
went and leaned up againg a great done in the centre of the
amphitheatre, round which the Court and the people were seeted
in boxes, with bars before them, for fear of the great, fierce, red-
maned, black-throated, long-tailed, roaring, bellowing, rushing lions.
And now the gates were opened, and with a wurrawarrurawarar
two great lean, hungry, roaring lions rushed out of their den,
where they had been kept for three weeks on nothing but alittle
toagt-and-water, and dashed straight up to the stone where poor

Rosdba was waiting. Commend her to your patron saints, all
you kind people, for she is in a dreadful state.

There was a hum and a buzz all through the circus, and the
fierce King Paddlla even felt a little compasson. But Count-
Hogginarmo seeted by his Majesty, roared out ".Hurray! Now
for it! Soososo " that nobleman being uncommonly angry
still at Rosdbds refusa of him.

But O drange event! 0 remarkable circumstance! 0O ex-
traordinary coincidence, which | am sure none of you could by any
possibility have divined! When the lions came to Rosalba, instead



312 I'LL KEEP CLEAR WHEN LIONS SUP:

of devouring her with their great teeth, it was with kisses they
gobbled her up! They licked her pretty feet, they nuzzled their
nosss in her lap, they moo'd, they seemed to say, "Dear, dear
sser, don't you recollect your brothers in the forest?* And
she put her pretty white arms round their tawny necks, and
kissed them.

King Padella was immensdly astonished. The Count Hoggi-
narmo was extremely disgusted. " Pooh I" the Count cried.
" Gammon!" exclaimed his lordship. " These lions are tame
beasts come from Wombwell's or Astley's. It is a shame to put
people off in this way. | believe they are little boys dressed up
in door-mats. They are no lions at all."

"Ha!" said the King, " you dare to say ' gammon' to your
sovereign, do you? These lions are no lions at all, aren't they?
Ho, my beef-eaterst Ho! my bodyguard! Take this Count
Hogginarmo and fling him into the circus! Give him a sword and
buckler, let him keep his armour on, and his weather-eye out, and
fight these lions."

The haughty Hogginarmo laid down his opera-glass, and looked
scowling round at the King and his attendants. " Touch me not,
dogs! " he said, " or by St. Nicholas the Elder, | will gore you!
Your Majesty thinks Hogginarmo is afraid? No, not of a hundred
thousand lions! Follow me down into the circus, King Padella,
and match thyself against one of yon brutes. Thou darest not.
Let them both come on, then !"

And opening a grating of the box, he jumped lightly down
into the circus.

Wurra wurra wurra wur-aw-aw-aw !!!
In about two minutes
The Count Hogginarmo was
GOBBLED UP
by
those lions,
bones, boots, and all,
and
There was an
End of him.

At this, the King said, " Serve him right, the rebellious ruffian!
And now, as those lions won't eat that young woman !
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" Let her offl—let her off!" cried the crowd.

"NO!" roared the King. " Let the becf-eaters go down
and chop her into small pieces. If the lions defend her, let
the archers shoot them to death. That hussy shall die in

tortures!"

" A-a-ah!" cried the crowd. " Shame! shame!"

" Who dares cry out shame ?" cried the furious potentate (so
little can tyrants command their passons). " Fling any scoundre

who says a word down among the lions !"

| warrant you there was a dead slence then, which was
broken by a Pahg arang pang pangkarangpang;, and a Knight
and a Herald rode in at the farther end of the circus. The Knight,
in full armour, with hisvizor up, and bearing a letter on the point
of his lance.

"Hal!l" exclaimed the King, " by my fay, 'tis Elephant and
Castle, pursuivant of my brother of Paflagonia; and the Knight,
an my memory serves me, is the gallant Captain Hedzoff! What
news from Paflagonia, gallant HedzofH Elephant and Castle,
beshrew me, thy trumpeting must have made thee thirsty. What
will my trusty herald like to drink ?"

"Bespeaking first safe conduct, from your Lordship,” said
Captain Hedzoff, "before we take a drink of anything, permit us
to deliver our King's message”

"My lordship, ha!" sad Crim Tartary, frowning terri-
fically. " That title soundeth strange in the anointed ears of a
crowned King.  Straightway speak out your message, Knight and
Herald!"

Reining up his charger in a most degant manner dose under
the King's balcony, Hedzoff turned to the herald, and bade him
begin.

Elephant and Castle, dropping histrumpet over hisshoulder, took
a large sheet of paper out of his hat, and began to read :—

"0 Yesl O Yes! 0 Yes! Know all mtn by these presents,
that we, Giglio, King of Paflagonia, Grand Duke of
Gappadocia, Sovereign Prince of Turkey and the Sausage
Idands, having assumed our rightful throne and title, long
time falsely borne by our usurping Uncle, styling himself
King of Paflagonia- "

"Ha!" growled Padella.

" Hereby summon the false traitor, Padella, calling himself
King of Grim Tartary- !
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The King's cursss were dreadful. " Go on, Elephant and
Castle " said the intrepid Hedzoff.

"—To release from cowardly imprisonment his liege lady
and rightful Sovereign, ROSALBA, Queen of Crim Tartary,
and restore her to her royal throne: in default of which,
I, Giglio, proclaim the said Padella, sneak, traitor, humbug,
usurper, and coward. | challenge him to meet me, with
fists or with pistols, with battle-axe or sword, with blunder-
buss or singlestick, alone or at the head of his army, on foot
or on horseback ; and will prove my words upon his wicked
ugly body I "

"God save the King!" said Captain HedzofF, executing a
demivolte, two semilunes, and three caracols.

"Is that all ?" said Padella, with the terrific calm of concen-
trated fury.

"That, sr, is all my royal maser's message. Here is his
Majesty's letter in autograph, and here is his glove, and if any
gentleman of Crim Tartary chooss to find fault with his Majesty's
expressions, |, Kutasoff Hedzoff, Captain of the Guard, am very
much at his service and he waved his lance, and looked at the
assembly all round.

" And what says my good brother of Paflagonia, my dear son's
father-in-law, to this rubbish ?* asked the King.

" The King's uncle hath been deprived of the crown he unjustly
wore'! said Hedzoff gravely. " He and his ex-minister, Glumboso,
are now in prison waiting the sentence of my royal master. After
the battle of Bombardaro——"

" Of what ?" asked the surprised Padella.

" Of Bombardaro, where my liege, his present Majesty, would
have performed prodigies of valour, but that the whole of his
unce's army came over to our sde, with the exception of Prince
Bulbo."

"Ah! my boy, my boy, my Bulbo was no traitor!" cried
Padella.

" Prince Bulbo, far from coming over'to us, ran away, sir; but
| caught him. The Prince is a prisoner in our army, and the most
terrific tortures await him if a hair of the Princess Rosalba's head is
iiyured."

"Do they?" exclaimed the furious Padella, who was now
perfectly livid with rage. " Do they indeed? So much the worse
for Bulbo, I've twenty sons as lovely each as Bulbo. Not one but



STILL WOULD POOR ROSALBA MARTYR 315

is as fit to reign as Bulbo. Whip, whack, flog, starve, rack, punish,
torture Bulbo—»break all his bones—roast him or flay him alive—
pull all his pretty teeth out one by one! but justly dear as Bulbo
Is to me—Joy of my eyes, fond treasure of my soul!—Ha, ha, ha,
ha! revenge is dearer still. Ho! torturers, rack-men, executioners
—light up the fires and make the pincers hot! get lots of boiling
lead!—Bring out ROSALBA !"
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XVl

HOW HEDZOFF RODE BACK AGAIN TO KING GIGLIO

PTAIN HEDZOFF rode away when King Padella uttered
this cruel command, having done his duty in delivering the
messege with which his royal master had entrusted him.  Of

course he was very sorry for Rosdba, but what could he do ?
So he returned to King Giglio's camp, and found the young
monarch in a disturbed state of mind, smoking cigars in the royal
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tent. His Majesty's agitation was not appeased by the news that
was brought by hisambassador. " The brutal ruthless ruffian royal
wretch!" Giglio exclaimed. "As England's poesy has well re-
marked, ' The man that lays hishand upon a woman, savein the
way of kindness, isa villain." Ha, Hedzoff?"

" That heis, your Majesty," said the attendant.

"And didst thou se her flung into the 0il? and didn't the
soothing oil—the emollient oil, refuse to boil, good Hedzoff—and to
spail the fairest lady ever eyes did look on ?"

" Faith, good my liege, | had no heart to look and se a
beauteous lady boiling down; | took your royal message to
Padella, and bore his back to you. | told him you would hold
Prince Bulbo answerable. He only said that he had twenty sons
as good as Bulbo, and forthwith he bade the ruthless executioners
proceed.”

"0 cruel father—O unhappy son!" cried the King. " Go,
some of you, and bring Prince Bulbo hither."

Bulbo was brought in chains, looking very uncomfortable.
Though a prisoner, he had been tolerably happy, perhaps because
his mind was at rest, and all the fighting was over, and he was
playing at marbles with his guards, when the King sent for him.

" Oh, my poor Bulbo," said his Majesty, with looks of infinite
compasson, "hast thou heard the news?" (for you se Giglio
wanted to break the thing gently to the Prince), "thy brutal
fé:ltr?gr h:’:\s condemned Rosalba—p-p-p-ut her to death, P-p-p-prince

ulpo!

" What, Kkilled Betsinda! Boo-hoo-hoo," cried out Bulbo.
" Betsinda! pretty Betsinda! dear Betsinda! She was the dearest
little girl in the world. | love her better twenty thousand times
even than Angelica," and he went on expressing his grief in so
hearty and unaffected a manner, that the King was quite touched
by it, and said, shaking Bulbo's hand, that he wished he had known
Bulbo sooner.

Bulbo, quite unconscioudy, and meaning for- the best, offered to
come and sit with his Majesty, and smoke a cigar with him, and
console him.  The royal kindness supplied Bulbo with a cigar; he
had not had one he said, snce he was taken prisoner.

And now think what must have been the fedings of the most
merciful of monarch’, when he informed his prisoner that, in
consequence of King Padela'a cruel and dastardly behaviour to
Rosalba, Prince Bulbo must instantly be executed! The noble
Giglio could not restrain his tears, nor could the Grenadiers, nor the
officers, nor could Bulbo himsdf, when the matter was explained to
him, and he was brought to understand that his Majesty's promise,
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of coursg was above every thing, and Bulbo mug submit.  So poor
Bulbo was led out, Hedzoff trying to consde him, by pointing out
that if he had won the battle of Bombardaro, he might have hanged
Prince Giglio. " Yes! But that is no comfort to me now!" said
poar Bulbo; nor indeed was it, poar fellow!

He was told the busness would be done the next morning at
eght, and was taken badk to his dungeon, where every attention

was paid to him. The gade'swife st him tea, and the turnkey's
daughter begged him to write his name in her album, where a many
gentlemen had wrote it on like occasond ", Bother your album!™
sys Bulbo. The Undertaker came and meesured him for the
handsomes  aoffin which money could buy: even this didn't congde
Bulbo. The Cook brought him dishes which he once usd to like;
but he wouldn't touch them: he sat down and began writing an
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adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept aways ticking, and the hands
drawing nearer to next morning.  The Barber came in a night, and
offered to shave him for the next day. Prince Bulbo kicked him
a/va{, and went on writing a few words to Princess Angelica, as the
clock kept aways ticking, and the hands hopping nearer and neerer
to next morning.  He got up on the top of a hat-box, on the top of
a chair, on the top of his bed, on the top of his table, and looked

out to s whether he might excape as the clock kept aways ticking
and the hands drawing nearer, and nearer, and nearer.

But looking out of the window was one thing, and jumping
another: and the town clock struck sseven.  So he got into bed for
a little deep, but the geoler came and woke him, and said, " Git
up, your Koya Ighness, if you pleasg, it's ten minutes to eight”

So poor Bulbo got up: he had gone to bed in his clothes (the
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lazy boy), and he shook himsdf, and sad he didn't mind about
dresing, or having any breskfedt, thank you; and he saw the
oldiers who had come for him. " Lead on!" he said; and they
led the way, deeply affected; and they care into the courtyard,
and out into the syuare, and there was King Giglio come to take
leave of him, and his Mgesty mogt kindly shook hands with him,
and the gloomy procession marched on:—when hark!

Haw—wurraw—wurraw—aworr!

A roar of wild beests was heard. And who should come riding
into the town, frightening away the boys, and even the beedle and
policemen, but ROSALBA !

The fact is, that when Captain Hedzoff entered into the court
of Shgpdragon Cadile, and weas discoursing with King Paddla, the
Lions made a dash @ the open gate, gobbled up the six bedf-edars
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in ajiffy, and away they went with Rosalba on the back of one of
them, and they carried her, turn and turn about, till they came to
the city where Prince Giglio's army was encamped.

When the KING heard of the QUEEN'S arrival, you may think
how he rushed out of his breskfag-room to hand her Majesty off

her Lion! The Lionswere grown as fat as Pigs now, having eaten
Hogginarmo and all those bed-esters and were 0 tame, anybody
might pat them.

While Giglio knelt (mogt gracefully) and hdped the Princess
Bulbo, for his part, rushed up and kised the Lion. Heffung his
arms round the fores monarch; he hugged him, and laughed and



322  KISSINGS, HUGGINGS, BILLINGS, COOINGS

cried forjoy. " 0 you darling old besdt, oh, how glad | am to s
you, and the dear, dear Bets—that is, Kosalba."

"What, is it you? poor Bulbo!" said the Queen. "Oh, how
glad amto seyou!" and she gave him her hand to kiss. King
Giglio dapped him most kindly on the back, and said, " Bulbo, my
boy, | am delighted, for your sske, that her Majesty has arrived.”

"So am |," sid Bulbo; "and you know why" Captain
Hedzoff here came up. "Sire, it is hdf-past eight: shal we
proceed with the execution ?'

"Execution! what for?" asked Bulbo.

"An officer only knows his orders," replied Captain Hedzoff,
showing his warrant, on which his Majesty King Giglio smilingly
said, "Prince Bulbo is reprieved this time," and most graciously
invited him to breskfast.
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XVII

HOW A TREMENDOUS BATTLE TOOK PLACE, AND
WHO WON IT

S soon as King Padella heard, what we know already, that his

victim, the lovely Rosalba, had escaped him, his Majesty's

k fury knew no bounds, and he pitched the Lord Chancellor,
Lord Chamberlain, and every officer of the Crown whom he could
st eyes on, into the caldron of boiling oil prepared for the
Princess. Then he ordered out fiis whole army, horse, foot, and
artillery; and set forth at the head of an innumerable hog, and
| should think twenty thousand drummers, trumpeters, and fifers.

King Giglio's advanced guard, you may be sure, kept that
monarch acquainted with the enemy's dealings, and he was in no
wise disconcerted. He was much too polite to alarm the Princess,
his lovely guest, with any unnecessary rumours of battles impend-
ing; on the contrary, he did everything to amuse and divert her;
gave her a most degant breakfast, dinner, lunch, and got up a
ball for her that evening, when he danced with her every single
dance.

Poor Bulbo was taken into favour again, and allowed to go
quite free now. He had new clothes given him, was called " My
good cousin” by his Majesty, and was treated with the greatest
distinction by everybody. But it was easy to se he was very
melancholy. The fact is, the sight of Betsinda, who looked per-
fectly lovely in an elegant new dress set poor Bulbo frantic in love
with her again. And he never thought about Angelica, now
Princess Bulbo, whom he had left at home, and who, as we know,
did not care much about him.

The King, dancing the twenty-fifth polka with Rosalba, re-

9 2 H
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marked with wonder the ring she wore; and then Rosdba told
him how she had got it from Gruffanuff, who no doubt had picked
it up when Angelicaflung it away.

"Yes," sys the Fairy Blackstick, who had come to se
the young people, and who had very likely certain plans regard-
ing them. "That ring | gave the Queen, Giglio's mother, who
was not, saving your presence, a very wise woman; it is
enchanted, and whoever wears it looks beautiful in the eyes
of the world. | mede poor Prince Bulbo, when he wes
christened, the present of a rose which made him look hand-
ome while he had it; but he gave it to Angelica, who instantly
looked beautiful again, whilst Bulbo relgpsed into his natural
plainness.”

"Rosalba nesds no ring, 1'm sure" says Giglio, with a low
bow. "She is beautiful enough, in my eyes without any en
chanted aid.”

"0 sir! " sad Rosaba

" Take off the ring and try," said the King, and resolutely drew
the ring off her finger. In his eyes she looked just as handsome
as beforel

The King was thinking of throwing the ring away, as it was
50 dangerous and mede all the people so mad about Rosalba; but
being a Prince of great humour, and good-humour too, he cast
gyes upon a poor youth who happened to be looking on very dis-
consolady, and sad—

" Bulbo, my poor lad! come and try on thisring. The Princess
Rosdba makes it a present to you."

The magic properties of this ring were uncommonly strong,
for no sooner had Bulbo put it on, but lo and behold, he
gopeared a personable, agreedble young Prince enough—with a
fine complexion, fair hair, rather stout, and with bandy legs;
but these were encasad in such a beautiful pair of yellow morocco
boots that nobody remarked them. And Bulbo's spirits rose up
amost immediately after he had looked in the glass and he
talked to their Mgedies in the most lively, agreedble manner,
and danced opposite the Queen with one of the prettiest maids
of honour, and after looking a her Majesty, could not help
saying—

"How very odd ! she is very pretty, but not so extraordinarily
handsome."

" Oh no, by no means!" says the Maid of Honour.

" But what care |, dear sir," says the Queen, who overheard
them, " if you think | am good-looking enough ?*
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His Majesty's glance in reply to this affectionate speech was
such that no painter could draw it.

And the Fairy Blackstick said, "Bless you, my darling chil-
dren! Now you are united and happy; and now you s what
| said from the first, that a little misfortune has done you both
good. You, Giglio, had you been bred in prosperity, would
scarcely have learned to read or write—you would have been
idle and extravagant, and could not have been a good King, as
you now will be. You, Rosalba, would have been so flattered,
that your little head might have been turned like Angelica's, who
thought hersdf too good for Giglio."

" As if anybody could be good enough for him" cried Rosalba.

" Oh, you, you darling 1" says Giglio. And so she was; and
he wasjust holding out his arms in order to give her a hug before
the whole company, when a messenger came rushing in, and said,
" My lord, the enemy !"

"Toarms!" cries Giglio.

" Oh, mercy I" says Rosalba, and fainted of course

He snatched one kiss from her lips, and rushed forth to the
field of battle!

The Fairy had provided King Giglio with a suit of armour,
which was not only embroidered a4l over with jewels, and blinding
to your eyes to look at, but was water-proof, gun-proof, and
sword-proof; so that in the midst of the very hottest battles
his Majesty rode about as calmly as if he had been a British
Grenadier at Alma. Were | engaged in fighting for my country,

should like such a suit of armour as Prince Giglio wore; but,
you know, he was a Prince of a fairy tale, and they always have
these wonderful things.

Beddes the fairy armour, the Prince had a fairy horse, which
would gallop at any pace you please; and a fairy sword, which
would lengthen and run through a whole regiment of enemies at
once.  With such a weapon at command, | wonder, for my part,
he thought of ordering his army out; but forth they all came, in
magnificent new uniforms; Hedzoff and the Prince's two college
friends each commanding a division, and his Majesty prancing in
person at the head of them all.

Ah! if | had the pen of a Sir Archibald Alison, my dear
friends, would | not now enjfoertain you with the account of a
most tremendous shindy?  Should not fine blows be struck?
dreadful wounds be deivered? arrows darken the air? cannon
balls crash through the battalions? cavalry charge infantry?
infantry pitch into cavalry? bugles blow; drums beat; horses
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neigh; fifes sing; soldiers roar, swear, hurray; officers shout

out " Forward, my men!" " This way, lads!" " Give it 'em,
boys !" “Fight for King Giglio, and the cause of right! " " King
Padella for ever!™ Would | not desribe all this, | say, and in

the very finest language too? But this humble pen does not
posess the skill necessary for the description of combats. In a
word, the overthrow of King Padella's army was so complete,
that if they had been Russans you could not have wished them
to be more utterly smashed and confounded.

As for that usurping monarch, having performed acts of valour
much more consderable than could be expected of a royal ruffian
and usurper, who had such a bad cause, and who was so cruel to
women,—as for King Padella, | say, when his army ran away,
the King ran away too, kicking his first general, Prince Punchikoff,
from his saddle, and galloping away on the Prince's horse, having,
indeed, had twenty-five or twenty-six of his own shot under him.
Hedzoff coming up, and finding Punchikoff down, as you may
imagine, very speedily disgposed of him.

Meanwhile King Padella was scampering off as hard as his
horse could lay legs to ground. Fast as he scampered, | promise
you somebody ese galloped faster; and that individual, as no
doubt you are aware, was the royal Giglio, who kept bawling
out, " Stay, traitor! Turn, miscreant, and defend thyself!  Stand,
tyrant, coward, ruffian, royal wretch, till | cut thy ugly head from
thy usurping shoulders !"

And, with his fairy sword, which elongated itself at will, his
Majesty kept poking and prodding Padella in the back, until that
wicked monarch roared with anguish.

When he was fairly brought to bay, Padella turned and dealt
Prince Giglio a prodigious crack over the soonce with his battle-
axe, a most enormous weapon, which had cut down | don't know
how many regiments in the course of the afternoon. But, law
bless you! though the blow fell right down on his Majesty's
helmet, it made no more impresson than if Padella had struck
him with a pat of butter: his battle-axe crumpled up in Padella's
hand, and the Royal Giglio laughed for very scorn at the impotent
efforts of that atrocious usurper.

At the ill success of his blow the Crim Tartar monarch was
justly irritated.

" 1f," says he to Giglio, " you ride a fairy horse, and wear fairy
armour, what on earth is the use of my hitting you? | may
as well give mysdf up a prisoner at once  Your Majesty won't,
| suppose, be so mean as to strike a poor fellow who can't strike
again?"



STABBING, SLASHING, AXING, LANCING 327

Thejugtice of Paddla's remark struck the magnanimous Giglio.
" Do you yied yoursdf a prisoner, Padella?' says he

" Of coursel do," saysPaddla.

" Do you acknowledge Rosalba as your rightful Queen, and give
up the crown and all your treasures to your rightful migres?"

“1fl mug, | mug," saysPaddla, whowasnaturally very sulky.

By this time King Giglio's aidesdecamp had come up, whom
his Majesty ordered to bind tfee prisoner.  And they tied his hands
behind him, and bound his legs tight under his horsg having st
him with his face to the tail; and in this fashion he was led back
to King Giglio's quarters, and thrugt into the very dungeon where
young Bulbo had bean confined.
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Padella (who was a very different person in the depth of his
distress, to Padella, the proud wearer of the Crim Tartar Crown),
now most affectionately and earnestly asked to see his son—his
dear edest boy—his darling Bulbo; and that good-natured young
man never once reproached his haughty parent for his unkind
conduct the day before, when he would have left Bulbo to be shot
without any pity, but came to se his father, and spoke to him
through the grating of the door, beyond which he was not allowed
to go; and brought him some sandwiches from the grand supper
which his Majesty was giving above stairs, in honour of the brilliant
victory which had just been achieved.

"l cannot stay with you long, sir,” says Bulbo, who was
in his best ball dress as he handed his father in the prog, "I
am engaged to dance the next quadrille with her Majesty
Queen Rosalba, and | hear the fiddles playing at this very
moment."

So Bulbo went back to the ball room, and the wretched Padella
ate his solitary supper in slence and tears.

All was now joy in King Giglio's circle. Dancing, feagting,
fun, illuminations, and jollifications of all sorts ensued. The
people through whose villages they passed were ordered to illu-
minate their cottages at night, and scatter flowers on the roads
during the day. They were requested, and | promise you they
did not like to refuse, to serve the troops liberally with eat-
ables and wine; besdes the army was enriched by the immense
quantity of plunder which was found in King Padela's camp,
and taken from his soldiers; who (after they had given up
everything) were allowed to fraternise with the conquerors, and
the united forces marched back by easy dages towards King
Giglio's capital, his royal banner and that of Queen Rosalba
being carried in front of the troops. Hedzoff was made a Duke
and a Field-Marshal. Smith and Jones were promoted to be
Earls; the Crim Tartar Order of the Pumpkin and the Pafla-
gonian decoration of the Cucumber were freely distributed by
their Majesties to the army. Queen Rosalba wore the Pafla-
gonian Riband of the Cucumber across her riding-habit, whilst
King Giglio never appeared without the grand Cordon of the
Pumpkin. How the people cheered them as they rode along
sde by side! They were pronounced to be the handsomest
couple ever seen: that was a matter of course; but they really
were very handsome, and, had they been otherwise, would have
looked so, they were so happy! Their Majesties were never
separated during the whole day, but breakfasted, dined, and supped



ONWARD RIDE THEY, MAID AND LOVER 329

together always, and rode sde by side, interchanging elegant com-
pliments, and indulging in the most delightful conversation. At
night, her Majesty's ladies of honour (who had all rallied round her
the day after King Padella's defeat)came and conducted her to the
apartments prepared for her; whilst King Giglio, surrounded by
his gentlemen, withdrew to his own Royal quarters. It was agreed
they should be married as soon as they reached the capital, and
orders were despatched to the Archbishop of Blombodinga, to hold
himself in readiness to perform the interesting ceremony. Duke

Hedzof T carried the message, and gave instructions to have the
Royal Castle splendidly refurnished and painted afresh. The Duke
seized Glumboso the Ex-Prime Minister, and made hirn refund that
condgderable sum of money which the old scoundrel had secreted
out of the late King's treasure. He aso clapped Valoroso into
prison (who, by the way, had been dethroned for some considerable
period past), and when the Ex-Monarch weakly remonstrated,
Hedzoff said, " A soldier, sir, knows but his duty; my orders are
to lock you up along with the Ex-King Padella, whom | have
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brought hither a prisoner under guard." So thee two Ex-Royal
pe wee snt for a year to the House of Correction, and
thereafter were obliged to become monks of the sveres Order of
Flagdlants, in which gtate, by fagting, by vigils, by flogging (which
they adminigered to one anather, humbly but raolutely()], no doubt
th?/ exhibited a repentance for their past misdesds usurpations,
and private and public crimes

As for Glumboso, that rogue was sent to the galleys and never
had an opportunity to seal any more
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XVIII
HOW THEY ALL JOURNEYED BACK TO THE CAPITAL

HE Fairy Blackstick, by whose means this young King and'
Queen had certainly won their respective crowns back, would
come not unfrequently, to pay them a little visit—as they

were riding in their triumphal progress towards Giglio's capital—
change her wand into a pony, and travel by their Mgesties sde,
giving them the very best advice. | am not sure that King Giglio
did not think the Fairy and her advice rather a bore, fancying it
was his own vaour and merits which had put him on his throne,
and conquered Padella: and, in fine, | fear he rather gave himself
ars towards his best friend and patroness. She exhorted him to
ded justly by his subjects, to drawv mildly on the taxes, never
to break his promise when he had once given it—and in all respects

to be agood King.
"A good King, my dear Fairy !" cries Rosdba " Of course
he will. Break his promise! can you fancy my Giglio would

ever do anything so improper, so unlike | ml No! never!"
And she looked fondly towards Giglio, whom she thought a pattern
of perfection.

"Why is Fairy Blackstick dways advising me, and telling me
how to manage my government, and warning me to kegp my word ?
Does she suppoe that | am not a man of sene and a man of
honour'?' asks Giglio testily. "Methinks she rather presumes
upon her position.”

"Hush! dear Giglio," says Rosaba. " You know Blackstick
hes been very kind to us and we must not offend her." But the
Fairy was not listening to Giglio's testy observations, she had
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fallen back, and was trotting on her pony now, by Magter Bulba's
sde—who rode a donkey, and made himsdf generally bdoved in
the army by his cherfulness kindness and good-humour to every-
body. He was esge to se his darling Angdica. He thought

there never was such a charming beng. Blackgtick did not tell
him it was the posesson of the magic roe that made Angdica
2 lovey in his eyjes  She brought him the very best accounts
of his little wife, whose midfortunes and humiliations had indesd
very greatly improved her; and you s she could whisk off on
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her wand a hundred miles in a minute, and be back in no
time, and so carry polite messages from Bulbo to Angelica, and
from Angelica to Bulbo, and comfort that young man upon his
journey.

When the Royal party arrived' at the last stage before you
reach Blombodinga, who should be in waiting, in her carriage
there with her lady of honour by her sde but the Princess
Angelical  She rushed into her hushand's arms, scarcely stopping
to make a passng curtsey to the King and Queen. She had no
eyes but for Bulbo, who appeared perfectly lovely to her on
account of the faijy ring which he wore; whilst she hersdf, wear-
ing the magic rose in her bonnet, ssemed entirely beautiful to the
enraptured Bulbo.

A splendid luncheon was served to the Royal party, of which
the Archbishop, the Chancellor, the Duke Hedzoff, Countess Gruff-
anuff, and all our friends partook. The Fairy Blackstick being
seated on the left of King Giglio, with Bulbo and Angelica
besde. You could hear the joy-bells ringing in the capital,
and the guns which the citizens were firing off in honour of their
Majesties.

" What can have induced that hideous old GrufFanuff to dress
hersalf up in such an absurd way % Did you ask her to be your
bridesmaid, my dear 1" says Giglio to Rosalba. " What a figure of
fun Gruffy is!" '

Gruffy was seated opposite their Majesties, between the Arch-
bishop and the Lord Chancellor, and a figure of fun she certainly
was, for she was dressed in a low white silk dress with lace over,
a wreath of white roses on her wig, a splendid lace veil, and her
yellow old neck was covered with diamonds. She ogled the King
in such a manner, that his Majesty burst out laughing.

" Eleven o'clock!" cries Giglio, as the great Cathedral bell
of Blombodinga tolled that hour. "Gentlemen and ladies, we
must be starting.  Archbishop, you must be at church | think
before twelve]"

" We must be at church before twelve," dghs out GrufFanuff in
a languishing voice, hiding her old face behind her fan.

"“And then | shall be the happiest man in my dominions,
cries Giglio, with an elegant bow to the blushing Rosalba.

"O my Giglio! O my dear Majesty!" exclaims GrufFanuff;
" and can it be that this happy moment at length has arrived——"

" Of course it has arrived,” says the King.

—"And that | am about to become the enraptured bride of
my adored Giglio!" continues GrufFanuff. " Lend me a smelling-
bottle, somebody. | certainly shall faint with joy."
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" You my bride?" roars out Giglio.

" You marry my Prince?" cries poor little Rosalba.

" Pooh! Nonsns! The woman's mad!" exclaims the
King. And all the courtiers exhibited by their countenances
and expressons, marks of suiprise, or ridicule, or incredulity, or
wonder.

"l should like to know who dse is going to be married, if
| am not?" shrieks out Gruffanuff. "I should like to know if
King Giglio is a gentleman, and if there is such a thing as justice
in Paflagonia? Lord Chancellor! my Lord Archbishop ! will your
Lordships sit by and s a poor, fond, confidirg, tender creature
put upon? Has not Prince Giglio promised to marry his
Barbara? |Is not this Giglio's signature? Does not this paper
declare that he is mine, and only mine?" And she handed to
his Grace the Archbishop the document which the Prince signed
that evening when she wore the magic ring, and Giglio drank so
much champagne. And the old Archbishop, taking out his eye-
glases, read—

"' This is to give notice, that I, Giglio, only son of Savio,
King of Paflagonia, hereby jwomise to marry the charming
Barbara Griselda, Countess Gruffanuff, and widow of the
late Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq.

"H'm," says the Archbishop, " the document is certainly a—a
document.”

" Phoo!" says the Lord Chancdlor, " the signature is not in
his Majesty's handwriting."

Indeed, since his studies at Bosforo, Giglio had made an
immense improvement in caligraphy.

" Is it your handwriting, Giglio?" cries the Fairy Blackstick,
with an awful severity of countenance.

" Y—y—y—es,r poor Giglio gagps out, " | had quite forgotten
the confounded paper: she can't mean to hold me by it. You old
wretch, what will you take to let me off? Help the Queen, some
one—her Majesty has fainted.”

" Chop her head off!" exclaim the impetuous Hed-

" Smother the old witch !" } zoff, the ardent Smith, and

" Pitch her into theriver !" the faithful Jones.

But Gruffanuff flung her arms round the Archbishop's neck,
and bellowed out, "Justice, justice, my Lord Chancellor!" so
loudly, that her piercing shrieks caused everybody to pause. As
for Rosalba, she was borne away lifdess by her ladies; and you
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may imagine the look of agony which Giglio cast towards that
lovely being, as his hope his joy, his darling, his all in all, wes
thus removed, and in her place the horrid old Gruffanuff rushed
up to his sde, and once more shrieked out, " Justice, justice!"

" Won't you take that sum of money which Glumboso hid?'
sys Giglio: "two hundred and elghteen thousand millions, or
thereebouts It's a handsome su

"1 will have that and you too I says Gruffanuff.

I " Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain," gasps out
Giglio.

"1 will wear them by my Giglio's sde! " says Gruffanuff.

"Will haf, tnree-quarters, five-sixths, nineteen-twentieths, of
my kingdom do, Countess?' asks the trembling monarch.

"What were all Europe to me without you my Giglio ?" cries
Gruff, kissing his hand.

"1 won't, | can't, | shan't,—I'll resign the crown first," shouts
Giglio, tearing away his hand; but Gruff clungto it.

"l have a competency, my love," she says "and with thee
and a cottege thy Barbarawill be happy."

Giglio was half mad with rage by this time. " | will not
marry her," sys he. "0 Fairy, Fairy, give mo counse?" And
as he spoke he looked wildly round at the severe face of the Fairy
Blackstick.

"'Why is Fairy Blackstick aways advising me, and warning
me to keep my word1l Does she suppose that | am not a man
of honour 1" said the Fairy, quoting Giglio's own haughty words.
He quailed under the brightness of her eyes, he felt that there
was no excgpe for him from that awful inquisition.

"Well, Archbishop,” sad he, in a dreadful voice that mede
his Grace start, "since this Fairy has led me to the heiglit of
happiness but to dash me down into the depths of despair, snce
| am to lose Rosaba, let me at least keep my honour. Get up,
Countess, and let us be married; | can kegp my word, but | can
die afterwards."

"0 der Giglio," cries Gruffanuff, skipping up, "I knew, |
knew | could trust thee—I| knew that my prince was the soul
of honour. Jump into your cariages ladies and gentlemen,
and let us go to church a once; and as for dying, dear Giglio,
no, no:—thou wilt forget that insignificant little chambermaid
of a queen—thou wilt live to be consoled by thy Barbaral She
wishes to be a Queen, and not a Queen Dowager, my gracious
Lord!" And hanging upon poor Giglio's arm, and leering and
grinning in his face in the most disgusting manner, this old
wretch tripped off in her white satin shoes and jumped into
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the very carriage which had been got ready to convey Giglio
and Rosdba to church. The cawnons roared again, the bells
peded triple-bobmgjors, the people came out flinging flowers upon
the path of the royal bride and bridegroom, and Gruff looked oui.
of the gilt coach window and bowed and grinned to them. Phoo!

the horrid old wretch !
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XX

AND NOW WE COME TO THE LAST SCENE IN THE
PANTOMIME

HE many ups and downs of her life had given the Princess
Rosalba prodigious strength of mind, and that highly prin-
cipled young woman presently recovered from her fainting-

fit, out of which Fairy Blackstick, by a precious essence which the
Fairy always carried in her pocket, awakened her.

Instead of tearing her hair, crying, and bemoaning herself, and
fainting again, as many young women would have done, Rosalba
remembered that she owed an example of firmness to her subjects;
and though she loved Giglio more than her life, was determined, as
she told the Fairy, not to interfere between him and justice, or to
cause him to break his royal word.

"1 cannot marry him, but | shall love him always," says she to

Blackstick; "1 will go and be present at his marriage with the
Countess, and sign the book, and wish them happy with all my
heart. | will se when | get home, whether | cannot make the

new Queen some handsome presents. The Crim Tartary crown
diamonds are uncommonly fine, and | shall never have any use for
them. | will live and die unmarried like Queen Elizabeth, and, of
course, | shall leave my crown to Giglio when | quit this world.
Let us go and see them married, my dear Fairy, let me say one last
farewell to him; and then, if you please, | will return to my own
dominions °

9 21
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So the Fairy kissed Rosabawith peculiar tenderness, and at
once changed her wand into a very comfortable coachrangrfour,
with a steady coachman, and two respectable footmen behind, and
the Fairy and Rosabagot into the coach, which Angelica and Bulbo
entered after them.

As for honest Bulbo, he was blubbering in the most pathetic
manner, quite overcome by Rosdbas misfortune.  She was touched
by the honest fellow's sympathy, promised to restore to him the
confiscated edates of Duke Paddla his father, and crested him,
as he sat there in the coach, Prince, Highness, and First Grandee
of the Crim Tartar Empire.

The coach moved on, and, being a fairy coach, soon came up
with the bridal procession.

Before the ceremony a church it wes the custom in Pefla
gonia, as it is in other countries, for the bride and bridegroom
to sgn the Contract of Marriage, which was to be witnessed
by the Chancellor, Minister, Lord Mayor, and principal officers of
State.

Now, as the royal paace was being painted and furnished anew,
it was not ready for the reception of the King and his bride, who
proposed at first to take up their residence at the Prince's paace,
that one which Vaoroso occupied when Angelica was born, and
before he usurped the throne.

So the marriage party drove up to the palace: the dignitaries
got out of their cariages and stood aside: poor Rosdba stepped
out of her coach, supported by Bulbo, and stood amogt fainting
up againg the railings so as to have a last look of her dear
Giglio.

As for Blackstick, she according to her custom, had flown out
of the coach window in some inscrutable manner, and was now
standing at the paace door.

Giglio came up the geps with his horrible bride on his arm,
looking as pde as if hewas going to execution. He only frowned
at the Fairy Blackstick—he was angry with her, and thought she
came to insult his misery.

" Get out of the way, pray," says Gruffanuff haughtily. "I
wonder why you are aways poking your noe into other peoples
affairs?'

" Are you determined to make this poor young man unhappy ?'
saysBlackstick.

"To marry him, yesl What busness is it of yours? Pray,
madam, don't say 'you' to a Queen," cries Gruffanuff.
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"You won't take the money he offered you ?"

"No."

"You won't let him off his bargain, though you know you
cheated him when you made him sign the paper ?"

" Impudence! Policemen, remove this woman!" cries Gruff-
anuff. And the policemen were rushing forward, but with awave
of her wand, the Fairy struck them all like so many statues in

their places.

"You won't take anything in exchange for your bond, Mrs.
Gruffanuff,” cries the Fairy, with awful severity. "I speak for
the last time."

"No!" shrieks Gruffanuff, stamping with her foot. " 1'll have

my husband, my husband, my husband ! "

"You SHALL HAVE YOUR HUSBAND!" the Fairy Blackstick
cried; and advancing a step, laid her hand upon the nose of the
KNOCKER.

As she touched it, the brass nose seemed to elongate, the
open mouth opened still wider, and uttered a roar which made
everybody start. The eyes rolled wildly; the arms and legs
uncurled themselves, writhed about, and seemed to lengthen with
each twist; the knocker expanded into a figure in yellow livery,
six feet high; the screws by which it was fixed to the door
unloosed themselves, and JENKINS GRUFFANUFF once more trod
the threshold off which he had been lifted more than twenty
years ago!

" Master's not at home,"” says Jenkins, just in his old voice;
and Mrs. Jenkins, giving a dreadful youp, fell down in a fit, in
which nobody minded her.

For everybody was shouting, " Huzzay ! huzzay !" " Hip, hip,

hurray I" " Long live the King and Queen !" " Were such things
ever seen?' " No, never, never, never!" " The Fairy Blackstick
for ever!"

The bells were ringing double peas, the guns roaring and
banging most prodigiously.

Bulbo was embracing everybody; the Lord Chancellor was
flinging up his wig and shouting like a madman; Hedzoff had got
the Archbishop round the waist, and they were dancing ajig for
joy; and as for Giglio, | leave you to imagine what he was doing,
and if he kissed Rosalba once, twice—twenty thousand times, |'m
sure | don't think he was wrong.
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MERRY CHRISTMAS, GOOD MY FRIENDS

So Gruffanuff opened the hall door with a low bow, just as he
had been accusomed to do, and they all went in and signed the
book, and then they went to church and were married, and the
Fairy Blackstick sailed away on her cane, and was never more
heard of in Peflagonia

AND HERE ENDS THE FIRESIDE PANTOMIME

Printed by BALLANTYNE, HANSON & CO.
Edinburgh & London
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POT-POURRI FROM A SURREY GARDEN. BX Mrs 0. W. EARLB. With

11,80 Appendix by Lady CONSTANCE LTTTOK. Fifteenth Edition. ~Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
Intelligent readers of almost any age, especially if they are concerned in the management
of a country household, will find theSe pages throughout both suggestive and amusing."—Timet.
NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION OF "THE RENAISSANCE IN ITALY."
In 7 volumes, large crown 8vo, with 2 Portraits.

THE RENAI NCE_IN ITALY, By JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS
1" e Y

e Age he Despots. With~ 4 & 6. Italian Literature. 2 vds
aPortrait. Prioe 7s. 6d. Price 15s.

2. The Revival of Learning. Price 6 & 7. The Catholic Reaction.

7s 6d. With aPortrait and an Index to the7 vals.

BHARR EIS A 1$AURHE RS HomEs "By £VBB OBOWEB, ARA. With

Illustrations from Sketches by the Author. Crown 8vo, 6s net.
gS' NOTE.—TheEdition of the Work for salein thiscountry islimited to 260 copies.

THEANNALSOF RURAL BENGAL. FromOfficial Recordsandthe Archives
of Native Families. By Sir W. W, HUNTER, K.C.S.I., CLE., LL.D., Ac. New, Revised,
and Cheaper Edition (the Seventh?. Crown 8vo, 7s 6d. . .
" One of the most important as wel| as most interesting workswhich the records of Indian
literature can show."— mintter Review, . . .
ROM GRAVE TO GAY: being Essays and Studies concerned with Certain
Subjects of Serious Interest, with the Puritans, with Literature, and with the Humours
of Life, now for the first time Collected and Arranged. By J. ST. LOB STRACHBY. Crown

8vo, 6s.
" Undeniably clever, well-informed, brightly written, and in many waysinteresting."— Time*.
COLLECTED CONTRIBUTIONS ON,DIGESTION AND DIET. With an
Appendix onthe Opium HabitinIndia. By Sir WILLIAM ROBERTS, M.P., F.R.8. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s.

HISTORY IN FACT AND FICTION. By the Hon. A. S G. CANNING, Author
ocf "Log\c{l Mé:lcaulay: Essayist and Historian,” "The Philosophy of Charles Dickens," dec.
rown 8vo, 6s.
" An intensely interesting book. ... | do not think that | ever saw the difficulties of the
Eastern question’in so clear alight as | did after reading the short chapter which Mr. Canning
devotes to it"—Pall Mall Oatette:

THROU%H LONDON SPECTACLES. By CONSTANCE MILMAK. Croan 8vo,

8s. 6d.
" Altogether a very pleasant and companionable little book."—Spectator

SIR CHARLES HALL& S LIFE AND LETTERS. Bedng an Autdbiogr
S&S}GO), with Correspondence and Diaries. Edited by his Son, C. E. HALLE, and his
ghter, MARIE HALLE. With 2 Portraits. Demy 8vo, 16s. . .
"Thevolume isoneof the most interesting of recent contributions to the literature of music
... A strong sense of humour is manifest in the autobiography as well as in the letters, and
there are some capital stories scattered up and down the volume.™— Time*. )
THE_MEMOIRS OF BARON THIABAULT (late Lieutenant-General in the
French Armyg. With Recollections of the Republic, the Consulate, and the Empire.
Translated and Condensed by A. J. BUTLER, M.A,, Translator of the "Memoirs of Marbot."
2vols. With 2 Portraitsand 2 Maps. Demy 8v0,28s. ) . o
" Mr. Butler'swork has been admirably done. . . . These memoirs abound in varied interest,
and, moreover, they have no little literary merit. . .. For solid history, bright sketches of rough
camLEalgr)'mg, shrewd studies of character, and lively anecdote, these memoirs yield in no degree

IS —

I . € Rkev. 1. N. : o
PiTSTORIE MAN AND BEAST. By the Rev. H. N. HUTCHINSON, Auth

of "Extinct Monsters,” "Creatures of Othér Days," Ao. With a Preface by Sir HKNRT
NORTH, M.P., F.R.S., and 10 Full-page |l ustrations. Small demy 8vo, 10s 6d. .

A striking picture of living men and conditions as they once existed. ... It combines

graphic description with scientific accuracy, and is an admirable example of what a Judicious

Use of the imagination can achieve upon a’basis of established twin."—Knowledge.

LONDON : SMITH . ELDER, & CO., 15 WATERLOO PLACE, SW,



STANDARD WORKS.

THE DICTIONARY OF NATIONAL BIOGRAPHY.

"A WORK AB&)LUTELY INDISPENSABLE TO EVERY WELL-FUR
NISHED LIBRARY."—TIMES.

Royd 8vo, price 158 eech net in oloth; or in hdf-morocco, marbled edges 20s eech net.
VOLUMES 1-56 (ABBADIE-TOLLET) OF THE

DICTIONARY OF NATIONAL BIOGRAPHY.
Edited by LESLIE STEPHEN and SIDNEY L EE.

Volume |, wes published on hﬁua\% 1,1885, and a further Volume will be issued
quarterly until the completion of the Work, which will be effected within two years
from the present time.

NOTE—A Full Promectus of "The Dictionary of National Bi hy," with
Speomen Pages may be had U|¥)on Application. ey

ROBERT BROWNING'S COMPLETE WORKS. New and Chegoer Edition.
Edited and Annotated by AUGUSTINE BIRRBLL, Q.C., M.P., and FREDERIC Q. KENYON. In
2 vols Iar7qe crown 8v|o bound in cloth, gilt fop, with a Portrait-Frontispiece to
\Y Also the UNI FO'??M EDITI ON of ROBERT BROWNING SWORKS, 17 vals, crown 8vo,
bound in Sets, £4, 5s; or the volumes bound separately, 5s each.

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING'S COMPLETE WORKS. New and
Chegper Edition. In lvoI W|th Portrait and a Facsmile of the MS. of " A Sonnet from
the Portuguese” Lar 8vo, bound in cloth, gilt tg

o0 V5SAEIgg|§he NIFORM DITI ON of MRd. BROWNI SPWORKS in 6 vols, small crown

MISS THACKERAY'S WORKS, IXKLTTOBM EDITION. Each Volume illustrated
b Vl_PnetteTltIepago 10 vols, large crown 8vo, 6s. each.
CONTENTS.—OIld Kensngton—The Village ontheCIlff—FlveOIdFrlmdsandaYoungPrmoe—
To Esther, & c—Bluebeard's Keys, & c—The Story of Elizabeth; Two Hours; From an | sland-
Toilersand Spinsters—Miss Angel; Fuiham Lawn—Miss Williamson's Divagations—Mrs. Dymond.

LIFE AND WORKS OF THE SISTERS BRONTE LIBBART EDITION. 7
s, each containing 5 Illustrations, large crown each.
CONTENTS -Jane Eyre—Shirley—Villette—Tenant of Wlldfell Hall—Wuthering Heights—The
Profemr and Poems—Life of Charlotte Bronte.
Also the POPULAR EDITION, in 7 vols, small post g] limp cloth, or cloth boards, gilt
top 6d. each. And the POCKET EDITION, in 7 vols sm 8v0, each with a Frontis-
plece bour&d in cloth, with gilt top, Is. 6d. per volume; or the Set, in gold-lettered cloth

MRSt SASK&L&S%OM% ILCLI,URTRATED EDITION. 7 vols, contaning 4 Illus-

N S—Wivesand Daughters—North and South—Sylvia's L overs—Cranford, and other

TaJa—Mary Barton, and other Tales—Ruth, and other Tales—L izzie Leigh, and other Tales.
V Alsothe POPULAR EDITION |n 7'vol«. small post 8vo Ilmp cloth; or cloth boards; gilt
F 2s 6d. each. And the POCKET EDITION, in 8 vols, sm. cag 8vo, 'bound in cloth, with

ilt top, I's. 6d. per volume or the Sat, in gold-lettered cloth casa s

LEIGH HUNT SWORKS. 7 vals. fcagp. 8vo, limp cloth; or oloth boards gilt

2s_6d. each.
CON 'KNTS.—I magination and Fanc;h TheTown—Autobl aphyofLel hHunt Men, Women,
and Books—Wit and Humour—A Jar of Honey from Mount Hybla—Table-
SIR ARTHUR HELPS WORKS. 3 vals,, crown 8\/0 7s 6d. eed"l
CONTENTS— Friends in Council, First Series—Friendsin Council, Second Seriess—Companions
c[))fnlwy S?Iltude Essays written during the Intervalsof Business, an Essay on Organisation in
aily Life.

LIFE AhND WRITINGS OF JOSEPH MAZZINI. 6 vols crown 8vo, 4s 6d.
each.

LONDON: SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 WATERLOO PLAOB, SW.



POPULAR

NOVELS.

Each Work complete in One Voliume, Grown 8vo, price Six Shillings.

By HENRY SETON MERRIMAN.
RODEN'S CORNER. 3rd Edition.
IN KEDAR'S TENTS. 8th Edition.
THE GREY LADY. With 12 Full-page
Ilustrations.
THE SOWERS. 19th Edition.
By A. CONAN DOYLE.
THE TRACEDY CF THE KORCKQ
With 40 Full-page |llustrations.
UNCLE BERN AC. 2nd Edition. With
12 Full-page Ilustrations.
RODNEY STONE. With 8 Full-page
I1lustrations.
THE WHITE COMPANY. 10th
Edition.

By S R. CROCKETT.
THE RED AXE. W|th 8 Full-page
Illustrations.  2nd Editi
CLEG KELLY, ARAB OF TUB CITY.
33rd Thousand.
By Mrs. HUMPHRY WARD.
HEIaBECK OF BANNISDALE. Su
iti
SIR GEORGE TRESSADY. 3rd
Edition.
MARCELLA. 16th Edition.
ROBERT ELSMERE. 27th Edition.
THE HISTORY OF DAVID GRIEVE.
9th Edition.

By STANLEY J. WEYMAN.
THE CASTLE INN. With a Frontis-
piece. 2nd Edition.

By Mrs. E. RENTOUL ESLER.
THE WARDLAWS.

By Miss THACKERAY.

OLD KENSINGTON.

THE VILLAGE ON THE CLIFF.

FIVE OLD FRIENDS AND A YOUNO
PRINCE.

TO ESTHER, and other Sketches.

BLUEBEARD'S KEYS, and other
Stories.

THE STORY OF ELIZABETH; TWO
HOURS; FROM AN ISLAND.

TOILERS AND SPINSTERS, and other

Essays.
MISS ANGEL: Fulham Lawn.
MISSWILLIAMSONSDIVAGATIONS.
MRS. DYMOND.
By CLIVE PHILLIPPSWOLLEY.
ONE OF THE BROKEN BRIGADE.
By ALEXANDER INNES SHAND.
THE LADY GRANGE.

LONDON: SMITH, ELDER, & CO;,

By the Rev. J. E. C. WELLDON.
GERALD EVERSLEY'S FRIENDSHIP
A Study in Real life. 4th Edition.
By ARCHIE ARMSTRONG.
UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES.

By the Rev. COSMO GORDON LANG.
THE YOUNG CLANROY; A Romance
of the '45.
By W. CARLTON DAWE
CAPTAIN CASTLE: A Story of the
uth Sea~ With a Frontispiece.
By Mrs. DE LA PASTURE.
DEBORAH OF TOD'S. 3rd Edition.
By ANNA HOWARTH.
JAN: An Afrikander.
By FRANCIS H. HARDY.
THE MILLS OF GOD.
By HAMILTON DRUMMOND.
FOR THE RELIGION.

By ARCHER P. CROUCH.
SENORITA MONTENAR.

By J. A. ALTSHELER.

A SOLDIER OF MANHATTAN.
By OLIVE BIRRELL.

THE AMBITION OF JUDITH.
By PERCY FENDALL and FOX

RUSSELL.

OUT OF THE DARKNESS.
By A. E. HOUGHTON.

GILBERT MURRAY.
By ADAM LILBURN.

THE BORDERER.
By Mrs. BIRCHENOUGH.

DISTURBING ELEMENTS.
By PERCY ANDREAE.

THE CIGNORA: A Tale.

THE MASK AND THE MAN.
By R. 0. PROWSE.

A FATAL RESERVATION.
By LORD MONKSWELL.

KATE GRENVILLE.

By SARAH TYTLER.
KINCAID'S WIDOW.

By LADY VERNEY.
LLANALY REEFS.
LETTICE LISLE. With 3 Illustrations

2nd Edtlon.

15 WATERLOO PLACE, SW.



W. M. Thackeray's Works.

THE EDITION DE LUXE. Twenté/-ij Volumes, irggerial 8vo.  Containing
248 Sted Engravings, 1620 Wood Engravings and 83 Coloured Illustrations.
The Sted and Wi Engravings are aIINﬁ)rlnted on real China paper. The
NUMBER of COPIES PRINTED is LIMITED to ONE THOUSAND, exch
oopY being numbered. Thework ean onlg be obtained through Booksdlers who
will furnish information regarding terms, &o.

THE STANDARD EDITION. Twenty-six Volumes, large 8vo, 10s 6d. each.
This Edition contains some of Mr. Thackeray's Writings whioh had not been
Prevlously collected, with many additional Illustrations. It.has been printed
Irom new type, on fine paper; and, with the exception of the Edition de Luxe, it
isthe largest and handsomest Edition that has been published.

THELIBRARY EDITION. Twenty-four Volumes, large crown 8vo, handsomey
bound in cloth, price£9; or half-russa, marbled edge, £13, 13 With Illus-
trations by the Author, RICHARD DOYLE, and FREDERICK WALKER.

'+ TheVolumesaresold separately, in cloth, price7'. 6d. each.

THE POPULAREDITION. Thirteen Volumes, crown 8vo, with Frontispiece to
g:hovdume, scarlet cloth, gilt top, price £3, 5s.; or half-morocco, gilt, price
,10s.
' TheVolumesaresold separately, in green cloth, price Bs. each,

CHEAPERILLUSTRATED EDITION. Twenty-six Volumes, crown Bvo, bound
in cloth, price £4, lis.; or handsomdy bound in half-morocco, price £8, 8s
Containing nearly all the small Woodcut | llugtrations of the former Editions and
many New lllustrations by Eminent Artists.

This Edition contains altogether 1773 Illustrations

By the AUTHOR, LUKE FILDES, A.R.A., Lady BUTLER (Miss Elizabeth Thom 3, GEORGE DU
MAURIKR, RICHARD DOYLE, FREDERICK WALKER, A.R.A., GEORGE CKUIKSHANK, JOHN LEECH,
FRANK DICKSEK, LINLEY SAMBOURNE, F. BARNARD, E. J. WHRELER, F. A. FRASER, CHARLES
KKENE, It. B. WALLACE, J. F. ATKINSON, W. J. WEBB. T. R. MACQUOID, M. FITZGERALD, W.
RALSTON, JOHN COLLIER, E. FURNISS, G. G. KILBURNE, AC. &C. &C.

' TheVolumesaresold separately, in cloth, price 3s. 6d

THE POCKET EDITION. Twenty-seven VolumeB. Bound in cloth, with gilt
top. Pricels. 6d. each; or Is. in paper cover.

""" TheVolumesarealso supplied asfollows:~
THE NOVELS. 13Volumes ingold- | THE MISCELLANIES. 14 Volumes,
lettered cloth casg 21s | in gold-lettered cloth cass 21s

W. M. THACKERAY'S LETTERS.

A COLLECTION OF LETTERS OF W. M. THACKERAY, 1847-1855.
mbglia?()grvtéajltéagéi Reproductions of Letters and Drawings Seoond Edition.

BALLADS. By WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. With a Portrait of the
Author, and 56 lllustrations by the Author, Lady BUTLER (Miss Elizabeth
Thompson), GEORGE DU MAURIER, JOHN COLLIER, H. FURNISS, G. G. KILBURNE,
M. FI?ZGERALD, and J. P. ATKINSON. Printed on toned paper by Clay, Sons
and Taylor; and degantly bound in cloth, gilt edges by Burn. Small 4fo, 16s

W. M. THACKERAY'S SKETCHES.

THE ORPHAN OF PIMLICO, and other Sketches Fragments, and Drawings. .
By WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Copied by a processthat %‘vsafanh_ul
reproduction of the Originals With a Prefacé and Editorial Notes by Miss
THACKERAY. A New Edition, in a new style of binding, bevelled boards, gilt
edges royal 4to, price One Guinea.

LONDON: SMITH, ELDER, '& CO., 15 WATERLOO PLAGE, SW.



RURAL ENGLAND.

"A aeries of booh of really incomparable freshness and vnterest."—ATHENJBUH.
" Books unsurpassed in power of observation and sympathywith natural objects by
anything that has appeared since the days of Gilbert WAite." —DAILY NEWS.

WORKS BY THE LATE RICHARD JEFFERIES.
THE GAMEKEEPER AT HOME; or, Sketches of Natural History

and Rural Life. New Edition, with all the Illustrations of the former Edition.
Crown 8vo, 5s.
" Delightful sketches. Thelover of the country can hardly fail to be fascinated whenever he
may happen to open the pages. Itisabook toread and keep for reference, and should be on
the shelves of every country gentleman's library." —Saturday Review,

ROUND ABOUT A GREAT ESTATE. New Edition. Crown
&0, 58.

" Toread abook of hisisreally liketakingatrip into someremote paxL of the country, where
the surroundings of life remain”very much what thr—.}y were thirty or forty years ago. Mr.
Jefferies has made up a very pleasant volume" —The Globe.

WILD LIFE IN A SOUTHERN COUNTY. New Edition. Crown

8vo, 6s.
" A volume which isworthy of a place besde White's' Sdborne.' In doseness of observation,
in power of giving a picture far beyond the power of a mere word-painter, he isthe equal of the
Sdborne rector—perhaps his superior. Thisisabook toread and totreasure” —The Atheiumm.

THE AMATEUR POACHER. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 5

"W e have rarely met with a book in which so much that is entertaining is combined with
matter of real practical worth."—The Graphic.

HODGE AND HIS MASTERS. 'New Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

, " The one great charm of Mr. Jefferies writings may be summed up in the single word
graphic' Hehasarare power of description, and in” Hodge and hisMasters' wefind plenty of
good reading. " —Standard.

WOODLAND, MOOR, AND STREAM; being the Notes of a
Naturalist. Edited by J. A. OWEN. Third Edition. Grown 8vo, 5s.
" As a specimen of word-painting, the description of the quaint old fishing village dose to the
edge of the North Kent marshes can hardly be surpassed. . . . The book iscapitally written,
full of good stories, and thor oughly commendable" —The Ath& nceum.

FOREST TITHES; and other Sudies from Nature. By the Author

of " Woodland, Moor, and Stream," &o. Edited by J. A. OWEN. Crown 8vo, 5s.

" The book Bhould beread. It isfull of the spirit of the South Country, and aswe read it we

seem to hear again the clack of the mill-wheel, the cry of the water-fowl, and the splash of fish."
—Spectator,

ALL THE YEAR WITH NATURE. By P. ANDBRSON GKAHAM.
Crown 8vo, 5s.
" Of the 28 papers composing the volume thereis not one which does not brim over with love
of Nature, observation of her by-paths, and power of sympathetic expresson." —Observer,
A YEAR IN THE FIELDS. Sdections from the Writings of JOHN
BURROUGHS. With Illustrations from Photographs by CLIFTON JOHNSON.
Crown 8vo, 6s. '

" An excellent example of its kind, pleasant, chatty, and readable. . . . Fresh and graphic,
Instinct with country sights, scents, and sounds”—J and and Water,

LONDON: SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 WATERLOO PLAOB, SW.
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SMITH, ELDER, & GO 3 POPULAR LIBRARY.

Fep' 8vo. limpgreen cloth ; or cloth beards, gilttop. 2'. 6d. each.

By the Sisters BRONTE.

JANE EYRE. By Charlotte Bronte.
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte Bronte.
VILLETTE. Charlotte BrontS.
THE TENANT OF WILDFELL HALL. By Anne Bronte.
WUTHERING HEIGHTS. By Emily Brontee. AGNES GREY. By Anae Bronte
With Preface and Memoir of the Sisters, by Charlotte Bronte.
THE PROFESSOR. By Charlotte Bronte.” Towhich are added the Poemsof Charlotte,
Emily, and Anne Bronte.
By Mrs. GASKELL.
WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. MARY BARTON, AND OTHER TALKS,
NORTH AND SOUTH. RUTH, AND OTHER TALES.
SYLVIA'S LOVERS. LIZZIE LEIGH, AND OTHER TALES.
CRANFORD, AND OTMBR TALES. LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE.
By LEIGH HUNT.
IMAGINATIONAND FANCY ; or, Sdectionsfrom the English Poets.
THE TOWN: Its Memorable Characters and Events. |llustrated.
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF LEIGH HUNT. - )
MEN,WOMEN, ANDBOOKS; a Selection of Sketches, Essays, and Critical Memoirs.
WITANDHUMOUR: Selected from the English Poets.
A JAR OF HONEY FROM MOUNT HYBLA; or, Sweets from Sicily in Particular,
and Pastoral Poetry in General.
TABLE TALK. To which are added IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS OF POPE
AND SWIFT.
Uniformwith theabove.
THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLING- i PAUL THE POPE AND PAUL THE
TON. By Anthony Trollope. FRIAR. By T. A. Trollope.
THE CLAVERINGS. By Anthony THE ROSE-GARDEN. By the Author
Trollope. of 'Unawares.'
FRAMLEY PARSONAGE. By Anthony CHRONICLES OF DUSTYPORE. A
Trollope. Taleof ModernAp lo-Indian Souety;
ROMOLA. By GeorgeEliot By the Author of t and Tares.
) INTHE SILVERAGE. By Holme Lee.
TRANSFORMATION. By Nathaniel CARITA. rs. Oliphant
Hawihor ne. . WP PHE BRTENETS 6y
DEERBROOK. By Harriet Martineau. Mrs. Oliphant.
HOUSEHOLD EDUCATION. By SOME LITERARY RECOLLEC-
Harriet Martineau. | TIONS. By James Payn
LECTURES ON THE_ ENGLISH EXTRACTS FROM THE WRITINGS
HUMOURISTS OF THE EIGH- OF W. M. THACKERAY.
TEENTH CENTURY. By W. M. FALLING IN_ LOVE; with other
Thackeray. Essays. By Grant Allen.

Also the following in limp red cloth, crown 8vo, a'. & . each.
A BRIDE FROM THE BUSH. By THE TALKING HORSE; and other
E. W. Hornung. Tales. B F.Anst%/.
THE STORY OF ABIBAL THE TSOU- THE GIANT'S ROBE. By F. Anstey.
RIAN. Edited by Val C. Prinsgp, THE VAGABONDS. By Margaret’ L

Woods.
HOLIDAY PAPERS. Second Series. By THEhr?/'gi@RMTu;(rg‘yED FOOL. By D.

the Rev. Harry Jones. .
VICE VERSA. By F. Anstey. R e Doty an sland. By the
A FALLEN IDOL. ByF. Anstey. THE DISAPPEARANGE OF GEORGE
THE PARIAH. ByF.Anstey. DRIFFELL. ByJamesPayn.

London; SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 Waterloo Place,



ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF THE

LIFE AND WORKS OF CHARLOTTE «BRONTE

(CURRER BELL)AND HKE SISTERS

EMILY and ANNE BRONTH(i

(ELLISAND ACTON BELL).

In Seven Volumes, large erown 8vo. handsomey bound In cloth,

price 6s, each.

i. JANE BYRE. By CHARLOTTE BRONTE. With Five lllugtrations.

2 SHIRLEY. By CHARLOTTE BRONTI. With Five lllustrations.

3. VILLETTE. By CHARLOTTE BRONTH. With Five lllustrations.

4. THE PROFESSOR, and POEMS. By CHARLOTTE BRONTH. With Poems by her
Sders and Father. With Five Illustrations.

5. WUTHERING HEIGHTS. By EMILY BRONTE. AGNES GREY. By ANNE
BRONTH. With a Preface and Biographical Notice of both Authorsby CHARLOTTE
BRONTH. With Five lllugtrations.

. THE TENANT OF WILDFELL HALL. By ANNE BRONTE. With Five Illustrations.

7. LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE. By Mrs. GASKBLL. With Seven Illugrations.

" The Volumes are also to be had in small post 8vo, limp green cloth, or cloth
boards, gilt top, price as 6d. each And in small fcap. 8vo, bound in cloth,
gilt top, with Frontispiece to each voinme, price is. 6d. each; or the Set in
gold-lettered cloth case, | as. 6d.

ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF

MRS. GASKELL'S NOVELS AND TALES,

I'n Seven Volumes, bound In cloth, each containing Four [llustrations,
price 3s. 6d. each.
CONTENTS OF THE VOLUMES:
Vou |.WIVES ANDDAUGHTERS.| VOL. I11.SYLVIA'S LOVERS.
VOL. I|.NORTH AND SOUTH. | VOL. V. CRANFORD.

a«e-
Hero—Disoppear ances—RIght al Lasg— 1 he Mancheser Marriage—L ois the Witch—
TheCroolgngranm o
VOL. V. MARY BARTON.

Cougn Philiis—My French Maser—The Old Nursg's Sory—Bess/'s Troublesat Home-
Chrigmas Sormsand Sunshine. Vou V1. RUTH
ouVlI. .

The Grey Woman—Morton Hall—Mr. Harrison's Confessons—Hand and Heart

VOL. VII. LIZZIE LEIGH.

A Dark Night's Work—Round the Sofa—My L ady L udlow—An Accursed Race—The
Doom of the Griffiths—Half a Lifetime Ago—The Clare—TheHalf-Brothers.

TheVolumes are aso to be had in small post 8vo, limp green cloth, or cloth
boards, gilt top, price as. 6d. each: and in Eight Volumes, small fcap. 8vo,
bound in cloth, with gilt top, pricels. 6d. each; or the Set in gold-lettered
cloth case, 14s

London: SMITH, ELDER, & CO.. 15 Waterloo Place,



"A work absolutdy Indigpensable to every wel-furnished library,”

-TheTimes,

Royal too. Price 15s. each net, in cloth; or in half-morocco, marbled edges\ 20s, net.

VOLUMES 166 (ABBADIE-TOLLET) OF THE

DICTIONARY OF NATIONAL BIOGRAPHY
EDITED BY LESLIE STEPHEN AND SIDNEY LEE

Volume . was published on January Ist, 1885, and a further Volume will he issued quarterly
until ihe completion of the work.

NOTE.—A Pull Prospectus of " The Dictionary of National Biography,” with Specimen
Pages, may be had upon application.

FROM A RECENT NOTICE OF THE WORK IN " THE WORLD!"

" The present Instalment of this really great work is fully equal In every respect to its
predecessors. Mr. Sidney Lee and his staff of contributors, indeed, have left nothing undone
whioh the reader could wish or expect them to do, and the publishers may be congratulated
on the approaoching conclusion of an enterprise of whioh the success is as conspicuous as
its merits, and in the department of literature to which it belongs unparalleled and un-

precedented."

TRUTH.—"1 am glad you share my admiration
for Mr. Stephen’'s magnum opus-THE MAGNUM
OPUS OF OUR GENERATION—The Dictionary of
National Biography." A dictionary of the Kind
had been attempted So often before by the strongest
men—publishers and editors—of the day, that |
hardly expected it to No one”expected
such asuccess asit has so far achieved.”

THEATHENAUM.—"Thelatest volumesof Mr.
Stephen's Dictionary are FULL OF IMPORTANT
AND INTERESTING ARTICLES. . . . Altogether the
volumes are good reading. What is more impor-
tant, the articles, whether they are on small or
great person are nearly all up to the high
standard which has been s&t’in the earlier portions
of thework, and occasiondly aboveit."”

 SATURDAY REVIEW.—" From the names we have
cited it will be seen that %reet pains have been
taken with that portion of the Dictionary which
relates to modern times, and this has beenrightly
done; for often nothing is more difficult than to
find a concise record of the life of a man who
belonged to our own timesor to these ci ust preceding
them.” Consistently enough, the Editor has been
careful to keep the' work reasonably up to date.”

TUB SPECTATOR—" As eech volume of the
Dictionary appears, its merits become more con-
spicuous. . . . The book ought to commend itself
to as wideacircle of buyers as the' Encyclopaedia
Britannica."'

THE MANCHESTER EXAMINER AND TIMES.—
"We extend a hearty welcome to the latest instal-
ment of amost magnificent work, in which both the
editing and the writing appear still to improve.”

Tim QUARTERLY REVIEW.—"A 'DICTIONARY
OF NATIONAL BIOGRAPHY' OF WHICH THE
COUNTRY MAY BE JUSTLY PROUD, which, though
it need correcting and supplementing, will
probably never be superseded, and which, in unity
of conception and aim, in the number of the names
inserted, in fulness and accurecy of details, in the
care and precision with which the authorities are
cited, and'in the bibliographical information given,
will not only be immeasurably superior to any work
of the kind” which has been produced in” Grest
Britain, but will as far surpass the German and
Belgian biographical dictionaries now in progress
asthesetwo Important undertakings arein advance
of the two great French collections, which until
lately reigned supreme in the department of Bio-
grapny.

The Rev. Dr. JESSOPin the Nineteenth Century,
—" The greatest literary undertaking that hes ever
been carried out in England. , . . We shall have
a Dictionary of National Biography such as no
other nation in Europe can boast of, and such as
can never bewholly superseded, thoughit will nesd
to be supplemented for the requirements of our
posterity.’

THELANCET.—"The usffulness, fulness, and
genera accuracy of thiswork become more and
more apparent as its progress continues, It is a
classic work of reference as such, WITHOUT ANY
COMPEER IN ENGLISH OR PERHAPS ANY OTHER
LANGUAGE,"

THE PALL MALL GAZETTE.—"As to the general
execution, we can only repeet the high praisswhich
it has been our pleasing duty to bestow on former
volumes. To find a name omitted that should
have been inserted is well-nigh impossible"

LONDON: SMITH, ELDER, & CO., 15 WATERLOO PLACE, SW.
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