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ADVERTISEMENT

HEN the "Shabby Gented Story" was first reprinted
with other stories and sketches by Mr. Thackeray, col-

lected together under the title of "Miscellanies," the
following note was gppended to it :—

It was my intention to complete the little story, of which only
the first part is here written. Perhaps nove-readers will under-
stand, even from the above chapters, what was to enque.  Caroline
was to be disowned and deserted by her wicked husband : that
abandoned man was to marry somebody dse: hence bitter trials
and grief, patience and virtue, for poor little Caroling, and a
melancholy ending—as how should it have been gay? The talc
was interrupted at a sd period of the writer's own life. The
colours are long since dry; the artist's hand is changed. It is
best to leave the sketch, as it was when first designed seventeen
yearsago. The memory of the past is renewed as he looks at i t—

die Bilder froher Tage
Und manche liebe Schatten steigen auf.
W.M.T.
LONDON : April 10th, 1857.

Mr. Brandon, a principal character in this story, figures prominently
in "The Adventures of Philip," under his rea name of Brand
Firmin; Mrs. Brandon, his desated wife, and her father, Mr.
Gann, are d0 introduced ; therefore the " Shabby Gented Story "
is now prefixed to " The Adventures of Philip."
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INTRODUCTION

TO

PHILIP

1860-1862

VERYONE is familiar with the cover of The Cornhill
Magazine, which my father admired so much. He amusd
himsdf at one time by making a copy of it, which is

given on the next page

"1 hope you will pay him very well," the editor writes to the
proprietor of The Cornhill Magazine, concerning this said cover.

The Cornhill was firs planned and talked of in the spring of
1859. Later in that year we went abroad—my father, my sger,
and |—beginning our journey with Tours and Toulouse, and trave-
ling round by Genaa, Milan, by the Via Malato Switzerland. One
of the party fell ill on theway. " For the last week we have not
bemn in Paradie" he writes from Coire to his mother. "We
could not have had a prettier prison than this dear little dd town,
nor, | am sure a more patient prisoner. ... If | can work for
three years now | shall have put back my patrimony and a little
ove, after thirty years of ups and domns | made a calculation
the other day of recdpts in the lagt twenty years and can only
sum up about £32,000 of money actually received, for which |
have values or disbursaments of £13,000, so that | haven't pent at
the rate of more than £1000 a year for twenty years The prdfits
of the ledtures figure as the greates of the recapts £9500;
"Virginians' sx ; ' Vanity Fair," only two. Three more years, please
the Fates, and the girls will have the eght or ten thousand a-piece
that | want for them; and we mustn't say aword againg the filthy

1 \ b
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COVER OP "CORNHILL, MAGAZINE" COPIED BY W. M. THACKERAY.
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lucre, for | s the ue and comfort of it every day more and
more. What a blessing not to mind about bills!" . . .

Another |etter sent by my father from Coire was to Mr. George
Smith concerning the Magazine.

" September 29, 1869.

" Have you found atitle ? St. Lucius, who founded the church of
St. Peter, Cornhill, is buried here.  Help us, good St. Lucius! and
| will be your faithful W. M. T."

It will be remembered that Messs. Smith, Elder & Co!'s dffices
were then at 65 Cornhill, within the radius of St. Luciuss juris-
diction.

Good St. Lucius did not turn a deaf ear to the apped, for on
October 4th my father writes again, dating from Zirich :—

"1 s Macmillan's advertisement and am glad he appears in
November. The only name | can think of as yet is The Cornhill
Magazine. It hes a sound of jollity and abundance about it."

The following letter has lately been sent me from the North,
by afriend who has collected various memoranda belonging to those
times:—

" 36 ONSLOW SQUARE, S.W.,
" November 1,1859.

"Our gorehouse being in Cornhill, we date and name our
magazine from its place of publication. We might have assumed a
title much more startling ; for example, ' The Thames on Fire' was
aname suggested ; and placarded in red letters about the city and
country, it would no doubt have excited some curiosity. At our
socia table we shall suppose the ladies and children always present;
we shall not st rival politicians by the ear; we shall listen to every
guest who has an apt word to say, and | hope induce clergymen of
various denominations to say grace in their turn. The kindly fruits
of the earth which grow for all, may we not enjoy them with friendly
hearts? The fidld is immensdy wide, the harvest perennial, and
rising everywhere; we can promise competent fellow-labourers a
welcome and a good wage, and hope a fair custom from the public
for our gores at The Cornhill Magazine."

I can still s my father walking about the house, coming in
and out of the rooms, and sitting down and getting up again as he
thought over his plans and the name of the forthcoming magazine
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Asusua, when i try towrite down what | recall of those past days,
| find only a few impressons of minor details rather than any dear
memory of the more important facts

Mesys Smith & Elder worked hard and converted their editor's
suggettions into facts and realities, with an energy and a liberality
very remarkable | have a pile of old letters from them about
The Cornhill Magazine, which are an example in themsdves—
punctual, orderly, paring no trouble.  There are more than one on
the same day, entering into every detail.

The day when the firs number was published—January 1860—
messnga's arrived to tell the editor of new thousands being wanted
by the public; then more mesngars came and we were told how
the printers were kept working till all hours | have dso heard
of the binders fixing on the ydlow wrappers all through the night
which preosded the publication. Mr. George Smith told me that
the calculations were all put out by the enormous sale, which reached
to some 120,000.

The price which pays for the pape and printing of 10,000
announcements  ceess to be remunerative when 120,000 natices
are put forth. The proprigors actually log upon the transaction
after a certain number had bemn reached. Literary booms and
vad quoeses were not 0 common then as now, and this was
supposd to be quite phenomenal.  With the exception, perhaps of
the Dublin Penny Magazine, it ssamed to be the impresson in
those bygone days that nothing was worth having that did not cost
five shillings or half-a-crown at least. Other publishers mug have
found out the value of a shilling just about the time that Messs
Smith, Elder & Co. made this discovery. Macmillan is two months
older than the Cornhill, Temple Bar is about a year younger.

The inaugural ode for The Cornhill Magazine was very much
liked and admired. Not very long ago | recdved from Australia,
among other memoranda, a sketch of Father Prout, the author
of the poam.

The firg time | redlised the privileges of an editor's daughter
was one winter's evening, when, ingead of having to wait a month
for the ssoond number of " Framley Parsonage" my father sent me
updairs to the sudy to fetch the proof-shedts which were lying on
his table.
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It would have bean a drange perverdon of chance if the Corn-
hill had not proved a suicess  To say nothing of the editor, the
names of the contributors are a sort of higory of the doing and
thinking, of the action and philasophy, from 1860 onwards ~ Tenny-
on, Buskin, Mrs. Browning, Snvinburne, Lord Lytton, Mr. Locker,

TFATHER TROUT

dra ny
w.ﬂ‘fM«n«‘/
Mt NAUNT
1847

PRESENTED TO THE YORICK CLUB.MELBOURNE

Addaide Procter, Owen Meredith, Monckton Milnes may well stand
for poetry ; there is Washington I rving still writing from America.
For natural sdence and philosophy, Sir John Herschel, George
Lewes, and Hinton; for essayists we find Matthew Arnold, Fitz-
james Stephen, Harriet Martineau, Frederick Greenwood, and the
great Jacob Omnium.  Then in fiction and romance we have
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George Eliot, Anthony Trollope, Mrs. Gaskell, Charles Reade,
Wilkie Coallins, George Macdonald, and my father himsalf. Even
the pretty cover, which holds its own amongst the vaporous land-
Lapes, the inarticulate nymphs, and fashion blocks of to-day, was
the spirited outcome of a new school of art which had lately grown
up in South Kensington, under the protection of the Prince Consort.
Sir H. Cole advised my father to apply to the school for a design
for the cover, and ore of the pupils, a young man caled Godfrey
Sykes, sent in adrawing, which was immediately accepted. " What
afine engraving! What a beautiful drawing !" my father writes.
" There has been nothing so ornamentally good done anywhere that
I know of."

Some old letters which | have been looking over give avivid
impression of the mark made by the advent of the Cornhill. Here
are two characteristic notes, one from Lord Houghton and another
from Carlyle:

"BROADLANDS, December 27, 1859,

"MY DEAR T.—Obliged for and pleesed with No. 1. It is
amost too good, both for the public it iswritten for and the money
it has to ean. How you, the contributors and the publishers, are
to be paid out of it is economicaly inconceiveble! | send you
me varss as you desired ; | should like to se a proof a No. 16
U. B. Street, W., whenever you think fit to use them.

"1 like the Leigh Hunt very particularly. | heartily wish you
would employ Macdonald,* the author of ' Phantastes' and ' Within
and Without." He is a man of very fine fancy, high education, and
good taste.  He would write you some poetica prose that would be
sure to be good.  The old Premier here looks so hearty, | believe
he would write you an article if you asked him. He st five hours
at the famers dinner at Romsey, and then they said 'looked quite
disappointed to have to go.'—I am yours ever,

"R. M. MILNES."

" October 20,1859.
"DEAR THACKERAY,—Right gladly | would if only | could,
but | can yet bethink me of nothing in the least likely. Indeed

* Mr. Macdonald wrote " The Portent” in numbers 5, 6, and 7 of the
Cornbhill.
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| am 0 crushed to death amid Prussan rubbish these long years
pad, | have nearly logt the power of thinking in any form, and am
possssad by one sad futile ghost of a thought. How am | to get
out of thiscursed thing alive? If ever | do live to get out of it
and find the Thackeray magazine and editor still lively, then'!

" Meanwhile | do not quite give the matter up—your matter |
mean—as desperate. And if any possibility do dffer, besure | will
lay hold of it. With prayers for the new periodical and you,
yours ever, T. CARLYLE."

Thenext letter contains an acoount of the article Mr. Carlyle
was not abletowrite:—

"DEAR THACKERAY,—The thing | contemplated for you, or
the nudeus of the thing, was a letter conoarning the anecdate about
Fontenoy. ' Faitesfeu, messeurs' on the part of the English, with
ansver from the Garde francaise ' Begin you, gentlemen ; wouldn't
do such athing for theworld." The letter isfrom Lord Charles
Hay, captain of the Soats Fusliers, main actor in the busness It
was snt me last year by Lord Gilford, and | could have made a
little gory out of it which would have been worth publishing. . . .

" But on applying to Lord Gifford he—what he is himsdf, |
bdieve, truly sorry fo—cannat now give me pamisson, 0 the
poor little enterprise falls to nothing again, and | may be said to
bein a gate of ill-luck just now. If | ever s the end of this
book and have life left you shall have plenty of things, but for the
time being | can only ansver De profundis to the above effedt.

" Fair wind and full s to you in this hitherto so sucoessul
voyage, for which the anensare on all sdesgood.  Your people do
not send us a copy since No. 1, but we always draw upon our purse
for it to the small extent requiste—Yoursever truly,

“T. CARLYLE.

Thefadlowing letter from Mr. Charles Macaulay cannat but be
quoted, although the facts to which it rdates have been aready
told by Sir George Treveyan in his " Life of Lord Macaulay” :—

" MY DEAR TAYLOR,—There is a charming notice of my dear
brother in the February number of The Cornhill Magazine, the
outpouring of a tender, generous noble nature. | do not know who
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wrate it, but | should much like Thackeray to know that the last
book my brother read wasthefirs number of The Cornhill Magazine.
It was open at Thackeray's gory, on the table by the sde of the
chair in which he died. [ think that this might interest Thackeray,
and perhaps when you have an opportunity you will mention it
to him—Very affectionatdy yours C. MACAULAY."

W. M. THACKERAY.
Froma Sketch by Sir Henry Thompson, about 1857.

An article was written by Sr Henry Thompson for the first
number of The Cornhill Magazine, of which the higory has come
to me lately.

"Before the Cornhill came out,” Sir Henry writes, "your
father told me that he intended to devdop a new principle—that
he thought every man, whatever his prafesson, might be able to
tell something about it which no one dse could say, provided
the writer could write at all: and he wanted to utilise this
dement. 'So/ sad he 'l want you to desribe cutting off a leg
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as a surgical operation, and do it so that a ship's captain at ses,
who had not a doctor on board, would be able to take a sdlor's
leg off by reading your description.’ Having heard in a letter from
your father, signed ' Yours, in trouble' that the article was logt,
| was very glad to learn by an envelope addressed to me with the
following words, 'The leg is found. "W. M. T.," that the manu-
script had come to light. The article finally appeared with a
new title. When your father had read it, it struck him that the
paper he had asked for might be somewhat painful, so he wrapped
it up in something sweet for the British public to take, and called
it * Under Chloroform." | had brought the anaeshesa to the front
for the same purpose. ..."

We give the facsimile of a letter of congratulation which my
father wrote to this old friend for whom he had so great an
admiration.

The charming letter written at this time by Tennyson has been
published in his " Memoir." It was written in answer to a request
for a poem, and in February 1860 "Tithonus" appeared in the
Cornhill.

But an editor'swork is full of uncertainty, and | find that much
of the correspondence is to say why the writer cannot do as my
father wishes; for of course people don't send long letters when
they agree to your wishes. Such denials as this one from Mr.
Motley must have been not all disappointment to the receiver :—

The Hon. J. L. MOTLEY to W. M. T.

. Your letter, with its magnificent illustration, was at
once pounced upon by my daughter, and it is enrolled among her
most precious archives.

"1 wish | could give a favourable answer to your flattering
request, but, most unfortunately for mysdf, | have been so long
engaged in the dow and heavy busness that | could do nothing in
the light and airy line worth your acceptance.

" | daresay that you think it as simple as good-day to write a
Roundabout Paper in half-an-hour that shall be the delight of the
billion readers of The Cornhill Magazine; but | am obliged for my
part to confess like Aguecheek, that 'l have no more wit than a
Christian or an ordinary man.' | feel sure that | should be voted
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a borewere | to try my hand as you dedre Bdieve me that it
is from no affectation of modety nor indigpostion to oblige you
that | thus refuse your invitation, but from an honet, inward
conviction of imbecility.

" Neverthdess if by lucky chance | should think of something
within my range that | might make usgful to you, it will give me
much pleasure—after thisfull confesson—to send it." . . .

Thenext refusal isfrom dear Dr. John Brown.

"] am ashamed of my shabbiness to you, but the truth is
| mug be foroed to write. If you were to make your printer
command me to have something ready by a certain date | oould
do it, but if it is left to my own svegt will it is left for ever. |
was thinking of giving you an additional membe of 'Our Dogs—
'Binkie,’ a real dog, and the bex suoesx | have ever known
to 'Crab," 'the soures-natured dog that lives' as his maser
From Dr. John Brown—from the author of " Rab and his
Friends"—to Sir Edwin Laudssr is but a short step.

Sr Edwin's letters have both ben quoted before in thee
pagss but they are s much to the point that | cannot omit
them here

"MY DEAR THACKERAY,—Old rams look wicked sometimes
shemp usually innocent. What am | to do? If you will let me
know what dass of hep you really want, | will do my bet to
illustrate a pagefor the Mag—Y ourssincerdy,

"E. LANDSEER."

"March 18, 3860.

"DEAR THACKERAY,—My used-up old pencil worked with
friendly dadness for an old friend, and was richly rewarded by the
reception you gave the black shesp. | now fed under an avalanche
which really embarrassss me The magnificent gift now before me
9 dartled me that a gate of progration has st in with its usua
sverity ! It is from your large heart the pretty ever comes |
am willing to bdieve, and do hope that you never intended me to
fed under an obligation ; some such feding mingeswith my thanks
Soite of which | shall always have great pleasure in the bottle,
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which is in pefedt taste quite lovdy. Only | do fed ashamed of
acoepting anything 0 predous for a ek of scribbling done in
neighbourly eegarness for a good felow, with whom | am proud to
share a page  What am I, or you, to say to Messs Smith and
Elder? The impresson of our vignette comes very well, nicdy
engraved— My dear Thackeray, faithfully and sncerdy yours,

"E. LANDBEER."

My father's correppondence over the Cornhill was not only
with the diginguished. Here are two gpedmens of a different
kind.

One contributor dates that he is a "gentleman" wishing to
go abroad on an higtorical and antiquarian tour through Normandy,
the only difficulty being that he has not auffident means to accom-
plish his objet. He therefore requests my father to snd him
£12 at one and he the writer, will immediatdy sart, and
contribute gratuitoudy, he says to the Cornhill an acoount of his
journey. He trusts that if my father cannat do this he will make
some other arrangement (the dashes are the correpondent's own).
The contributor thinks of gong by Rouen, Caen, Bayeux, .
Miche, and returning by Toursand Orleans " You will percaive”
hesays " that thisis an original tour, and contains many interesting
points”

"HONOURED AND ADMIRED SIR,"—writes ancther in John-
sonian language from the depths of the country—" In the writer of
this letter you would behadd the unlucky, unfortunate, and unworthy
contributor of some poetical wbjects to your influential and extensve
Cornhill Magazine. Indeed | have but recaved a day or two ago
such a piece returned. ... | now try my hand at prosg and send
you a pape for the May number of the magazine” (The letter is
dated March 27, and the editor and printers would have to bestir
themsdves) " I f the manusript is returned," says the author,
"1 will snd the podage necessary. . . . May such a contingency
be far of"

There is a very interesting exchange of letters bewesn Mrs.
Browning and my father concerning a difference of view hed by
her and by him as to the line which ought to be drawn by the
editor of a popular magazine for family reading. | cannat re
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frain from inserting the correppondence although the letters have
aready bemn published. It conoans the beautiful poam called
" Lord Walter's Wife," printed amongst Mrs. Brawning's Collected
Works.

" 36 ONSLOW SQUARE, April 2,1861.

" MY DEAR, KIND MRS. BROWNING,—Has Browning ever had
an aching tooth which mug come out (I don't say Mrs. Browning,
for women are much moare oourageous—a tooth which must acome
out, and which he has kept for months and months away from
the dentig? | have had such a tooth a long time, and have
sate down in this chair, and never had the ocourage to undergo
the pull.

" This tooth is an alegory (I mean this ong). It's your poamn
that you st me months ago—and who am | to refuse the poams
of Elizabeth Browning, and s&t mysdf up as a judge over he 1|
can't tell you how often | have bem gaing to write, and have failed.
You e that our magazine is written not only for men and women,
but for boys girls infants sucklings amog, and one of the bex
wives mothe's women in the world writes some verses which |
fed certain would be objected to by many of our reeders Not
that the writer is not pure and the moral most pure chaste
and right, but there are things my squeamish public will not
hear on Monday, though on Sundays they lisgen to them without
sruple  In your poem, you know, thereis an account of unlawful
passon felt by a man for a woman, and though you write pure
doctrine and real modesty, and pure ehics | am sure our
readers would make an outcry, and 0 | have not published this
poem.

" To have to say no to my betters is one of the hardest duties
| have but I'm sure we mug not publish your verses and | go
down on my kness before cutting my victim's head df, and sy,
' Madam, you know how | repect and regard you, Broaning's wife
and Penini's mother ; and for what | am going to do I mog humbly
ak your pardon.’

" My girls ssnd their very bet regards and remembrances and
| am, dear Mrs. Browning, always yours

"W, M. THACKERAY."
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" ROME, 126 VIA FELICE, April 21.

" DEAR MR. THACKERAY,—Pray consder the famous 'tooth’
(a wise tooth !) as extracted under chloroform, and no pain suffered
by anybody.

"To prove that | am not sulky | send another contribution,
which may prove too much perhaps, and, if you think so, dispose of
the supererogatory virtue by burning the MS., as | am sure | may
rely on your having done with the last.

" | oonfess it, dear Mr. Thackeray, never was any one turned
out of a room for indecent behaviour in a more gracious and con-
ciliatory manner ! Also, | confess that from your Cornhill stand-
point (paterfamilias looking on) you are probably right ten times
over. From mine, however, | may not be wrong, and | appeal to
you, as the degp man you are, whether it is not the higher mood,
which on Sunday bears with the 'plain word' so offensve on
Monday during the cheating across the counter ? | am not a ' fast
woman." | don't like coarse subjects, or the coarse treatment of
any subject. But | am deeply convinced that the corruption of
our society requires not shut doors and windows, but light and air ;
and that it is exactly because pure and prosperous women choose to
ignore vice, that miserable women suffer wrong by it everywhere.
Has paterfamilias, with his Oriental traditions and veiled female
faces, very successfully dealt with a certain dass of evil ? What
if materfamilias, with her quick, sure instincts and honest innocent
eyes, do more towards their expulson by simply looking at them
and calling them by their names? See what insolence you put me
up to by your kind way of naming my dignities. . . . ' Browning's
wife and Penini's mother !'

" And |, being vain (turn some people out of a room and you
don't humble them properly), retort with . . . materfamilias!

" Whereare you all—Annie, Minnie?. . . Whydon't you come
and se us in Romel

" My husband bids me give you his kind regards, and | shall
send Pen's love with mine to your dear girls.—Most truly yours,

" ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

" We go to Florence in the latter half of May."

We have also one more charming little note sent via Cornhill.
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"ROME, 126 VIA FELICE.

"DEAR MR. THACKERAY,—I hope you received my note and
last poem. | hope still more earnestly that you won't think | am
putting my spite against your chastening hand into a presumptuous
and troublesome fluency.

"But Hans Christian Andersen is here, charming us all, and
not least the children. So | wrote these
verses—not for  Cornhill this month, of
course; though | send them now, that they
may lie over at your service (if you are so
pleased) for some other month of the summer.

" We go to Florence on the first of June
—and lo! hereisthe twenty-first of May.

"With love to dear Annie and Minny, |
remain, most truly yours,

" ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING."

This poem was "The North and the
South" which appeared in The Cornhill
Magazine in June 1861, the month of
Mrs. Browning's death.

One of the most touching articles which
appeared in its columns were those few
chapters by Miss Bronte, to which my father
wrote an introduction. The beautiful open-
ing pages of the story of * Emma" appeared

LONG FACE. in the fourth number, together with " The

Last Sketch," as my father called it, when he

wrote hisintroduction, placing his worthy tribute upon the newly
made grave of his friend.

As my father's health failed, trouble seemed to multiply, but he
always took things cheerily ; witness this little note to Mr. George
Smith :—

" 36 ONSLOW SQUARE, September 3,1861.

" Some people think long faces very becoming. Mine will lengthen ;
but it is because your speculation is not so good as it might be, not
for the personal loss to yours always, W.M.T."
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I may add a memorandum of this time, which Mr. Smith adso
gvesme

The mechanical part of the work became more and more irk-
someto him, and he found—in common, | bdieve, with mog editors
—that it isnot that which appears in print, but that which doss
not appear which isthereally trying part of the editor's duty.

Mr. George Smith told me a little sory the other day about
the drawing on the next page The Cornhill rises once a month
with its ydlow rays sreaming from the bookdalls; but long before
this revalving aun appears, the partides of which it is composd
are fusng, and igniting, and mdting down, and printers and
engrave's are at work preparing for its dawn. One day the pro-
prietor of the planet wrote to my father, and asked him to ssnd
hisdrawings in by a certain date, before the arrival of the M S,,
0 as to give the engravers mare time to complete their part of
thework. Therewas no answver to the note; but somewhat before
the day came a wood-blodk with a drawing upon it. It was the
sketch of the editor hdding Time by the fordock, and it was
addressd to the writer of the note

What doss he say of the thorn in the cushion of the editorial
chair ? " It is there Ah, it gings me now as | write. It comes
with almogt every mornings pos. At night | come hame and
take my letters up to bed, not daring to open them. And in the
morning | find ong two, three thorns on my pillow. . .. Itisall
very fine to advertise on the magazine that contributions are only
to be snt to Mesys Smith, Elder & Co., and not to the editor's
private resdence My dear gr, how little you know of man or
woman kind if you fancy they will take that kind of warning.
No day passs but that word misericordiam is usd. Day and
night that sad voice is crying for hdp. Before | was an editor |
did nat like the pagman much, but now !

" The sd voice" was often answvered as the following letters
will how :—

" DEAR SIB,—I can give you little help or advice in the matter.
You mug know yoursdf in what literary subjects you are mog
11 c
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interested—knock at publishers' doors be refused, be acoepted, as
all of us have done | was a known and tolerably sucosssful author
when | tried three or four publishers with * Vanity Fair.' Of this
| am are that a shod and cdlege eperience and education are
of great advantage to a literary beginne nowadays; by the editors
of Household Words, Once a Week, Cornhill Magazine, Black-
wood artides are pretty aure to be read. | was staying with Mr.
Blackwood when the first of the' Adam Bed€e papes arrived from
an unknown hand. You may haveto try oncg twice, thrice before
you sucossd.”

To ancther applicant hewrites.—

" PALACE GREEN, KENSINGTON,
"May 1,1862.

"DEAR SIR,—Only this morning | gave £20 to a literary
gentleman of your country. Had | read your letter first he would
have had but £10; but he is gone with the money in his pocket,
and your note was lying under a hegp of athers on the table, which
| have had to read on my return from abroad. . . . God hep us!
how am | to answa to this perpetual oy of our brethren in
digress 1

"1 end my mite, degply commiserating you, and am your very
faithful servant, W.M.THACKERAY."

It was in the spring of 1862 that my father finally made up his
mind to resgn the editorship. Many friends had advissd him to
resgn before but for various reesons he had hestated, until it was,
to his great reief, arranged, and he was able to settle down ance
more quietly to his own work.

| have a ydlow page dated March 25, 1862, which bresks off
in the middle, and which is addresssd

"To CONTRIBUTORS AND CORRESPONDENTS.

"Ladies and Gentlemen (who WILL continug in spite of the
ganding natice bdow, to snd papas to the elitor's private
resdence), perhaps you will direct the pogman to some other
house when you hear that the editor of The Cornhill Magazine
no longer livesin mine.

"My eteamed ucoesx lives at No.

, but | will not
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intrude upon the poor man's brief interval of quiet. Hewill have
troubles enough in that thorn-cushioned editorial chair, which
is forwarded to him this day by the Parcds (Happy) Delivery
Company.

“In our first number, ladies and gentlemen, |, your humble
servant, likened himself to the captain of a ship, to whom | wished

THACKERAY'S HOUSE AT 2 PALACE GREEN, KENSINGTON.

board know what a careworn, oppresed, uncomfortable man the
captain is. Meds disturbed, quiet impossble, rest interrupted—
such is the lot of captains. ..."

In this same spring we moved from Ondow Square to the new
house in Kensington.

There is a note to Mr. George Smith, dated March 8, 1860 :—

" | have taken a last the house on Kensington Pdace Green, in
which | hope the history of Queen Anne will be written by yours
aways, W.M.T."
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But the old house which he had intended to alter and to live in
was found to be tumbling to pieces and not safe to knock about.
After some demur it was pulled down, and the Queen Anne building
was erected, in which he took so much pleasure.

Sir John Millais used to laugh, and declare that my father first
st the fashion for red brick, of which the crimson floods have
undoubtedly overflowed in every direction since those days; on the
whole, embellishing the foggy streets of the grey, smoky city, to which
it is our pride to belong, and of which we love to complain.

Some time before this, in a letter to Mrs. Procter, my father
speaks of a play he had been writing :—

"Yes, | knew | had been to se you snce my return from
Paris. | came the second day after my arrival. Y ou were going out
in a fly, don't you recollect1 And | squandered a cab at the door,
and you said you were waiting to go and see that comedy, don't you
remember, which wasn't written then, and now—Rrrejected? O
torture.

" | read it to thegirls last night, who said—and they must know—
it was very good fun.—Always yours,

W.M.T.

Author of 'The Wolves and the Lamb,’ a rejected
masterpiece in two Acts." .

A certain number of young actors, with Mr. Herman Merivale
for general manager, determined to try and produce this play of
" The Wolves and the Lamb." It had already been turned into the
story of " Lovel the Widower " for The Cornhill Magazine.

" The W. Empty (W. M. T.) House" as my father dubbed it,
lent itself to the occason, for the roomswere all on the ground floor,
opening into one ancther. The place was large and empty, with
plenty of room for sports. It was a perfect housewarming; there
were fires in every chimney, and happy young people rehearsing
their parts. The play was a success and went very well. Mr.
Horace Twiss played the hero, the heroine was Mrs. Caulfeild,
the parts of three old ladies were taken by three young ones—
my sister, a cousin (Miss Bayne), and Mrs. Charles Norman, the
daughter of Mrs. Cameron.
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Not the least among the characters was the mgestic impersona-
tion of Bulkeley (Lady Kicklebury's footman) by our old friend
Mr. Morgan John O'Connd, who produced a magnificent livery
from Nathan's for the occasion.

My father himself came on as Mr. Bonnington a the very

PALACE GREEN PLAY.
By Frederick Walker.

end to drink to the health of his guets He was plessed, and
0 were the actors, who were all young people plessed to
plesse him.

We had two performances ; we should have liked to have had
a hundred. Mr. Frederick Walker, who used to come to the
rehearsds, mede the pretty little sketch of one of the soenes that
we give here.
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The epilogue which my father wrote for the end of the play
ran asfollows:—

EPILOGUE

SPOKEN FOR MR. W. M. THACKERAY IN HIS SILENT CHARACTER OF
MR. BONNINGTON BY MR. HORACE TWISS

Our drama ends,

Our Landlord gives a greeting to his friends.
Some rich, some poor, some doubtful, some sincere,
Sometried and loved for many a faithful year,
He looks around and bids all welcome here ;

And as we play'rs unanimously say
A little speech should end alittle play,
Through me ho tells the friendliest of pits
He built this story with hislittle wits.
These found the mild repast on which you'll sup,
These filled (at one-and-nine) the Gascon cup ;
These built the house from garret down to hull ;
These paid the bills, at least paid nearly all,
Videsmy Fili, what alittle nous
Suffices to edificate a house !
What'sthis? Our Landlord drinks of hisown wine?

[Mr. Thackeray drinks to his guests.

A glass—no, half a glass—of one-and-nine—

And though he stands now that the play is done
As mum—asmum as Mr. Bonnington—

Methinks | know the feelings which engage

His heart, the venerable speechless Sage !
Hedrinksin yonder bumper which he pours

A health from his and him to you and yours,

A kindly pledge to all within his doors.

Whate'er the meal here spread, or poor or splendid,
He prays a gracious Heaven Love may attend it.
Whate'er the meat, may hearty friends come shareiit,
Whate'er the care, may dear love help to bear it.
Whatever Mrs. Grundy saysabout it,

May envy, rancour, never come from out it,

May truth, good-humour, kindness dwell withiniit.
Enough ! the place is opened from this minute.
And, though it seems quite large enough already,

| here declare the Landlord's purpose steady,
Before his novel-writing days are o'er

Toraise in this very house one or two storeys more.

My father was reieved from much anxiety by having resgned
the editorship of The Cornhill Magazine, but moving houss is not
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conducive to literary work, and though he was less troubled by
illness than in the years before, the records are still all too many.
We moved into Palace Green towards the middle of March. There
is an entry in his diary for 1862, dated Saturday, March 8. " |
pray Almighty God that the words | write in this house may be
pure and honest ; that they be dictated by no personal spite, un-
worthy motive, or unjust greed for gain; that they may tell the
truth as far as | know it; and tend to promote love and peace
amongst men, for the sake of Christ our Lord." On the 18th of
April hewrites, " The May number not finished until to-day, after
repeated derangements” Hewroteto Mr. George Smith :—

"1 am quite astonished when | read ' Philip' over. Oh, it's
weary work," and on April 30th,—" | don't know whether you or
| should bemost pitied. | have had four days illness at Paris; no
pleasure except going to se my kind relations in grief—and no
work done"

He quotes the opinion of a doctor he saw at Paris ... " in
which case good-bye Queen Anne, or rather | shall see her sooner
than | expected. So they have given E. Thackeray the V.C.; how
pleased | am.—Yours always, W. M. THACKERAY."

Then come a series of more cheerful memoranda, such as
" Trollopeat Star and Garter," " Leech at Richmond," &c. Amongst
these entertainments was a supper-party in honour of the engage
ment of our cousn Edward Thackeray to our friend Amy Crowe,
who had long been living with us. The chief attraction of the
festival was that each guest was expected to cook one of the
dishes, and | still have a vision before me of my father and Dr.
Joachim gravely engaged in preparing a salad. There is an old
list of those who were invited—a string of familiar names, of the
people with whom we lived, Millais, Leeches, Charles Collinses,
Coles, Merivales, Cayleys, Lady Elizabeth Thackeray, our cousns
the Lows, &c.

On the 1st of July my father wrote to Mr. George Smith:—
" Sitting in this beautiful room, surrounded by ease and comfort
and finishing the story, | stop writing with rather a full heart for
a minute or two."
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On the 3rd, there is this entry in his diary: " 6.15 P.M.
FinisPhilippi."

" Philip" was finished on a Thursday, and on Friday we made
holiday. That Friday was a red-letter day for us all, and how well
| can remember it ! The sun shone, the shadows lay soft upon the
lanes and commons as we drove out with our ponies from London
towards the open country, to Orleans House, where there was a
garden party.

The gardens were in their prime, and those of Orleans House
one glow of beautiful, bright colour. Along the walls were garlands
of flowers, and then more flowers everywhere. A theatre stood in
the centre of the lawn where some well-known actor from Paris, a
Jocrisse in shirt deeves, was beguiling fallen kings and queens and
causing them to forget their troublesin a roar of laughter. Beautiful
ladies, music, fun, charming weather, all combined for this festival.
There was something exhilarating in the dignified and cordial hospi-
tality of the Duke in exile; making everybody glad to be there and
proud to attend his Sylvan Court.

" Happy is your Grace—that can translate the stubbornness of
fortune into so quiet and so sweet a style" ... we might have
quoted as the day went on. The twilight fell, the music struck up,
the dancers started afresh, the wax candles began to light up the
low garden rooms where the dancing took place, outside the stars
were coming out one by one, and the company stopped on and on.
| can remember Mrs. Norton in shabby clothes, but looking more
like a Queen than anybody ese sitting in a bay window with a
fragrant balcony beyond, upon which my father stood talking to her.

I can remember my father saying of this Duke in exile, "he
has everything for him, looks, noble manners, birth, learning,
fortune;—and misfortune,” he added.

And as | write these lines | read (May 18, 1897) of the
funeral at the Madeleine in Paris, of the prayers and the solemn
service, the marks of respect and affection from Royal and from
humble people who attended this last state ceremony, of the Duke,
no longer in exile, but restored to his land and his liberties.
Perhaps this digresson scarcely concerns the story of my father's
books, but it so far concerns " Philip," that it means an hour's ease
of mind and restored good spirits for the author.
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Here is a passage from a letter to his mother :—
" July5,1862.

"1 can tell you one person of the congregation was very thank-
ful for our preservation, and all the blessings of this life which have
fallen to us Think of the beginning of the story of the ' Little
Sister’ in the 'Shabby Genteel Story' twenty years ago, and the
wifeill, and the publisher refusing me £15, who owed me £13,10s.,
and The Times, to which | applied for alittle more than five guineas
for a week's work, refusing to give me more—and all that money
difficulty ended, God be praised, and an old gentleman sitting in a
fine house like the hero at the end of the story !

" The actual increase of health and comfort since we got into the
Palazzo is quite curious. | am certainly much better in body. . . .

" | wonder shall we make out the Petersburg journey. | have
a fancy for it, because it will pay itself in a couple of papers that
will be as easy to write as letters, and won't wear and tear the
brains. Then we must do some more work. | think of the story
which | began twenty years ago—and then and then—and etc. . . .

"Did you read about poor Buckle when he got the fever at
Damascus, crying out, 'O my book, my book.! | don't care enough
about mine to be disquieted when that day comes.  Shall | live to
do the big history ? * Who knows ? But | think | shall like to
work on it, if the timeis left me. God bless you, dear old mother.
| don't write by post, but am writing through the printer all
day long." . . .

" Philip" did not have the successit deserved. Tome it seems
to contain some of the wisest and most beautiful things my father
ever wrote.

| can remember hearing him say how much of his own early
life was written down in its pages

Among the letters which Mr. George Smith has given me, there
is this passage :—

"July 9,1861

"Philip is unfortunately going into poverty and struggle, but
this can't be helped ; and as he will, entre nous, take pretty much

* |n an undated note to Mr. George Smith my father wrote : " Come and
talk to me about THE HISTORY OF THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE," but the project
went no further.
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the carex of W. M. T. in thefirg years of his ruin and absurdly
imprudent marriage, at least the portrait will be faithful "

Early marriages always appedled to my father. In writing to
congratulate Mr. W. F. Synge on his marriage in 1852, he sad :
"1 married at your age with £400 paid by a nevspaper, which
failed dx months afterwards and aways love to hear of a young
fdlow tegting his fortune bravely in that way. And although my
own marriage was a wreck as you know, | would do it once again,
for behdd Love is the crown and completion of all earthly good,
The man who is afraid of his fortune never desrved one”

The fdlowing passge from one of my father's natebooks g
gets a precedent for the sensational soane at the end of the book,
when Philip comes in for the Ringwood inheritance :—

" TheLowther Postchaise—Sir John Lowther snt for theher-
at-law of certain property, and desred him tojoin in cutting off the
entail. Mr. Lowther dedined, on which Sir John, calling for his
poschaiss drove draightway to London and took his will away
from his lawyers, intending to make a new ane and revoke all the
depadtions in favour of his herr-at-law. Almos immediately on
reaching Lowther he died. Mr. Lowther came into that part of the
property which was entailed to him, but Lowther Casle and great
edates besdes fel to Lord Darlington who lived there  Some
months after an old postchaise was found in an outbuilding, and in
apocke of it the will bequeathing Lowther to Mr. Lowther. On
the same evening the outbuilding and everything in it was burnt
to the ground ; but the will was found just in time, and Lord D.
vacated the premises and gave place to the legal heir.”

The gory of the illugrations for " Philip" has bemn fully
told in the life of Frederick Walker, by his brother-in-law,
Mr. Marks.

" Mr. George Smith happening to megt Mr. Walker at the door
of the dfice of Mess's Smith, Elder & Co., inquired who hewas, and
was told by the derk who acted the part of dragon that he was a
young artist of the name of Walker who wished to draw for The
Cornhill Magazine, and who had called before with spedmens of
his drawings ' He is a mere boy, sad the derk. ' | told him



INTRODUCTION xliii

you were engaged, as | did not think it would be of any use for you
to e him." About this time Mr. Thackeray was beginning to
find it troublesome to draw on the wood the illugtrations for ' The
Adventures of Philip," which was then passing through the magazine,
and two or three of the drawings had bemn made on paper, and
afterwardsredrawn on wood, but not to M r. Thackeray's satisaction.

" When Mr. Walker paid ancther visit to Cornhill, and | saw
his drawings” Mr. Smith writes, " it occurred to me that here
wes the artis who would redraw Mr. Thackeray's dedgns satis
factorily. | mentioned the subject to Mr. Walker, and undersood
him to acomt theidea; but his nervous agitation was amost
painful, and although | did my bes to st him at his eass he left
65 Cornhill without my beng sure whether my suggedtion, that he
should make drawings from Mr. Thackeray's desgns was acoeptable
to him or not.

" | mentioned the subject to Mr. Thackeray, who said, ' Bring
him herg, and we shall soon s« whether he can draw.’

" An arrangement was made for meto call for Mr. Walker, and
drive him to Mr. Thackeray's house in Ondow Square early ane
morning towards the end of 1860. The drive was a slent one
Mr. Walker's agitation beng very marked. When we went up to
Mr. Thackeray, he saw at once how nervous the young artist wes
and addressed himsdf in the kindest manner to remove his shynes
After alittle time he said, ' Can you draw? Mr. Smith sysyou
@ !" ' Y—e—e—s | think @ said the young man, who was
within a few years to excite the admiration of the whole world
by the excdlence of his drawings ' I'm going to shave' said Mr.
Thackeray, * would you mind drawing my back ? Mr. Thackeray
went to his toilet table and commenocad the operation, while Mr.
Walker took a shest of paper and began his drawing—I looking
out of the window, in order that he might not fed that he was
being watched. | think Mr. Thackeray's idea of turning his badk
towards him was as ingenious as it was kind ; for | bdieve that if
Mr. Walker had bemn asked to draw his face ingead of his back,
he would hardly have bem able to hald his pencil. The result
was presumably satifactory to Thackeray, as he son afterwards
asked Mr. Walker to make a ssoond drawing of his back as a sudy
for theinitial letter of the ' Roundabout Papers' "



FREDERICK WALKER'S SKETCH OF THACKERAY'S BACK.
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"1 gent all yeserday in great deectation and rest of mind,"
my father wrote, " making a very bad drawing. Young Walker,
who is twenty, does twice as well ; and at twenty, you know, we
all thought | was a genius at drawing. Oh, the migakes people
make about themsdves !

He drew desgns on paper, and they were st to Mr. Walker
to put upon the wood, and to improve if necessry.  But this was
not the work the young man wanted to do, and he said 0. My
father, in reply, dictated the following letter. It is given in the life
of Walker :—

" DEAR SIR,—The blodks you have executed for The Cornhill
Magazine have given o much satisfaction that | hape we may look
for more from the ssame hand.  You told methat the early days of
the wesk were mogt convenient for you, and accordingly | sent last
Monday or Tuesday a couple of desgns which, as you would not do
them, | was obliged to confide to an oder, and | grieve to own,
much inferior artist. Pray let me know if | may count upon you
for ray large cut for March.—Beieve me very faithfully yours

"W. M. THACKERAY."

The dde and inferior artigt, it may be mentioned, was my
father himsaf.

Mr. Walker's answer, as his biographer says shows the sruggle
" betwemn his wish not to offend ane whom he o greatly repected
and his feding of what was due to hisart." But both theee ends
were happily attained in the beautiful illustrations to " Philip."
One of them, perhaps is among the mos charming designs Walker
ever drew. A letter is given in facimile in the artigt's lifein which
my father suggests a subject: " Philip, the Little Sger, and the
two little children saying their prayers in an dd-fashioned church-
pew; not Gothic. The church is the one in Quem's Sguare
Bloomsbury, if you are aurious to be exact. The motto Pro
concessis beneficiis. And that will bring the sory to an end. |
am orry it'sover.  And you?—Yours, W.M.T."

The mogt delightful of all the wood-blodks is undoubtedly this
drawing of Philip in church. My father, when we were children,
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often took us to the early nine o'clock sarvice in the old parish
church of Kensington. It is not the present church, but the old
brick edifice which still stands there for some of us, with its square
tower and its flagstaff and the pen-like pews and gdleries and the
high hassocks, through which the straws used to protrude, and with
the carved tomb of the Earls of Warwick in the dark corner,
opposite our pew.

The achdeacon did not read the savice in the mornings;
there was a curate who ssamed to us only next to him in im-
portance, and for whom my father had a great liking. The
charity boys in their quaint dressss used to troop in with
tramplings of little thick boots and shout the responsss somewhat
promiscuoudy.

It was darkish, dampish, there were long stresks of light start-
ing from the windows. The picture of Philip in church aways
sams to me to be a picture of our pew in St. Mary Abbott's
as it was in my youth; full of peaceful organ notes and hopes
which have been unfulfilled. But | think the realities, and even
many of the disappointments of life have been better than ever
were the childish dreams of those early days.
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A
SHABBY GENTEEL STORY

CHAPTER |

T that remarkable period when Louis XVII1. was restored a
second time to the throne of his fathers, and all the English
who had money or leisure rushed over to the Continent,

there lived in a certain boarding-house at Brussds a genteel young
widow, who bore the elegant name of Mrs. Wellesley Macarty.

In the same house and room with the widow lived her mamma,
a lady who was called Mrs. Crabb. Both professed to be rather
fashionable people. The Crabbs were of a very old English stock,
and the Macartys were, as the world knows, County Cork people;
related to the Sheenys, Finnigans, Clancys, and other distinguished
families in their part of Ireland. But Ensign Wellesley Mac, not
having a shilling, ran off with Miss Crabb, who posessad the same
independence ; and after having been married about six months to
the lady, was carried off suddenly, on the 18th of June, 1815, by
a disease very prevalent in those glorious times—the fatal cannon-
shot morbus. He, and many hundred young fellows of his regiment,
the Clonakilty Fencibles, were attacked by this epidemic on the
same day, at a place about ten miles from Brussds, and there
perished. The Ensign's lady had accompanied her husband to the
Continent, and about five months after his death brought into the
world two remarkably fine female children.

Mrs. Wellesey's mother had been reconciled to her daughter by
this time—for, in truth, Mrs. Crabb had no other child but her
runaway Juliana, to whom she flew when she heard of her destitute
condition. And, indeed, it was high time that some one should
come to the young widow's aid ; for as her husband did not leave
money, nor anything that represented money, except a number of
tailors' and bootmakers bills, neatly docketed, in his writing-desk,
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Mrs. Wellesley was in danger of starvation, should no friendly
person assist her.

Mrs. Crabb, then, came off to her daughter, whom the Sheenys,
Finnigans, and Clancys refused, with one scornful voice to assg.
The fact is, that Mr. Crabb had once been butler to alord, and his
lady a lady's-maid ; and at Crabb's death, Mrs. Crabb disposed of
the " Ram " hotel and pogting-house, where her husband had made
three thousand pounds, and was living in genteel ease in a country
town, when Ensign Macarty came, saw, and ran away with Juliana.
Of such a connection it was impossible that the great Clancys and
Finnigans could take notice; and so once more Widow Crabb was
compelled to sharewith her daughter her small income of a hundred
and twenty a year.

Upon this, at a boarding-house in Brussls, the two managed
to live pretty smartly, and to maintain an honourable reputation.
The twins were put out, after the foreign fashion, to nurse, at a
village in the neighbourhood ; for Mrs. Macarty had been too ill
to nurse them ; and Mrs. Crabb could not afford to purchase that
most expensive article, a private wet-nurse.

There had been numberless tiffs and quarrels between mother
and daughter when the latter was in her maiden state; and Mrs.
Crabb was, to tell the truth, in nowise sorry when her Jooly dis-
appeared with the Ensign,—for the old lady dearly loved a gentle-
man, and was not a little flattered at being the mother to Mrs.
Ensign Macarty. Why the Ensign should have run away with his
lady at all, as he might have had her for the asking, is no busness
of ours; nor are we going to rake up old stories and village scandals,
which insinuate that Miss Crabb ran away with him, for with these
points the writer and the reader have nothing to do.

Well, then, the reconciled mother and daughter lived once more
together, at Brussds. In the course of a year, Mrs. Macarty's
sorrow had much abated ; and having a great natural love of dress,
and a tolerably handsome face and person, she was induced, without
much reluctance, to throw her weeds asde, and to appear in the
most becoming and varied costumes which her means and ingenuity
could furnish. Considering, indeed, the smallness of the former, it
was agreed on all hands that Mrs. Crabb and her daughter deserved
wonderful credit,—that is, they managed to keep up as respectable
an appearance as if they had five hundred a year ; and at church,
at tea-parties, and abroad in the streets, to be what is called quite
the gentlewomen. |If they starved at home, nobody saw it ; if they
patched and pieced, nobody (it was to be hoped) knew it ; if they
bragged about their relations and property, could any one say them
nay? Thus they lived, hanging on with desperate energy to the
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skirts of genteel society; Mrs. Crabb, a sharp woman, rather
respected her daughter's superior rank ; and Mrs. Macarty did not
quarrel so much as heretofore with her mamma, on whom herself
and her two children were entirely dependent.

While affairs were at this juncture, it happened that a young
Englishman, James Gann, Esg., of the great oil-house of Gann,
Blubbery and Gann (as hetook care to tell you before you had been
an hour in his company),—it happened, | say, that James Gann,
Esg., came to Brussls for a month, for the purpose of perfecting
himself in the French language; and while in that capital went to
lodge at the very boarding-house which contained Mrs. Crabb and
her daughter. Gann was young, weak, inflammable: he saw and
adored Mrs. Wellesley Macarty; and she, who was at this period
all but engaged to a stout old wooden-legged Scotch regimental
surgeon, pitilessly sent Dr. M'Lint about his business, and accepted
the addresses of Mr. Gann. How the young man arranged matters
with his papa the senior partner, | don't know ; but it is certain
that there was a quarrel, and afterwards a reconciliation ; and it is
aso known that James Gann fought a duel with the surgeon,—
receiving the Asculapian fire, and discharging his own bullet into
the azure skies. About nine thousand times in the course of his
after years did Mr. Gann narrate the history of the combat ; it
enabled him to go through life with the reputation of a man of
courage, and won for him, as he said with pride, the hand of his
Juliana: perhaps this was rather a questionable benéefit.

One part of the tale, however, honest James never did dare to
tell, except when peculiarly excited by wrath or liquor ; it was this:
that on the day after the wedding, and in the presence of many
friends who had come to offer their congratulations, a stout nurse,
bearing a brace of chubby little ones made her appearance; and
these rosy urchins, springing forward at the sight of Mrs. James
Gann, shouted affectionately, "Maman ! maman ! " at which the
lady, blushing rosy red, said, " James, these two are yours;" and
poor James well-nigh fainted at this sudden paternity so put upon
him. " Children!" screamed he, aghast; " whose children ?" at
which Mrs. Crabb, majestically checking him, said, "These, my
dear James, are the daughters of the gallant and good Ensign
Macarty, whose widow you yesterday led to the altar. May you
be happy with her, and may these blessed children" (tears) " find
in you a father, who shall replace him that fell in the field of
glory!"

Mrs. Crabb, Mrs. James Gann, Mrs. Major Lolly, Mrs. Piffler,
and several ladies present, set up a sob immediately ; and James
Gann, a good-humoured, soft-hearted man, was quite taken aback.
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Kissing hislady hurriedly, he vowed that he would take care of the
poor little things, and proposed to kiss them likewise; which caress
the darlings refused with many roars.  Gann's fate was seded from
that minute; and he was properly henpecked by his wife and
mother-in-law during the life of the latter. Indeed, it wasto Mrs.
Crabb that the stratagem of the infant concealment was due; for
when her daughter innocently proposed to have or to se the chil-
dren, the old lady strongly pointed out the folly of such an arrange-
ment, which might, perhaps, frighten away Mr. Gann from the
delfigrtful matrimonial trap into which (lucky rogue!) he was about
to fall.

Soon after the marriage, the happy pair returned to England,
occupying the house in Thames Street, City, until the death of
Gann senior; when his son, becoming head of the firm of Gann
and Blubbery, quitted the dismal precincts of Billingsgate and
colonised in the neighbourhood of Putney; where a neat box, a
couple of spare bedrooms, a good cellar, and a smart gig to drive
into and out from town, made areal gentleman of him.  Mrs. Gann
trested him with much scorn, to be sure, caled him a sot, and
abusad hugely the mae companions that he brought down with
him to Putney. Honest James would listen meekly, would yield,
and would bring down a brace more friends the next day, with
whom he would discuss his accugomed number of bottles of port.
About this period a daughter was born to him, caled Caroline
Brandenburg Gann; so named &fter a large manson near Hammer-
smith, and an injured queen who lived there at the time of the
little girl's birth, and who was greatly compassoned and patronised
by Mrs. James Gann and cother ladies of distinction. Mrs. James
was a lady in those days, and gave evening-paties of the very
first order.

At this period of time, Mrs. James Gann sent the twins,
Rosdind Clancy and Isabella Finnigan Welledey Macarty, to
a boarding-school for young ladies, and grumbled much at the
amount of the half-years bills which her husband was caled upon
to pay for them; for though James discharged them with perfect
good-humour, his lady began to entertain a mean opinion indeed
of her pretty young children. They could expect no fortune, she
sad, from Mr. Gann, and she wondered that he should think of
bringing them up expensively, when he had a darling child of his
own, for whom he was bound to save all the money that he could
lay by.

Grandmamma, too, doted on the little Caroline Brandenburg,
and vowed that she would leave her three thousand pounds to
this dear infant; for in this way does the world show Its respect
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for that mogt respectable thing prosperity. Who in this life get
the smiles, and the acts of friendship, and the pleasing legecies 7—
The rich. And | do, for my part, heartily wish that some one
would leave me a trifle—say twenty thousand pounds—being
perfectly confident that some ore dse would leave me more; and
that | should sink into my grave worth a plum at least.

Little Caroline then had her maid, her airy nursery, her little
carriage to drive in, the promise of her grandmammas consols,
and that pricdess treesure—her mammds undivided affection.
Gann, too, loved her sincerely, in his cardess good-humoured
way; but he determined, notwithstanding, that his step-daughters
should have something hundsome at his death, but—but for a
grest BUT.

Gann and Blubbery were in the oil line—have we not said
S0 ? Their profits aose from contracts for lighting a great number
of dreets in London ; and about this period GAS came into use
Gann and Blubbery gppeared in the Gazette; and, | am sorry to
sy, 0 bad had been the management of Blubbery,—so great the
extravagance of both partners and their ladies—that they only
paid their creditors fourteenpence hafpenny in the pound.

When Mrs. Crabb heard of this dreadful accident—Mrs. Crabb,
who dined thrice a wesk with her son-in-law ; who never would
have been allowed to enter the house a all had not honest James
interposed his good nature between her quarrdsome daughter and
hersdf—Mrs. Crabb, | say, proclamed James Gann to be a
swindler, avillain, adisreputable, tipsy, vulgar man, and mede over
her money to the Misses Rosdind Clancy and Isabella Finnigan
Macarty ; leaving poor little Caroline without one single maravedi.
Half of one thousand five hundred pounds allotted to eech was to
be paid & marriage, the other half on the death of Mrs. James
Gann, who wes to enjoy the interest thereof. Thus do we rise and
fall in this world—thus docs Fortune sheke her swift wings, and
bid us abruptly to resign the gifts (or rather loans) which we have
had from her.

How Gann and his family lived after their stroke of misfortune,
I know not ; but as the failing tradesman is going through the pro-
oess of bankruptcy, and for some months afterwards, it may be
remarked that he has usudly some mysterious means of subsistence
—stray spars of the wreck of his property, on which he manages
to seze, and to float for a while. During his retirement, in an
obscure lodging in Lambeth, where the poor fellow was so tormented
by his wife as to be compelled to fly to the public-house for refuge,
Mrs. Crabb died; a hundred a year thus came into the possesson
of Mrs. Gann; and some of Jamess friends, who thought him a
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goad fellow in his prosperity, came forward, and furnished a house,
in which they placed him, and came to s and comfort him.  Then
they came to s him not quite so often ; then they found out that
Mrs. Gann was a sad tyrant, and a silly woman ; then the ladies
declared her to be insupportable, and Gann to be a low tipsy
fellow : and the gentlemen could but sheke their heads and admit
that the charge was true. Then they left off coming to se him
atogether ; for such is the way of the world, where many of us
have good impulses, and are generous on an occasion, but ae
wearied by perpetuad want, and begin to grow angry a its im-
portunities—being very properly vexed a the daily recurrence of
hunger, and the impudent unreasonableness of starvation.  Gann,
then, had a gented wife and children, a furnished house and a
hundred pounds ayear. How should he livel The wife of James
Gann, Esg., would never alow him to demean himself by taking a
clerk's place; and James himsdlf, being as idle a fellow as ever was
known, wes fain to acquiece in this determination of hers, and
to wait for some more gented employment.  And a curious list of
such gented employments might be mede out, were one inclined to
follow this interesting subject far; shabby compromises with the
world, into which poor fellows enter, and still fondly talk of their
" position," and strive to imagine that they are really working for
their breed.

Numberless lodging-houses are kept by the femdes of families
who have met with reversss: are not " boarding-houses, with a
sdect musicd society, in the neighbourhood of the souares”
maintained by such? Do not the gentlemen of the boarding-houses
isue forth every morning to the City, or make believe to go thither,
on ome mysterious busness which they have? After a certain
period, Mrs. James Gann kept a lodging-house (in her own words,
received " two inmates into her family "), and Mr. Gann had his
mysterious business.

In the year 1835, when this story begins there dood in a
certain back sreet in the town of Margate a house on the door of
which might be read, in gleaming brass, the name of MR. GANN.
It was the work of a single smutty servant-maid to clean this brass
plate every morning, and to attend as far as possble to the wants
of Mr. Gann, his family, and lodgers; and his house being not very
far from the seg and as you might, by climbing up to the roof, get
asight between two chimneys of that multitudinous dement, Mrs.
Gann st down her lodgings as fashionable; and declared on her
cards that her house commanded "a fine view of the sa”

On the wire window-blind of the parlour was written, in large
characters, the word OFFICE ; and here it was that Gann's sarvices
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care into play. He was very much changed, poor fellow ! and
humbled ; and from two cards that hung outsde the blind, | am
led to believe that he did not disdain to be agent to the " London
and Jamaica Ginger-Beer Company,” and dso for a certain prepara-
tion caled " Gedter's Infants' Farinacio, or Mothers' Invigorating
Substitute,"—a damp, black, mouldy haf-pound packet of which
stood in permanence a one end of the " office " mantelpiece ; while
a fly-blown ginger-beer bottle occupied the other extremity
Nothing d<e indicated that this ground-floor chamber was an office,
except a huge black inkstand, in which stood a stumpy pen, richly
crusted with ink at the nib, and to all gapearance for many months
enjoying a sinecure.

To this room you saw every day, at two o'cdock, the enployé
from the neighbouring hotel bring two quarts of beer ; and if you
cdled a that hour, a tremendous smoke, and smel of dinner,
would gush out upon you from the " office” as you stumbled over
sundry battered tin dish-covers, which lay gaping at the threshold.
Thus had that great bulwark of gentility, the dining at six o'clock,
been broken in; and the reader must therefore judge that the
house of Gann was in a demordised state.

Gann certainly was.  After the ladies had retired to the back-
parlour (which, with yellow gauze round the frames, window-
curtains, ared silk cabinet piano, and an album, was still tolerably
gented), Gann remained, to transact busness in the office  This
took place in the presence of friends, and usualy conssed in the
production of a bottle of gin from the corner cupboard, or, mayhap,
a litre of brandy, which was given by Gann with a knowing wink,
and afat finger placed on atwinkling red nose: when Mrs. G. was
out, James would aso produce a number of pipes, that gave this
room a congtant and agreegble odour of shag tobacco.

In fact, Mr. Gann had nothing to do from morning till night.
He was now a fat bad-headed man of fifty ; a dirty dandy on
week-days, with a shawl-waistcoat, a tuft of hair to his great double
chin, a snuffy shirt-frill and enormous breast-pin and seds: he had
apilot-coat, with large mother-of-pearl buttons, and always wore a
great rattling tdescope, with which he might be ssn for hours on
the see-shore or the pier, examining the ships, the bathing-machines,
the ladies schodls as they paraded up and down the esplanade, and
all other objects which the telescopic view might give him. He
knew every person connected with every one of the Deal and Dover
coaches, and waas sure to be witness to the arrival or departure of
sverd of them in the course of the day ; he had aword for the
ostler about "that grey marc,” a nod for the "shooter" or guard,
and a bow for the dragsman; he could send parcels for nothing up
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to town ; had twice had Sir Rumble Tumble (the noble driver of
the FHash-0-lightning-light-four-inside-post-coach) " up at his place”
and took care to tell you that some of the party were pretty
condderably "sewn up,” too. He did not frequent the large
hotels; but in revenge he knew every person who entered or left
them; and was a great man a the " Bag of Nails" and the
" Magpie and Punchbowl," where he was president of a club; he
took the bess in " Mynheer Van Dunck,” " The Wolf," and many
other morsds of concerted song, and used to go backwards and
forwards to London in the seamers as often as ever he liked, and
have his "grub," too, on board. Such was James Gann. Many
people, when they wrote to him, addressed him James Gann, Esq.

His reversss and former splendours afforded a never-faling
theme of conversation to honet Gann and the whole of his family ;
and it may be remarked that such pecuniary misfortunes, as they
are cdled, are by no meens misfortunes to people of certain dis-
positions, but actual pieces of good luck. Gann, for ingtance, used
to drink liberally of port and claret, when the house of Gann and
Blubbery was in exisence, and was henceforth compelled to imbibe
only brandy and gin. Now he loved these a thousand times more
than the wine; and had the advantage of talking about the latter,
and of his grest merit in giving them up. In those prosperous
days, too, being a gentleman, he could not frequent the public-house
as he did a present; and the sanded tavern-parlour was Gann's
supreme enjoyment.  He was obliged to spend many hours daily in
a dark unsavoury room in an dley off Thames Street ; and Gann
hated books and business except of other peoples. His tastes
were low; he loved public-house jokes and company ; and now
being fdlen, wes voted a the " Bag of Nails" and the " Magpie"
before mentioned, a tip-top fellow and real gentleman, wheress he
had been conddered an ordinary vulgar man by his fashionable
asciates a Putney.  Many men are there who are mede to fall,
and to profit by the tumble.

Asfor Mrs. G., or Jooly, as she wes indifferently called by her
husband, she, too, had gained by her lossss  She bragged of her
former acquaintances in the most extraordinary way, and to hear
her you would fancy that she was known to and connected with
half the peerage.  Her chief occupation was taking medicine, and
mending and atering her gowns.  She had a huge taste for chegp
finery, loved rafles, tearparties, and walks on the pier, where she
flaunted herself and daughters as gay as butterflies. She stood
upon her rank, did not fail to tell her lodgers that e wes "a
gentlewoman,” and was mighty sharp with Becky the maid, and
poor Carry, her youngest child.
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For the tide of affection had turned now, and the " Misses
Wellesley Macarty" were the darlings of their mother's heart, as
Caraline had been in the early days of Putney prosperity. Mrs.
Gann respected and loved her elder daughters, the stately herresses
of £1500, and scorned poor Caroline, who was likewise scorned
(like Cinderellain the sweetest of all stories) by her brace of haughty
thoughtless ssters.  These young women were tall, well-grown,
black-browed girls, little scrupulous, fond of fun, and having great
health and spirits. Caroline was pale and thin, and had fair hair
and meek grey eyes; nobody thought her a beauty in her moping
cotton gown ; whereas the sgters, in flaunting printed muslins, with
pink scarfs, and artificial flowers, and brass ferronniéres, and other
fallals, were voted very charming and genteel by the GOADS' circle
of friends. They had pink cheks white shoulders, and many
glossy curls stuck about their shining foreheads, as damp and as
black as leeches  Such charms, madam, cannot fail of having their
effect ; and it was very lucky for Caroline that she did not poses
them, for she might have been rendered as vain, frivolous, and
vulgar, as these young ladies were.

While these enjoyed their pleasures and tea-parties abroad, it
was Carry's usual fate to remain at home, and help the servant in
the many duties which were required in Mrs. Gann's establishment.
She dressed that lady and her sigers, brought her papa his teain
bed, kept the lodgers bills, bore their scoldings if they were ladies,
and sometimes gave a hand in the kitchen if any extra piecrust or
cookery was required. At two she made a little toilet for dinner,
and was employed on numberless household darnings and mendings
in the long evenings, while her ssters giggled over the jingling
piano, mamma sprawled on the sofa, and Gann was over his glass
at the club. A weary lot, in sooth, was yours, poor little Caroline !
since the days of your infancy, not one hour of sunshine, no friend-
ship, no cheery playfellows, no mother's love; but that being dead,
the affections which would have crept round it, withered and died
too. Only James Gann, of all the household, had a good-natured
look for her, and a coarse word of kindness; nor, indeed, did
Caroline complain, nor shed many tears, nor call for death, as she
would if she had been brought up in genteder circles. The poor
thing did not know her own situation ; her misery was dumb and
patient ; it is such as thousands and thousands of women in our
society bear, and pine, and die of; made up of sums of small tyrannies,
and long indifference, and bitter wearisome injustice, more dreadful
to bear than any tortures that we of the stronger sex are pleased
tocry A?! A?! about. In our intercourse with the world—(which
is conducted with that kind of cordiality that we se in Sir Harry
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and my Lady in a comedy—a couple of painted grinning fools,
talking parts that they have learned out of a book)}—as we sit and
look a the smiling actors, we get a glimpse behind the soaes from
time to time; and das for the wretched nature that appears there !
—among women especialy, who deceive even more than men, having
more to hide, feding more, living more than we who have our
business pleasure, ambition, which carries us abroad. Ours are
the great strokes of misfortune, as they are caled, and theirs the
small miseries. While the male thinks, labours, and battles without,
the domestic woes and wrongs are the lot of the women ; and the
little ills are so bad, so infinitely fiercer and bitterer than the great,
that | would not change my condition—no, not to be Helen, Quemn
Elizabeth, Mrs. Couitts, or the luckiest shein history.

Well, then, in the manner we have described lived the Gann
family. Mr. Gann all the better for his " misfortunes," Mrs. Gann
little the worse; the two young ladies greatly improved by the
circumstance, having been cast thereby into a society where their
expected three thousand pounds mede great heireses of them; and
poor Caroline, as luckless a being as any that the wide sun shone
upon. Better to be done in the world and utterly friendless, than
to have sham friends and no sympathy ; tics of kindred which bind
one as it were to the corpse of relationship, and oblige ore to
bear through life the weight and the embraces of this lifeess cold
connection.

| do not mean to say that Caroline would ever have made use
of this metaphor, or suspected that her connection with her mamma
and ssters was anything so loathsome.  She felt that she wasill-
treated, and had no companion; but was not on that account
envious, only humble and depressed, not desiring so much to re-
sist as to bear injustice, and hardly venturing to think for hersdf.
This tyranny and humility served her in place of education, and
formed her manners, which were wonderfully gentle and cam. It
was srange to e such a person growing up in such afamily ; the
neighbours gpoke of her with much scornful compasson. " A poor
half-witted thing," they said, " who could not say bo! to agoose;"
and | think it is one good test of gentility to be thus looked down
on by vulgar people

It is not to be supposed that the dder girls had reeched their
present age without receiving a number of offers of marriage, and
been warmly in love a great many times. But many unfortunate
occurrences had compeled them to remain in their virgin condi-
tion. Therewas an attorney who had proposed to Rosdlind ; but
finding that she would receive only £750 down, instead of £1500,
the monsgter had jilted her pitilessly, handsome as she was. An



A SHABBY GENTEEL STORY 13

apothecary, too, had besn smitten by her charms but to live in
a shop was beneath the dignity of a Welledey Macarty, and she
waited for better things Lieutenant Swabber, of the coeg-guard
srvice had lodged two months at Gann's, and if letters, long
walks, and town-talk could settle a match, a match between him
and Isabdla mugt have taken place Well, Isabela was not
married; and the lieutenant, a coond in Spain, ssamed to have
given up all thoughts of her.  She meanwhile consded hersdf with
a gay young winemerchant, who had lately etablished himsdf at
Brighton, kept a gig, rode out with the hounds and was voted
perfectly gented; and there was a certain French marquess with
the mogt degant black mugachios who had made a vast impresson
upon the heart of Rosalind, having met her firg at the circulating
library, and afterwards, by the mogt extraordinary sries of chanoces
coming upon her and her Sger daily in their walks upon the pier.
Meek little Caroline, meanwhile, trampled upon though she was
was ringing up to womanhood; and, though pale, freckled, thin,
meanly dressed, had a certain charm about her which some people
might prefer to the cheap glendours and rude red and white of the
Missss Macarty. In fact we have nov come to a period of her
higory when, to the amaze of hee mamma and sgers and not a
little to the satifaction of James Gann, Esquire, she actually
ingired a pasion in the breas of a very regpectable young man.
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CHAPTER Il
HOW MRS. GANN RECEIVED TWO LODGERS

T was the winter sseson when the events recorded in this history
occurred; and as at that period not one out of a thousand
lodging-houses in Margate are let, Mrs. Gann, who generdly

submitted to occupy her own first and second floors during this
chearless ssason, considered hersdlf more than ordinarily lucky when
circumstances occurred which brought no less than two lodgers to
her establishment.

She had to thank her daughters for the first inmate; for, as
these two young ladies were walking one day down their own strest,
talking of the joys of the last season, and the delight of the reffles
and singing a the libraries, and the intoxicating pleasures of the
Vauxhall balls, they were remarked and evidently admired by a
young gentleman who was sauntering listlessly up the street.

He sared, and it must be confessed that the fascinating girls
dared too, and put each other's head into each other's bonnet, and
giggled and said, " Lor'!" and then looked hard at the young
gentleman again. Their eyes were black, their cheks were very
red. Fancy how Miss Bella's and Miss Lindas hearts beat when
the gentleman, dropping his glass out of his eye actually stepped
aooss the street, and said, "Ladies, | am sesking for lodgings,
and should be glad to look at those which | s ae to let in your

" How did the conjurer know it was our house ?' thought Bella
and Linda (they aways thought in couples). From the very smple
fact that Miss Bella had just thrust into the door a latch-key.

Most bitterly did Mrs. James Gann regret that she had not on
her best gown when a stranger—a stranger in February—actually
caled to look a the lodgings. She made up, however, for the
dovenliness of her dress by the dignity of her demeanour ; and
asked the gentleman for references, informed him that she wes a
gentlewoman, and that he would have peculiar advantages in her
establishment; and, finally, agreed to receive him at the rate of
twenty shillings per wesk. The bright eyes of the young ladies
had done the busness; but to this day Mrs. James Gann is con-
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vinced that her peculiar dignity of manner, and great fluency
of brag regarding her family, have been the meens of bringing
hunderdeds of lodgers to her house, who but for her would never have
visited it.

" Gents" said Mr. James Gann, a the " Bag of Nails" that
very evening, "we have got a new lodger, and |I'll stand glassss
round to hisjolly good health "

The new lodger, who was remarkable for nothing except very
black eyes a sdllow facg, and a habit of smoking cigars in bed until
noon, gave his name George Brandon, Esg.  As to his temper and
habits, when humbly requested by Mrs. Gann to pay in advance, he
laughed and presented her with a bank-note, never quarrelled with
asingleitemin her bills, walked much, and ate two mutton-chops
per diem. The young ladies, who examined all the boxes and
letters of the lodgers, as young ladies will, could not find one single
document relative to their new inmate, except a tavern-bill of the
" White Hart," to which the name of George Brandon, Esquire,
was prefixed.  Any other papers which might elucidate his history
were locked up in a Bramah box, likewise marked G. B.; and
though these were but unsatisfactory points by which to judge a
man's character, there was a something about Mr. Brandon which
causd all the ladies a Mrs. Gann's to vote he wes quite a
gentleman.

When this was the cas | am happy to sy it would not
unfrequently happen that Miss Rosdind or Miss Isabella would
appear in the lodger's apartments, bearing in the breskfast-cloth,
or blushingly appearing with the weekly bill, apologisng for
mammas axence "and hoping that everything was to the
gentleman's liking."

Both the Missees Welledey Macarty took occason to visit Mr.
Brandon in this manne, and he receved both with such a
fascinating eee and gentleman-like freedom of manner, scanning
their points from head to foot, and fixing his great black eyes
0 eanedtly on their faces that the blushing crestures turned
away abashed, and yet pleased, and had many conversations about
him.

"Law, Bell," said Miss Rosdlind, "what a chap that Brandon
is! | don't half like him, | do declare!" Than which there can
be no grester compliment from a woman to a man.

"No more do | neither,” says Bell. "The man dares o,
and says such things! Just now, when Becky brought his paper
and sedling-wax—the silly girl brought black and red too—I
took them up to ak which he would have, and what do you
think he said?"
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"Well, dear, what?" said Mrs. Gann.

"'Miss Bell,' says he, looking at me, and with such eyes!
"I''ll keep everything: the red wax, because it's like your lips;
the black wax, because it's like your hair; and the satin paper,
because it's like your skin!'  Wasn't it gented ?"

" Law, now !" exclaimed Mrs. Gann.

" Upon my word, | think it's very rude!" said Miss Lindy;
"and if hed said so to me, I'd have dapped his face for his
imperence!" And much to her credit, Miss Lindy went to his
room ten minutes after to se if he would say anything to her.
What Mr. Brandon said, | never knew; but the little pang of
envy which had caused Miss Lindy to retort sharply upon her
sister, had given place to a pleased good-humour, and she allowed
Bella to talk about the new lodger as much as ever she liked.

And now if the reader is anxious to know what was Mr.
Brandon's character, he had better read the following letter from
him. It was addressed to no less a person than a viscount ; and
given, perhaps, with some little ostentation to Becky, the maid,
to carry to the post. Now Becky, before she executed such
errands, always showed the letters to her mistress or one of the
young ladies (it must not be supposed that Miss Caroline was a
whit less curious on these matters than her sisters); and when
the family beheld the name of Lord Viscount Cingbars upon the
superscription, their respect for their lodger was greater than ever
it had been.

" MARGATE : February 1835.

" MY DEAR VISCOUNT,—For a reason | have, on coming down
to Margate, | with much gravity informed the people of the ' White
Hart' that my name was Brandon, and intend to bear that honour-
able appellation during my stay. For the same reason (I am a
modest man, and love to do good in secret), | left the public hotel
immediately, and am now housed in private lodgings, humble,
and at a humble price. | am here, thank Heaven, quite alone.
Robinson Crusoe had as much society in his island, as | in this
of Thanet. In compensation | degp a great deal, do nothing, and
walk much, silent, by the sde of the roaring sea, like Calchas,
priest of Apallo.

" The fact is, that until papa's wrath is appeased, | must live
with the utmost meekness and humility, and have barely enough
money in my posssson to pay such small current expenses as fall
on me here, where strangers are many and credit does not exist.
| pray you, therefore, to tell Mr. Snipson the tailor, Mr. Jackson
the bootmaker, hones Solomonson the discounter of bills, and all
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such friends in London and Oxford as may make inquiries after me,
that | am at this very moment at the city of Munich in Bavaria,
from which | shall not return until my marriage with Miss Gold-
more, the great Indian heiress; who, upon my honour, will have
me, | believe, any day for the asking.

" Nothing dse will satisfy my honoured father, I know, whose
purse has already bled pretty freely for me, | must confess and
who has taken the great oath that never is broken, to bleed no
more unless this marriage is brought about. Come it must. |
can't work, | can't starve, and | can't live under a thousand a year.

"Here, to be sure, the charges are not enormous; for your
edification, read my week's bill:—

" ' George Brandon, Esquire,
To Mr,s. James Gann.

£ s d

A week's lodging . 10 0

Breakfast, cream, eggs . . 0 9 0

Dinner (fourteen mutton-chops) 010 6

Fire, boot-cleaning, &c. . 0 3 6

£2 3 0

" ' Settled, Juliana Gann.'

"Juliana Gann! |s-it not a sweet name? it sprawls over half
the paper. Could you but se the owner of the name, my dear
fellow ! | love to examine the customs of natives of all countries,

and upon my word there are some barbarians in our own les
known, and more worthy of being known, than Hottentots, wild
Irish, Otaheiteans, or any such savages. If you could s the airs
that this woman gives herself; the rouge, ribands, rings, and other
female gimcracks that she wears; if you could hear her reminis-
cences of past times, ' when she and Mr. Gann moved in the very
genteelest circles of society ;' of the peerage, which she knows by
heart ; and of the fashionable novels, in every word of which she
believes, you would be proud of your order, and admire the intense
respect which the canaille show towards it. There never was such
an old woman, not even our tutor at Christchurch.

" Thereis a he Gann, a vast bloated old man, in a rough coat,
who has met me once and asked me, with a grin, if my mutton-
chops was to my liking] The satirical monster !  What can | eat
in this place but mutton-chops? A great bleeding beef-steak, or a

11 B
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filthy reeking gigot a I'eau, with a turnip poultice ? | should die
if 1 did. As for fish in awatering-place, | never touch it ; itis sure
to be bad. Nor care | for little sinewy, dry, black-legged fowls.
Cutlets are my only resource; | have them nicely enough broiled
by a little humble companion of the family (a companion, ye gods,
in this family !), who blushed hugely when she confesed that the
cooking was hers, and that her name was Caroline. For drink |
indulge in gin, of which | consume two wine-glasss daily, in two
tumblers of cold water ; it is the only liquor that one can be sure
to find genuine in a common house in England.

" This Gann, | take it, has similar likings, for | hear him occa-
sionally at midnight floundering up the stairs (his boots lie dirty
in the passage)—floundering, | say, up the sairs, and cursing the
candlestick, whence excape now and anon the snuffers and extin-
guisher, and with brazen rattle disturb the slence of the night.
Thrice a week, at least, does Gann breakfast in bed—sure sign of
pridian intoxication; and thrice a week, in the morning, | hear a
hoarse voice roaring for 'my soda-water.” How long have the
rogues drunk soda-water ?

" At nine, Mrs. Gann and daughters are accustomed to break-
fast ; a handsome pair of girls, truly, and much followed, as | hear,
in the quarter. These dear creatures are always paying mevisits—
visits with the tea-kettle, visits with the newspaper (one brings it,
and one comes for it) ; but the one is always at the other's heds,
and so one cannot show onesdf to be that dear, gay, seducing fellow
that one has been, at home and on the Continent. Do you re-
member cette chére marquise at Pau ? That cursed conjugal pistol-
bullet still plays the deuce with my shoulder. Do you remember
Betty Bundy, the butcher's daughter? A pretty race of fools are
we to go mad after such women, and risk all—oaths, prayers,
promises, long wearisome courtships—for what >—for vanity, truly.
When the battle is over, behold your conquest ! Betty Bundy isa
vulgar country wench ; and cette belle marquise is old, rouged, and
has false hair.  Vanitas vanitatum ! what a moral man | will be
some day or other !

" | have found an old acquaintance (and be hanged to him!),
who has come to lodge in this very house. Do you recollect at
Rome a young artist, Fitch by name, the handsome gaby with the
large beard, that mad Mrs. Carrickfergus was doubly mad about ?
On the second floor of Mrs. Gann's house dwells this youth. His
beard brings the gamins of the streets trooping and yelling about
him; his fine braided coats have grown somewhat shabby now;
and the poor fellow is, like your humble servant (by the way, have
you a 500 franc billet to spare?)—likeyour humble servant, | say,
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very low in pocket. The young Andrea bears up gaily, however ;
twangles his guitar, paints the worst pictures in the world, and
pens sonnets to his Imaginary mistresss eyebrow.  Luckily the
rogue did not know my name, or | should have been compdled to
unbosom to him; and when | cdled out to him, dubious as to
my name, 'Don't you know me? | met you in Rome. My name
is Brandon,' the painter was perfectly stisfied, and mgjesticaly
bede me welcome.

" Fancy the continence of this young Josgph—he has absolutely
run away from Mrs. Carrickfergus! ' Sir,' said he, with some hesitar
tion and blushes, when | questioned him about the widow, ' | was
compelled to leave Rome in consaquence of the fatal fondness of
that woman. | am an ‘andsome man, sir,—I know it—all the
chaps in the Academy want me for a modd ; and that woman, sir,
issixty. Do you think | would ally myself with her ; sacrifice my
happiness for the ske of a cresture that's as hugly as an 'arpy?
I'd rather starve, sir.  1'd rather give up my hart and my 'opes of
rising in it than do a haction so dishhhhonourable.’

"There is a stock of virtue for you! and the poor fellow haf-
darved. He lived a Rome upon the sven portraits that the
Carrickfergus ordered of him, and, as | fancy, now does not make
twenty pounds in the year. O rare chastity ! O wondrous silly
hopes! O motus animorum, atque O certamina tanta !—pulveris,
exigui jactu, in such an indgnificant little lump of mud as this!
Why the deuce does not the fool marry the widow ? His betters
would. There was a captain of dragoons, an Italian prince, and four
sons of Irish pears, all a her feet; but the Cockney's beard and
whiskers have overcome them all. Here my paper has come to
an end; and | have the honour to bid your Lordship a remectful
farewdll.

Of the young gentleman who goes by the name of Brandon, the
reader of the above letter will not be 0 misguided, we trust, as to
have a very exalted opinion. The noble viscount read this document
to a supper-party in Christchurch, in Oxford, and left it in a bowl
of milk-punch ; whence a scout abstracted it, and handed it over to
us My Lord was twenty years of age when he received the epidtle,
and had spent a couple of years abroad, before going to the
university, under the guardianship of the worthy individual who
called himself George Brandon.

Mr. Brandon was the son of a half-pay colond of good family,
who, honouring the great himself, thought his son would vastly
bendfit by an acquaintance with them, and sent him to Eton, at cruel
charges upon a dender purse. From Eton the lad went to Oxford,
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took honours there, frequented the best society, followed with a
kind of proud obsequiousness all the tufts of the university, and
left it owing exactly two thousand pounds. Then there came
sorms at home; fury on the part of the stern old "governor";
and final payment of the debt. But while this settlement was
pending, Master George had contracted many more debts among
bill-discounters, and was glad to fly to the Continent as tutor
to young Lord Cingbars, in whose company he learned every
one of the vices in Europe; and having a good natural genius,
and a heart not unkindly, had used these qualities in such an
admirable manner as to be at twenty-seven utterly ruined in purse
and principle—an idler, a spendthrift, and a glutton. He was
free of his money; would spend his last guinea for a sensua
gratification ; would borrow from his neediest friend; had no kind
of consdience or remorse left, but believed himself to be a good-
natured devil-may-care fellow; had a good deal of wit, and indis-
putably good manners, and a pleasing, dashing frankness in
conversation with men. | should like to know how many such
scoundrels our universities have turned out; and how much ruin
has been caused by that accursed system which is called in England
" the education of a gentleman." Go, my son, for ten years to a
public school, that "world in miniature;" learn "to fight for
yourself" against the time when your real sruggles shall begin.
Begin to be sdfish at ten years of age; study for other ten years;
get a competent knowledge of boxing, swimming, rowing, and
cricket, with a pretty knack of Latin hexameters and a decent
smattering of Greek plays—do this and a fond father shall bless
you—bless the two thousand pounds which he has spent in
acquiring all these benefits for you. And, besdes, what s have
you not learned? You have been many hundreds of times to
chapel, and have learned to consder the religious service performed
there as the vainest parade in the world. If your father is a
grocer, you have been beaten for his sake, and have learned to be
ashamed of him. You have learned to forget (as how should you
remember, being separated from them for threefourths of your
time?) the ties and natural affections of home. You have learned,
if you have a kindly heart and an open hand, to compete with
asociates much more wealthy than yourself; and to consider money
as not much, but honour—the honour of dining and consorting with
your betters—as a great deal. All this does the public-school and
college boy learn; and woe be to his knowledge! Alas, what
natural tenderness and kindly clinging filial affection is he taught to
trample on and despise! My friend Brandon had gone through this
process of education, and had been irretrievably ruined by it—his
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heart and his honesty had been ruined by it, that isto say ; and he
had received, in return for them, a small quantity of dasscs and
mathematics—pretty compensdtion for all he had lost in gaining
them!

But | am wandering most absurdly from the point; right
or wrong, so nature and education had formed Mr. Brandon, who
is one of a condderable dass Well, this young gentleman wes
established & Mrs. Gann's house; and we ae obliged to enter
into all these explanations concerning him, because they are

to the right understanding of our story—Brandon not
being atogether a bad man, nor much worse than many a one
who goes through a course of regular sdfish swindling all hislife
long, and dies religious, resigned, proud of himsdf, and universally
regpected by others; for this eminent advantage has the getting-
and-keeping scoundrel over the extravagant and cardess one.

Ore day, then, as he was gazing from the window of hislodging-
house, a cart, containing a vast number of easds portfolios, wooden
cas of pictures, and a small carpet-bag that might hold a change
of clothes, stopped at the door. The vehicle was accompanied by a
remarkable young fellow—dressed in a frock-coat covered over with
frogs, adirty turned-down shirt-collar, with a blue satin cravat, and
acap placed wonderfully on one ear—who had evidently hired apart-
ments at Mr. Gann's. This new lodger was no other than Mr. Andrew
Fitch; or, as he wrote on his cards, without the prefix,

ANDREA FITCH.

Preparations had been mede a Gann's for the reception of
Mr. Fitch, whose aunt (an auctioneer's lady in the town) had mede
arrangements that he should board and lodge with the Gann family,
and have the apartments on the second floor as his private rooms.
In these, then, young Andrea was installed. He was a youth of
a poetic temperament, loving solitude; and where is such to be
found more easily than on the sorm-washed shores of Margate in
winter? Then the boarding-house keepers have shut up their
houses and gone away in anguish; then the taverns take their
carpets up, and you can have your choice of a hundred and twenty
beds in any one of them ; then but one disma waiter remains to
superintend this vast echoing pile of londiness, and the landlord
pines for summer; then the flies for Ramsgate stand tenantless
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besde the pier; and about four salors, in peajackets are to be
sn in the three principa streets; in the rest, slence, dosed
shutters, torpid chimneys enjoying their unnatural winter sinecure
—not the clack of a patten echoing over the cold dry flags!

This solitude had been chosen by Mr. Brandon for good reasons
of his own; Gann and his family would have fled, but that they
had no other house wherein to take refuge; and Mrs. Hammerton,
the auctioneer's lady, felt so keenly the kindness which se was
doing to Mrs. Gann, in providing her with a lodger at such a
period, that she considered hersdlf fully justified in extracting from
the latter a bonus of two guinees, threatening on refusd to send
her darling nephew to arival establishment over the way.

Andrea was here then, in the londiness that he loved—a
fantastic youth, who lived but for his art; to whom the world
wes like the Coburg Theatre, and he in a magnificent cosume
acting a principal part. His art, and his beard and whiskers, were
the darlings of his heart. His long pde hair fell over a high
polished brow, which looked wonderfully thoughtful; and yet no
man was more guiltless of thinking. He was aways putting him-
sf into attitudes; he never spoke the truth; and was so entirely
affected and absurd, as to be quite honest at last: for it is my
belief that the man did not know truth from faseshood any longer,
and was when he was done, when he was in company, nay, when
he was unconscious and sound adesp snoring in bed, one complete
lump of affectation. When his apartments on the second floor
were aranged according to his fancy, they made a tremendous
show. He had alarge Gothic chegt, in which he put his wardrobe
(namely, two velvet waistcoats, four varied satin under ditto, two
pairs braided trousers, two shirts, hdf-adozen fdse collars, and a
couple of pairs of dreadfully dilapidated Blucher boots). He had
Lme pieces of armour; some China jugs and Venetian glasses
ome bits of old damask rags, to drgpe his doors and windows :
and a rickety lay figure, in a Spanish hat and cloak, over which
dung a long Toledo rapier, and a guitar, with a riband of dirty
sky-blue.

Such was our poor felow's stock in trade. He had some
volumes of poems—" LallaRookh," and the sterner compositions of
Byron ; for, to do him justice, he hated " Don Juan," and awoman
was in his eyes an angd ; a hangdl, das! he would cal her, for
nature and the circumgances of his family had taken sad Cockney
advantages over Andreds pronunciation.

The Mises Welledey Macarty were not, however, very
queamish with regard to grammar, and, in this dull seeson, voted
Mr. Fitch an degant young fellow. His immense beard and
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whiskers gave them the highest opinion of his genius; and before
long the intimacy between the young people was condderable, for
Mr. Fitch insisted upon drawing the portraits of the whole family.
He painted Mrs. Gann in her rouge and ribands, as described by
Mr. Brandon; Mr. Gann, who said that his picture would be very
useful to the artist, as every soul in Margate knew him; and the
Misses Macarty (a nest group, representing Miss Bella embracing
Miss Linda, who was pointing to a piancforte).

"I appose you'll do my Carry next?' sad Mr. Gann,
expressing his approbation of the last picture.

" Law, sir," sad Miss Linda, " Carry with her red hair | —it
would be ojus."

e”" Mr. Fitch might as well paint Becky, our maid," sad Miss
Bella

"Carry is quite impossible, Gann," sad Mrs. Gann; "she
hasnt a gown fit to be ssn in. Shes not benn a church for
thirteen Sundays in conssquence”

" And more shame for you, maam," said Mr. Gann, who liked
his child; "Carry shall have a gown, and the best of gowns"
And jingling three-and-twenty shillings in his pocket, Mr. Gann
determined to spend them all in the purchese of a robe for Carry.
But das! the gown never came; half the money was spent that
very evening a the " Bag of Nails."

"|s that—that young lady your daughter?' sad Mr. Fitch,
fsurplrised, for he fancied Carry was a humble companion of the
amily.

"Yes, sheis, and a very good daughter too, sir," answered Mr.
Gann. " Fetch and Carry | cal her, or dse Caryvan—she's so
useful.  Ain't you, Carry ?'

"I'mvery glad if | am, papa," sad the young lady, who was
blushing violently, and in whose presence all this conversation had
been carried on.

"Hold your tongue, miss" said her mother; "you are v
expensive to us, that you are, and need not brag about the wor
you do. You would not live on charity, would you, like some
folks 7" (here she looked fiercely at Mr. Gann); "and if your
ssters and me starve to keep you and some folks, | presume you
are bound to make us some return.”

When any dlusion was made to Mr. Gann's idleness and
extravagance, or his lady showed hersdf in any way inclined to
be angry, it was honest Jamess habit not to answer, but to take
his hat and walk abroad to the public-house; or if haply she
scolded him at night, he would turn his back and fall asnoring.
Thee were the only remedies he found for Mrs, Jamess bad
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temper, and the firg of them he adopted on hearing these words
of hislady, which we havejust now transcribed.

Poor Cardine had not her father's refuge of flight, but was
obliged to say and ligen; and a wondrous doquencg God wot !
had Mrs. Gann upon the subject of her daughte's ill-conduct.
The firg lecture Mr. Fitch heard, he s down Cardine for a
monger. Was she not idle, sulky, soornful, and a doven? For
these and many more of her daughter's vices Mrs. Gann vouched,
dedaring that Cardinds mishehaviour was hagening he own
death, and finishing by a faintingfit. In the presmce of all these
charges there ¢ood Miss Caradline dumb, stupid, and cardess; nay,
when the faintingfit came on, and Mrs. Gann féell back on the
g, the unfeding girl took the opportunity to retire, and never
dfeaed to snack her mammas hands to give her the sndling-
bottle, or to resore her with a gass of water.

One good dose at hand; for Mr. Fitch, when this firs fit
occurred, was gtting in the Gann parlour, painting that lady's
portrait ; and he was making towards her with his tumbler, when
Miss Linda cried out, "Stop, the water's full of paint;" and
graightway burg out laughing. Mrs. Gann jumped up at this,
cured suddenly, and Ieft the room, looking somewhat fodlish.

" You don't know ma," said Miss Linda, still giggling ; " shés
alwaysfainting."

" Poor thing ! " cried Fitch ; " very nervous | suppose ?"

" Oh, very " answered the lady, exchanging arch glances with
Miss Bella.

"Poor dear lady !" continued the artist; "I pity her from my
hinmogt soul. Doexn't the himmortal bard of Havon obsarve, how
sharper than a srpent's tocth it is to have a thankless child ? And
is it true, malam, that that young woman has bem the ruin of
her family ?*

"Ruin of he fiddlestick!" replied Miss Bdla. "Law, Mr.
Fitch, you don't know ma yet ; sheisin one of her tantrums."

"What, then, it isn't true?" cried smpleminded Fitch. To
which nether of the young ladies made any answer in words nor
could the little artis comprehend why they looked at each cther,
and burgt out laughing. But he retired pondering on what he had
s and heard ; and being a very soft young fdlow, most implicitly
beieved the accusations of poor der Mrs. Gann, and thought her
daughter Caraline was no better than a Regan or Goneril.

A time, however, was to come when he should believe her to
be a mogt pure and gentle Corddia; and of this changein Fitch's
opinions we shall spegk in Chapter |11 .
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CHAPTER |11

A SHABBY GENTEEL DINNER, AND OTHER INCIDENTS
OF A LIKE NATURE

R. BRANDON'S letter to Lord Cingbars produced, as we
have said, a grest impresson upon the family of Gann ;
an impression which was considerably increased by their

lodger's subsequent  behaviour: for athough the persons with
whom he now associged were of a very vulgar ridiculous kind,
they were by no means so low or ridiculous that Mr. Brandon
should. not wish to gopear before them in the most advantageous
light ; and, accordingly, he gave himself the greatest airs when in
their company, and bragged incessantly of his acquaintance and
familiarity with the nobility. Mr. Brandon was a tuft-hunter of
the gented sort; his pride being quite as davish, and his haugh-
tiness as mean and cringing, in fact, as poor Mrs. Gann's stupid
wonder and respect for all the persons whose names are written
with titles before them. 0 free and happy Britons, wha a
miserable, truckling, cringing race ye are!

The reader hes no doubt encountered a number of such
swaggerers in the course of his conversation with the world—men
of a decent middle rank, who afect to degpise it, and herd only
with persons of the fashion. This is an dfence in a man which
none of us can forgive: we call him tuft-hunter, lickspittle, snesk,
unmanly ; we hate, and profess to depise him. | fear it is no such
thing. We envy Lickspittle, that is the fact; and therefore hate
him.  Were he to plague us with the stories of Jones and Brown,
our familiars, the man would be a smple bore, his stories heard
patiently ; but so soon as he talks of my Lord or the Duke, we are
in ams againg him. | have ssn a whole merry party in Russl
Square grow suddenly gloomy and dumb, because a pert barrister,
in aloud shrill voice, told a story of Lord This, or the Marquis of
That. We all hated that man; and | would lay a wager that every
one of the fourteen persons assembled round the boiled turkey and
saddle of mutton (not to mention side-dishes from the pastrycook's
opposite the British Museum)—I would wager, | say, that every-
one was muttering inwardly, " A plague on that fellow ! he knows
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alord, and | never spoke to more than three in the whole course
of my life" To our betters we can reconcile oursdves, if you
please, respecting them very sincerely, laughing at their jokes,
making allowance for their stupidities, meekly suffering their
insolence; but we can't pardon our equals going beyond us. A
friend of mine who lived amicably and happily among his friends,
and relatives at Hackney, was on a sudden disowned by the
latter, cut by the former, and doomed in innumerable prophecies
to ruin, because he kept a footboy,—a harmless little blowsy-faced
urchin, in light snuff-coloured clothes, glistering over with sugar-loaf
buttons. There is another man, a great man, a literary man, whom
the public loves, and who took a sudden leap from obscurity into
fame and wealth. This was a crime; but he bore his rise with so
much modesty, that even his brethren of the pen did not envy
him. One luckless day he s&t up a onehorse chaise; from that
minute he was doomed.

" Have you seen his new carriage ?" says Snarley.

"Yes" says Yow; " hes so consumedly proud of it, that he
can't s his old friends while he drives."

" | th it a donkey-cart," lisps Simper, "thith gwand cawwaige?
| always thaid that the man, from hith thtile, wath fitted to be
a vewy dethent cothtermonger."

" Yes, yes" cries old Candour, " a sad pity indeed !—dreadfully
extravagant, |'m told—bad health—expensive family—works going
down every day—and now he must set up a carriage forsooth !"

Snarley, Yow, Simper, Candour, hate their brother. If he is
ruined, they will be kind to him, and just; but he is successful,
and woe be to him.

This trifling digresson of half a page or s, although it seems to
have nothing to do with the story in hand, has, nevertheless, the
strongest relation to it ; and you shall hear what.

In one word, then, Mr. Brandon bragged so much, and assumed
such airs of superiority, that after a while he perfectly disgusted
Mrs. Gann and the Misses Macarty, who were gentlefolks them-
sves, and did not at all like his way of telling them that he was
their better. Mr. Fitch was swallowed up in his hart as he called
it, and cared nothing for Brandon's airs. Gann, being a low-spirited
fellow, completely submitted to M r. Brandon, and looked up to him
with deepest wonder. And poor little Caroline followed her father's
faith, and in six weeks after Mr. Brandon's arrival at the lodgings
had grown to believe him the most perfect, finished, polished, agree-
able of mankind. Indeed, the poor girl had never seen a gentleman
before, and towards such her gentle heart turned instinctively.
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Brandon never offended her by hard words; insulted her by cruel
scorn, such as she met with from her mother and her Ssters; there
was a quiet manner about the man quite different to any that she
had before ssen amongst the acquaintances of her family ; and if he
assumed a tone of superiority in his conversation with her and the
rest, Caroline felt that he was their superior, and as such admired
and respected him.

What happens when in the innocent bosom of a girl of sixteen
such sensdtions arise? What has happened ever dnce the world

?

| have said that Miss Caroline had no friend in the world but
her father, and must here take leave to recall that assertion —a
friend she mogt certainly had, and that wes honest Becky, the
smutty maid, whose name has been mentioned before.  Miss Caro-
line had learned, in the course of a life spent under the tyranny of
her mamma, some of the notions of the latter, and would have been
very much offended to call Becky her friend : but friends, in fact,
they were; and a great comfort it was for Caroline to descend to
the calm kitchen from the stormy back-parlour, and there vent some
of her little woes to the compassonate servant of all work.

When Mrs. Gann went out with her daughters, Becky would
take her work and come and keep Miss Caroline company ; and
if the truth must be told, the grestest enjoyment the pair used to
have was in these afternoons, when they read together out of the
precious greesy marble-covered volumes that Mrs. Gann was in
the habit of fetching from the library. Many and many a tae
had the pair so gone through. | can s them over " Manfrone;
or the One-handed Monk"—the room dark, the street silent, the
hour ten—the tall red lurid candlewick waggling down, the flame
flickering pae upon Miss Caroling's pae face as she read out, and
lighting up honest Becky's goggling eyes who sat silent, her work
in her lap; she had not done a stitch of it for an hour. Asthe
trap-door slowly opens and the scowling Alonzo, bending over the
deeping Imoinda, draws his pistol, cocks it, looks well if the
priming be right, places it then to the deeper's ear, and—thunder-
under-under—down fall the swuffers! Becky has had them in
her hand for ten minutes, afraid to use them. Up starts Caroling,
and flingsthe book back into her mammds basket. It is that lady
returned with her daughters from a tea-party, where two young
gents from London have been mighty gented indeed.

For the sentimental too, as well as for the terrible, Miss
Caroline and the cook had a strong predilection, and had wept
their poor eyes out over " Thaddeus of Warsaw " and the " Scottish
Chiefs" Fortified by the examples drawn from those instructive
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volumes, Becky was firmly convinced that her young mistress
would meet with a great lord some day or other, or be carried off,
like Cinderella, by a brilliant prince, to the mortification of her
elder ssters, whom Becky hated. And when, therefore, the new
lodger came, lonely, mysterious, melancholy, eegant, with the
romantic name of George Brandon—when he wrote a letter directed
to a lord, and Miss Caroline and Becky together examined the
superscription, such a look passed between them as the pencil of
Leslie or Maclise could alone describe for us. Becky's orbs were
lighted up with a preternatural look of wondering wisdom ; where-
as, after an instant, Caroline dropped hers, and blushed, and said,
" Nonsense, Becky !"

"lIs it nonsense?' said Becky, grinning and snapping her
fingers with a triumphant air: "the cards comes true; | knew
they would. Didn't you have king and queen of hearts three
deals running? What did you dream about last Tuesday, tell
me that?"

But Miss Caroline never did tell, for her sisters came bouncing
down the stairs, and examined the lodger's letter. Caroline, how-
ever, went away musing much upon these points; and she began
to think Mr. Brandon more wonderful and beautiful every day.

In the meantime, while Miss Caroline was innocently indulging
in her inclination for the brilliant occupier of the first floor, it
came to pass that the tenant of the second was inflamed by a most
romantic passon for her.

For, after partaking for about a fortnight of the family dinner,
and passing some evenings with Mrs. Gann and the young ladies,
Mr. Fitch, though by no means quick of comprehension, began
to perceive that the nightly charges that were brought against
poor Caroline could not be founded upon truth. "Let's sg"
mused he to himsdf. " Tuesday, the old lady said her daughter
was bringing her grey hairs with sorrow to the grave, because the
cook had not boiled the potatoes. Wednesday, she said Caroline
was an assasin, because she could not find her own thimble.
Thursday, she vows Caroline has no religion, because that old pair
of silk stockings were not darned. And this can't be" reasoned
Fitch deeply. "A gal hain't a murderess becauss her ma can't
find her thimble. A woman that goes to dap her grown-up
daughter on the back, and before company too, for such a paltry
thing as a hold pair of stockings, can't be surely a-speaking the
truth." And thus gradually his first impresson against Caroline
wore away. As this disappeared, pity took posssson of his soul
—and we know what pity is akin to; and, at the same time, a
corresponding hatred for the oppressors of a creature so amiable.
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To sum up, in Sx short wesks after the appearance of the two
gentlemen, we find our chief dramatis personce as fallows :

CAROLINE, an innocent young woman, in love with BRANDON.
FITCH, a cdebrated painter, amog in love with CAROLINE.
BRANDON, a young gentleman, in love with himsdf.

At firg he was pretty condant in his attendance upon the
Missss Macarty when they went out to walk, nor were they dis
pleassd at his attentions ; but he found that there were a great
number of Margate beaux—ugly vulgar felows as ever were—who
always folowed in the young ladies train, and made themsdves
infinitedly more agreseble than he was These men Mr. Brandon
treated with a great deal of soorn : and, in return, they hated him
cordially. So did the ladies pedily :  his haughty manners though
quite as impertinent and freg, were not half so pleasant to them
as Joness jokes or Smith's charming romps, and the girls gave
Brandon very shortly to understand that they were much happier
without him. "Ladies, your humble" he heard Bob Smith say,
asthat little linendraper came Kipping to the door from which they
were isuing. " The an's hup and trade is down ; if you're for a
walk, I'm your man." And Miss Linda and Miss Bdla each took
an arm of Mr. Smith, and sailed down the srest. " 1'm glad you
ain't got that proud gent with the gasshi," said Mr. Smith ; " hés
the mog hillbred superdlious beest | ever s

" Soheis" sysBédla

" HushI" sysLinda.

The " proud gent with thedlass hi" was at this moment lolling
out of the firg-floor window, smoking his accusomed cigar ; and
his eyegass was fixed upon the ladies to whom he made a very
low bow. It may be imagined how fond hewas of them afterwards,
and what looks he cag a Mr. Bob Smith the next time he met
him. Mr. Bab's heart beat for a day afterwards; and he found he
had budness in town.

But the love of sodety is dronger than even pride; and the
great Mr. Brandon was sometimes fain to desoend from his high
gation and consort with the vulgar family with whom he lodged.
But, as we have said, he always did this with a wonderfully con-
desoending air, giving his asodates to undersand how great was
the honour he did them.

One day, then, he was absolutdy 0 kind as to acogpt of an
invitation from the ground-floor, which was ddivered in the passage
by Mr. James Gann, who said, " It was hard to se a gent eating
mutton-chops from wesk's end to wek's end ; and if Mr. Brandon
had a mind to meet a devilish good felow as ever was my friend
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Swigby, a man who rides his horse, and has his five hundred a year
to spend, and to eat a prime cut out of as good a leg of pork (though
he said it) as ever a knife was stuck into, they should dine that day
at three o'dock sharp, and Mrs. G. and the gals would be glad of
the honour of his company."

The person so invited was rather amused at the terms in which
Mr. Gann conveyed his hospitable message; and at three o'clock
made his appearance in the back-parlour, whence he had the honour
of conducting Mrs. Gann (dressed in a sweet yellow mousseline de
laine, with a large red turban, a ferronniére, and a smelling-bottle
attached by aring to a very damp fat hand) to the " office” where
the repast was st out. The Misses Macarty were in costumes
equally tasty : one on the guest's right hand ; one near the boarder,
Mr. Fitch—who, in a large beard, an amethyst velvet waistcoat,
his hair fresh wetted, and parted accurately down the middle to fall
in curls over his collar, would have been irresistible if the collar had
been alittle, little whiter than it was.

Mr. Brandon, too, wasdressed in his very best suit ; for though
he affected to despise his hosts very much, he wished to make the
most favourable impression upon them, and took care to tell Mrs.
Gann that he and Lord So-and-s0 were the only two men in the
world who were in posesson of that particular waistcoat which
she admired : for Mrs. Gann was very gracious, and had admired
the waistcoat, being desirous to impresswith awe Mr. Gann's friend
and admirer, Mr. Swigby—who, man of fortune as he was, was a
constant frequenter of the club at the " Bag of Nails."

About thisclub and its supportersM r . Gann'sguest, Mr. Swigby,
and Gann himsdf, talked very gaily before dinner ; all the jokes
about all the club being roared over by the pair.

Mr. Brandon, who felt he was the great man of the party, in-
dulged himself in his great propensities without restraint, and told
Mrs. Gann stories about half the nobility. Mrs. Gann conversed
knowingly about the Opera; and declared that she thought Taglioni
the sweetest singer in the world.

" Mr.—a—Swigby, have you ever seen Lablache dance?" asked
Mr. Brandon of that gentleman, to whom he had been formally
introduced.

" At Vauxhall is he he?" said Mr. Swigby, who was just from
town.

" Yes, on the tight-rope; a charming performer."

On which Mr. Gann told how he had been to Vauxhall when
the princes were in London ; and hislady talked of these knowingly.
And then they fell to conversing about fireworks and rack-punch;
Mr. Brandon assuring the young ladies that Vauxhall was the very
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pink of the fashion, and longing to have the honour of dandng a
quadrille with them there.  Indeed, Brandon was 0 very sarcadiic,
that not a sngle soul at table understood him.

The table, from Mr. Brandon's plan of it, which was afterwards
snt to my Lord Cingbars, was arranged as follows :—

Miss Cardine Mr. Fitch. MissL. Macarty.
1. Potatoes. 3.

A roast leg of Three shreds Boiled haddock,
pork, with sago | of celery in a | removed by hashed
and onions. glass. mutton.

2. Cabbage. 4.
Mr. Swigby. Miss B. Macarty. Mr. Brandon.

1 and 2 are pats of porter; 3, a quart of ale Mrs. Gann's
favourite drink ; 4, a bottle of fine old goden sherry, the real pro-
duce of the Uva grape, purchasd at the " Bag of Nails" Hotel for
1s.9d. by Mr. J. Gann.

Mr. Gann, "Taste that sherry, sr. Your 'edth, and my
svices to you, Sr. That wine, dr, is given me as a particular
favour by my—ahem !—my wine-merchant, who only will part with
a gnall quantity of it, and imports it direct, sr, from—ahem!—
from—"

Mr. Brandon, " From Xeres of course It is | redly think,
the finest wine | ever taged in my life—at a commong’s table,
that is"

Mrs. Gann'. " Oh, in courss a commone's table —we have no
titles, gr (Mr. Gann, | will trouble you for some mare crackling),
though my poor dear girls are related, by their blessd father's sde
to some of the firgt nobility in the land, | asure you."

Mr, Gann. "Gammon, Jooly my dear. Them Irish nobility,
you know, what are they? And, besdes it's my beief that the
gas are no more related to them than | am.”

Miss Bella (to Mr. Brandon, confidentially), "You mug find
that poor Par is sadly vulgar, Mr. Brandon.”
